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Introduction

I have forgotten how much I enjoyed taking on your puny, mortal forms. Why have I grown lazy through the centuries, when action brings so many pleasures?

Lazy, I became, and rusty too. There are rules about the operation of your arms and legs I’ve had to relearn. Your pathetic eyes are almost blind before their threads are knit with the brain. Uprightness alone is an art. How many times have I fallen against the rough stone at the depths of the Setergrotta Caverns while I practiced anew at corporeality? How fortunate I am that my Earthly disciples could not see me stumble and twist as I made up and broke form after form in the subterranean darkness! No one heard my screams of rage and pain, echoing against the barren walls and still waters as I failed, again and again, to master the soft, fleshy mantle of mortality. There is suffering in falling, for that sensation must be knit as well to the mind. If it weren’t, you fools would fall all the time, and call it good. But the pain is not without its own pleasures, one of the many strange features of your difficult flesh.

And I have persevered, and now I am made palpable once again, in the most necessary of the forms I was able to conjure, inferior as it is. And in the dim light of the Østmarka Woods, where no one dares to wander at night, I study the stars and see them, I press my knees against the moist earth, and I hold my hand before my face and count my fingers before I curl them into a fist.

With this fist will I smite thee, failing dogs of a ruined world. Whilst I slept, you abdicated your birthright, yielding power to the least of you, to the weakest, to your bitches, whose voices are as the yelp of a cur, who bleed between their legs while the men who defend them draw and pour out their blood from the places that mark courage, heroism, and death.

I have found my voice again, hardest of all, but most important, for such is how commands are given, correction imposed, and the right wisdom. I am as clever as I’ve always been, and it comes to me, the tongue of my origins, and now, slowly, the dialect of the New World. It is a mongrel tongue that they use to converse, where the joints fall among its bones imposed from everywhere else, each brave invader through its checkered history layering the tongue with its own flavor, a passive bed of language that lies beneath each of the armies that trampled it, ravished it, and planted its own seed. And it is this tongue, soft and pliable and conquered, that the whole world speaks today! No wonder the whole world is ruint. Every word of a defeated language further defeats the fools whose spitting mouths issue it.

I am coming. I am coming to make all of this right. I am coming for all of you, but I will start with you, outcast sluts of Salem, filthy wenches of Oslo. You will not know me until it’s too late. I will teach you that which you never should have unlearned. First you, twin covens, and then the rest. The fire will burn, and the rooms of instruction will echo with the screams of a new perfection.


Chapter 1: A Missing Member

Leilani sat silently, staring and tapping at her phone as the tiny pixelated girls rushed around, dragging things out of cupboards, opening tin cans, kneading flour, occasionally bumping into each other and spilling things. She cursed softly as the time ticked down and the meal still wasn’t done. So many dumplings still to make! She did like this game: Yumstaurant, her Norwegian friend Olivia’s favorite. But Leilani was from Hawaii, and the location-based nature of this game meant that she had no choice but to work on Norwegian recipes. Admittedly, there were a lot of fish dishes, but the names of things were mostly incomprehensible to her. Like, what the heck was a Smalahove? No time to look it up on FindyOuty.

She heard the bell for class go off and a flush from the stall next to hers, and gave up trying to finish this level before class. Shutting the screen and tucking her phone back into her purse (woven brown leather with black stitching of traditional Hawaiian Honu icons on it, slightly scuffed, but greatly loved) and did the usual things: wiped, flushed, pulled up and tucked the many, many layers that she wore to hold off the chill of the Oslo autumn, and left the stall to wash her hands and join the other students in her class’s last year at Norge International School Oslo.

It hadn’t been the easiest thing for Leilani and her family to move to Norway from their native Maui, especially for her dad, who had to deal with the language barrier at his new job, and the unfortunate choice of being a surfing instructor in a country where the water was freezing most of the time. Her mom was finding it extremely difficult to make friends here and complained incessantly about how standoffish people were. But Leilani was quite fortunate to be going to an international school where everyone spoke English together, even the native Norwegians, who made up about half of the student body.

Speaking of: she waved to one of her newest friends, Ella, a sweet girl whose family owned the largest furniture manufacturer in Norway–latest motto: We All Love Good, Hard Wood! Real Norwegian Wood Furniture! The shirtless male model they used on their ads was quite popular among the female students here. Ella had even gotten to meet him!

“Hey, Leilani!” Ella called out as she spotted her.

“Hi, Ella, how are you doing after last night?” Leilani asked her, noting that Ella looked a little rough around the edges this morning.

“Ah, yeah . . .” Ella muttered, running her fingers through her hair and looking down at the ground. “It was a bit rough, I won’t lie. Had some sort of weird dream, but I don’t remember it.”

“Oh, yeah?” Leilani asked, walking beside Ella as they headed towards their class. “Was it a bad dream?”

“It must have been. I woke up in a sweat and feeling really anxious. Super weird!”

“You think it might be related to what we’re . . . doing?” Leilani asked, looking around herself to make sure nobody could hear. Ella, Leilani and a few other girls from school had started a coven not that long ago and had made quite a lot of progress in spellcasting, thanks to a mysterious book of spells they had found hidden in a cabin in the woods. She blushed briefly, thinking about the highly sexual nature of the spell work they had done, something that Leilani had no problem with, but the sight of her fellow witches naked and touching themselves had an undeniable effect on her.

“Yeah, probably! I mean, Isa did get snagged by some weird people, and Olivia saw those scary red eyes . . . maybe I’m just spooked out by what happened to Isa,” Ella replied.

“Have you heard from her?” Leilani asked as they sat down next to each other in their classroom.

“No, I haven’t . . . oh!” Ella paused, mouth open as Leilani looked up to gape at the new teacher as he strolled into the room.

“Oh. My. Sweet, sweet Jesus . . .” Leilani whispered as time seemed to slow down, her entire world now centered on the tall, black, chiseled face, the black curly hair in a retro high top fade that seemed to reach to the heavens, the tight, tight knitted sweater rippling as his chest flexed with every step.

“Hello, class,” he said in a warm, rumbling, deep voice that did a lot that day to convince Leilani that she was, in fact, not a lesbian after all. Her growing relationship with Valentina, the Italian member of their coven, had awakened that part of her and she felt very positive about it. But this man–yum!

“My name is Axsel Akinyemi,” he continued, “and I’ll be taking over this class. Your previous teacher, Per, was feeling a bit depressed by the gloomy weather and is currently on a government-mandated recuperation trip to the Bahamas. Let’s all keep him in our minds and hope he gets better real soon.” The irony dripping from their new teacher’s voice was completely lost on all of the girls in that classroom, including most of the boys, as they stared at the gorgeous man, although one boy did snort in suppressed laughter from the back of the room.

Just then the door swung open and their friend Mia entered, out of breath, her long blonde hair in an unruly mess. “Hi, sorry, I . . .” she stopped as she saw the new teacher.

“And you are?” he asked, cocking one immaculate eyebrow at her.

“Huh?”

“Your name is?” he asked, patiently. It seemed that young women staring at him with blank faces was a not uncommon occurrence.

“Oh! Um, it’s . . . just give me a second,” she stammered. Barely suppressed giggles sounded out among her classmates, both male and female. “Um, oh! Mia! It is my name, the name that I have been . . . uh, given?” she stumbled as her otherwise great grasp of the English language, and conversation in general, failed her momentarily.

“Hello, Mia, first of her name,” he smiled. “You’re late.”

“Yes, sorry. I had to rush back home to change–um nevermind. Sorry,” she said as she blushed profusely.

“That’s fine,” he said. “Take a seat so we can get started.”

“Oh, yes. Seat . . .” she mumbled as she threaded her way through the rows of seats amidst the snickering of students until she reached her spot and sat down heavily.

“So, sexuality and power in the Viking age,” he started, writing “793 AD to 1066 AD” in red marker on the board. “What role did women’s sexuality have in the average Viking household when it came to securing their safety and giving them more say over their own lives?”

Everyone in the classroom looked around at each other, brows creased in confusion.

“Anyone?”

“Uh . . . Mr. Tasty Abs?” one girl near the front, a German, asked.

“Axsel.”

“Okay, Mr. Axsel. Um . . . this is a math class?”

“Oh! Really? This isn’t Humanities?” he asked, somewhat taken aback, but still irresistibly gorgeous.

“No,” the German girl replied. “This is math. We were going to cover quadratic equations and I was quite looking forward to it. I read the chapter, as required!”

“Okay, well, that’s embarrassing!” he said. “Not quite sure how I got assigned here, but I’m definitely not the right person for math. Please wait here while I go sort this out.” And with that he and his exquisitely sculpted physique exited the room. The moment the door closed everyone turned on the hapless German girl.

“What the fuck!” one girl yelled. “That was literally the most beautiful human I’ve ever seen in my life and you made him leave?”

“Yeah! What were you thinking, Leni? If he wants to talk about Viking women fucking their way to the top, let him!” another girl yelled.

As the class began to descend into a shouting match, Mia, Ella and Leilani turned to face each other. Ella leaned over to ask Mia, “Where were you?”

“I was at Rajiv’s place. Doing things!” Mia answered, winking suggestively.

“I see. Good for you! By the way, do you know how Isa’s doing?”

“No, I imagine she’s being taken care of, though. Poor girl,” Mia said, shaking her head. Leilani nodded, feeling for her. Isa had been kidnapped and, apparently, tortured by some mysterious people. It made Leilani uneasy, thinking that these people were out there and might come after her or her friends in the coven. It was definitely because of their magical activities, Leilani was convinced. They seemed to have drawn the attention of a scary and powerful organization.

“Did you guys hear from Olivia at all?” Leilani asked.

“No! Kinda weird, I was expecting to hear from her by now,” Ella replied. “I had a really bad dream or something last night. I texted her right after, figuring she might have some insight, what with her seeing those scary eyes that time. But nothing. Not like her at all.”

“Huh,” Mia replied.

The rest of the day passed quickly, if somewhat more disappointingly, as a completely different, and much more boring substitute teacher arrived to finish off the class. The girls met Valentina for lunch and finished up the rest of the school day. Olivia never showed up.

~~~

Olivia hung in her chains, secured between two birch trees, her head hanging down limply. She was so tired and her breasts hurt so much. They had worked on her in shifts throughout the night, pinching her nipples and the sides of her breasts and thighs with hot pincers as she cried out in pain. Occasionally they would stop and allow her to rest for a moment, gather her strength, and then they would start again. There were times when Olivia wanted them to ask her something, anything, so she could answer them and make this all end, but they never did, much to her dismay.

At one point she felt the familiar twinge and cramp that marked the start of her period and almost laughed. She could remember a time where that would warrant well-deserved complaints about the discomfort she had to endure. Now it didn’t even merit more than a rueful chuckle. She couldn’t even remember how she had gotten here, just that she had been walking back home at night after finding Isa safe. Someone had come up behind her and that was the last she could remember until she woke up in this horrible place.

Finally, they came for her again and she gritted her teeth, closing her eyes tightly in anticipation of more torture, but instead of the searing pain of the pincers, she felt them releasing her from the trees, her shoulders screaming from the pain of movement after being held so long in a stress position.

“Oh, fuck, fuck, fuck!” she groaned as two cloaked figures, their faces hidden by black masks, pulled her arms behind her back and chained her wrists together.

“Who the fuck are you guys?” she cried out as they marched her across the grass of the walled-in garden where she had woken up. But they said nothing. They led her through a small portal set into a stone wall, and down a set of tight, winding steps that led her through dark, dimly lit stone passageways until they reached a room, brightly lit with a fluorescent bulb that cast the entire space into stark, unpleasant relief. Olivia groaned in despair as she saw the chains hanging from the ceiling, and the braziers, glowing red with heat, the handles of various instruments of pain poking out of them.

“Is this really necessary?” she asked, not really expecting an answer.

“Well,” said one of the cloaked figures, with a distinct Vestlandsk accent, its cheery, rolling sounds a strange contrast in this setting. “I suppose that it is, strictly speaking, necessary.” He and the other figure uncuffed her, yanked her hands above her head and fastened them to the chains that hung above her.

“Um . . . why?” she asked, grimacing.

“We have to torture you, you know?” he continued, fastening the cuffs with a loud snap. “It’s difficult to do that if you don’t haul the victim–”

“That would be you,” the other one interjected, helpfully.

“Into the dungeon,” he finished.

“Everything has its place!”

“We pride ourselves on efficiency.”

“But why are you torturing me?” she asked, her mood vacillating between panic and despondency.

“Why?” the first figure asked, stepping back and staring at her from behind his black mask.

“Yeah! Why?” she whined.

“Ah, that’s a very fine question! My colleague, Trondsek here, will be happy to explain.”

And as his colleague began his explanation of exactly why Olivia needed to be subjected to their inhumane attention, she closed her eyes and concentrated on trying to summon her inner strength. This was going to be an ordeal unlike any other she had ever faced, and she needed to at least feel like she could get through it, if not actually succeed.

~ ~ ~

“Guys, Olivia isn’t here!” Leilani said, her voice almost breaking with worry. “Do you think something happened to her?”

“Fuck! Fuck!” Mia cursed, putting her phone down and staring at the other girls with a worried look. “I just got a text from Olivia’s mom. She never got back home last night and they’re worried sick. They’re calling the police right now.”

“Just now?” Valentina asked.

“Yeah, I guess her mom thought she might be out with us.”

“Do you think whoever took Isa took Olivia?” Ella asked.

“Yeah, I think it’s possible,” Mia said. “I think we should cast the spell of Finding again! Ella, think we can use your parent’s basement again?”

“Sure,” she replied. “But don’t we need Svedbjørn the Magnificently Magical to help us with the spell? He probably didn’t hang out with my parents all day!”

“Oh shit,” Leilani exclaimed. “We just rushed out of there and left him after he spooged his magical location finding semen on the map!”

“Yeah,” Ella nodded. “But he was still there when I got back home last night. My parents were getting pretty chummy with him, but still, I doubt he’s there. But maybe they have his number or something. My dad probably tried to sell him a set of furniture.”

“Okay, let’s go there after school!” Mia declared and the girls agreed. They would rush over to Ella’s and see if they could get hold of the magician they needed for their spell.

Alas, when they got there Ella’s parents had disappointing news for them.

“I’m sorry, sweetie!” her mom said. “I’m afraid he left just an hour ago.”

Ella eyed her mother’s flushed face and slightly disheveled hair with suspicion. “Uh, mom? Is there something you’d like to tell me about Svedbjørn?”

“What? No! Why? Nothing happened!” came the somewhat too quick response.

“Mom! Oh my god!”

“What?” her dad said, coming up to his partner’s side and draping an arm around her waist. “Your mother and I are adults and more than capable of deciding what we would like to do with our guests.”

“Dad! Oh my god! You too?”

Mia, Valentina, and Leilani took a sudden interest in their phones, Valentina not even bothering to turn it on, ears burning.

“It’s not like that, Honey-Biscuits! I just like to watch,” he said.

“Oh, eww! Eww! No, I did not just hear that!” Ella squealed. She took a moment to calm herself, face held in her hands. “Okay. Okay. I’ll pretend none of this ever happened.”

“He’s quite magical,” her mom said, not helping matters.

“Yes, thanks,” Ella replied, her friends pretending to scroll through very interesting content. “But did he leave, like, a number or something? We really need his help.”

“Oh, yes, I have his number,” her dad said. “I don’t really think he’s boyfriend material, my little Lingonberry, but you’re an adult, so if you want to continue whatever games you were playing with him, that’s your choice.”

Ella couldn’t really argue with that, given what they had done with Svedbjørn in the basement. So, she kept quiet, silently thanking her dad for being understanding and supportive, even if he and her mom were slightly cringe.

The girls rushed down to the basement, Svedbjørn’s mobile number written by Ella’s dad on a piece of stationary. The moment they closed the door, Ella rang him up, throwing caution to the wind and choosing to do a voice call instead of texting.

“Voice?” Mia asked with a hushed voice. “I don’t think I’ve ever done a voice call!”

“Can you even still do that?” Valentina asked.

“They may have removed that feature,” Leilani chuckled.

“Shut up,” Ella muttered as she dialed his number and hunted for the speaker button. After a few rings a confused voice came out of her phone.

“Ya? Hello?” Svedbjørn asked.

“Hello? Svedbjørn? It’s Ella! From last night? The . . . you know?”

“Yes! Ella! With the lovely mom and dad! How are you?”

“Good, good! Hey, would you be available to do another Finding spell?”

“Oh! Um, sorry! I’m halfway to Bergen right now! Now that my powers are back I’m back on tour!”

“I see,” Ella said, grimacing at the others. “Well, I’m happy for you of course.”

“Aw, thank you!” Svedbjørn said. “I’ll be back in Oslo soon enough. Maybe I can help you out then?”

“Sure, sure,” Ella replied. “Well, thanks anyway. Take care!”

“You too!” he replied and the line went dead.

“Well, that sucks!” Mia exclaimed.

“What are we going to do?” Leilani asked. “Olivia was kind of our leader! Plus, she had the translations of the book’s spells on her phone.”

“We need to find another spell, and the only way to do that now is to ask Guðrún,” Mia replied. “She still has the book, she did all the translations, so if there’s a useful spell there we can actually use to help Olivia, she’ll find it for us!”


Chapter 2: An Unexpected Tongue

“Okay,” Biltmore said once all of the coven had been seated, Abigail immediately beside her and Ember, Talia and Duponte on either side of the couple, all stiff with anticipation.

“Okay,” she said again, swallowing before she continued. “So me and Abigail. Yeah.”

“Yeah?” prompted Talia.

“We did it,” Abigail blurted, realizing belatedly that admitting she was a lesbian was one thing, confessing to a specific episode of lovemaking was something else altogether. But why was this so hard? Didn’t one follow the other? “Me and Biltmore. We, like, last night . . . we sort of . . .”

“We had, um, relations,” Biltmore said. “But that’s . . . we sort of had to, to discover–”

“Wait,” Ember said. “Relations. What’s that? How do you have that?”

“They had sex,” Talia said.

“We did,” Biltmore said. “But that’s not why we’re . . .”

“That’s secondary to the actual story here,” Abigail said. “It doesn’t really matter though. The main thing is–”

“You had sex?” Ember said. “How?”

“Girls can do it with each other,” Talia said. “It’s totally normal.”

“Yeah, but uh UH uh UH uh UH?” Ember said, moving her shoulders suggestively forward and backward as she grunted.

“It’s not really like that,” Talia said before she turned to Biltmore for reassurance. “I mean, I guess it could be, sort of. But it’s not–”

“Anything can happen,” Biltmore said. “Or, more things. It’s not just, you know, put it in and move it around when it’s just two girls.”

“Since you don’t have a, you know, it,” Abigail said.

“Yeah,” Biltmore said. “So you can, uh, like, mouth.”

“Wait, mouth?” Ember said.

“It’s called oral sex,” Talia said.

“Okay, okay,” Ember said, holding up her hands. “I get it.”

“That’s not the main thing, though,” Abigail said. “We’re just telling you that so you know how it happened. The spell, that is. How that happened.”

“Tell us,” Talia urged.

“Right,” said Biltmore. “Yeah. So we were . . . Abigail was on top, and–”

“First time,” Abigail said with a nervous laugh.

“But it seemed like it wasn’t your first time,” Biltmore said with a quick squeeze of her partner’s leg. Talia and Duponte shifted uncomfortably. Ember just stared.

“I mean, sorry,” Biltmore said. “That’s not the main thing. We . . .”

“Okay, the main thing,” Abigail said, voice cutting through the awkwardness. “We were doing oral sex on each other, Biltmore was cumming, her roommate started talking, she told her to shut up, and she did.”

Three pairs of eyes stared uncomprehendingly.

“My roommate was in another room,” Biltmore said. “She was in another room. So I wasn’t talking to her. And she wasn’t there. I mean, there in person. Like, watching. My door was closed. She was, she just got home, and she was yelling for me, and then I–”

“Right, right,” Abigail agreed. “She’s like, ‘Biltmore! Oh Biltmore?’ And Biltmore said shut up, and right then, she shuts up. But not because she heard Biltmore. Biltmore was super quiet. But she was cumming. And just saying it quietly. Shut up. And she did. The roommate just stopped calling, right then.”

“Ohh-kay,” Talia said with a shrug.

“Right, right, but that’s not the most important part,” Abigail said. “That’s just the part that gave us the idea. So we tried it again, on this total asshole who does this streaming show.”

“Living Truth,” Biltmore said. “His name is Ricky something. He was doing a live podcast, and he just went totally silent.”

“Wait, at the same time as your roommate?” Talia said.

“No, sorry, it was a second time, a second spell,” Abigail said. “This time, I was cumming, and I said, uh, ‘Shut up Ricky, Ricky–’”

“Truesdale,” Biltmore said. “Yeah, that was his name.”

“Shut up Ricky Truesdale,” Abigail said. “And he did. We were listening to him on Biltmore’s laptop, and I say ‘shut up’, and instant silence, like 15 seconds or something.”

“And then we called him,” Biltmore continued bitterly. “We asked him, point blank, why did you go silent, and of course he was an asshole and wouldn’t say.”

“But it was like he had no idea what we were talking about,” Abigail said. “He started calling us lesbians and we said some shit back and then he hung up on us. But the main thing was he went totally silent. Because of the spell.”

“But the really biggest part of the story,” Biltmore said, excitement growing, “is that I think we discovered a new spell.”

“We created a spell,” Abigail said. “Like, we discovered new magic, a spell no one ever knew about.”

“Okay,” Talia said in the way that indicated she was open to an idea, but not quite sold on it. “This is very cool. If it’s real. But I feel like we need to test it.”

“That’s what we were saying last night!” Biltmore exclaimed. “Someone needs to start talking while we work the spell, and see what happens.”

“Who?” Talia asked.

“One of you,” Biltmore said. “Ember?”

“But who works the spell?” Talia asked.

“The same people,” Abigail said. “Us. But . . . do you think that’s strange? We thought you might think it’s strange.”

“How would we set it up?” asked Duponte, who’d been quiet until now.

“Right, we’ve thought about that,” Abigail said. “We’ll go to another room, to do it. No one has to see us. And then, Ember, you start talking, just about whatever, and don’t stop. And we’ll do it, and one of us will ask you to shut up, very quietly so you can’t hear it, and then see if you stop talking, and how it feels, and Talia or Duponte, you time how long she’s quiet.”

“Okay,” Talia agreed. “This makes sense. I don’t think it’s strange.”

“I can talk,” Ember said.

~ ~ ~

“. . . and I’m over by the baked goods table and turn around and see where my mom is like all in this one teacher’s grill, because she thought she was the one that dissed me over the flower, and she was all ‘my daughter this and my daughter that,’ and I’m like ‘Mom, Mom, that’s the wrong teacher, that’s the other Mrs. Donovan,’ and Mom was all, ‘Oh, sorry, I just thought you were talking smack to Ember about this flower she made from construction paper, and she was all ‘yeah, no harm no foul,’ and then she–”

Talia, who’d been staring at her phone with glazed eyes while the most talkative member of the coven droned on, looked up in alarm when Ember fell silent.

Ember herself did not seem remotely disturbed, however, her eyes on the wall, shifting here and there as though searching for something.

Talia cast a quick look at Duponte, and Duponte looked back, eyes wide, eyebrows raised, and she mouthed silently, what the fuck? before both girls returned their attention to their phones, watching, counting.

“and then she just points over there,” Ember continued, laughing, “like, there’s the bitch you want, do your worst, so she just–”

“Thirteen seconds!” Talia exclaimed.

“I know, I know,” Ember said. “Mom just storms over there, angry mob of one, and I’m all like–”

“Ember, okay, Ember,” Talia interrupted, silencing the girl. “You stopped talking. You–”

“What?” Ember said.

“You stopped talking. Just like, silence.”

“When?” Ember said.

“Just now,” Duponte said. “I got 12.3 seconds. But yeah, you just totally shut up, in the middle of your story.”

“Okay, let me finish it, it’s funny as fuck,” Ember protested. “So then my mom–”

Talia rose abruptly, stormed out of the room and down the hall, pushed open the door where Abigail and Biltmore had been performing the silencing spell. “Thirteen sec–!” she declared. “Oh shit, sorry, sorry.”

Talia pulled the door closed with a quick thud, because she’d just walked in on two girls in the midst of making love, Biltmore on the bottom, Abigail on the top, the witches positioned mouth to vagina.

“Did it work?” Abigail asked through the door, looking up from her partner’s sex organ.

“Um, yeah,” Talia said. “Really sorry for . . . I was just so . . .”

“What happened?” Biltmore asked through the closed door. Neither girl’s voice betrayed any offense over being seen in the act.

“Yeah,” Talia said. “She stopped talking for, um, well, I got 13 seconds. Biltmore got 12 and something. But yeah, just nothing. For a weirdly long time. Was that ‘cuz of you?”

The old bed creaked, sheets rustled and the door opened to reveal Abigail, still naked and looking ecstatic.

“It worked?” she said, and she looked back at Biltmore, sitting up slowly. “It worked!”

“So you said the spell?” Abigail asked.

“Yeah, yeah,” Biltmore replied. “While I was cumming. ‘Shut up, Ember.’ I said it like that.”

“It worked!” Abigail said as Duponte and Ember appeared, crowding around Talia at the door.

“When did you say the spell?” Duponte asked.

“We didn’t time it exactly,” Abigail admitted. “Sort of hard to. But maybe like a couple of minutes ago.”

“Couple minutes,” Talia said, almost breathless. “Yeah. Ember’s telling a story, from school, and then, she just stops in the middle of it. Nothing for 13 seconds. And then she just starts going again, and–”

“Oh my god!” Biltmore said, squeezing next to Abigail, two naked girls and three clothed ones conducting their research post mortem with as much raw excitement as any researchers in any lab anywhere.

“What was it like?” Biltmore asked, staring at Ember.

“What was what like?” Ember asked.

“What was it like when you stopped talking for 13 seconds?” Abigail asked.

“Or 12?” Duponte asked.

“Oh, yeah,” Ember said. “It was like nothing.”

“But you were just standing there,” Duponte said. “What were you feeling?”

“Nothing.”

“What were you thinking?” Abigail asked.

“Nothing,” Ember said, looking a little defensive as four pairs of eyes studied her expectantly.

“Does that happen a lot?” Talia asked delicately.

“Does what happen a lot?” Ember asked.

“Like, uh, where you’re sort of thinking about, you know, nothing?”

“I guess,” Ember conceded.

“Do you remember just standing there?” Abigail asked. “Just standing there and not talking? For 12 or 13 seconds?”

“I don’t know, maybe,” Ember said. “I mean, yeah, I guess. I was telling this story, and then I was sort of seeing it, like remembering it, like I was sort of there, you know? So I guess I wasn’t talking then.”

“Okay, regroup,” Talia barked, leading the way back to the office, and all of the girls trooped in and sat, Biltmore and Abigail still shamelessly naked and seated beside each other on the loveseat.

“Okay, science,” Talia said, the excitement in her voice contrasting with her best attempt at looking hard-nosed and rational. “I think we’ve got some very strong evidence this is real, but it’s not good enough to publish yet. I mean, if we were going to publish it, which we’re not. And it seems like the target, the target person, they don’t even know it happened. They just stop talking, for longer than usual.”

“Thirteen seconds is a long time,” Abigail said. “No one stops talking that long without a good reason.”

“Like a brain seizure,” Duponte said.

“Or epilepsy,” Biltmore added.

“It wasn’t epilepsy,” Ember said. “I don’t think I’ve ever had that.”

“Probably not, or you’d know about it,” Talia said, turning her attention to the two naked girls. “Did you feel anything while you were doing it?”

“Like what?” Biltmore said. “I mean, I was sort of cumming, so I felt that mainly.”

“Any weird feelings, Abigail?” Talia asked. “You weren’t cumming, right?”

“No,” Abigail said. “So . . . yeah, just feeling Biltmore.”

Talia looked at Abigail, raising her eyebrows to prompt the girl to continue.

“You know . . . she was . . .” Abigail stammered. “When you . . . with another girl, you . . .”

Everyone waited for Abigail to continue. She was blushing, her coffee-brown complexion transitioning to a darker shade.

“So Biltmore was, you know, having her orgasm,” Abigail said haltingly, “and she told Ember to shut up, and–No offense, Ember, but that’s what you have to say–and then she was, you know, like, a little more licking, like . . . all over.”

“Where?” Biltmore asked, and everyone turned to her, because it was strange that she was the one who needed to ask for details.

“Well, um,” Abigail said, “I guess it sort of surprised me but, you know . . . licking me back there. Right after you said it, you were . . .”

“Back there?” Biltmore said. “Back where?”

“My, you know, my, like, anus,” Abigail said.

“Ooooh,” Ember said, the sound completely inappropriate and yet probably capturing the sentiment of all three of the other girls.

“I didn’t, though,” Biltmore said, looking with consternation at her erstwhile lover. “I didn’t do that.”

“But . . .” Abigail protested weakly.

“Okay, wait, wait, holy fuck,” Talia said, aiming her shocked eyes at Abigail. “Abigail, how sure are you that you felt it?”

“Well, uh, pretty sure,” Abigail said. “It’s a pretty distinct feeling. Not that I’ve ever, um, had that done to me before. But I knew what it was as soon as it happened. And I–”

“You felt a tongue?” Talia persisted. “An actual, human tongue?”

“I guess it was human,” Abigail said. “I mean, I thought it was Biltmore. And it didn’t feel different from what I’d expect to feel if it was Biltmore.”

“It wasn’t me,” Biltmore repeated.

“Were there any animals?” Ember asked eagerly.

“Animals?” Abigail echoed. “What do you mean?”

“Like, any animals that were in the room, you know?” Ember said, looking around at the other coven members with excitement as she worked at her theory. “I mean, normal animals. Basically just a dog or cat. Cause they can get into places where you don’t expect–”

“I think we would have noticed that, though,” Biltmore said patiently.

“But your eyes were closed, right?” Ember said. “Like, you close your eyes when you orgasm? I think that’s normal, if you do. So you wouldn’t have seen it.”

“But I think a dog or a cat, we would notice those,” Abigail said, matching Biltmore’s patience. “They’d be in the room before we started, and we’d see them. Or their weight on the bed when they jumped on it. Or–”

“Wait,” Ember said, not ready to let this theory go quite yet. “Okay . . . was the tongue super-scratchy?”

“No,” Abigail said. “It felt normal.”

“That rules out cats then,” Ember said. “It was not a cat. Cats have these really scratchy tongues, so they can lick their fur off. And you’d feel that. So dog. Dog.” Ember looked at Duponte. “Did your grandma have any dogs?”

“Well, maybe, but she died like 50 years ago, so they’d be dead, and they wouldn’t be here anyway, since no one’s lived here.”

“Well no, not her own dog, but the kids,” Ember speculated. “Her puppies, I mean. Or it’s been awhile. Grandpuppies. But they come back. They’ve found a way to get in and out of the house. Like a pet door they go through. And they can sneak around inside. I’m sure after 50 years they’d know all the ways to sneak around. So one comes in here, and then, like, sees you here and says ‘Wow, cool! People! People I can lick. I’m a dog, so I lick people.’ And then they just jump on the bed, really lightly, and just do a quick lick at whatever place seems the most interesting, and then they’re like, ‘Well, that was cool, but now I gotta go chase something.’”

Ember searched the other witch’s eyes, none of which conveyed full buy-in on her theory.

“Yeah,” Talia said, trying not to sound dismissive. “It’s a valid theory. But if you look at it in totality, it’s a little unlikely. So I’m going with tactile hallucination. People can feel things that–”

“Ghost,” Ember huffed urgently. “Oh my god, ghost dog. I’m serious. It floated in. It–”

Talia’s face went blank while she wrestled with a new thought triggered by Ember’s theory. “Okay, wait,” she said. “Could it be . . . you know with those other spells, some of us smelled things, or our feet got cold, or, or . . . I saw that face. So maybe . . .”

“Nooooo,” Abigail moaned quietly. “Please let’s not go there.”

“Go where?” Ember asked.

“Please don’t tell me a demon licked my ass.”

“We’re not saying that,” Talia assured. “Or at least, that’s not the only thing it could be. It’s just–”

“Haven’t we been saying this thing has a sense of humor?” Duponte interjected.

“There’s an intelligence, at least,” Talia said.

“But nice, maybe,” Duponte said. “Like, a nice sense of humor. Weird, but nice.”

“That could be,” said Talia. “We can’t rule anything in, or out. But I think we should assume the simplest possibility. Abigail, you just imagined it.”

“Yeah,” she said. “Let’s go with that.”

“Did it feel good?” Ember asked.

“Huh?” Abigail shot back.

“Did it feel good?” Ember repeated. “‘Cuz, like, if it was a demon, it would probably feel bad. Like be all hot or something. Or be warty, so when it’s licking, it–”

“Stop,” Abigail said, holding up her hands. “It felt like a normal tongue. Let’s leave it at that.”

“But it worked,” Talia said. “That’s the main thing. The spell worked.”

“So what do we do?” Abigail asked. “Who do we shut up next?”

“Dempsey Agnew,” Talia said, looking from one witch’s face to the next. “Vice President Dempsey Agnew.”

“Or we could spy on him,” Duponte said.

“Huh?” Talia said.

“That’s the spell I found,” Duponte said. “I texted about it last night. Spell for to spy on distant parties.”

“Oh, right, I saw that,” Abigail said. “That’s a good one too. But . . . spying on the vice president? Isn’t that illegal?”

“He sucks,” Talia said. “He deserves whatever we can do to him. Shutting him up, or spying.”

“Or both,” Talia said.

Everyone nodded, and so it was decided.


Chapter 3: The Agency

“Isa,” Petyr said, guiding her gently through the door to her bedroom. “Are you sure you’re okay? Nothing hurting at the moment?”

Isa rolled her eyes and made a point to fling herself onto her bed, the stuffed orange bunny that had set up its home there bouncing up at least a half-tummy length into the air, its ears flopping around. Petyr winced.

“I’m fine!” she said for the thousandth time that day. “You have to stop treating me like a fragile doll! Jee!”

“Sorry, sorry,” he said, closing the door behind him and standing against it, crossing his arms and looking very tasty at the moment. Petyr was a very good looking man, and when her parents had assigned him to be her bodyguard, when she had reached the age where a princess of the Dutch royal family needed more protection from unwanted advances, she had fallen instantly in love. Or better said, the teen version of love which burned very hot and was ever so tragic, but always came with a rather short expiration date.

By the time Isa had turned 18 and been banished to Norway for a rather ill-timed bout of indiscretion involving her brother and another boy–a royal throuple her parents would simply not tolerate–Isa had evolved her feelings for the hunky bodyguard from love to respect and a healthy dose of lust. Her time in the hospital recovering from the torture she had received from unknown foes had not done anything to temper the longing in her loins.

She turned her smouldering eyes to him and said, as nonchalantly as she could, “Do you mind sticking around while I get into something more comfortable?”

“Sure,” he replied, gazing back at her with a knowing look. Petyr was no fool, and he had waited until the girl was not only of legal age, but had sufficient emotional maturity before he had allowed himself to succumb to her persistent advances. It had been clear to him that she was more inclined to view sex as a fun activity than a life-changing event, and it would be better to form a tighter bond with her than to push her away.

So, it was no surprise to him when she sat up in her bed and began disrobing right there in front of him. She raised her top over her head, making a show of her generous breasts, encased in a lacy bra which flew off next, to be followed by her orange satin pants, her legs raised playfully in the air as she made an exaggerated attempt to kick her pants off.

Petyr winced briefly when he saw the bruises on the sides of her breasts, but thankfully the doctors hadn’t seen anything else wrong with her and Isa didn’t seem to care all that much, after having been assured that the burns were superficial and would heal quickly enough.

Her legs still up in the air, she peered over the side, winking suggestively as she pulled her panties slowly off, expertly twirling them on the toes of her left foot and gazing back at him invitingly.

“I’d love to slip into something nice and warm and inviting,” she said, her voice husky and low. “But due to anatomical reasons, it might make more sense for you to slip into something like that. Namely me, in case that wasn’t obvious.”

“Always the subtle one,” Petyr chuckled. “Okay, but only because my Princess commands it!”

“Yes, you tell yourself that, you naughty boy!”

It took Petyr very little time to shed his clothes. His time in the Dutch special forces had trained him for all manner of missions, many of which required him to change into–or out of–uniform at a moment’s notice. Little had he known how that particular skill would come in handy later in life! As his quite generously sized cock sprang forth from his orange trunks, which were adorned with the motto of the special forces: Nunc aut Nunquam, which roughly translated to “Now or Never,” a strangely appropriate motto given the circumstances, she eyed him hungrily.

“Invade me, Petyr! Conquer me with your big merchant vessel and establish a trading colony in my, um, my vagina? Sorry,” she giggled as she spread her legs wide and held her arms wide open, inviting him in.

“You’re both surprisingly good, and surprisingly bad at this,” he quipped as he crawled onto the bed, his cock swinging between his legs, fully erect and aimed directly at her glistening chamber. Her lips were flushed pink with need, moisture clearly visible at the inner lips as they parted on their own accord. One arm holding him up over her warm body, the other one between her legs, his hand grasping his member halfway along the shaft, he rubbed the fluted head of his manhood between her inner lips, causing her to gasp momentarily, then clasp him around the shoulders with her arms.

“All I’ve thought about for the past, oh, I don’t even know how long, is to have you like this. To be here, like this. To feel someone touching me, like this!” she sighed.

“Shh, it’s all good, Isa. Just relax and feel. Let yourself feel how you want to feel,” he said. He pressed forward, knowing quite well how rough his royal charge needed him to be, to be taken momentarily down from the exalted position that the pure chance of birth, and the endless expectations of her society and her family, had placed her. Even if just for a brief moment, to be pressed underneath a hulking male body, to have her arms and legs wrapped around that body as it conquered her, thrust inside her, driving deep into her flesh, was enough to make Isa feel like what she thought a regular girl would feel like. Momentarily powerless as she submitted, willingly making herself a source of pleasure for another person.

Not that she didn’t take her own pleasure from this act, groaning and crying out as he pounded into her. She squealed, burying her face into the side of his neck as she tried to muffle her cries, but it was too much. Her head drove back into the bed as her toes curled and with a final cry she came, the sound of her release making its way through the door of her room, down the hall and the stairs, and into the family room, where her uncle looked up and smiled.

“Good for her,” he muttered to himself, turning back to the TV where an international skiing competition held in Lillehammer was being broadcast. Several of the TV presenters were having an animated conversation about the latest screw-up: the committee had accidentally invited an athlete from Swaziland, instead of Switzerland, and the poor man was quite at a loss for what to do there. Her uncle didn’t understand any of it, being Dutch. But it all looked like great fun!

~ ~ ~

“Okay,” said Mia, clapping her hands together decisively. This was her thing now, whenever she had to be serious and take charge. She had seen it on an American TV drama involving lawyers who were also doctors and were prone to having extremely large amounts of sex, despite being super busy with the law and diagnosing mysterious ailments. Unfortunately, because it was an American show, it did not actually show any sex. An enterprising Norwegian startup company had tried inserting more explicit scenes into existing shows, but after being sued, had shut down that operation. Mia had been quite disappointed, but the decisive hand clapping habit had stuck.

“Okay what?” Ella asked, as Valentina and Leilani watched the two from the side of Ella’s parent’s basement room. The girls had all gathered there to try and see if they could cast the spell of Finding to try and track down Olivia’s location, now that they were sure she was missing, but their main ingredient was on his way to Bergen and could not be used.

“Okay, we need to figure out what to do!” Mia replied.

“Yeah, no shit! This is a disaster!” Ella cried out. “Hey, do you think Isa could give us more information about where she was kept? Maybe we can use that somehow to find Olivia?”

“You are sure that the same thing happened to Olivia?” Valentina asked. “It seems it is not so safe here in Norway after all! People disappearing all the time . . .”

“Yeah, my dad said something mysterious to me the other day,” Leilani started.

“Oh? What did he say?” Ella asked, still somewhat distracted by the revelation regarding her parent’s activities with Svedbjørn the Magnificently Magical.

“He told me things aren’t quite what they seem here, and to be careful,” Leilani replied.

“Well, yeah, I think we can all agree on that!” Mia replied, somewhat frustrated that her go-get-em attitude hadn’t resulted in everyone springing into action.

“We still haven’t met your parents, Leilani,” Ella noted. She was rather enamoured of Leilani’s beautiful Hawaiian skin tone and physique, and tried hard to help the girl with the difficulties of integrating into such a foreign culture.

“Oh! Um, yeah. I guess one day, maybe when things are going better? My parents have been talking about trying to do a Thanksgiving dinner and maybe having some of my friends over. Not sure how that’s going to go . . .”

“Thanksgiving? Ooh, I’ve heard of that! It’s some sort of feast, right? You have all these American pies! So many pies!” Ella gushed.

“Well, yeah, there’s that, I guess. Also, turkey. Kind of a key ingredient . . .” Leilani said.

“Yes! That’s right! We have them here too, you know? Not running around free like in the USA where you can just shoot them in the street when you want one, but they raise them in Homlagarden, special black turkeys!” Ella said, as Mia started tapping her foot impatiently.

“I don’t think you quite have the right picture of the US–” Leilani started saying before Mia had enough and cut them off.

“I think we need to contact Petyr,” Mia said, with a decisive hand clap.

Ella snorted. “You just want to see him cause you think he’s super sexy,” she declared.

“Well, he is! And he can take us to see Isa where she’s recuperating from her time in the torture dungeon,” Mia protested. “I think it would be super helpful to have him on our side, helping us!”

“Yes! I think Mia’s right,” Valentina piped up.

“Thank you!” Mia said, touched that Valentina was taking her side. Valentina was kind of Mia’s pet project. She had sought her out from the pool of new foreign students at school, after both Olivia and Ella had acquired their own: Isa and Leilani, respectively.

“Petyr is hot! And useful. What more can you ask from a man?” Valentina added.

“Okay, you two actually make sense for once,” Ella agreed. “Let’s go to Isa’s uncle’s house and see if he’s there?”

“Uh . . . I actually have his number,” Mia confessed, blushing slightly.

“How . . . never mind. Text him and see if we can meet!” Ella said.

“Yeah, sure,” Mia replied, pulling out her phone and concentrating, her tongue sticking out slightly as she typed out a message. “Okay . . . he says come on over.”

“Over where?” Leilani asked.

“Isa’s uncle’s place,” Mia replied.

“Sounds good!” Ella proclaimed and the girls quickly made their way out of the basement, Ella studiously avoiding her parent’s eyes as they waved goodbye and ran out onto the street to try and catch the next bus to Isa’s uncle’s house. They kept quiet on the way over, minds filled with thoughts of what might be happening to Olivia and finding that their young minds weren’t quite ready to accept the possibility that they might fail to help her.

When they got to their stop they got off and walked the short way through the pretty neighborhood until they got to the house, ringing the bell and waiting, their breath visible in the chilly November air. Leilani in particular was suffering enough that Ella almost started worrying more for her than for Olivia, Thankfully, the door opened soon enough and Petyr was there, beckoning them to enter.

“Come on in, girls,” he said, as hunky and mysterious as ever, his hair slightly disheveled.

“Hey, Petyr,” Mia said as they took off their shoes and milled around in the foyer. “Looking good.”

“Hmm?” he replied, raising an eyebrow and gazing at her with a bemused expression.

“Um, I mean, how are you doing? Good?” she stammered.

“Yes, I’m good. Isa is too. She wants to see you,” he replied.

“Yeah, we’d like to see her too. Do you think you can take us to the hospital where she is?” Ella asked.

“I can do better than that,” he said. “She’s right here, in fact!”

“What? Since when?” Mia exclaimed.

“She just got here a couple of hours ago,” Petyr replied. “I didn’t let her tell you.”

“Why not?” Leilani asked, having finished removing the last of the layers of jackets, scarves and gloves she wore against the cold.

“Security. I don’t want her whereabouts broadcast over text,” he said as he guided the girls up the stairs to Isa’s room.

“You think they’re monitoring our texts?” Valentina asked.

“Ya, I think it’s quite possible,” he replied. “Anyway, here she is,” he said, opening the door and ushering them in to find Isa sitting up in bed, reading a magazine, dressed in an orange bathrobe. When she saw them she squealed and bounced out of bed, rushing over and giving Ella a giant hug, then flinging herself into the arms of each of the girls in turn.

“How are you doing, Isa?” Mia asked.

“I’m much better, thanks!” she replied, flopping down on the bed and inviting the girls to sit down next to her while Petyr leaned against the wall, arms crossed and looking as delectably inscrutable as ever.

“Isa,” Mia started, looking from her to Petyr and back again. “Olivia is missing and we’re afraid that the same people that grabbed you got her.”

“What? No!” Isa exclaimed, her face turning from joy to horror. “Petyr! Did you know this?”

“No, of course not,” he replied, his brow furrowed. “But I was afraid something like this might happen. And I’m really sorry, girls. I’m sorry I was so distracted by how Isa was doing that I didn’t do anything to protect your friend. In retrospect it was obvious they would grab her.”

“What can we do? We tried to do our locating spell but without Svedbjørn we can’t cast it. We need to find her!” Ella exclaimed.

Petyr looked silently at the girls for a moment as they stared back at him, more than one pair of eyes moist with tears of frustration and worry.

“Okay, here’s what we’ll do,” he said finally. “We’re going to go see one of my contacts. He’s an agent for the Americans and he’s got some insight into what might be going on. I’m afraid this goes quite high up, so discretion is needed.”

“What do you mean?” Ella asked. “You mean the government is involved? Oh! Is the royal family involved? It doesn’t get higher than that!” Ella, among them all, was the only one who had gotten to see Norway’s princess in person, a fact she never shut up about.

“Well, I’m not quite ready to say–I have my suspicions but they’re not confirmed yet. But we should get going. I’ll drive us there if you’re ready?”

“Fuck yeah!” Mia exclaimed. She clapped her hands together again and this time everyone jumped into action, a development that pleased her tremendously.

~ ~ ~

“Here?” Mia asked with surprise.

“Yes, you know it?” Petyr replied, looking at her.

“Um, yeah, we’ve been here a number of times. I like the food.” Mia, Ella, Valentina, Leilani, and Isa had been driven here by Petyr and now Mia was staring up at the sign.

“Two Open? What a name for a restaurant,” Leilani exclaimed. “What’s the concept?”

“Oh, don’t even get me started!” Mia exclaimed. “But why are we here? Are we meeting your contact for dinner?”

“Kind of,” he replied, enigmatically. “Come on, let’s get in from the cold. It looks like your friend is dying,” he said, glancing at Leilani’s shivering figure. They all rushed into the restaurant, the garish interior color scheme immediately offending Mia and Ella’s Norwegian aesthetics.

“Hello, can I help you–oh God, no!” the large, American looking man behind the counter boomed out as his expression turned to one of despair the moment he noticed Mia. The two of them had a history. Mia loved to tease him about the central concept of his restaurant: ordering a combo of two open-faced sandwiches and then turning them into one, proper, sandwich. Unfortunately for him, American business plans did not always work out when confronted with Norwegian notions of how things should be done.

“Hi Frank!” she called out.

“Hi Mia,” he groaned. “Please, please just order without–oh, hey! Peter!”

“Petyr.”

“Yeah, how’s it hanging?” Frank said.

Petyr looked puzzled for a moment, then remembered the correct response. “Long and loose, um, bro?”

“Sweet! Uh, these girls with you?” Frank asked, eying the girls, who looked at themselves and shrugged.

“Yes. They’re . . . cool, as you say,” Petyr responded. He glanced around himself. There was no one else there in the restaurant.

“Looking for the special menu?” Frank continued.

“There’s a special menu?” Mia blurted out. “All this time you never told me?”

“Um, that’s like, a code?” Frank said.

“A code?” Mia repeated, befuddled. The other girls were completely lost and kept quiet. Leilani was staring at the menu. She was kind of hungry.

“Oh, there’s no one here, so let’s cut the crap. You wanna go in the back?”

“Yes,” Petyr answered, and Frank opened up a little side door, leading everyone in the back, where the kitchen was.

“Oh, wow!” Mia exclaimed. The clean, sterile, stainless steel adorned kitchen was filled with about five or six tall, bulky men, each with the exact same haircut–short, conservative, tapered in the back, all business, no party–each wearing a black business suit, each wearing an earpiece with its curly cord hanging out of their ears. Incongruously, they were all wearing aprons and making sandwiches. Some slicing cold meats, some placing ingredients on bread, one of them taking tickets off a small printer and calling them out.

One of the men, turning briefly to look at them as they entered, was wearing an apron that had the saying “Kiss the Chef” on it. Mia stared.

“What is this?” she whispered to Petyr, Isa and the other girls following closely behind.

“This is our top secret CIA head office for Norway,” Frank said as the other men turned back to fulfilling online orders. “Oops, I guess I shouldn’t have just come out and said that!”

As Frank, chuckling, led them through the kitchen into a back room, one of the agents working the sandwich line called out, “Order up!”

“What you got?” came the reply.

“One Operation Enduring Salmon!”

“Roger that!”

As the door of the back room closed behind them, the hustle and bustle of activity was closed off from them and Leilani would never learn what that order mapped to on the menu. It had looked good.


Chapter 4: A High-Level Silencing, and More

“You know who Jesus really loves?” US Vice President Dempsey Agnew asked, pointing one finger toward the sky and smiling at the audience of students gathered around him on the grassy central plaza at the University of Fort Lauderdale. “You know who Jesus really loves? I’ll tell you. Jesus loves an obedient woman.”

Many of the more than a thousand students there, particularly the males, cheered.

“God’s honest truth,” Dempsey said. “An obedient woman. Obedient to her parents when she is young, obedient to her Lord after she is baptized, obedient to her husband after she’s married.”

Once the applause died down, Dempsey smiled and pointed upwards again, which he often did while speaking, to make it clear where the inspiration for his words came from.

“Now, this sacred declaration is not accepted in all corners,” he said, shaking his head sadly. “The world is full of deviants who disagree. Communists. And full-on retards.”

Dempsey paused, as he often had to do at this moment for his campus addresses. He definitely wasn’t politically correct. He said things other people just thought, but he actually said them. Sure, the parents of actual retards sometimes complained, but why should anyone care about that kind of parents, or their retarded kids? They were a minority, after all.

“But let’s move on to the–”

Dempsey paused. He wasn’t really much of a pauser when it came to public speaking. He could go on for a good hour, barely drawing a breath. But right now, he was pausing, just staring benignly at something on the horizon, possibly the top of the old bell tower. For the first five seconds, there was silence, and then a few awkward laughs, and then the collective rumbling of hundreds of people quietly asking each other things like “why did he stop talking?” or “is he having a stroke?” or “holy fuck, did he just get shot?”

A small group of student protesters had been cordoned off more than 100 yards from the podium, and it took them 10 seconds to regroup and seize the opportunity.

“Why don’t you go back to Nazi Germany, you fucking fascist?” screamed a woman’s voice, piercing the awkward silence and, apparently, stirring Agnew from his profound reverie.

“--question at hand,” he continued. “Grenada? Remember Grenada? Have you been hearing about Grenada? Ronald Reagan saved Grenada way back in 1983. Saved them from Marxism. Saved them. And now it’s time to pay up. Don’t you agree? They owe us.” Applause. “The fifty-first state!” More applause. “And Panama! And Peru, and . . .”

Screams of approval and, more distantly, another round of derision from the protester mingled to form a mostly-positive answer to Agnew’s proposal for America’s piecemeal swallowing of the rest of the world. If there was any lingering concern over his temporary muteness, no one was showing it.

Back in Salem, Massachusetts, five young witches were also reacting to the vice president’s speech as it streamed through the laptop–but not to its words so much as to its 13 seconds of silence. Their reaction might be described as enthusiastic, bordering on hysterical.

“We shut that little fucker up!” Ember exulted, high-fiving the laughing Duponte.

“It’s real, it’s real!” shouted Talia, fully clothed and hugging the fully-nude Biltmore, who’d just risen from the spell-casting bed in the room where all five girls had gathered.

Only Abigail was silent, but she could be excused for that, given it was she who’d commanded Agnew’s silence while Biltmore’s mouth drove her to the ultimate reward.

Talia turned her attention back to the laptop that had been set on the bureau, which was continuing to livestream Agnew’s speech to that university in Florida. It had taken the girls two months to set up their sting, waiting for a public event where Agnew’s address would be live-streamed and a lot of people would see him pause awkwardly, if the magic worked.

And work it did. It was mid-November now, a week before Thanksgiving, and the little Salem coven was continuing to perfect their craft, grow their ambitions, and drop their inhibitions.

It had been cold this week, highs in the 40s, so the girls had brought in a space heater to add to the warmth of the ancient furnace in the basement, and only the two spellcasters worked in the nude. But they performed their intimate conjuring with an audience of three more, Abigail and Biltmore on the bed and performing mutual oral sex while Duponte, Ember and Talia divided their attention between the Sapphic exercise and the livestream of Agnew’s speech.

“Uhhhhh . . . shut up, Agnew Dempsey,” Abigail had groaned as she rocked and spasmed through the climax wrought by Biltmore’s mouth and tongue.

Their victory over this patriarchal hypocrite was all the more sweet in that the Salem coven hadn’t accomplished much else of late. They continued to decipher and write out the spells they’d found, and there were some interesting ones, but once they’d set their sights on a pinnacle of American political power, it was hard to care about much else.

There was a second obstacle to more magic, however: they needed more girls. There were spells for two and four, all simple enough, but the further they got into their old book, the more complicated the spells got, and the more female bodies were required. Six girls for some, or ten, or thirteen, all engaging with each other in ways the original coven was growing increasingly comfortable with, but newcomers would probably find scandalous. There was a spying spell, for example, that seemed to be best performed three-and-three, each triumvirate arrayed in certain, rather intimate ways. But where would one find a sixth witch in Salem?

“Okay,” Talia said, looking around at her fellow witches. “What’s next?”

“We’ve got to do that spying spell finally,” Duponte asserted. “On Dempsey’s ass.”

“If we can find a sixth girl,” Abigail said. “Has anyone made any progress there?”

“I can go back to that candle shop,” Ember said. “But I’m not going to go alone this time.”

Everyone had been making lukewarm attempts at adding to the coven, and everyone had produced lukewarm results.

A week ago, Ember had gone to a shop in her neighborhood that sold candles, tarot cards, incense and the like. Only the proprietress, an older Jewish woman, had been in the store that evening, but Ember had ferreted out some additional data under the guise of looking for work. The woman told Ember that she left her granddaughter in charge on Tuesday and Thursday evenings, and that seemed to be a sure thing to Ember, a female in a part-time, occult-adjacent role.

Abigail and Duponte had been assigned to recruit new coven members at the alternative academy where most of them had been sent for various infractions, and they were having mixed luck so far. You can’t just ask a high school girl point blank if she wants to be a witch who casts spells by taking off her clothes and touching or licking other naked girls, so the two had developed a list of cautious, probing questions. Most of the girls they queried were too enmeshed in traditional religion or just not interested in magic for other reasons, unfortunately. Some girls were disqualified by behavior, exhibiting the same weaknesses that had gotten them banished in the first place, including general aggressiveness, substance abuse, a variety of personality disorders, or all three. Talia was going the online and social media route, joining various groups of Salem outliers and trying to identify young ladies open to witchcraft, but just narrowing down the search to young ladies had proved challenging enough. A surprising number of people passing themselves off as 20-something girls were either middle-aged men or members of the under-15 set. Biltmore, the only member of the coven old enough to be done with high school, pursued members at the local tech school where she was a student, also to no avail.

“I’ll go with you,” Duponte said to Embrer. “Will she be there tonight?”

“She’s supposed to be,” Ember replied. “But I don’t know what she’s like. If she’s like her grandma, she could both be super weird and creepy.”

“Creepy how?” asked Abigail.

“Like, put a spell on you creepy.”

“Uh . . . we’re the ones doing spells,” Talia noted.

“Good point,” conceded Ember. “But what if she can too? There could be twenty copies of that book floating around town.”

“Actually, that’s not a bad point,” Talia said. “I mean, there probably aren’t twenty copies, but there could be a few. Here, or somewhere else. Anywhere else. We really should be–”

“I think there’s a spell for that,” Duponte said. “One of the ones I transcribed this week.”

“Spell for what?”

“Finding other witches.”

“What’s it called?” Abigail asked.

“Spelle for to finde all sisterhoods,” Duponte said. “Something like that.”

“That could mean anything, though,” Talia observed.

“You get paper and it shows you the witches,” Duponte said. “That seems to be it, anyway.”

“Oh my god, we’ve got to try that one!” Abigail enthused. “Can they see us?”

“I don’t know,” Duponte said. “The spell’s kind of long.”

“Let’s try it,” Talia said. “We need to know who’s out there.”

“And it takes a boy,” Duponte added quietly.

“What?” Talia said.

“We need a boy.”

“What do you mean, a boy?” Abigail asked, looking at Biltmore and covering her bare breasts with her hands, as though the boy were already there.

“A boy has to help us with the spell,” Duponte said.

“And do what?” Talia asked, voice bordering on panic. “How does he help?”

“He sticks it in,” Duponte said, her own tone defensive.

“Sticks it in what?” Abigail asked.

“Up the pussy.”

“Up what pussy?” Talia demanded.

“Uh, I don’t know,” Duponte said. “Up whatever pussy’s available.”

“Like one of ours?” Biltmore demanded.

“Who else’s?” Deponte asked.

“Oh my god, we have to get raped now?” Abigail asked. “Are you sure that’s even in there? This is not–”

“This is not feminist magic anymore,” Talia said dourly. “I don’t want men here.”

“Ugh,” Abigail agreed.

“We don’t have to do it then,” Duponte said with clear annoyance. “We don’t have to find other witches.”

“You want to do this?” Talia said, looking at her peer in surprise.

“Well,” Duponte said cautiously, “I don’t not want to do it.”

“You personally?” Abigail said. “You want to be fucked for a spell?”

“Wait,” Talia said as Duponte looked blankly, neither denying nor confirming her sentiment on the matter. “Let’s break this down into its parts. First, we need to make sure we’re clear on what the spell is saying. They use a lot of words that can mean various things. And then, if it is, you know, if there is sex involved, with a male . . . that’s not a terrible thing, is it? We’re having sex with each other, some of us. Some of us are straight, so sex with a boy is, well, it depends on what we’re supposed to do. It’s not rape, necessarily. It’s–”

“Doggy style,” Duponte said.

“Huh?”

“That’s the position you do it in,” Duponte explained.

“Do you have the spell with you?” Abigail asked.

“Yeah, it’s on my phone.”

“Okay, let’s hear it,” Talia said.

Duponte pulled her phone from her back pocket, began to read:

Spelle for to find the sisterhood in the worlde

We are legione, sistyrs, and stronge in our numbyrs, but only if we find each other, so find we must, and there is but one true way we have founde, which muste take in the servisses of a gentylman whom ye trust to be of good aim and steady practice, and who must bear down on whatever sister be in the summer, and the twain that act in this way shall be as follows with the others of the coven in a ringe. Firste must be spread out goode paypyr, onion skinne or finer, parchment if you be able to lay hande on it, of two royalle foote on a side, and then doth the witch get down on all four like a beaste to studie the paypyr, and kneeleth the man behind her as at worship, and then must he plunge his wholl manhood within her pool while she waite for hym to reach the moment, and at the tyme he delyvers his lickquer to her chambre of hosts shall she say in that selfsame moment ‘I bid thee show me the sisters who do as we in majick’ and then must she and all the coven study the paypyr on which shall be shown a mappe of them all, and so myghte ye even speak unto themm if there be tyme & luck & for as longe as yer gentlemen keep his rod firme and planted, and let it be known the gentleman need not look on the mappe, nor shoulde he know its nature even, and if he trie to speake on anythinge he witnesseth in this regards his words will be as an asses bray.

“Okay, yeah,” Talia said. “That’s what I’m hearing. We need a male. And he has to, you know, do it to one of us, from behind, and–”

“I bet that’s what beast means,” Ember blurted. “Because a dog is a beast, and that’s how they do it.”

“They do,” Talia agreed.

“It makes sense,” Duponte said. “So you can look at the paper.”

“And then, what . . . it just allegedly turns into, like, a TV?” Abigail said doubtfully. “‘Cuz this just sounds completely made up. Just sayin’.”

“But the payoff–” Talia began.

“And then our cover’s completely blown,” Agibail continued. “He can tell anyone. And if–”

“Not if the spell’s real,” Talia said. “There’s a curse on him, sort of. Or, not really a curse, but if he talks about it, he’ll . . . Duponte, read that last part of the sentence again. What did it say?”

“and if he trie to speake on anythinge he witnessesth in this regards,” Duponte read, “his words will be as an asses bray.”

“Asses bray,” Talia said. “That means he starts making donkey sounds if he talks.”

“Hee-Haw,” said Ember.

“Huh?”

“Hee-Haw,” Ember repeated. “It’s what donkeys say. There’s an old school show you can watch about it. It has these, like, people in it too.”

“Right,” Talia said. “But look . . . we all have to be on board with this. Unanimous, before we do it.”

The other girls might have been on the fence, but Abigail’s countenance maintained a firm No.

“Ripple,” Ember said.

“What?” Talia replied.

“I’d ask Ripple. He’s a guy.”

“What kind of guy?”

“He doesn’t care about anything,” Ember said.

“Is he from one of your shows?” Duponte asked doubtfully.

“No, my mom takes her car to him,” Ember said.

“He’s a mechanic?” Talia said.

“He fixes cars, and he has this . . .” Ember passed her hand flat in front of her face. “Like, he doesn’t care about stuff. Like he doesn’t even see it. So he wouldn’t care. He wouldn’t even know what he did, probably.”

“Is he, um, mentally challenged?” Biltmore asked.

“Not with cars,” Ember said. “A lot of people only go to him. But with, like, observing normal life, he probably is.”

“He sounds antisocial,” Talia said.

“What’s antisocial?”

“You don’t care about other people.”

“He cares about other people,” Ember said. “He pulls kids out of burning cars.”

“All the time?” Abigail said. “Like, one of his hobbies?”

“Not that often,” Ember replied. “There was a wreck near his shop and the car caught on fire and the mom got out and was screaming ‘cuz the door wouldn’t open and Ripple walked over and smashed the window with his hand and reached in and got the kid out.”

“Is this documented?” Talia asked.

“There’s not a document,” Ember said. “But it was on TV.”

“When?”

“Two months ago.”

“What station?”

“WSLM,” Ember said. “Your nightly news leader.”

Duponte grabbed her laptop, opened the browser to WSLM, tapped furiously, found the story and turned her laptop around so everyone could see it:

“A near tragedy was averted on Fillmore Street this afternoon,” a female reporter announced breathlessly, “thanks to a local hero who pulled a child from a burning car.”

The scene shifted to the completely burned out shell of a luxury Apocalypto as the reporter continued her narration.

“It was this car. This morning, it burst into flames after a minor rear end collision. The mother escaped uninjured, but the doors and windows are electrically operated and they malfunctioned after she escaped and wouldn’t open for her, leaving her toddler locked in the burning car. That’s when Brian Abel, who operates an auto repair shop on this corner, stepped over, broke through the window, unbuckled the baby and handed him to the very worried mother.”

The scene shifted again, this time to a man’s legs extending from beneath the front of a car.

“In an interview after the accident, Mr. Abel downplayed his courageous action,” the reporter said.

“Mr. Abel, what made you decide to save that child?” the woman asked, bending over and extending her microphone toward the legs.

“Needed savin’,” a muffled voice replied.

“Were you worried about your own safety?”

“No.”

“Would you do it again?”

“Yup.”

“Do you have any advice for other parents who might get into this same situation?”

“Don’t drive Apocalyptos,” he replied, sliding out from under the car on a roller, sitting up, grabbing a rag from his shirt pocket to wipe his face. He was a Black man, maybe about 35, husky and competent and no-nonsense.

“You’re a real hero,” the reporter gushed.

“Nope,” Abel replied, standing, turning toward a rack of tools.

“But you saved a baby,” the reporter protested.

Brian said nothing, just grabbed a wrench, dropped to the roller and slid back under the car.

The scene inside the garage faded to the reporter, live again outside Abel’s shop.

“As you can see, Sally, Mr. Abel is overwhelmed by the near-tragedy of his experience and can barely talk. But the grateful people of Salem will not forget his heroic deed.”

“An amazing story, Tonya,” Sally said. “Now let’s hear about tomorrow’s weather from Wanda Rawls, our up-to-the-minute accu-forecast weather news leader. Looks like it’s going to be a–”

Duponte closed her laptop, looked at her fellow witches.

“That’s him,” Ember said.

Talia sighed. “How could he be remotely qualified to do the spell with us?” she asked.

“‘Cuz he doesn’t care about anything,” Ember said. “Our secrets would be safe with him.”

The next words came at once from four mouths, Talia, Ember, Biltmore and Duponte all trying to make their points at once about Brian Abel’s potential magical chops, most of their comments against the idea but no one hearing anyone else, until Abigail finally spoke.

“Let me talk to him,” she said quietly, and everyone turned to the witch in surprise.

“What?” Talia asked.

“Let me talk to him,” Abigail said. “I think he might work.”

“Wow,” Talia said. “So you talk to Brian Abel and see if he’ll help us find other witches?”

“Yeah, I’m okay trying,” Abigail said, “now that I know something about him.”

“I still see it as a long shot, but good luck with it,” Talia said.

“Yup.” Abigail agreed.

“And Ember and Duponte, you see if you can get a girl to help us with the spying spell.”

“On it,” Ember said, and Duponte nodded.


Chapter 5: The Cream of Life

Leilani looked around the room in awe. She and the other girls had followed Petyr into what appeared to be a CIA front–the restaurant Two Open–and were now inside the nerve center of the operation, apparently led by the owner of the restaurant, the enigmatic “Frank.” An American, just like her.

Admittedly, the nerve center was not quite as impressive as she would have thought. Her mind would have conjured up a wall of screens, live feeds from all sorts of important places, encrypted communications flashing up in impressive ways, the occasional monitor showing green scrolling text flashing by against a dark background. This seemed a great deal more like the back office of a sandwich shop, with a tiny security monitor showing the currently empty dining room, a table with folders scattered on it containing mainly receipts for salmon and herring orders from the local fish market, and, strangely, a sack of potatoes shoved in the corner.

But stuck on the wall directly in front of her was the seal of the United States of America, and on the other wall, a map showing all of Europe, with red pins stuck in assorted spots including Oslo. A tiny flag was stuck in the middle of Greenland with a frowny emoji on it, and another flag, this time that of the USA, pinning a much smaller island right above Norway, with the words “Stretch Goal” written next to it, in black marker.

“Um, are you guys . . .” Leilani started saying, not liking where this was going.

“No we’re not!” Frank said, emphatically. “Not officially, anyway. You never saw anything, okay?”

“Sure . . .” she said as she took a seat along with the others.

“Frank,” Petyr began. “I, first of all, want to thank you for taking the time to talk to us.”

“No problemo,” Frank replied.

“Oh! You speak Spanish?” Ella asked. “I’ve always wanted to learn. Um, como es . . . um . . . ta? Tu?”

“No, I don’t speak Spanish, sorry. No hablo de espaniol, as they say!” Frank chuckled. “I still owe you for that time in Amsterdam,” he continued, directing the last comment to Petyr.

“Ya, about a hundred Euro, as I recall,” Petyr replied.

“Turns out some services do not take credit cards,” Frank mock-whispered to the girls as some of them looked puzzled.

“Petyr! You naughty boy!” Isa exclaimed.

“What? I wasn’t . . . anyway, thanks for your help with my missing girl,” Petyr said, blushing slightly.

“Did you find her?” Frank asked.

“Yes, she showed up.”

“Who was that?” Isa asked. “Oh! Wait, that was me, right? You asked the Americans for help? That’s so sweet! I know how much you ha–sorry.”

“Ah, ha, ha. Yeah, I don’t hate them,” Petyr chuckled. “I hate American cheese! Not the people. The cheese. It’s not cheese. I don’t care what you say, it’s simply not!”

“Fair enough,” Frank conceded. “I’m glad you got her back. So what can I help you with now?”

“We’re missing another one,” Petyr confessed.

“Wow. Um, you realize you might be doing something wrong here . . . right?” Frank squinted at Petyr.

At that moment the door opened and one of the agents poked his head in. “Potatoes?”

“Right there,” Frank gestured towards the sack and they all waited until the agent had retrieved it, asked them if they wanted any fries, they said no, then let him close the door behind him.

“Yeah, anyway,” Petyr continued. “We think whoever took Isa really wanted the other girl, and now she’s missing and we need help finding her. Did you ever get closer to finding out who might be behind this?”

“Well, given that they were able to block your tracker . . . that sounds pretty high level. Like, definitely government level. Do you know a Mikael Berg?”

“No,” Petyr said, shaking his head.

“He’s the aide to the prime minister, Märta Blomquist,” Frank said.

“Oh, that’s pretty high up,” Ella exclaimed. “The name does sound a little familiar.”

“Yeah, I agree, although there’s probably a million Bergs in Norway,” Mia chimed in. Valentina and Leilani were content giving each other looks. They were both pretty hungry and a little pissed that the offer of fries had not been taken up.

“Oh!” Ella exclaimed. “You don’t think the princess is involved, do you? I met her once, you know?”

“Oh, my god, Ella,” Mia sighed. “She passed by you in a procession. A million other people were there.”

“Were you there?” Ella challenged.

“No.”

“Well, then,” she replied, turning back to Frank and Petyr.

“No, I don’t think the princess is involved,” Frank said, indulgently.

“Good. So, what should we do?” Ella asked.

“Can you dig deeper on this Mikael guy?” Petyr asked Frank.

“Sure, anything we can do to undermine–I mean, expose bad stuff done by this government–we’d be happy to do. Has absolutely nothing to do with the map, by the way.”

“Sure . . .” Mia and Ella said in unison.

~ ~ ~

“That was kind of a waste of time, I think,” Mia declared, once they had been dropped off near Mia’s home, Isa and Petyr driving back to her uncle’s place.

“No, it was very interesting,” Valentina declared. “Plus, free sandwich!”

She and Leilani had devoured theirs in the restaurant, while the rest hung out, waiting for them, content to whisper about what they had just witnessed, and not all that hungry.

“Tomorrow we go to Guðrún and we see if there are any spells we can use that we can actually do!” Ella declared.

And as it was declared, so was it done, kind of. The very next day, early in the morning before school, Ella convinced her parents to let her skip school and off she went to the Oslo Aesir Museum to speak to Guðrún Kristínsdóttir, senior researcher, who had kept hold of the ancient text that the girls had found. The source of their spells.

Mia, unfortunately, could not skip school today, and so she was to be found walking there from her home, on that cold November morning.

“Hello daddy, hello mom,” she sang quietly to herself, adapting the lyrics of an old American song she really liked. “I’m your Lingon-buh-buh-berry bomb. Ooh, shiny!” she exclaimed, bending down to pick a 20 Krone coin up off the sidewalk, King Harald V’s head side up. As she did so, she heard a swooshing sound and felt a sharp breeze wafting past her, followed by a loud thwack!

She quickly straightened up and looked around her, a car, black and non-descript rushing away. “What the . . . ?” She looked back the way she had been walking and stared in shock at the sight of a tree, off to the side, sporting the shaft of an arrow sticking out of it.

Mia, still not sure what had happened, walked over to it and tried pulling it out of the tree trunk it was embedded in. It wouldn’t budge.

“What the serious fuck!”

~ ~ ~

“Bitch!” Mia typed into her phone.

“Wha?” Ella replied, on her way back home from the Museum.

“I’m being assed assignated fuk assassinated!”

“Wht? Rht this very moment???” Ella replied, puzzled.

“Well, no right this exact moment,” came the reply. “Admittedly. I’m in skool now”

“Teachers pissed @ u?”

“What?”

“For skping classes?”

“What? No, I don’t skip classz”

“Like yeah u do”

“Not th point bitch. Tzhey tryna trying 2 kill me!”

“Who?” Ella typed back. She was eager to tell the others about the protective spell Guðrún from the Aesir Museum had shown her and wasn’t really in the mood for this. Once again, the book of spells had come through and yielded from its wealth of ancient secrets a spell to help the young coven.

“Dunno-shot arrow!!!”

“Wa?”

“Arrow! @ me!”

“Fuk! Meet u after? K?”

“K”

Mia put away her phone and looked down the hall, paranoid. No one was there so she ducked into it, intending to make her way quickly to class.

“Yo!” came a voice directly behind her.

“Aargh!” she screamed and whirled around, swinging her right leg up in a soccer kick that would have made Beckham proud.

“Ooooh fuuuck!” squealed the boy at the other end of her foot as he bent over in agony. “Not my balls! Not again!”

“Oh, shit! Sorry,” Mia grimaced. For the boy now lying on the floor, clutching what remained of his groin, was none other than Ingrid Berg’s former boyfriend, Jonas Bjørnsflud, whom they had suspected of abuse and cast their Transference of Maladies spell on. It had resulted in a rather unfortunate separation of one of his testicles, something that Mia suspected might have just occurred again, but this time without the use of a spell.

“Oh, you bitches! I swear to God! Just when you want to give them the benefit of the doubt,” he panted, “they do this. Why?”

“I’m so sorry, Jonas! I thought–well, why are you sneaking up on me anyway? Huh?” she challenged him.

“Dunno–just wanted to say hi! Damn! Forget it!”

“Are you okay?” she asked, genuinely concerned.

“Yeah, piss off. I’m late for class!” he grunted, getting up slowly.

“Okay, bye,” she said and rushed to her class, more perturbed than ever. For she had just remembered something. Berg. Ingrid Berg. Mikael Berg.

“You know my dad’s big in the government, right?” Ingrid had said. “Yeah, like, advisor to the Prime Minister, or aide or something.”

Fuck! The man who might be behind Isa and Olivia’s abductions was the dad of one of the girls they knew here! And she had just kicked her ex-boyfriend in the nuts! Which might either be a good thing or a bad thing.

~ ~ ~

“Mikael!” Märta Blomquist, prime minister of Norway screamed.

“What? What?” he cried, rushing into her office.

“Are you for fucking real?” she yelled, face red, veins bulging as she shook a tablet in his general direction.

“I’m sorry. Some context?”

“Did you just order your goons to shoot at a schoolgirl with a fucking . . . and bear with me for a moment, just let it sink in . . . a fucking bow and arrow?”

“Oh.”

“I’ll take that as a . . . duh, I don’t know anything, duh!” she sneered at him with the mocking tone he dreaded most of all.

“Well, I mean, I guess it’s harder to trace, right? No bullets. Um, did she . . .”

“She survived. They missed. Exactly why are you trying to kill her?” she asked, still livid.

“I just told them to take care of her. I assumed they would just abduct her!” he protested.

“Oh, God! He’s going to whip the shit out of me over this,” she moaned.

“Who?”

“The Demon, you moron!” she screamed.

“I’m so sorry,” Mikael said, not really sorry. “But really, it’s not traceable to us,” he repeated.

“Would you care to look at this advertisement, posted by the fucking moron monks at our very own Seminary?” she hissed at him, handing over her tablet.

“Oh,” he said, reading what was there:

Archery Lessons for Men and Women! The only place in Oslo for your archery needs!

“This is, admittedly, bad,” he started. “But–”

“Read further!”

Literally the only place licensed in Oslo for the sale of archery items! Come and learn at a real Seminary!

“Okay, I see. It’s so very hard to find good helpers these days–” he stuttered.

“But not so hard to send disappointing helpers to the torture gardens,” she interrupted, eying him meaningfully.

“I am so very, very sorry,” he said, meaning it this time.

~ ~ ~

“You’re alive!” Valentina cried out as Mia entered the room, rushing over to give her a big hug. “Mia Bella! Ella told us what you said! Were you very scared?”

“Uh, yeah!” Mia exclaimed, tossing her school bag down on the floor of Valentina’s dad’s apartment, where the girls had decided to meet.

“What happened, Mia?” Ella asked, looking at her with concern.

And so Mia recounted every step of her almost tragic journey, including a rather graphic recounting of a sexually explicit daydream she had had just before the incident in question.

“Wow, okay!” Ella said. “I’m glad you’re okay, Mia! Should we call the police? It might be a little late at this point . . .”

“No!” Mia asserted. “I think that would be a mistake. Listen,” and she gestured for all to come closer, her voice lowering. “There’s something else. You remember how Frank mentioned Mikael Berg?”

“Yeah,” Leilani said.

“He’s Ingrid’s dad!” Mia exclaimed.

“What? Really? Ingrid from school?” Ella asked.

“Yes! She warned me about him. Remember? The whole thing? With my outfit? I was a sexy witch?”

“Still are!” Valentina said, sincerely.

“Aw, thank you!”

“What did she say, exactly?” Ella pressed her.

“Uh, I think she said something along the lines of the government’s cracking down on witches so I should watch myself. She was being extra bitchy,” Mia replied.

“Okay, so we know our enemy now,” Ella asserted. “The question is: what do we do about it?”

“Do you think these crazy Americans can help us?” Valentina asked.

“We can always ask, I guess,” Leilani said. “We may be crazy, but we do like to help where we can.”

“Sorry,” Valentina said, turning to Leilani and laying her hand on the girl’s arm. “You know I don’t mean anything bad . . .”

“I know. Anyway, Ella, you also had something you wanted to share?” Leilani said.

“Oh, yeah! I found a spell I think can help protect Olivia!”

“Protect her?” Mia asked.

“Yeah! And we can totally do it. We just need–”

“Not rescue her?” Mia interrupted.

“No, not this spell. We would need something else for that and right now I don’t know what that is. But we can protect her from being hurt where she is, and I think we need to do this spell as soon as possible,” the girl said, growing animated.

“Okay!” Mia said, clapping her hands together decisively. “What do we need?”

“A boy.”

“A what now?”

“A boy. In fact, we need a misogynistic boy, who’s willing to . . . um . . . be . . .” Ella hesitated.

“Be what?” Mia asked, fixing Ella with a suspicious gaze.

“Um. Be sucked. Off. By one of us.”

And in the silence that followed, Ella pulled out her phone and began to read the spell, for it required the buy-in of all, and before that, the understanding of all.

Three women, strong in spirit and well prepared by the pleasures that may be found within the loins of women, shall bear witness, for such matters must be blessed not by the gods but by those who would walk the earth and, in their time, bring forth life itself, for is that not the closest that flesh may come to godliness?

Brought not to the gates of the womb, but down the gullet of their sister in magic, the cream of man that would otherwise make that woman’s belly swell shall pour forth from one who is an enemy in most things to women but that day shall be as an ally.

Let the three name their sister in peril who may take strength from the cream and be protected from all harm that comes to her from men, for the length of two journeys of Sól, goddess of the sun, upon her chariot, accompanied as ever by faithful Árvakr and Alsviðr.

“Well . . .” said Mia. “So many questions.”

“Gullet? What’s a gullet?” Leilani asked.

“Um, it’s your throat,” Ella explained. “And yes, cream is what you think it is.”

“Oh. So, wait. Three of us need to be . . . prepared?” Valentina asked.

“Sounds fun!” Isa said, most enthusiastic of them all. “Sounds like three of us get to wank ourselves to prepare, and one of us needs to swallow some boy’s thing. I’m in!”

“I’m in too!” Mia declared.

“I’m out!” Ella said. “I’ve got my period and there will be no wanking.”

“You could still provide the gullet,” Mia said, quite helpfully.

“Oh, I don’t think so, unfortunately,” Ella demurred. “I think we all need to be naked and I wouldn’t want to . . . um, desecrate the . . . sanctity of the–”

“Oh, sissy! Fine, that leaves only the minimum four of us, though!” Mia proclaimed. “One of us needs to be the gullet! The gullet is key!”

“Could you please stop saying gullet?” Leilani groaned. “Plus, like, ew! Swallowing his cream? Really?”

“Yeah, well, one of us has to do it. For Olivia!” Ella said.

Mia steeled herself and made to stand up, ready to deliver a proclamation of loyalty, as only a true friend would, but Isa called out and said, “Okay, I’ll do it!”

“You?” Mia asked.

“Yes,” Isa replied. “You all worked so hard to find me, and Olivia wound up with a finger up her butt for me. I’m really touched,” she said, eyes watering.

“I told her,” Valentina confessed.

“The least I can do is take a load for our girl,” Isa finished.

“Awesome!” Ella said. “But who should our boy be? He has to be a woman-hater, it sounds like. An enemy in most things to women, it said.”

“Jonas!” Mia almost shouted.

“Who?” Leilani asked.

“Jonas, Ingrid’s ex boyfriend. We cast that spell that made him lose a testicle?” Mia answered. “He doesn’t like women, and I may have played a part in that, to be honest. But I can probably get him to come over here.”

“Wait, what did you do?” Ella asked.

“I may have kicked him in the nuts by accident,” Mia confessed. “Long story: he sneaked up behind me and I overreacted. Okay, it’s a pretty short story. But I think he’s interested in me.”

“Sure, Mia,” Ella sighed. “A woman-hating misogynist who you cast a spell on to give him your period, causing him to lose a testicle, and then kicked in the nuts just to make sure, is definitely into you? Really?”

“A girl knows,” Mia replied. Valentina nodded.

“Okay, so this definitely seems doable,” Ella summarised. “We just need Mia to lure Jonas over here, and three of us masturbate while he’s here and Isa sucks his cock and swallows everything while we think of Olivia. Questions?”


Chapter 6: Help Wanted

Ember and Duponte sat in Duponte’s car for a good 15 minutes that evening, working up the courage to walk into Lilith’s Affair, one of the few retail outposts in Salem, Massachusetts, that seemed amenable both to women’s empowerment and the occult.

They were there to recruit the owner’s granddaughter into their coven. This needed to be handled delicately, and the two young witches carefully reviewed their strategy, what they would say and how they would handle objections, before they felt brave enough to enter the store.

Ember, who had already visited the establishment once and talked briefly with the owner herself, pushed through the door first, glanced at the store’s single customer, a middle-aged woman squinting at candles, and marched with purpose toward the counter where not one but two teen girls sat on stools behind it, one poking at her phone, the other watching them approach.

Phone girl looked up.

“Hey,” she said without any interest.

“Hello,” Ember said, looking at the ceiling as she mentally rehearsed the lines everyone had agreed should be spoken here. “I have a question.”

“What can I tell you?” phone girl asked. She was black-haired, dressed in a black t-shirt, blue jeans, and with a black lace choker around her neck. Her colleague, blonde and wearing a black dress with a plunging neckline, looked up and raised her eyebrows but said nothing.

“I was wondering . . .” Ember began haltingly, Duponte standing behind her and looking over her shoulder, “if you know if there might be any groups of witches in town?”

“Witches,” the girl said. “You mean, magic women, or bitches? Because there’s a shit-ton of the latter in Salem.”

Ember laughed and abandoned the script.

“Oh my god, that’s so funny,” she said. “Especially ‘cuz you’re, you know, you work here.”

“But we’re sort of looking for the first kind,” Duponte said. “Magic people.”

“I don’t know,” the girl said. “Are you looking for a coven?”

“You know what a coven is?” Ember exclaimed, awestruck.

“Yeah.”

“That’s so amazing!” Ember blurted, getting way ahead of the script. “Because we already have one.”

“Uhh,” the girl said. “You do curses?”

“How did you know?” Ember asked in amazement. The girl didn’t answer, so Ember filled in the silence. “What do you think of that? If we did curses, I mean?”

“It could be okay,” the girl said. “Who’d you curse?”

“That’s sort of a secret,” Duponte said, trying to get the conversation back on track.

“Right,” Ember agreed. “It’s a secret, unless you want to be in it. Then we could tell you.”

“You’re being serious?” the girl asked.

“Yeah, we’re–” Ember began.

“You’re okay with covens?” Duponte interrupted, because they weren’t supposed to invite someone to join their coven, or even talk about it much, until they’d ascertained approval.

“I could be,” the girl said, looking over Ember’s shoulder suddenly. “Ready to check out?”

The woman set a book and two candles on the counter, used a credit card to pay, and exited.

“What’s your name?” Ember asked. “I’m Ember and this is Duponte, by the way.”

“I’m Tamara,” the black-haired girl said. “And this is Vilde. She started today, so she’s new. My grandmother owns this place.”

“Yeah, hey,” Ember said. “So you both think it’s okay to be in a coven?”

“Yeah,” Tamara said. “A cool coven.”

“Ours is cool,” Ember said.

“What is coven?” asked Vilde softly, her voice strangely deep and with a distinct European accent.

“It’s a group of witches,” Ember said. “Where are you from?”

“Europa,” Vilda said.

“She means Europe,” Tamara clarified.

“Witches can be from Europe,” Ember said reassuringly.

“That’s where they started out,” Duponte said.

“We have spells we do,” Ember said. “We need more girls for some of them. Like, we want to spy on people.”

“Spy on who?” Tamara asked.

“Agn–” Ember began.

“Some very powerful people,” Duponte interrupted. “Possibly you’ve heard of them, but it’s sort of a secret who they are.”

“Why are you spying?” Tamara asked. “I mean, what’s the point of it?”

“It’s cool,” Ember said.

“We want to reduce their power,” Duponte elaborated. “If we can. Some of the people we’re spying on are very powerful, and they hate women. So we’re trying to stop their plans. But first we have to learn what their plans are.”

“Whoa,” Tamara said, eyes flashing with obvious interest.

“There’s one issue, though,” Duponte said, because they seemed to have reached the point where certain things needed to be said.

“You have to do lezzo stuff,” Ember blurted.

“What’s lezzo stuff?” Tamara asked, more curious than suspicious, but Duponte stepped in again to do another round of damage control.

“Not really lezzo . . . I mean lesbian stuff,” Duponte said. “You don’t have to be a lesbian, in other words. But you have to touch people, touch girls, like the other witches, in certain ways.”

“With your clothes off,” Ember said, rolling her eyes as though she found it all just rather droll. “That’s part of it, for some reason.”

“You do this?” Tamara said.

“Yes,” Ember said, “even though we're not gay. Gay, meaning lesbian. Like, I like boys. But for magic, you know, you just–”

“What would we have to do?” Tamara asked.

“We?” Duponte asked, looking pointedly at Vilde. “Are you both in?”

“I tinks so,” Vilde said, her voice almost a growl, her eyes strangely dark. “Not lesbian but I do dis.”

“What do we have to do?” Tamara asked.

“Just get together with us,” Duponte said. “We meet in a house that my great-grandmother lived in, but it’s empty now. So no one will see.”

“We have enemies, though,” Ember said. “They might see.”

“Uh, what?” Tamara said.

“Okay, yeah,” Duponte said. “Right now it’s still sort of a theory. Weird things have happened sometimes, when we’ve done spells. Not every time, and it could be caused by something else. But one of the girls, she sort of thought she saw a face once, and–”

“One girl got her butt licked,” Ember blurted.

“What?” Tamara said, expression suddenly looking very doubtful, if not frightened.

Vilde must not have understood, because she issued a quick rumble of gravelly laughter, and all three of the other girls looked at her before Duponte continued. “It might have been her imagination. Nothing was there. And it didn’t–”

“I think she sort of liked it,” Ember said. “She didn’t say she minded, and it didn’t hurt. There were no injuries.”

“It was for a silencing spell,” Duponte said. “And it worked. And . . . well, you can see the evidence, if you want. There’s a recording of the person we silenced.”

“Can you send it to me?” Tamara asked.

“It’s online,” Duponte said. “Just search Agnew Dempsey. He’s the vice president. Of America. Agnew Dempsey, Fort Lauderdale University, where he made a speech a few days ago. Go to the 23 minute mark. He just says nothing, for 13 seconds. Nothing.”

Tamara jotted down some notes on a pad on the counter.

“We’re meeting tomorrow at 3:30,” Duponte said, and she grabbed Tamara’s pen and wrote down the address and time on the pad.

“We just need one more girl, for the spying spell,” Ember said. “But if both of you show up, that would be great. Then we’d have seven girls.”

“How do I contact you?” Tamara asked.

“Okay, here’s my number,” Duponte said, scratching on the pad. “And this is hers, and this is Talia’s. She’s sort of the leader, and she’s really smart.”

“But don’t say anything about the coven,” Ember said. “Just try to have general conversations.”

“Why?”

“Just in case someone’s listening in,” Duponte explained.

“Okay.”

~ ~ ~

“Mr. Abel?” Abigail said. She’d let herself into his shop and made her way to the raised car where a pair of legs protruded. “Ripple?”

“Here,” said the muffled voice.

“Hi there, Mr. Abel,” Abigail said. “My name is Abigail, and I’m here to talk to you about something.”

“Straight,” Mr. Abel said, body remaining beneath the vehicle.

“So, it’s not about a car,” Abigail said. “It’s about something else.”

“I do cars,” he said.

“Yes, and I hear you’re very good. But we’re hoping . . . me and some friends . . . that you might want to do something else. To help us with something.”

“Probably not,” Mr. Abel said.

“Well, hear me out,” Abigail said, dropping to her knees. “Do you like sex?”

“Yup.”

“Straight sex?”

“Ain’t gay.”

“Do you want to have sex?”

The body emerged from beneath the car so that the man they called Ripple could regard Abigail, although his expression remained neutral.

“With you?” he asked.

“No, I’m a lesbian,” Abigail said. “But probably someone else. Would you do it with a white girl?”

Ripple slid himself back under the car before he issued his muffled reply: “Yup.”

“You’ll do it then?” Abigail asked.

“Nope.”

“Why not?”

“Don’t know ya’ll.”

“Right,” Abigail agreed. “But you could meet us first, and talk to us, and then do it.”

“Nope.”

Fortunately, the coven had anticipated this turn of events, and Abigail had her next lines ready, although they were a last resort, born of desperation.

“We’re witches,” she said.

“Yup.”

“We need you for a spell.”

“Hmm.”

“We’ll do a spell on you to prove it.”

“No thank you.”

“It’s a nice spell,” Abigail said. “We’ll let you see someone you like, in the mirror tomorrow.”

(silence)

“Who do you want to see?”

“Sam Cooke.”

“Who?”

“Sam Cooke.”

“I don’t really know who that is.”

“Show yourself out.”

“Okay, thanks,” said Abigail, rising. “Oh, but if you change your mind . . . can I write down the address? We’ll be there tomorrow. You can show up any time after 3:30. I’ll write it here, and leave it. On your sort of desk thingy.”

“You may.”

“Nice to meet you.”

“Pleasure’s mine.”


Chapter 7: Femveis

Mia had spent close to an hour poring over her clothes at home, taking out one item, placing it back, taking out another, holding it close to her, then shaking her head and putting it away. This was going to be an important day at school. She needed to entice Jonas Bjørnsflud, erstwhile boyfriend of Ingrid Berg, daughter of their most dangerous opponent, to agree to meet Mia and the others so that they could cast their spell to protect Olivia.

It was a bit of a good news-bad news situation, for although he seemed to be into Mia, she had put a tiny bit of a crimp in that with the swift kick in the balls she had rendered unto him. And while that had certainly made him more of a misogynist than not, and that made him perfect for the spell, it certainly did not make him eager to do her bidding. It had been an accident, and Mia had apologized, but the damage had been done.  And so it was important that Mia wear exactly the right thing for the occasion. Slutty, but not take-charge slutty. More a: Don’t you want to teach me who’s daddy? slutty. She cringed.

Finally, growing perilously close to being late to class once again, Mia settled on a short, pleated skirt with a tartan pattern, simple black tights that would keep her legs warm (memories of the short-lived and oh, so bad experiment with the girl-heater lived rent-free in her head) and a very tight sweater with a pixelated image of a fifties-era housewife (the kind that had frequented the suburbs of Oslo back in the day) embroidered on it. Mia had bought it ironically, but figured it might activate certain areas of Jonas’ conservative reptile-brain to her advantage. To complete the ensemble she slipped a pair of pink panties with a fishnet pattern over her tights so that when she bent over it would look as if she was only wearing fishnet stockings instead of panties.

She tested the effect a couple of times in the mirror, bending over and looking back, nodding with satisfaction and then taking a couple of selfies to send to her boyfriend Rajiv, before hurrying out the door and shouting a quick goodbye to her parents who were arguing again.

School itself was its usual rollercoaster of boredom and excitement, as she slogged through classes she found unbearably easy, followed by the brain-teasing complexity of trying to understand the underlying patterns within her art appreciation class. She was convinced that most of abstract expressionism could actually be understood better within three dimensions rather than the usual two, and spent a great deal of time arguing the point with the increasingly exasperated art teacher who finally gave up and handed Mia an essay assignment to shut her up.

After her last class of the morning, she positioned herself strategically within the outdoor recreation space where most students congregated during the break period (other than Leilani, who had tried it once and declared it to be insanely cold) and set things up for her plan to ensnare Jonas. She rubbed her hands together, hopping from one foot to the other as she waited, growing increasingly cold until finally he made his usual trek from the door towards the corner of the outdoor area where he liked to chat with his friends.

“Oh, no!” she exclaimed loudly, turning away from him and bending over to expose her panties. “I just can’t get my lipstick out from under there!”

She heard him coming up behind her, drawn like a horny moth to a sexy flame.

“If only I had a big, strong man who could–oh, hi Jonas!” she said, as she looked up behind her shoulder to see him staring intently at her behind.

“Oh! Um, hi Mia,” he stuttered. “Lose something?”

“Yeah,” she said, straightening up and putting one finger in her mouth, pulling her lower lip down and twisting slightly away from him, putting her breasts in profile. “My lipstick rolled under this trash receptacle and I can’t get it!” She pouted prettily.

“That sucks,” he shrugged and made as if to leave.

“I think this thing can be moved out of the way, but I’m just so weak, being just a girl, you know?”

“Yeah, probably. Why don’t you try kicking it?” he retorted, but his eyes lingered on the outline of her breasts and then took in the image on her sweatshirt. His eyes grew wider and he seemed to hesitate for a moment.

A moment would do.

“I guess I could ask around and see if there’s any other big, stwong men here? Who could help a poor, weak girl like me?”

Jonas rolled his eyes. “Fine! Laying it on a bit thick today, are we?” But he came up to the receptacle and bent down, grabbing it by the sides and giving a strong heave to move it. Unfortunately, Mia had chosen slightly unwisely and the poor boy’s face grew red and his eyes bulged. “Oh fuck! Fuck!” he gasped as he let go and bent over, hands on his knees.

“Um, are you okay?” she asked.

“Yeah, kinda! My doctor told me to take it easy with the whole groin thing,” he panted. “You know? What with the whole testicle separation thing, and then, you kicking me there did not help matters!”

“Yeah, um, again: super sorry about that. But what does that have to do with–”

“Lifting things is bad for all the stuff I have down there,” he replied, grimacing. “I don’t really understand it either. Maybe you should ask another guy here,” he said, groaning as he attempted to stand straight. As Mia looked on with concern, he finally managed it.

“No, no, um . . . you’re like, the strongest guy here, I think,” she said, unconvincingly.

“Stop feeding me bullshit, Mia. Typical woman, I swear! You only want us for our manly strength and if one thing, just one freaking thing happens to knock us down, you want nothing to do with us. I’ve fucking had it! I’m starting to think maybe I should try the whole gay thing for a bit, see if I like it!”

“I’ve literally never heard a guy say that!” she retorted, hands on hips. “I mean, good for you and all, but I was totally going to reward you big time for helping me out and I guess you’re not up for it?”

“Um, what were you going to . . . ?”

“Well, a bunch of us girls wanted to do a . . .” she paused for a moment while counting on her fingers, “a quintuple? A femveis? With a boy . . .”

“A femveis?” he intoned. “The holy grail . . .” his voice trailed off as his eyes glazed over. “I’ve only heard of it in the legends of old!”

“Well, if you’re going gay, I think they probably do that in some of the saunas in Grünerløkka, if you’d rather . . .”

“No! No, I think I can totally, um. Maybe if you help? Just a tiny bit?”

“Okay,” Mia said and the two of them grabbed onto the trash receptacle and Mia found it surprisingly easy to lift while the poor boy’s face grew red again. Before his groin could rupture, making him useless as a provider of misogynistic sperm for their spell, Mia’s lipstick was revealed and she thanked him profusely, making a show of rubbing her breasts against him. For extra measure, she bent down to pick up her lipstick, giving him a good view of her bottom before straightening up again.

“So, as to the thing . . . that you had mentioned,” he stammered.

“Yeah, totally! Meet me at this address,” she said and pulled up Ella’s parent’s place on her phone’s map. With a quick tap of her device against Jonas’ phone, the address was transferred and she skipped off, the exaggerated movement causing her breasts to bounce fetchingly, Jonas unable to keep from staring.

~ ~ ~

And so it was that Ella, who had been hovering by the front door in hopes that she would be able to greet Jonas before her parents would notice, saw him making his way towards the door, bundled up in a thick, black puffer jacket, head covered in a black woolen cap bearing the emblem of Bergen United, and opened the door to greet him.

“Oh!” he said as he looked at her. “Um, is Mia here?”

“Yeah,” Ella replied. “I’m Ella. From school?”

“Oh, yeah. I think I’ve seen you there. So . . .” he said, shuffling his feet uncertainly in the snow.

“Ya, you should come in,” Ella said, somewhat overcome with the awkwardness of the whole thing. This shouldn’t be any harder than what they had done with Svedbjørn, but the fact that Jonas was their age and went to the same school made it seem more real than dealing with the failed magician.

Jonas stomped his boots against the walkway and came inside, Ella closing the door behind him quickly. He shod his boots and set them next to the others and Ella took his jacket and hung it on one of the pegs, hoping her parents wouldn’t notice. With a quick glance into the family room where her mom was watching a Norwegian talk show where a group of men were sampling various jellied fish dishes, Ella ushered Jonas over to the door that led to the basement, gesturing for him to be quiet.

Jonas, growing more and more concerned that this was all a horrible trap set by Mia and her friends to finally end his sad existence, was seriously contemplating turning around and making a run for it. Before he could steel himself to do so, the two of them reached the bottom of the stairs and entered the basement room where Isa, Mia, Valentina and Leilani waited.

Jonas’ eyes bulged and all thoughts of escape fled his mind, for the girls were all dressed in skimpy lingerie, sitting on various discontinued furniture items from Ella’s parent’s furniture company, looking at their phones. As he and Ella entered the room, they looked up at him and Mia jumped up, her breasts bouncing fetchingly in her tiny bra.

“Jonas! Look girls, it’s Jonas!” Mia exclaimed.

“Um, hi Jonas,” Leilani said, as she blushed a little and self-consciously covered her breasts with her arm.

“Are you ready for our femveis?” Mia asked him as he stood there, staring.

“Our what?” Leilani whispered.

“Our five-some!” Mia replied, rather enthusiastically.

“Oh, yeah,” Leilani replied.

“Um, I kinda count . . . 6 of us?” Jonas said, eyes filled with a combination of both hope and fear, for no one to his knowledge had ever experienced a six-way and lived to tell of it. Would he be the first?

“Yeah, I’m not part of this,” Ella said. “Nice try, though!”

“Oh, okay. Um, so might I ask why exactly you want to do this?” he asked. “Not that I super-duper care, mind you. It just seems like you girls weren’t really all that into me, and now . . .”

“Sometimes it’s just best not to ask,” Mia said, winking at him. “So, do you want to get undressed? We have a surprise for you!”

“Is the surprise that we’re going to have sex?” he asked.

“Aw, you ruined the surprise!” Isa exclaimed. “Spoiler alert!”

“Sorry.”

“But, yeah, kinda. You’ll see!” Isa replied.

“Girls, should we get undressed?” Mia asked as she looked at the others who, except for Isa, were hanging back shyly. Ella had already scampered up the stairs in order to make sure her parents didn’t come downstairs and interrupt them.

“Um, can we maybe turn the lights down a little?” Leilani asked.

“Ooh, I like it,” Mia said, her bra already off. “Sexy!”

“Um, but maybe keep it so I can–I mean, we can–still see?” Jonas interjected, his pants down to his ankles and his sweater up over his head, his arms still in the sleeves, his eyes fixed on Mia’s bare breasts.

“Yes, I can try,” Valentina said, jumping up from the hard leather-wrapped wooden loveseat she had been sitting on. In the end the best she could do was to turn on a floor lamp and turn off the main overhead lights, and the room was plunged into semi-darkness. The warm light of the floor lamp cast shadows and lit breasts and thighs and bellies and other things as well, for Jonas had taken everything off and his penis cast a very interesting shadow across the floor.

Isa, having taken everything off in the meantime, took a good hard look at the fleshy wand that would soon be casting its salty spell down her throat. She wasn’t scared–she had done this sort of thing before and in general she considered herself to be very good at fellatio. Swallowing was not something she generally did, however, so she had brought along some Honingdrops to suck on afterwards. The sweetness of the honey-flavored licorice drops, she hoped, would counteract the taste of his eruption.

Leilani slipped off her panties–turquoise blue with floral print and pretty pink lace–and a frilly pink bra that she had bought with her birthday money in hopes of showing it off to a special boy–or perhaps a special girl, for she felt that perhaps Valentina might be special enough to show her pretty bra to. Now she felt a little bad for bringing it here, wasting it, as it were, on a boy like this, but she had no other lingerie and Mia had insisted.

Valentina stepped out of her own sexy things, a tiny red thong and a bra that had so many crisscrossing straps that she got momentarily tangled in it. The whole time she had her eyes on Leilani as she undressed, and the two girls exchanged a look of appreciation and perhaps even more, for they both understood the sacrifice they were making, and although they would rather be alone together, it was for Olivia, their friend, and it was a sacrifice worth making.

Finally, Mia, Leilani and Valentina were fully naked and knelt side by side on the floor facing Jonas and Isa. Isa gently took Jonas by the shoulder, turning him to face away from the kneeling girls and, while he looked back at them longingly, she got on her knees as well, bringing her face close to his hovering member.

“Okay. Oh, wow,” he said, looking down now at Isa. “Uh, what are . . .”

“Shhh,” Isa said. “Just relax and enjoy.”

“Okay, but no prick-teasing, like Ingrid. She used to . . .” he trailed off as Isa’s lips closed around his swollen head, her tongue caressing the underside of his shaft.

And here Isa used some of her girlish intuition. She detected something in his voice that spoke of resentment and anger, of feelings hurt and ego bruised. Of wishes made in the dead of night, and daydreams in the cold glare of the nordic sun, of a longing for a world where a young, awkward and socially inept boy might meet just the right girl who would guide him through the gates of manhood and laugh only at his jokes, and not at him. Who would show him the joys of companionship, not punish him when he failed as anyone would, who did not understand how to behave.

Perhaps he was not as bad of a boy as he seemed, but right now he did not like women, whatever the reason might be, and that suited the demands of the spell, so Isa swallowed his shaft with vigor, keeping Olivia in mind, hoping that the other three remembered to do so as well, or all this effort would be in vain.

While she could not see them, she did hear the girls as they worked their own flesh in pursuit of pleasure.

Three women, strong in spirit and well prepared by the pleasures that may be found within the loins of women, shall bear witness.

The spell had been clear on that, and the three did prepare themselves, quite vigorously. Mia stuck a finger inside her dripping chamber, the palm of her hand rubbing her swollen button while her other hand reached behind her to allow access to her tighter passage.

Valentina pinched one nipple, pulling it out and lifting her entire breast with it, while rubbing between her slit with the other hand, one finger reaching inside, two others pinching her outer lips together.

Leilani, shyest of the girls here, had her eyes closed and two fingers inside her, panting and groaning as she said Olivia’s name in her mind, picturing the girl as she had been when Svedbjørn had been in this very room, naked and on his back, Olivia on her hands and knees, breasts hanging down, concentrating on extracting from the magician the seed that would pinpoint Isa’s location. For some reason, the thought of Olivia’s nipples did it for Leilani, and she started to feel her climax approaching.

Isa pushed her head forward, swallowing more of Jonas’ shaft into her mouth, feeling the tip touching the back of her throat and concentrating on not gagging. She held onto his hips as she began bobbing her head, looking up at him, knowing that having a girl look up with teary eyes tended to make boys feel more dominant and that such a feeling might make him come faster.

Isa’s experience in such matters proved itself in this instance, for it took very little time for Jonas to begin panting heavily, closing his eyes and tilting his head back. He placed his hands on either side of Isa’s head–something she usually hated–and began thrusting heavily within her mouth. It only took three more thrusts before Isa felt his shaft throbbing and he began spurting within her. Her first impulse was to back off, but she managed to restrain herself.

Brought not to the gates of the womb, but down the gullet of their sister in magic.

The spell demanded she swallow the seed and so she closed her eyes and swallowed each serving as it came, and as she did so, she felt a warmth that started in her belly and radiated outwards. Time seemed to slow down, and that was not welcomed by Isa, for she felt the boy’s offerings sliding down her throat ever so slowly, emphasising the taste and the texture. The throbbing of his shaft threatened to overwhelm her senses. Swallowing became harder and harder, each load seeming to fill her throat and choke her. This was not normal, she knew, and the only answer was that the spell was active and working and that gave her the courage to power through this challenge.

For Olivia!

Just as Isa finished forcing the last of Jonas’ seed down her throat, she heard squeals from the three girls as they all seemed to reach their climaxes at the same time, and Jonas let out a long, drawn out cry, as a reindeer might make, its chest pierced by the arrow of a hunter, its eyes rolling back in its head, as Jonas’ did. He dropped to his knees, wet penis slipping out of Isa’s mouth, and slowly he rolled onto his side, hugging himself in a fetal position and began weeping gently.

~ ~ ~

Olivia hung in her chains, her arms numb, pain radiating out from every joint and most parts of her body, especially her breasts and thighs. She hung her head, exhausted, panting as she sought to fight through the pain, but losing. Olivia tried to ignore the sound of iron clanking against iron, the peculiar sound that a coal-fired brazier makes as red-hot iron tools of torture are pulled from it, the scuffling of boot-clad feet as they neared her to inflict more pain.

Her ears began ringing–that was new, she thought to herself. Perhaps her body was finally breaking down? But the sound got louder and as it did, she felt a warmth radiating out from her middle, suffusing her torso and her limbs. The pain fell away, but she did not feel numb, rather she simply felt no pain, no discomfort. She raised her head, staring down at the robed and hooded thing that was approaching her, glowing pincers raised towards her breast. She grimaced as it pressed down on her nipple, but then gasped with surprise as nothing happened!

“Is it going to tell us what we want to know?” the stunted creature hissed as it squeezed with all its might.

“Pinch it harder! Such a bad girl it is,” the other robed creature said as it shuffled closer, hood fallen back and bald, shriveled head exposed.

Olivia’s heart expanded and tears flooded her eyes. She knew exactly what had happened: her friends had come through for her. Somehow they had found something, most likely a spell that protected her. There was no pain, no fear now. If anything, she was more comfortable now, even in these chains, than she had felt in a very, very long time. She smiled down at the two stunted men and mockingly intoned, “Oh, no! Please don’t . . .”

The pincers left her nipple and the creature stared. “It isn’t hurt! Why isn’t it hurt?”

“You imbecile! How many times have I said, you always do it wrong! It’s all in the wrist!” It reached over and grabbed the pincers, demonstrating a pinching motion in the air. “See?”

“That’s what I was doing, you half-wit!”

“Half-wit? Don’t call me that, you know I have issues with my wits and we had a whole meeting about sensitivity–”

“Fine! Shut up already! Cry baby! You try it then! Hurt it or shut that hole in your head!”

“Ya! See?” It reached over and squeezed Olivia’s nipple, as she looked down impassionately, not feeling anything.

“Ha!” the other thing snorted, sounding more like an injured animal than a human laughing.

“So you laugh?”

“Ya, I laugh.”

“It’s not hurt! Why?” It looked down at the pincers, still glowing, then reached over and pinched the other robed figure on the hand, squeezing tightly as it screamed in shock and pain.

“Aaaah AH, WHAT YOU DO?” it screamed, pulling its hand away and clasping it tightly.

“It works! It hurts, no?”

“Yes, you herring-fucking pin dick! Why?” it cried out as it walked rapidly in a circle, clutching its hand and moaning.

“What do we do?” the other figure said, staring at the pincers in its hand.

Olivia sighed. Watching these morons was painful in its own way, and the spell didn’t protect her from that. This was going to be a long captivity.

~ ~ ~

Mikael Berg read the latest missive from the monks at the Seminary. He shook his head. There was no way that the girl, Olivia, they had captured had ever confessed these things. First of all, half of the things she allegedly said were nonsensical. The book of spells would be found near the peak of Store Skagastølstind, a notoriously difficult mountain to summit, and one that the girls had definitely never been to? Mikael didn’t believe it for a minute.

Obviously the monks were messing up again, making stuff up. Perhaps he should go over there and knock some sense into them again? On the other hand, if he simply passed this along to Märta, she would probably not review it carefully–her duties as Prime Minister kept her extremely busy–so it was highly likely that she would report success to this Demon-thing she kept going on about. And that would mean that eventually the Demon would punish her severely for incompetence.

Mikael could live with that. He smiled.


Chapter 8: A Six-Girl Spell

The five witches, all still dressed, filed into the office and took their seats, none talking about coven business until Talia cleared her throat.

“So where are we with things?” she asked.

Abigail, Duponte, Biltmore and Ember all started speaking at once, because each had news they were eager to share.

“Abigail first,” Talia protested. “Did you speak to Ripple?”

“I did,” Abigail said. “He was definitely not open to doing our spell.”

“He didn’t want to have sex?” Ember said, stunned.

“He didn’t want to have sex with people he doesn’t know,” Abigail said. “And when I told him we were witches and it was for magic, that was not a selling point either. So I offered to show him someone in his mirror, and he said Sam Cooke, and I left.”

“Sam who?” Talia asked.

“Sam Cooke,” Abigail said. “Singer from the 50s, or 60s too. I never heard of him, but I recognized his songs once I played a few. Another Saturday Night. Twisting the Night Away. Chain Gang.”

“He did Another Saturday Night?” Talia asked.

“Yeah. And Ripple’s a fan, apparently.”

“You just need to do the spell, then.”

“We already did,” Abigail said. “Me and Biltmore, last night.”

“Where?” Talia asked.

“At my place,” Biltmore said. “We were going to get together anyway.”

The mirror spell, one of the first the coven had done, required that two nude females face each other, masturbating to orgasm, at which point they’d name the person who needed to see the face while they thought of the face to be seen. They knew the spell worked because they’d forced their benighted high school principal, Mr. Butler, to see the garish face of pop singer Ratchel Skweeze.

“Did it work?” Ember asked.

“Probably,” Abigail replied. “But we won’t know unless he shows up.”

“He could be here any minute then,” Talia said.

“Or never.”

“Okay,” Talia said, turning her attention to Ember and Duponte. “Any luck with the girl at the shop?”

“I think so,” Ember said. “We told them what we do and they were cool with it.”

“Them?”

“Yeah, two girls. Tamara and Vilde.”

“Vilde’s European,” Duponte explained. “Kind of an accent. I’m not sure how much she understood.”

“What kind of accent?” Abigail asked.

“I don’t know,” Duponte said. “She didn’t talk a lot. Maybe Polish or something. She just said she’s from Europe.”

“Europa,” Ember said.

“Which means Europe,” Duponte said.

“Yeah, but we should respect that she said Europa,” Ember asserted. “Like, not try to change it to what we think it should be called.”

“Fair enough,” Talia said. “So they’re coming today?”

“They seemed a little sceptical,” Duponte said. “So we told them to watch the Dempsey video, and we gave them our address.”

“If the shop girls show up, we spy on Agnew Dempsey,” Talia said. “And if Ripple shows up, we find some other witches. But if no one shows up, we just . . . I guess work on some other spells.”

“If Ripple shows up,” Ember said with uncharacteristic caution, “who has him?”

“Should we draw straws?” Talia asked.

“I think we can narrow it down first,” Abigail said. “I’m not eligible, for example.”

“Why?” Ember asked.

“She’s a lesbian,” Duponte said, voice edged with an uncharacteristic annoyance.

“I know that,” Ember said. “But does being a lesbian mean you don’t want anything in there?”

“Not a dude,” Duponte said before she turned to Abigail. “Sorry, I’m not trying to speak for you. I’m just . . . I mean, it’s sort of obvious maybe.”

“No, you’re right,” Abigail said. “But different lesbians have different feelings about it. Some never want a guy in there, like, ever. They hate men so much, or something. Some just see no use. They wouldn’t hate it, it’s just not something they want. But they might do it to have a baby. I’m probably more in that camp. And then, for some, a guy can feel good but they just want girls so much more guys are sort of irrelevant. And–”

“Or both, so they’re bi,” Ember said. “Like Biltmore.”

“Right,” Biltmore said.

“Would you be on the list?” Ember asked Biltmore. “Because I’m definitely on the list.”

“Wait,” Talia said, focusing on Ember. “You want to? With Ripple?”

“Hellz yeah,” Ember said. “Always have, since the first time my mom brought her car to him. I was like, mmm . . . Okay, wait, not saying I wanted to have sex with him then, because I didn’t know what it was, but just, like, mmm yeah, you are my choco-”

“Got it,” Abigail said, sparing the coven the rest of Amber’s reverie.

“Okay, right,” Talia said. “I think that settles it then. We put him with Ember, and–”

“Uhhh,” Abigail interrupted.

“Objections?” Talia said.

“We’re making assumptions about Ripple that we shouldn’t be making,” Abigail said. “He’s already said pretty clearly he’s not going to go down on someone sight unseen. So if he . . . okay, Ember, with all due respect, because I think the average guy would be glad to . . . but if he’s saying . . . or, you know, he wants, you know, he wants more options, we . . .”

Abigail’s voice trailed off, because this was no longer just a conversation about what you had to do to make magic. This was about Ember’s apparently long-term crush, and in the unlikely event he showed up, and in the even more unlikely event he wasn’t interested in Ember and wanted someone else, there were going to be some very hurt feelings. And hurt feelings wouldn’t just hurt the coven, they could also disrupt the magic itself, possibly. What happens when one of the witches attending a spell is extremely pissed off? No one actually knew.

“Okay, yeah,” Ember said, and to her credit, the girl seemed to be working through this possibility, jaw tight and eyes wide with a sort of imagined pain, but her voice staying level. “I know him already, ‘cuz my mom drops off her car and I’m usually there, and he lets me say stuff to him, like hi and stuff, so there’s already a pretty strong connection. But once he gets here, I think we could maybe bond a little more.”

“Bond how?” Duponte asked.

“Okay,” Ember said, closing her eyes briefly to concentrate. “Okay, just talking. I know he doesn’t say much, but Abigail, what do Black guys like to talk about? Maybe like, about–”

For obvious reasons, Abigail grimaced and waved her hand and Ember abandoned that line of reasoning.

“Or, you know, we could dance first. I’m a good dancer, so you put on, uh, Black guy music, or, oh yeah, that Sam, Sam . . .”

“Sam Cooke.”

“Play Sam Cooke, yeah, and we sort of dance, and . . .”

“I think you should just be naked,” Biltmore said. “I bet he’d love that.”

“No way,” Ember said flatly.

“Why not?” Biltmore asked. “I mean, if you do it with him, you’ll have to be naked, so–”

“Because I’ll cum, like, as soon as I see him.”

“You mean, if you’re naked and Ripple walks in, you have an orgasm?” Duponte asked.

“Exactly.”

“Just don’t touch yourself,” Talia suggested.

“Doesn’t matter,” Ember said. “It’s just going to happen.”

“Well, what’s going to happen if he puts it up you?” Abigail asked.

“Well, duh,” Ember said, turning to Abigail and tilting her head.

“You’re going to cum,” Biltmore speculated.

Ember aimed the same puzzled gaze at Biltmore.

“Is it a problem, though?” Talia asked. “He shows up, you cum, he puts it in, you cum again, he cums, we find the other witches.”

Ember, wearing a pair of tight yoga pants, squirmed in her seat, her right hand precariously close to her vulva.

“Can we please not talk about this?” Ember said. “I’m like, about to just lose it.”

“Have you ever done it before?” Duponte asked. “Please tell me you have.”

“Possibly,” Ember said.

“Are you a virgin?”

“Possibly.”

“Maybe you should–” Duponte said before several thumps echoed from the front door downstairs and silenced her.

“O God, it’s him,” Ember said. “I can’t do this. I can’t do this.”

Duponte hustled down the stairs, the front door creaked, and voices rang out, all female, one of them huskier but still feminine, getting louder as they headed back up the stairs.

“That’s Tamara,” Ember said, looking decidedly relieved. “And Vilde’s with her too.”

“We all meet in here,” Duponte was saying as she appeared at the door, and she entered the room, followed by a very nervous-looking Tamara and an unreadable Vilde.

“Hey, Tamara!” Ember shouted. “Hey, Vilde!”

“Oh, hey,” Tamara said, smiling and suddenly looking a little less nervous.

“Welcome to the coven,” Talia said, standing and offering her hand. “I’m Talia.”

Abigail and Biltmore introduced themselves, and Ember pulled out two folding chairs and added them to the circle.

“Okay,” Talia said. “Let’s talk about what’s going on.”

What followed was a crash course in modern-day witchery, as practiced in Salem, Mass. Duponte showed the newcomers the spellbook and how to convert its backwards handwriting, went through the spells they had cast, complete with a tangential but very necessary account of the ethereal battle with their principal and the meeting in which he’d forced them to confess to cursing his mirror but didn’t do anything to them, because he couldn’t.

Tamara, who had learned to turn disinterest in all things into an art form, listened wide-eyed to their stories, and seemed impressed not only by the tales of successful spellcasting (“You effing silenced the VP!”), but also by the fact four members of the coven had been relegated to Salem’s alternative high school.

Vilde’s reactions were more difficult to read. She seemed nervous, uncomfortable, distracted by something, and on the rare occasions she spoke, her guttural voice came out as almost a bark. But the peak of her discomfiture seemed to come as the spellbook was passed to the two new girls. Once the book was spread across Vilde’s lap, she simply stared down at it in what seemed to be equal parts rapture and nausea, her hands raised above it, palms down, before she stood and allowed the book to topple from her lap.

“I piss,” she grunted. “Where?”

“First floor, under the stairs,” said Biltmore.

As Vilde clumped off, all six remaining girls looked quizzically at each other.

“I know she’s a little different,” Tamara said once the sound of the bathroom door closed. “I hope she’s not freaking you out.”

“How do you know her?” Talia asked.

“I don’t, really,” Tamara said. “She stopped by the store a couple of nights ago when my grandmother was there, somehow convinced her to give her a job. But she’s amazing with the male customers.” Tamara made her face stony and did a brief, quiet impression of Vilde: “‘You buy dis. You must have dis’.” Everyone laughed discreetly into their hands. “But she might be a little too good, you know?”

The rest of the coven waited for her to continue.

“She gets like, hit on constantly,” Tamara explained. “At the shop. And just now out front of the house, two guys, they’re all like, ‘Hey babe’ this and ‘you’re so hot’ that and one of them is like just squeezing her tit and she’s like kind of smiling but confused too, sort of, and I can tell she’s not that cool with it.”

“Is that what made her voice deep?” Abigail asked.

“No, it was already like that,” Tamara replied.

The toilet flushed and everyone fell silent, waiting for Vilde to return, and perhaps they were waiting a little too intently, because when she appeared at the door and scanned the room, six pairs of eyes were watching her, and she stopped short and stared.

“Welcome back,” Talia said in a tone that suggested sincere sympathy for the girl, her boy troubles, and her present nervousness. “Now . . . are we up for a spying spell?”

Vilde returned to her seat and looked down on the floor, clasping her hands and squeezing them between her thighs and still looking distinctly ill at ease.

“What do we have to do?” Tamara asked.

“It takes six girls,” said Duponte, who was currently in possession of the spell book. “And . . . well, why don’t I read the spell out loud?”

“It’s gonna be one of the lezzier ones,” Ember said. “Just warning you.”

Duponte cleared her throat:

Spelle for too see thru walles & erthe too

A sqware figyre shall be drawn by challke on a floor with three systers on eache syde & sixe in total, dressed only by nachur. In each triplette, one shall lay upon her backe with hedd near the figyre, and the second shall tend by tongge the first’s poole while the one on her backe tendeth the thirde in the same way, and shalle that thirde from each triplette say as one ‘show us the doings of ~ ~’ and name the one ye wish to see and then wyll you see them in the figyre & whatevyr they be up to either goode or badd or sylatious.

“What’s the pool?” Tamara asked.

“The vagina,” Talia replied.

“Okay,” Tamara said. “Who are we spying on?”

“Agnew Dempsey,” Biltmore said.

“Wait, the same guy you did the shut up spell on?”

“Yup,” said Ember.

“You really have it in for that guy,” Tamara noted.

“Yeah, because he sucks,” Duponte said.

“Who gets in what position?” Tamara said.

“Wait,” said Talia. “You understood the spell?”

“Yeah, except for the pool part. I sort of thought it would be the pussy, but you don’t want to assume something like that and then be wrong.”

“It takes us hours to get these,” Duponte said. “How did you . . .”

“I read a lot of old stuff like that,” Tamara explained. “King James Bible, for one.”

“Cool,” Abigail said. “So you’ll do this?”

“Yeah, unless Vilde wants to be one of the girls.”

“I just watch,” Vilde said with a quick head shake, clearly still upset about being groped in the street.

“You understand you’ll be watching oral sex?” Talia said.

“Oral sex,” Vilde said with an uncertain nod.

“Okay, so lets–”

“Wait,” Abigail said. “I think we should tell you something first. I’m a lesbian.”

“Yeah?” Tamara said, looking with confusion at Abigail.

“So you could, I mean, someone could think . . .” Abigail stammered, “that I’m getting some benefit from it, and–”

“Cool,” Tamara said. “Can you lick me?”

“Are you a lesbian?” Ember said.

“Pansexual,” Tamara said. “It makes no difference to me. But you’re probably good at licking girls.”

“Biltmore’s better at it than I am,” Abigail said. “I’m not that experienced.”

“Okay, just tell me how to get,” Tamara said.

After a little more discussion, the six girls doing this afternoon’s spell stripped, and not only did Tamara not seem shy about her dense, petite body, she made sure everyone could see the tattoo of a pair of blue & gold fairy wings on her back.

Tamara, because she wanted to be licked, was chosen to lay on her back while Abigail serviced her and she tended to Duponte’s slit. It was, admittedly, a big responsibility for someone everyone had just met, but the girl gave off the air of both maturity and sexual aplomb. In the other group of three, Ember would be on her back, licking Talia while Biltmore licked her. Duponte and Talia would be the actual watchers, then, straddling Tamara’s and Ember’s mouths, respectively, while they stared into the chalk square marked into the office’s dark, hardwood flooring. Meanwhile, Vilde would remain clothed, and she maintained her demeanor of vague discomfort as she sat in a chair against the wall, within sight of the proceedings.

After Duponte drew the chalk square, about a foot on a side, Ember and Tamara took their places on the floor and quickly agreed that resting their heads against the hardwood was uncomfortable. They were given pairs of jeans to roll or fold into pillows, made the best of the accommodations, and returned to the floor on either side of the square, holding still while Duponte and Talia got in position over them

“Okay, move up a little,” Ember told Talia. “I can’t reach your hole at all.”

Talia slid forward on her knees, confirming by feel that Ember was able to get the tip of her tongue between Talia’s genital lips.

Duponte and Tamara negotiated similarly until Tamara indicated satisfaction with things by licking her partner in witchcraft vigorously.

“Oh, oh,” Duponte gasped. “Hey, you probably don’t need to go that fast.”

“Well, the spell said to lick you,” Tamara said, her voice muffled between Duponte’s thighs.

“Yeah, but maybe a little slower?” Duponte said. “It’s really distracting.”

“I’m doing, like one tonguestroke every five to ten seconds,” Ember said from between Talia’s thighs. “That’s working, isn’t it, Talia?”

“Yeah, it’s good,” Talia said a little tensely.

“So just . . . one every five or ten seconds,” Duponte said. “That should work.”

“Okay,” Tamara said.

“Ready for us?” Biltmore asked.

“Ready,” said Tamara, and Abigail knelt between the girl’s raised legs and examined the thick black hair around her vulva, and her pink, opened lips, but didn’t start licking yet.

“I’m ready too,” Ember said to Biltmore. “Go as fast as you want.”

“You want to cum?” Biltmore asked.

“Well, I mean, if it happens, okay,” Ember said, taking a break from Talia’s sex organ to talk. “That’s gonna happen, right?”

“I could try to–”

“The spell doesn’t say to orgasm,” Talia warned. “That could distract from things.”

“Or even break the spell,” Duponte said.

“Yeah, let’s take it easy,” Biltmore said.

“I’m kind of on the edge though,” Ember said. “Because of talking about Ripple. So if it happens, it’s not that I was trying to. It just did.”

“Okay,” Biltmore said.

“If it happens, don’t stop licking her,” Talia said, looking down between her legs and making eye contact with Ember, who nodded her agreement.

“That’s true,” Ember said. “I’ll probably ask you to stop. Like, ‘oh no, ahhh, stop,’ but that’s normal. I say all kinds of shit when I’m cumming. You can ignore it.”

“Sounds good,” Biltmore said, lowering her mouth to Ember’s hole. “Okay, I’m starting now, just lightly.”

“Mmmm,” said Ember before she extended her tongue, found Talia’s opening, and delivered measured strokes, no more than one every five seconds.

The Tamara-Duponte-Abigail team returned to their own efforts, and now with the preliminaries over, Duponte and Talia looked at each other over the chalk square.

“Count of three,” Talia said. “One, two, three: Show us the doings of US Vice President Agnew Dempsey!”

The space within the chalk square flashed, swirled with colors, went dark and then bright before the image crystallized.

“Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck,” Duponte said, staring into the square.

“No. Fucking. Way.” said Talia.

“Á!” Vilde groaned from her chair by the wall.


Chapter 9: Gatherings

“Is he okay?” Leilani asked, looking down on Jonas, who was currently curled up in a ball of sad, weeping quietly to himself. “Should we call someone?”

Valentina poked him, not super gently. Being Italian, she felt strongly that men should be men and women should be better. But definitely, men shouldn’t cry like that. If a woman wanted to cry to get over some difficult thing, that was her right and her power. But men should suck it up and suffer everlasting emotional damage. That was their right and power.

“Is there some way of gently disposing of–” she started asking.

“No, we don’t do that here in Norway, Valentina,” Mia chided. “Here we give the suffering party their private space and don’t interfere! Privacy and personal space are very important to our people.”

“I see,” Leilani muttered, looking down on their naked bodies and rolling her eyes. Valentina giggled.

Isa, having just swallowed Jonas’ semen during their casting of the Cream of Life spell, was busily making a face, and rummaging around in her purse for her Honingdrops to suck on to get rid of the taste. But overall she felt extremely positive. She had felt a pulse of energy, of power coursing through her body and she was absolutely positive that casting the spell had worked and that Olivia, still missing–presumed held captive and being tortured like Isa had been–would now be protected from harm. She sucked studiously on her candy drops and offered the package to the other naked girls, Mia, Valentina and Leilani.

“Thanks!” said Mia, popping one in her mouth. “Yum! Sweet. So, you think this worked?”

“Absolutely,” said Isa. “I felt something emitting during the spell.”

“Was it white and gooey?” Mia asked, innocently.

Isa snorted. “Something else! A power that seemed to burst forth. Definitely worked.”

“Yay,” Ella said, having just entered. She had been keeping guard upstairs, and now had returned to check up on the girls. “Um, what’s wrong with him?”

“I think we broke him,” Mia said. “Now I really do feel kind of guilty.”

“Why? He’s a miso . . . misto . . . myso–condriac?” Valentina retorted.

“No, he’s a miso–great, now I can’t say it either!” Mia said. “A Kvinnehater.”

“Misogynist,” Ella said. “Which is good, the spell required that.”

“Yes, but I really think he’s just a poor, sad boy,” Mia said. “Look at him!”

Just then, Jonas let out a deep sigh and sniffled.

“What . . . what the fuck just happened?” He slowly unfolded and sat up. Then his eyes widened and he reached down between his legs and felt around.

“Oh, my fucking god! No, NO! Where the fuck are my . . . oh, here they are. Nevermind,” he said, voice slowly descending from the high-pitched panic register. “They seem to have retreated somewhat.”

“Yeah,” Mia said, standing over him, hands on hips. “We kinda thought we had lost you for a moment. Do you always cry like that after you cum?”

“No,” he said, defensively. “It’s a relatively recent thing. I suspect whatever happened to my testicle, whatever they did in the hospital to fix it, changed me somehow.”

The girls shuffled guiltily. They all knew that they were responsible, having cast a Transference of Maladies spell to shift Mia’s period over to him. It had resulted in him suffering a detached testicle, peeing blood, and apparently some hormonal changes as well.

“Well,” Mia said, reflexively covering her mouth partly with her hand. “We sure didn’t have anything to do with that! Anyway, um, maybe we should all get dressed now?”

“But I thought we could have a talk, work through some of these feelings–” Jonas started.

“My parents are going to come down any second and catch us,” Ella interrupted him, eager not to be drawn into a long conversation. Ella was shy even for a Norwegian, and she had already spent significantly more time talking to a relative stranger than most Norwegians were comfortable with.

“Oh, okay,” he said, looking hurt. And so they all dressed in silence, except for Ella who had never disrobed to begin with. Finally, Ella managed to sneak Jonas out of the basement and out of the house, giving a perfunctory wave goodbye as he shuffled away. She scurried back down to the basement where the girls all compared notes.

Having given a quick summary of the orgasm she had achieved, and having confirmed that she had thought of Olivia the whole time, Leilani excused herself to go to the bathroom to freshen up. She stood over the sink, splashing water on her face and stared in the mirror. There it was again, the vision. She was having so many of them recently. As she stared in the mirror she smiled.

There were six women there, strong and elegant, all dressed in flowing white garments that swirled and floated as the women moved slowly, as if they were underwater. And there she was again, the one in the middle of the group, wearing a small crown–more of a tiara–on her head. She seemed older than the others and her eyes held the wisdom of untold ages within them. She peered out of the mirror at Leilani and her mouth moved, as if she was speaking to her. Leilani couldn’t hear anything, but reading her lips somewhat, she could make out the word, “Olivia.”

Her heart skipped a beat. This was important! If only she could make out more of what was being said. None of it made sense, however, probably because the woman wasn’t speaking English. Figures, she thought. I get visions, but no subtitles.

Back in the basement with the other girls, Leilani remembered what her mother had told her to do.

“Um, guys?”

“Yeah, Leilani?” Ella said, looking at her with warm eyes. Ella seemed to like Leilani a lot, for some reason. She was always going on about her complexion, which made Leilani uncomfortable sometimes, but it seemed that Nordic people were fascinated by darker skin, so she excused Ella for her infatuation.

“Um, my mom and dad invited you, that is to say, all my friends. Which is you. To Thanksgiving at our place.”

“Oh, wow! That’s the turkey and pie celebration, right?” Ella exclaimed.

“Yes, technically–”

“How many pies?” Mia asked. “I hear there are unlimited numbers. It’s the American way!”

“No, that’s not–”

“Should I bring pasta?” Valentina asked.

“No, that’s okay. It’s not really a–”

“No pasta? It’s just the starter course, you know? The secundo can be your turkeys, and then for dolce you can have pies. But I bring the gelato for putting on them, yes?”

“That’s very nice of you,” Leilani said patiently. “But it’s not really a thing to have pasta for Thanksgiving. Gelato sounds nice, though. You can get it in Oslo in winter?”

“Ha! Can I find gelato? What a question that is!” Valentina huffed. “Of course! There is a place just down the street.”

“In winter?” Leilani asked.

“Yes, they are a strange people here, but they understand the priorities,” Valentina declared. “No offense.”

“None taken,” Mia assured her.

“I had really wanted Olivia to be here for this, but . . .” Leilani said, her voice growing sad.

“I know,” Isa said, coming over and putting a hand on Leilani’s upper arm. “But she’s okay for now, and we’ll get her back soon. I can feel it. Maybe we can do another celebration of strange, primitive customs when she returns to us.”

“It’s not really a–” Leilani began. “Well, maybe. Nowadays it’s mostly a celebration of family togetherness and football.”

“You have football in the US?” Mia asked, sounding serious.

“Yes–”

“No,” Ella interrupted. “They have that crazy game where they stand around a lot so they can show advertising, and only one player is ever allowed to kick the ball.”

“But how is it foot ball then?” Mia asked, incredulous. She did not really follow sports much.

“No one knows,” Ella replied.

~ ~ ~

“How’s that demon of yours doing?” Mikael Berg, aide to the prime-minister of Norway asked.

“Would you like him to be your demon as well?” Märta replied, looking annoyed.

“No thanks.”

“Then shut up.”

He remained silent, standing at her desk while she shuffled through some papers.

“I read the report on the girl you captured,” Märta continued, after a while.

“And . . . ?”

“And I don’t think she’s going to be of much use to us. She doesn’t seem to be saying anything coherent. It’s almost as if a bunch of idiot monks were writing up false reports to hide their incompetence,” she said, looking up at him with accusing eyes.

“I really don’t–”

“Plus, she could be a liability. Have you taken note of what the Americans are doing?”

“The Americans?” he said. “You mean, with the whole Greenland and Svalbard archipelago thing? Our ambassador has sent a strongly worded diplomatic communique to their main guy, and I’m pretty sure that–”

“No,” she interrupted. “Not that. I’m talking about the covert CIA operation right here in Oslo.”

“Covert? It can’t be that covert if you know about it,” he joked.

“Seriously. It’s the only American run business in all of Norway. But they . . . what’s the phrase? Å stikke seg ut?”

“Stick out like a . . . a sore thumb, I believe?”

“Yes, that. You’ve fetched me take-away there. You didn’t notice anything?” Märta asked.

“No, other than the stupid concept. Why would you order two open-face sandwiches and then stick them together? They are not open-face anymore then!”

“Yes, it’s a deception tactic. They are very smart, these Americans! We wonder about the sandwiches, not about the people making them!” Märta declared. “But anyway, they’re starting to sniff around. Maybe we need to get rid of the girl.”

“Get rid of her?”

“Yes. Do what you must.”

~ ~ ~

“Thank you so much for having us here,” Ella said, as Leilani’s dad sat down heavily at the head of the small table in the family’s tiny efficiency apartment. Leilani and her mom were setting the main course down on the table. Her dad had finished carving the bird and was staring at it with a grim expression.

“Huh? Oh! Sure,” he said, face softening as he took in the sight of his daughter’s friends sitting at the table. A few extra plastic chairs had been borrowed from the Ethiopian family next door.

Once the side dishes had been placed on the table, Leilani and her mom sat down as well.

“Well,” her mom, Noelani, started. “I’m so happy that Leilani has such wonderful friends! It’s so nice of you to bless our home with your presence on this festive day.”

“We’re very honored and happy to be invited,” Isa said, showing her royal upbringing in the diplomatic way she approached this occasion.

“Oh, that’s so nice of you to say,” Noelani gushed. “I’m afraid that this might not be a very Norwegian meal . . .”

“It looks wonderful,” Mia assured her.

“So many pies,” Ella said, gazing at the side table where there were indeed, many pies.

“I understand, from American history, that the first Thanksgiving was a time of great deprivation and hardship?” Mia said, gazing at the food.

“Actually, it was a great feast, as I understand,” Leilani’s father replied.

“Oh.”

Isa chimed in, “The food looks absolutely delicious, Mr. um . . . Leilani’s dad.”

“Kahananui,” he replied.

“Yes?” Isa asked, turning to Leilani for help.

“That’s our surname,” Leilani replied.

“Oh!”

“We wanted to get a turkey,” he said, grimly. “Turns out they’re super expensive.”

“Yes, everything here is pretty expensive,” Ella said, nodding knowingly. “It’s the Norwegian curse.” Of course, such things are relative. Ella’s family was quite wealthy as far as things went, but even they took time to debate certain purchases.

“I hope you’re not too disappointed,” Leilani’s mom said, wringing her hands. “We wanted this to be as authentic as possible, for you girls. But also for you, Leilani. I know you miss home.”

The chicken may have been small, but hearts were large that evening. And the candied yams were a particular point of fascination for the Norwegian, Dutch, and Italian contingent.

“So, it is a sweet potato?” Valentina pressed Leilani’s mom.

“Yes,” she replied, beaming with pride.

“And it has . . . what in it?”

“Marshmallows.”

Valentina was dumbfounded. Sweet on sweet! And yet . . . she couldn’t help but grab another serving as Leilani’s mom looked on with pleasure.

“We call them spekjes,” Isa said. “But they’re normally eaten on their own, with a sugary coating. Not in a potato dish, I don’t think.”

“What are they called here?” Leilani’s dad asked, serving himself a big spoonful of the gooey dish. He had reluctantly taken one of the drumsticks, after much encouragement from the girls.

“The marshmallows?” Ella asked. “They’re called skum.”

“Scum? No way!” Leilani snorted.

“Well, it’s pronounced a bit differently, and mainly we like them as chocolate-flavored treats,” she clarified. “Probably wouldn’t work in this dish though,” she hastened to say as Leilani’s mom seemed to consider the possibilities.

The meal went by quickly enough, the girls enjoying the selection of pies a great deal. There was the traditional pumpkin, but in an attempt to celebrate Norwegian culture, there was a cloudberry pie as well as lingonberry and a rhubarb and juniper pie. Valentina’s gelato was a hit.

After the meal, Leilani’s dad demonstrated the American tradition of collapsing in a coma to watch sports, while her mom bustled about in the kitchen, practically swatting the girls away when they asked to help with the cleanup.

They finally relented when Leilani whispered that she really wanted to talk to them all in private. So, with stomachs full and a warm soporific haze descending on them, they all followed Leilani into the only space that was remotely private in the tiny apartment, namely the bathroom.

“So, what did you–” Mia began as the door closed behind her, all of them squeezed into the tight space.

“Look,” Leilani interrupted, motioning to the mirror. “Do you guys see that too?”

~ ~ ~

“What do you mean she left?” Mikael screamed at the cowering monk.

“Um, well . . .”

“You said to take care of her,” the second of the monks ventured, standing over to the side where there appeared to be a modicum of relative safety.

“Yes! Take care of her! Get rid of her!” he exclaimed, his eyes bulging with disbelief.

“We did,” the first one confirmed.

“You killed her?” Mikael asked, lifting one eyebrow.

“What? No!” the second monk exclaimed. “That hardly seems like a good way to show caring.”

“Caring?” Mikael blurted.

“You said to take care of her!” the second monk repeated.

“Oh, my god,” Mikael moaned, holding his face in his hands.

“Hospitality is quite important to us,” came the hesitant explanation.

“When we’re not torturing,” the second monk helpfully clarified.

“We asked her what she would like most of all.”

“She asked to be freed, so that’s exactly what we did!”

“We aim to please.”

“When we’re not–”

“Torturing?” Mikael screamed.

“Yes,” the first monk said, cowering. “It wasn’t working anymore, anyway.”

“What do you mean, not working? I thought the one thing you morons were useful for was to torture!”

“We are! No one does it better!” he protested. “But at some point she just never–”

“Whatever!” Mikael blurted, cutting the pathetic creature off. And there Mikael betrayed his biggest weakness. For, had he had any patience at all, he might have learned something important about the power of the girls he was tangling with. Instead he allowed himself to be consumed with concern for his own career, and contempt for those sad souls reporting to him. He glanced at the pincers heating in the glowing brazier. Perhaps it was time to try one out himself? Good leaders should always be prepared to do what they ask their underlings to do. He glanced over at the cowering monks. Yes. He slipped off his suit jacket and rolled up his sleeves. Time to get his hands dirty.

~ ~ ~

Olivia practically skipped along the sidewalk. She was free! And all she had to do was ask! Plus, she was immune from all harm! There was the minor detail of not having any clothes on, but again, she was immune from harm and therefore felt nothing despite the stinging cold of the dark Norwegian night.

As she skipped along, her breasts bouncing fetchingly, she hummed a few bars (the only ones she remembered) of Kjerringa med staven (The Old Wife with the Staff):

The woman with the staff . . . um . . .

Eight pots of cream, four marks of butter

Oh shit!

Up ahead were four rather rough looking youths, all male and all fixated on her. Olivia may be immune from physical harm, but standard girlish vulnerabilities still applied, and she suddenly became very aware of her nudity and the look of lustful danger from the males staring at her. Maybe they wouldn’t be able to hurt her, but they might still be able to pin her down and do as they pleased with her.

She ran. And quickly discovered why sports bras were a thing. She grabbed her bouncing breasts in both hands, finding that she was now quite a bit slower. Judging by the sounds behind her, they were definitely in pursuit!

She looked back, confirmed they were closing on her, rounded a corner, looked to her side to see a car headed right at her, and the world went dark as she flew through the air and landed hard.

Olivia!

Huh?

Olivia. Remember, your flow is your strength. The magic helps you reach your goals, but it is that which is in you that you must nurture. It is the only thing that–

Oh, yeah! You're that vision-woman! I will confess, I’ve never really understood–

Perhaps less interrupting, more listening?

Sorry.

Behold! Do you see them?

Who are they?

They are your sisters in magic! There are others like you and–

Are they . . .

Yes.

Fucking?

Yes.

Why?

It is part of their power. It is part of all of our power. The flow goes both ways–

What the heck is happening to me, by the way? Did I get hit by a car?

What’s a car?

That fast going, metal thing on wheels? You don’t know what a car is?

Irrelevant. But yes, you did get hit.

I thought I was immune!

You were, as long as you were in danger from those evil men, you were immune. But you escaped and so the spell was done and gradually faded out.

Bummer!

Indeed. But listen, you will be fine, probably. Drink lots of mead when you wake and apply some leeches to affected areas. Most important of all–

Leeches? What era are you from again?

No interruptions! This is very important! You must–

“I think she’s waking up,” the male voice said, beeping sounds in the background. Olivia groaned.

~ ~ ~

“Oh, my god!” Ella whispered. She stared into the mirror. “Are those . . .”

“So you do see them!” Leilani exclaimed, her voice bright with relief. “I kind of thought I was going insane.”

“You’ve seen these girls before?” Mia asked.

“No, not them, specifically. I’ve been seeing other visions. These girls are new!”

“Uh, hello?” one of the girls in the mirror said, staring back at them.

Valentina squealed with shock. “I think they see us!”

“What?” Ella cried out. She stared into the mirror. Indeed, the girls there were looking back at them. One of them was Black, and she fixed her gaze at Leilani in particular.

Mia leaned in. “Who are you?”

“Abigail.”


Chapter 10: Spying and Finding

“Good afternoon, Mr. Vice President,” said Director of National Security Erin Fulbright.

“Good afternoon, Miss Director,” Agnew Dempsey said. “Anything I should be worried about?”

“There’s a new insurgency in northern Syria,” she said. “We’re not sure who they’re aligned with yet or how many people are involved, but they’ve attacked a government police facility and killed several civilians, and we suspect they’re being funded from outside the country by a nation hostile to American interests.”

“Iran again?” Dempsey asked.

“That’s one of the possibilities we haven’t ruled out,” Fulbright said.

“It seems like we should know more than that,” Dempsey said, shoulders slumping in disappointment. “It seems like I should know more than that.”

“No one can be blamed,” Fulbright said. “Our resources are very thin in that part of the world. And we’re–”

“No,” Dempsey shot back. “I’m part of this administration, so this is happening on my watch. And I should know more. I could have sent Seal Team 6 in there a week ago. The President would have supported me on that. But I didn’t.”

Dempsey dropped his head, stared at his lap.

“I have failed again,” he said sadly.

“No, Mr. Vice President, I assure you–”

“I need to do better,” he said. “Don’t you want me to do better?”

“I don’t see anything wrong with your performance here,” Fulbright said. “I–”

Dempsey raised his hand, silencing the woman, but there was a new hope in his eyes as he regarded her.

“I think . . . you know, sometimes, it just takes, you know . . . a real lesson to make me a better leader, more faithful, more able to execute God’s will.”

“Of course, Sir.”

“I’ve been . . .” Dempsey said with true conviction, “a very bad boy.”

Fulbright’s right eye twitched. Did she agree? Hard to say.

“I know it hurts you more than it hurts me, Miss Fulbright,” he said. “But it’s necessary. Get the black cane.”

“But Mr. Vice President, I–”

Dempsey stood abruptly from behind his desk, and Fulbright stopped talking, just rose and retrieved the black cane from the corner of the office, and by the time she returned, Dempsey had bent over his desk, his pants and underwear around his ankles.

“How many do I deserve?” he asked.

“Ten?” Fulbright replied hopefully.

“Ten?” Dempsey echoed in surprise. “I have failed God in a matter of urgent national security. Thirty at least.”

“Let’s do 25,” Fulbright said.

“Okay,” Dempsey agreed. “But they need to be good and hard.”

“Yes, Sir,” Fulbright agreed, and she immediately set about correcting America’s VP, restoring him to Godly obedience, and saving America from the terrors without.

“Oh, God, forgive me!” Dempsey begged as the blows landed, each thudding softly against the politician’s reddening flesh. “I have failed you! I’m a bad boy! I’m sorry! Ahhhh! I’m a bad . . . Mommy! I’m sorry, Mommy! Ahhhhh!”

Dempsey’s wails continued through the beating, and when they were done, he remained bent over his desk, whimpering, his eyes wet, while Fulbright moved slowly back to the corner, her face tragic as she leaned the instrument of correction against the others kept there for this purpose.

The duly chastened Vice President, meanwhile, pulled his underwear up slowly, reflectively, adjusting to accommodate his erection before he pulled his pants up, zipped and buckled himself, and returned to his chair.

“Thank you, Director Fullbright,” Dempsey said to the woman, who was still hovering uncertainly in the corner. “You may go, but please keep me informed as new intelligence on that or any other matter of national security becomes available.”

“Yes, Mr. Vice President,” Fulbright said, striding to the door with what appeared to be intense relief. “I’ll let the President know you’ve been briefed.”

~ ~ ~

“What are you seeing?” Ember asked, removing her mouth from Talia’s vulva.

“Don’t stop licking!” Talia said as the image of Vice President Agnew Dempsey dimmed. “Holy fuck, it’s him.”

Ember brought her tongue back to her fellow witch’s vagina, and the image of the VP grew bright again. He was seated at his desk, and whatever spying mechanism was capturing his image seemed to be poised a few feet to his left, hovering at eye level.

“Okay, we’re going to start narrating,” Talia said. “Me and Duponte will tell everyone what we’re seeing, so everyone keep licking. Right now, we are looking at Agnew Dempsey in, I guess, his office in DC, and we’re looking at him from his left, and he’s staring at a computer screen but you can’t read it, and–”

“Á!” Vilde shouted again from her chair against the wall.

“Vilde, you cool?” Talia asked, looking up briefly at the girl before she returned her attention to spying on the VP.

“It hurt,” Vilde said, doubled over in her chair now, breasts against her thighs.

“Cramps?” Duponte asked, choking the word out because Tamara was licking her a little too enthusiastically at the moment.

“Krammp,” Vilde agreed.

“Okay, sorry that’s happening,” Talia said without taking her eyes off Dempsey. “Feel free to step outside if you need some fresh air.”

“Krammp,” Vilde groaned again.

“He’s looking up now,” Talia said.

“Good afternoon, Mr. Vice President,” said a woman’s voice, breaking out a little thinly from the floor.

“Oh, we’ve got sound too,” Duponte said. “Someone just walked in.”

“Good afternoon, Miss Director,” Agnew Dempsey said. “Anything I should be worried about?”

“Okay, a woman just sat down at his desk,” Talia said, quickly falling silent when the woman began reporting about something in Syria. Terrorists or something. Both of them were talking. Dempsey mentioned Iran.

“This is top secret shit,” Talia said. “Damn.”

“That woman looks familiar,” Duponte said.

“Right, she does,” Talia said. “Nice looking. Maybe 35. Black hair . . . okay, they’re still talking.”

“Dempsey looks upset,” Duponte noted. “Like, he’s gonna start crying.”

“I need to do better,” Dempsey was saying sadly. “Don’t you want me to do better?”

The girls all listened while Dempsey and the unknown woman seemed to be disagreeing about something. He was blaming himself and she was saying it wasn’t his fault.

“I’ve been . . . a very bad boy,” Dempsey confessed.

“Okay, it’s getting sort of weird,” Talia announced, and she cast a quick glance toward Vilde, still doubled over on the chair against the wall.

“I know it hurts you more than it hurts me, Miss Fulbright,” Dempsey was saying. “But it’s necessary. Get the black cane.”

“Okay, I think she’s leaving,” Talia said. “She just got up, and we can’t see her any more. And he called her Miss Fulbright. We need to look her up. Miss Fulbright, she–”

“Wait what the hell?” Duponte blurted.

“What the fuck?” Talia agreed.

“What’s happening?” Ember asked, the image fading briefly before she resumed licking.

“He just took his pants off,” Duponte said.

“His underwear too!” Talia said. “Everyone keep licking. Shit, he’s leaning over his–”

“The woman’s back!” Duponte said. “The, uh, Fulbright lady, and she’s, she’s, ohmigod, no way, no way–”

“Let’s do 25,” Fulbright was saying.

“Twenty five what?” Duponte asked before she gasped in horror when the first few blows landed, the hollow sound rising up from the floor and echoing through the office, and Vilde cried out again as though she herself was being beaten.

“I have failed you!” Dempsey shouted. “I’m a bad boy! I’m sorry! Ahhhh! I’m a bad . . . Mommy! I’m sorry, Mommy! Ahhhhh!”

“Stop licking!” Talia shouted, looking down at Ember. “Stop licking! Stop!”

Ember removed her mouth from Talia’s hole, and Tamara also paused in her service to Duponte’s slot, and the sounds and the sights conjured on the office floor vanished, nothing left but the chalk square.

Talia rolled to her hip, Duponte stood, and soon all six girls were disentangled and sitting upright, forming a shocked, naked circle as they tried to process what they’d seen and heard.

Vilde also seemed to have reached a more reflective place, no longer doubled under the agony of menstrual cramps, staring at the ceiling and panting through her recovery.

“Everything okay over there, Vilde?” Talia asked.

Vilde didn’t reply, just stared briefly at Talia with vacant eyes.

“Okay, good,” Talia said. “So . . . fuck . . . let’s debrief. So the vice president of our nation . . . if it’s real, I should say, if–”

“It looked real,” Duponte said.

“It did look real,” Talia agreed. “So let’s move forward on the assumption it was real. And Agnew Dempsey wanted his ass whipped by some . . . okay, who has their phone handy?”

“You recorded it, right?” Ember asked hopefully as several girls rose to grab phones from their piles of clothing.

“Recorded it?” Talia said. “How would we do that?”

Ember’s face betrayed a tragic disappointment, because recording something dragged up from a spell was beyond their current abilities.

“You heard everything that happened,” Duponte said.

“Sound tells you nothing,” Ember protested.

“We can describe it,” Talis said.

“Do that,” Ember said, but before Talia and Duponte could provide a visual narrative, Abigail cried out, holding up her phone victoriously: “Erin Fulbright! Director of National Security!”

“Found her too,” Biltmore announced. “Here’s her picture.”

Biltmore showed her phone to Duponte and Talia.

“Yeah, that was her,” Duponte said.

“Definitely,” said Talia. “So, okay, here’s what happened. Duponte, fill in any blanks. But it starts out, he’s just sitting there, when–”

A quiet cough from the door silenced the girl, and seven pairs of eyes turned as one to see a large black man standing there in a blue coverall of the sort an automobile mechanic might wear.

“Ripple!” Ember shouted, and she seemed to want to say more of a greeting, but her next sounds were gasps, groans, and a moan as her legs shook and she reached up to grab her breasts.

“Hi, Mr. Abel,” Abigail said, still standing naked next to her clothes. “You made it!”

“I did,” he agreed as he surveyed the room, eyes settling on each girl in turn and, to his credit, studying the clothed Vilde as intently as he scanned the six naked bodies. His gaze settled lastly on Ember, who seemed to be suffering some kind of disorder at the moment.

“Did you see Sam Cooke?” Biltmore asked.

“I did.”

“Did you like seeing Sam Cooke?” Abigail asked hopefully.

“Didn’t not like it,” Ripple said.

“You’re willing to help with our spell?” Talia asked.

“I’ll give it a try,” Ripple said before nodding toward Ember. “She okay?”

“Oh, yeah,” Talia said. “Just a thing she needed to get through.”

“I’m fine,” Ember said weakly, lying on her side and looking up with reverence at Ripple. “It’s great that you’re here.”

“Ember, you still want to do this?” Talia asked.

“Yes,” she said, raising herself up slowly.

“Mr. Abel,” Talia said, “to do our spell, you’ll have to have sex with one of us, and Ember was hoping . . . you’ll do it with her?”

“I will,” Ripple said, heading to the corner to remove his clothes.

Biltmore went to the desk to grab a large sheet of good paper she had found in the tech school’s art department, and she brought it to the chalk square the girls had used for their spying spell, bent to lay it flat.

“I’m not sure we should put it there,” Talia said.

“Why not?” Biltmore asked. “The last magic we did there worked.”

“This spell is going to help us find other witches,” Talia said. “The last thing we saw on that spot was . . . yeah.”

“Good point,” Biltmore said, setting the parchment a few feet away.

“Ember, you ready?” Talia asked.

Ember nodded and walked over on her hands and knees to the paper, and she closed her eyes, seemingly lost within herself.

“Mr. Abel, are you–” Talia asked, her voice catching in her throat when she looked at the man, now completely naked, because he was quite obviously ready.

Duponte, who had transcribed what was called the “Spelle for to find the sisterhood in the worlde,” took charge.

“Okay,” she said, “Ember, on all fours, good. Now, Ripple . . . Mr. Abel, you just get behind her and, you know . . . do it. And, and . . . you have to keep doing it until you cum, and you have to cum inside her, and, and that’s when we say our spell, and then stay inside her for as long as you can after that, because that’s when we’ll get to talk to the other witches. Make sense?”

Ripple shrugged and knelt behind Ember while the other five naked witches sat in a circle around her, and Ember closed her eyes and arched her back. Vilde was still seated against the wall, her own face and body so tense she looked like she was the one about to be put on Ripple’s sizeable spit.

Ripple reached down, spread Ember’s moist entrance, eased within her slowly, his own eyes closed now in concentration, and by the time he was halfway within her, she was grunting and bucking through another climax.

“Oh, oh, oh godddddddd,” she said softly to herself.

“It’s really easy for her to orgasm,” Talia said apologetically.

Ripple continued his journey up Ember’s womanhood, at last burying all of himself within the girl before he slid back out, thrust back up, established a slow, steady rhythm while Ember stared in wide-eyed shock at the paper

“Can you try to let us know when you’re ready to climax?” Abigail asked.

“I will,” Ripple agreed.

Ember was not the only girl in the room feeling Ripple, even if the others’ experiences were limited to the vicarious. Talia, perhaps unconsciously, wrapped her hand around her vulva, her mouth clenched. Cousins Duponte and Biltmore squirmed similarly, shaking their thighs restlessly, leaning backwards and forwards, jutting lower jaws. The disaffected Tamara, positioned a little behind Ember, made use of her vantage point to watch the penis enter and withdraw from the chamber, enter and withdraw, over and over again, easing out of the hole each time with a thorough coating of Ember’s pleasure juices.

Even Vilde, the European girl, the only clothed person there, the outlier, seemed to be feeling . . . something. Her eyes were pointed toward the coupling pair, but she seemed not to be seeing them, something intense and undefinable taking place within her mind and her body, her back straight, her limbs stiff and unmoving, and her face twisted into the scowl of someone either experiencing intense pleasure or waiting for intense pain.

Meanwhile, as the well-endowed Black man made increasingly clear, his verbal reticence was not matched by any reluctance to express himself sexually, his thrusts steady and confident, punctuated by the occasional swiveling of his hips in the maneuver designed to remind the girl she was being used thoroughly, and any discomfort that might result was a necessary part of the experience.

Did Ripple remember Ember? Ember said she met the man long ago, when her mother would bring her car to his shop to get worked on. Ember said they talked a bit, even. But neither before nor during the joining of their bodies did Ripple indicate any familiarity with the girl. Not that one should expect him to say anything anyway beyond the minimum necessary.

“I think about now,” Ripple said, breaking the room’s near silence, only the steady breathing of everyone there and the wet sounds of a penis moving within a vagina to disturb the stillness.

“You’re ready?” Talia said. “Okay, cool. Okay, everyone, get ready. Get ready–”

“Now,” Ripple said, his insertion pace quickening and his breath coming fast and shallow.

“On three,” Talia said, holding her phone out to Tamara so the new witch could get the words right. And in unison, the spell was spoken:

I bid thee show me the sisters who do as we in majick

A sort of fire spread from the edges of the parchment to its center, generating a brief, odorless smoke, and when it cleared, the witches of Salem, Massachusetts, were looking into the faces of four or five very startled girls.

“Oh, my god!” one of them whispered. She stared into the mirror. “Are those . . .”

“So you do see them!” another girl exclaimed. “I kind of thought I was going insane.”

“You’ve seen these girls before?” someone asked.

“No, not them, specifically. I’ve been seeing other visions. These girls are new!”

“Uh, hello?” Talia said.

“I think they see us!” shouted one of the girls, who looked distinctly Italian but otherwise human, as did the rest. One of these girls might have been Polynesian, the rest some kind of Caucasian, a lot of blonde hair visible. None of them gave off a demon vibe or even a minions-of-a-demon vibe. In fact, they seemed to be dressed in contemporary fashion (not that any member of the Salem coven knew where demons shopped) and they were speaking English, albeit with an accent, most of them. But could these be sister witches? Was the spell that powerful, that immediate?

“Who are you?” one of the girls asked.

Abigail spoke first, simply giving her name: “Abigail.”


Chapter 11: Through the Mirror

For a long moment, the girls in Salem, looking out through a mirror at the girls in Oslo, and the girls in Oslo, looking up through the parchment at the girls in Salem, just stared at each other. As familiar as they all were with the magic of modern technology–seeing each other in real-time in their phones, on their laptops etc.–none of them were prepared for this.

The next words were spoken from Oslo.

“Leilani,” one of the girls in the parchment, blonde, pretty, and seeming somewhat put-out by what was going on, asked the Polynesian-looking girl, “are there usually girls peering in through your bathroom mirror?”

“Um, no,” the girl replied and looked over at Talia, as she peered into the parchment. “I just thought it was one of my visions!”

“Visions?” the blonde echoed.

“Yeah, I was going to tell you. But, this looks different.” She looked up at Talia. “Did you do this? Are you demons or something?”

“Demons?” Talia echoed.

“They don’t really look like demons,” another of the girls, also blonde, said with a heavy European accent, looking up at Talia, noticing the other girls. “So, did you guys do this? Did you do something to appear to us?”

“Yeah, we were doing a spell,” Talia said, peering at the five girls in the parchment on the floor. “To find witches. Are you witches?”

“Witches? What, us? Why?” demanded the Polynesian-looking girl, who seemed to be called Leilani. She peered up through the parchment, eyebrows furrowed. “Who’s asking?”

“I’m Talia. Hi.”

“I’m Biltmore. Hello!”

“I’m Duponte. Nice to meet you.”

“Tamara.”

“And I’m Abigail, again.”

Ember remained silent, eyes half-closed and jaw clenched as though in deep concentration, until her body lurched forward, bare breasts swinging into and out of view.

“It’s very nice to meet you,” another of the girls in the parchment, with striking mediterranean features, said. “And . . . there is another girl there? She seems to be . . . busy? Or suffering? Is she okay? Also, is she naked?”

“That’s Ember,” Talia said.

“She’s kind of the key player in the spell,” Abigail said. “Well, her and Ripple.”

“What is a Ripple?” the Mediterranean girl asked.

“I think it’s a type of energy drink the Americans have!” the first blonde said. “I think they’re American. Leilani, they seem American. You would know. right? Do you know them?”

The girl named Leilani turned to the blonde, somewhat exasperated. “Of course I don’t know them! Do you know how big America is? Anyway, I don’t think they’re talking about an energy drink!”

“Ripple’s a guy,” Talia said. “A man. We needed him for the spell. He’s, um, he’s in Ember, because that’s required. For the spell.”

“He actually had to orgasm for the spell to begin,” Abigail said. “Which he did. And then, as long as he’s inside Ember, we can keep talking. But we should probably talk fast, because he . . .” Abigail looked in the direction where Ripple seemed to be. “Wait. Ripple, are you doing it again?”

“I am.”

“Perfect,” Talia said. “We have a little time. Ripple, take as long as you need.”

“Plan to.”

“You girls seem like you’re American,” the girl in the parchment observed.

“Yeah, we’re in Salem, Massachusetts,” Talia replied. “You sound American, too.”

“I’m from Hawaii, originally. Hi, I’m Leilani,” the girl said.

“Hi Leilani,” Duponte said.

Another girl thrust her way forward to peer through the parchment. “So, your friend, Ember? She has a man in her? Did we understand this correctly? Sorry, we all learn English, but it is not our native language. She is being . . . fucked? Is that the right word?”

“Yes, a man named Ripple is having sex with Ember,” Talia said, enunciating each word and raising her voice slightly.

“Why?” the girl asked.

“It’s a spell. We have a book of spells we found, and, well, we were kind of expecting witches, to be honest,” Talia replied. “We’re doing a–”

“Why do you think we are witches?” one of the blonde girls exclaimed, with a heavy European accent. “You’re the ones that are, literally, showing up on our mirror, unannounced!”

“Mirror?”

“Ya! The mirror in our bathroom!” the girl huffed. “Where’s the privacy? So rude!”

“Yeah, sorry about that,” Abigail said. “You’re right, though. We are witches! We cast a spell to find you, and–”

“To find us?” another of the blonde girls asked, pushing forward to stare at them. “You’re a coven? Like us?”

“So you are witches! Wow, the spell worked!” Duponte said, looking quickly back at Ember and Ripple as they stayed connected, penis in vagina ensuring the magical conference call stayed open.

“This is so awesome!” Talia exulted. “Do you mind if the rest of you introduce yourselves? And where are you, by the way?”

“I’m a student at Norge International School, in Oslo, Norway. And these are my friends,” Leilani continued, gesturing to the other girls clustered together in what seemed to be a pretty cramped space.

The girl who had protested their unexpected appearance waved and said, “Hi, I’m Mia, and all of us here are classmates and friends. Gosh, the picture quality in this mirror is very good! I can see you very clearly! Is that–” Mia peered closer, trying to discern what was going on in the background. “Is that your ceiling?”

“Yeah,” Talia said. “You’re showing up on a parchment we have on the floor!”

“Ah!” Mia puzzled over that one as she stepped back, allowing the other blonde to step closer.

“Hello, I’m Ella,” she said, waving as well. “Mia and I are Norwegian, but we go to the international school too.”

“I’m Isa,” another girl said, as she peered out of the parchment. She had darker hair and a ruddy complexion. Her accent was different, Duponte noted. “I’m . . . from the Netherlands.”

“And I’m Valentina,” the last girl there, dark haired and olive skinned, said in a lovely Italian accent. “I’m from Italy.”

“Is that all of you?” Abigail asked.

“No,” the girl named Mia said, brow furrowing. “I’m afraid one of our coven isn’t here with us. She . . . she’s been captured.”

“Captured?” Biltmore blurted. “By whom?”

“We’re not a hundred percent sure,” Ella said. “But we think some of our politicians here are involved!”

“They captured me first,” Isa said. “But they had made a mistake and so they released me. Then they took Olivia, and we cast a spell to protect her, but we still haven’t found her.”

“Wow, that’s pretty messed up,” Biltmore said. “So, wait. You can cast spells too? That’s so awesome! Like, do you have a book too?”

“A book? Yes, we found one. The book of Freyr!” Ella exclaimed. “You can read the runes?”

“Runes?” Biltmore said. “No, ours doesn’t have runes. It’s in old-timey English, but all backwards. Like, you need a mirror, or your phone to read it.”

“We used an Icelandic woman to read ours,” Mia said.

“What spells have you used?” Duponte asked, curious to see what kind of coven these girls were. Just because they were witches didn’t mean they were powerful or anything. Maybe they just got together to have kinky sex and light scented candles.

“Um, well . . .” the girl pondered as she looked back at the others who were still peering curiously out at the Salem girls. “We did one where we lit a candle! Okay, now that I say it out loud, it doesn’t seem so impressive.”

“We lit candles too!” Talia said. “It was our first spell.”

“It was fun at the time,” the girl named Ella said. “We were quite proud of ourselves.”

“We did it a lot,” Abigail said, laughing at herself. “We were so amazed.”

“Oh!” Mia exclaimed. “We transferred my period to a boy!”

“What?” Talia exclaimed. “How does that even work?”

“I know, right?” Mia said. “Turns out it’s really quite bad for the boy. But I really needed my period gone. There was a girl-heater involved and a rather inappropriate costume. I was a sexy witch!”

“Yes you were!” the girl named Valentina exclaimed.

“There was a location spell!” Leilani, the Hawaiian girl added.

“Oh, yes. They used that to find me,” Isa said.

“We had to use a magician for that,” Mia clarified.

“Wait, a magician?” Talia asked. “Like, a male witch? That’s a real thing? Or just a Sigfried and Roy kind of magician?”

“I have literally no idea who Sigfried or Roy are, but yeah, this guy was pretty lame,” Mia said. “He did have some actual powers, to be fair. But his main contribution was to have location-finding sperm tugged out of him. By Olivia,” the girl finished, a cloud darkening her visage.

“That’s the girl you said was taken? The one you want to find?” Abigail asked.

“Yes. We did a protection spell, also using a boy. I had to swallow his load,” Isa said, not at all embarrassed by the admission. “What about you? Do you have good spells? Are they similar?”

“Well, this one rocks sort of,” Abigail said. “Finding you.”

“Oh, oh, we made our principal see Ratchel Skweeze!” Abigail said. “He called us out, but he couldn’t do anything about it.”

“In his mirror,” Duponte said. “He’s the principal of this alternative academy, where most of us got sent for breaking rules and whatnot. So he’s totally used to dealing with problem kids, but this was way more than he knew how to cope with.”

“And we got this woman to leave town who hates lesbians,” Duponte noted.

“Yeah, and we shut up the vice president,” Biltmore said. “He hates everyone.”

“And then we spied on him,” Talia said. “In his office. Just a few minutes ago, and we watched him getting spanked. By this top security lady. Bare-butt spanking!”

The Oslo girls just stared, another language barrier causing problems, apparently.

“Okay, that all sounds pretty cool,” Mia finally said. “Um, awkward question here, please don’t take it the wrong way.”

“Go ahead,” Talia said, staring back as encouragingly as she could.

“Um, so, I couldn’t help but notice that you are all naked? Is it the case that your book is also, shall we say . . . kinky as hell?” she asked.

“Oh,” Talia said, looking down at her naked body, realizing that her breasts, hovering over the rim of the parchment, must have looked quite prominent in the mirror the other girls were looking into. “Yeah, sorry. But, yeah. The spells all seem to have some sexual component to them. We’re all naked, except for Vilde,” Talia said, looking up. “Oh, damn, Vilde, are you okay?”

Vilde was doubled over again, arms wrapped around her thighs as she groaned quietly to herself.

“Auurgghhhh,” she replied. “Trollene ta deg!”

“Sorry, Vilde’s having serious cramps,” Talia said.

“And she got molested a couple of minutes ago,” Duponte noted.

“Vilde?” said Ella. “That’s her name? And was that her who cursed?”

“Yes, she’s kind of having a moment right now, for various reasons,” Abigail replied.

“She’s Norwegian, right?” asked Ella. “Because her name’s Norwegian, and she’s speaking Norwegian.”

“Hey, Vilde, are you Norwegian?” Duponte asked.

Vilde looked up, her otherwise pretty face twisted in agony, and she roared at the coven, her voice harsh, guttural and deep, her words incomprehensible:

“Dere er idioter som suger på spenene til hundemoren deres!”

“Whoa,” said Biltmore. “Not sure if that was a yes or a no.”

Ember, whose only contribution to the conversation had been animal-like grunts, a rhythmically-swaying body, and swinging breasts, suddenly started shouting, and Ripple joined in, the couple suffering together through a pair of well-timed orgasms.

The Oslo girls disappeared, replaced in the parchment by a single girl, long light brown hair, gray eyes wide open, staring up at them. Behind her head was a pillow and she looked like she was wearing a hospital gown. The image wavered, moving slightly, revealing more of the room she was in, which seemed like it was a hospital room.

“Oh, damn, they’re gone,” Talia said.

“Hello?” the girl said.

“Hey, who are you?” Abigail asked.

“Who am I?” the girl said, looking puzzled. “You called me!”

“Called you?” Tailia retorted. “We didn’t call anyone, you just showed up in our parchment!”

“Parchment?” Now the girl looked even more puzzled, and the image swung around to reveal more of the room as well as the tips of a thumb and middle finger as they entered the frame. The image swung around again to center on the brown-haired girl and Tailia realized she was holding her phone, and their image must be showing up on it.

“I was playing a game–doing quite well, I might add–and then your call came in! Are you on Look!?”

“No, sorry, we’re casting a spell. Hey,” Abigail asked on a hunch. “Are you Olivia, by any chance?”

“Uh, yeah, I am!”

“Okay. Okay, um, we just talked to your other coven members! Um, through our spell, and hi! Yeah. Hi, I’m Abigail, and this is Talia, and we’ve got Duponte, Ember, Biltmore–”

But before the girls on the other end of Olivia’s phone could continue, the screen went black and after a bit returned to the main screen of Yumstaurant, where Olivia saw to her dismay that she had just failed the level.

“Shit!” she exclaimed.

“Crap!” Abigail exclaimed. “What happened?”

“Looks like Ripple just left Ember’s body,” Duponte said, turning to confirm that the spent auto mechanic had exited the weary teen’s female chamber.

~ ~ ~

“Okay, what just happened?” Mia asked Leilani as the girls stared into a mirror that now showed only their own reflections. “You said you’ve been having visions? When did they start?”

“Uh, yeah,” Leilani answered, looking a bit stunned herself. “They started showing up in my mirror some time ago, and I was totally going to tell you, but . . . I don’t know. So many things were happening, and Isa disappeared, then Olivia. It just didn’t seem like the right time to talk about my own problems.”

“Were they a problem for you?” Ella asked. “Like, did they scare you?”

“At first, but then they seemed soothing. Like, comforting? You know what I mean?” Leilani said, looking around at the other girls squeezed into the small bathroom as they all looked back, puzzled.

“But these girls are new, right?” Isa asked. “They’re an American coven? Apparently they do sexy spells as well? I approve!”

“Yes,” Mia said, nodding thoughtfully. “But they have a Norwegian girl with them. Vilde? Why would Americans have a Norwegian girl in their coven? In . . . where did they say again? Salem?”

“Where’s that?” Ella asked Leilani.

“It’s in Massachusetts. Way over on the East Coast,” Leilani replied. “Never been.”

“It is where they did all those witch trials!” Valentina exclaimed, triumphantly. “I saw this on a TV program. They hung them. In Italy we burned witches,” she continued. “Much more dramatic. We do like our drama.”

“Yes, I’m sure . . .” Mia said, distracted. “But, you heard what that girl, Vilde, shouted out?”

“Ya, very disturbing,” Ella said.

“I didn’t really catch it,” Isa said, as Leilani and Valentina nodded.

Mia translated, “First she said: May the trolls take you! A very old-timey curse.”

“Yeah, nobody really says that these days,” Ella added. “Unless they’re being intentionally ironic.”

“Ooh, trolls,” Isa exclaimed. “I have a few, as charms for my phone case.”

“Yeah, they’re great for that. Not so great back in the old days when people believed that they were massive, ugly things that hunt and eat people,” Mia explained.

“Oh! But they’re so cute!” Isa said. “What was the longer thing she yelled, or should I say, growled at us?”

“Yeah, that was particularly nasty,” Ella said. “She said: Thou art morons, sucking at the teat of your bitch dog mother!”

“Ouch. Maybe she just had really bad cramps. Sometimes I say stuff quite similar,” Leilani said.

“Yeah, haven’t we all,” Mia replied. “Although–might I be so bold as to recommend the Transference spell? No more periods? Admittedly, boys would not be pleased.”

“Yeah, sure. But seriously, she said it in such an archaic way!” Ella said, growing animated. “Nobody would say that these days. Does anyone else feel like she’s . . . something else?”

“Something else? What do you mean?” Isa asked.

“Well, I got some serious chills when she roared that last bit,” Ella said. “I’m sorry, but that was no teenage girl!”

“Maybe she wasn’t a teenager?” Mia said.

“Come on, Mia,” Ella exclaimed. “Older people don’t sound like that either. Like a . . . a demon.”

“Ai! Yes!” Valentina squealed. She held her hand over her mouth, her eyes wide. “Yes, a demon! I immediately thought that, but didn’t want to be rude.”

“Yeah! No way there just happens to be a weird-sounding Norwegian girl at the only other coven we’ve ever heard of, all the way in America,” Mia said. “In . . . in Mass . . . um, Massa chew, um . . .”

“Massachusetts,” Leilani helpfully filled in.

“Yes, that. And she makes weird demon growls and yells ancient curses? She’s a demon!” Mia cried out.

“No! Not a demon,” Ella said, her voice low and strained. “A god!”

“What?” Leilani said.

“Specifically, Freyr!” Ella continued. “I can explain. Guðrún mentioned that the book says that–”

“Hold on!” Mia interrupted her, as she pulled out her phone. “Huh, unknown number! I love those!” She picked up the call and put it on speaker. “Hello?”

“Bitch!” the voice on the other end erupted.

“Olivia? Oh my god! Where are you!” Mia squealed.

“I’m in the hospital! I escaped and, well, I got hit by a car!”

“What! Oh my god! Are you okay?” Ella exclaimed.

“Oh, hi Ella! Yeah, I’m going to be fine. I’ve been hanging out here for a while. Say, the weirdest–”

“How long have you been there?” Mia asked. “Why didn’t you call?”

“I lost my phone! The nurses here let me borrow one. I’ve been trying to remember your number this whole time.”

“What?” Mia exclaimed, indignant.

“Who remembers numbers anymore?” Olivia protested. “Anyway, I was busy . . . um, with remembering, definitely not playing games, when this weird call came in from some crazy bunch of girls. I think they were American. They sounded American. But they knew my name, and they said they were doing a spell! Do you know anything about this?”

“We have so much to tell you!” Mia said as Ella bounced up and down in excitement.

“Tell her about Freyr!” Ella said.

“I can hear you,” Olivia said.

“Sorry. We’re going to have to go there!” Ella said as the other girls looked at her in confusion.

“Huh?” Leilani said.

“What?” Olivia said over the phone.

“We need to warn them!”

“Can’t we just call them back or something?” Valentina protested.

“No, we don’t know anything about them–”

“Alternative academy!” Leilani blurted out.

“What?”

“One of the girls mentioned an alternative academy! That’s where they go. In Salem, Massachusetts,” Leilani explained.

“We need to go there and warn them!” Ella said with an air of finality.

“Um, before we go, could someone pick me up? And bring clothes, please,” Olivia’s voice rang out. “Lost those too!”

~ ~ ~

Ripple rose, his penis still semi-erect, and headed to his pile of clothes against the wall.

Ember, with whom he had just moments ago been coupling with, rose up from all-fours, dropped her rear to her heels, put her hands on her thighs and looked between her legs, witnessing the leaking of semen from her hole with an obvious, reverent satisfaction. The rest of the witches were huddled around Vilde, still seated on the chair against the wall as she seemed to be recovering from the worst of her period pangs.

“I’ve got some Pamprin,” Talia said. “Do you ever take that?”

“Or Advil,” Abigail suggested. “That gets me through.”

Vilda, who’d been doubled over, clutching her thighs in agony while the girls cast their spell, rose up slowly until her back was straight against the chair, and she stared dazedly from one earnest face to the other, a weak gratitude apparent as well as confusion.

“I be okay,” Vilde said softly. “Tanks.”

“Hey, Ripple, was it good for you?” Ember asked now that things seemed to be under control for the girl from Europa.

“It was,” he said, pulling his t-shirt over his head.

“You’re getting dressed?” Abigail said, sounding disappointed.

“I am,” he replied, pulling up his briefs.

“We need you to do it again,” Talia said.

“Do what?”

“With Ember,” Talia said. “Back in her.”

“Nope,” Ripple said. “Not now.”

“Are you upset about Vilde’s cramps?” Biltmore asked. “Because we think they’re getting better.”

“No, just done,” Ripple said, buttoning his blue work shirt.

“Do you think we should have danced first?” asked Ember, not looking especially upset about the man’s departure.

“Danced?” he asked. “Why?”

“Maybe it would get you more ready for the magic,” Ember said. “Cuz you know that’s what we were doing, right? Magic.”

“Guessed it,” he said.

“Oh, oh, one other thing,” Ember said, looking at her fellow witches mischievously. “Okay, try to tell us what you saw. Like what you saw happening.”

“Don’t know,” Ripple said, dropping to one knee to tie his shoe. “That paper, and–”

The next sound out of Ripple’s mouth was, quite literally, the braying of a jackass, three “Hees!” followed by three “Haws!” And then silence for a moment, and then the man stood up and looked at the still-naked witches and said “Shee-it.”

“That was what was exactly supposed to happen!” Ember shouted with delight. “Oh my god, Ripple, you’re amazing! That was part of the spell! Do it again! That was so awesome!”

“I’m out,” Ripple said, heading for the door, but before he exited the room, he paused, looked back at Ember.

“I enjoyed my time with you, Miss Ember,” he said, “all ya’ll’s witchcraft notwithstanding. Come by the shop if you wanna do it again.”

Before she could reply with anything intelligible to the departing man, Ember grabbed her vulva and groaned through another orgasm, her eyes downcast, her body shaking, and the rest of the girls waited for her to finish before they reconvened.

“Okay,” Talia said, looking around the circle. Vilde, whose chair had been brought forward, was still dressed. Some of the other witches were nude, but Abigail had put on panties, and Duponte was in her bra and underwear. “So, we made contact. And I really really wish we could have recorded it, because those girls were into some serious shit.”

“They were from Norway,” Abigail said. “Maybe they’re pros over there.”

“Right,” Talia agreed, breasts bouncing as she rose to retrieve her phone from the pile of her clothes. “Norway. We need to remember as much as we can.” She opened her phone, started tapping with two thumbs.

“Not all from Norway,” Duponte said. “There was one girl, Lay-something, she was American.”

“I bet Hawaiian,” said Biltmore.

“Yeah, and Valentina, I think Italian,” said Duponte.

“Good, good, this is great,” Talia said. “Keep talking.”

“One of them got kidnapped by the government,” Abigail said.

“No, two of them,” Duponte said.

“Or one of them, at least, and maybe the second . . .” Talia said, typing. “Wait, that last girl. Okay, her name was, was . . . something. She was in a hospital room.”

“That part I don’t get,” Abigail said. “We’re talking to her friends, and then it’s just her.”

“We started talking to her right after Ripple had his second orgasm,” Talia said. “I think that might be an extra feature of the spell, that’s not in the book. When the guy cums again, it’s like changing the channel.”

“It seemed like it bothered them, what we were doing,” Duponte said.

“You mean, because we were naked?” Abigail said. “I think they understood that. My impression is they just needed it explained. But they do sexual magic too.”

“They transferred a period,” Biltmore noted.

“And one of them had to have oral sex with a male,” Talia said. “I remember that. She had to swallow it.”

“We need to find them,” Abigail said.

“Ember, you need to get Ripple back here, asap,” Talia said. “Like, today, or tomorrow.”

Ember looked up, startled. “You think he’ll come back?” she asked. “Do you think it was good for him?”

“He came,” Biltmore said. “So it was good for him. And then, it was in you, of course. You did great.”

“You actually did,” Talia said, wrapping her hand around Ember’s shoulder. “That was your first time?”

“With a human dick, yeah,” Ember said. “Sometimes I use my mom’s–”

“Okay,” Abigail said. “I agree with Talia. You were great. And I’m sure Ripple loved it. In fact, he said as much. But he said stop by the shop, and then he left. I didn’t hear him say he wanted to come back here.”

“Oh, and then that donkey thing!” Ember shouted. “That was so awesome!”

“He didn’t enjoy it, though,” Abigail said. “I think it might have upset him. So his ongoing help is, I’d say, in doubt right now.”

“Maybe we have enough to go on,” Talia said. “To find them through conventional means. Ember, anything you want to add?”

“Add to what?” Ember asked.

“To what we’re remembering, about talking to the other witches.”

“What other witches?” Ember asked.

“The ones in the parchment, hello?” Abigail said with an exaggerated patience.

“Those were witches?” Ember asked.

Talia looked up, and the other coven members looked back at her with raised eyebrows.

“Ember,” Talia said. “Do you remember doing the spell to find other witches?”

“Yeah, of course,” Ember said defensively. “That’s why we had Ripple here.”

“Do you remember finding the witches?” Biltmore asked.

“Wait, we found them?” Ember said. “The spell worked?”

“Ember, they were in the parchment right under you,” Duponte said, pointing to the paper still lying on the floor, its edges slightly singed.

“How was I supposed to see them?” Ember said, voice rising in angry defensiveness. “Whatever was supposedly happening in that piece of paper, it was while I was getting the fucking of my life from the biggest cock in Salem probably, not that I’ve been able to do much comparing, attached to the biggest hunk in Salem, which I consider myself a pretty good judge of, and when all that’s happening to someone, to a normal person, you aren’t paying attention to, just, some lame shit happening on a piece of paper.”

“My god, Ember, they were right under you!” Duponte said. “They were–”

“Okay, okay, time out,” Talia said. “Let’s cut Ember some slack. Ember, I hear you. That was your virginity. You gave up your virginity to us, for a spell. And I get it. Your mind was elsewhere. In fact, for all we know, that could be a component of the spell. The girl getting, you know, getting her vagina used isn’t aware of things. The silencing spell was like that. You didn’t even notice things while you were quiet.”

“Yeah, that’s a very good point,” Duponte said, looking profoundly contrite. “Okay, Ember, sorry. You know? You did it. You did the spell, and we found witches.”

“Yeah, we need to appreciate Ember,” Talia said, bringing her hands together in a short round of applause that was echoed by all the other girls there but Vilde, who was surveying the coven uncertainly, probably not quite sure about the nuances of American teen social life. The deep-voiced Norwegian girl no longer seemed to be suffering menstrual cramps, though, and that was a good thing.

“Thanks, that’s all,” Ember said, smiling proudly, all her defensiveness gone, replaced by a desire to revel in her victory.

“He really seemed to like being in there,” Ember said. “Don’t you think? Since he stayed, and did it twice?”

“Definitely,” Talia said.

“Did anyone see his face?” Ember asked. “What did his face look like? Happy, sad?”

“I would go with happy,” Abigail said.

“But not, like, weird happy,” Biltmore said. “I think if he was just back there, you know, smiling, that would be weird. So maybe not happy, but . . .”

“Extremely satisfied,” Abigail offered. “This is what he totally wanted to do, and he was doing it. With you.”

“Okay,” Ember said, nodding excitedly. “And then, love?”

“Love what?” Talia said.

“Like, love,” Ember said. “You know. Was there, like, he was loving it? Or . . . loving me?”

After some silence and a few grimaces, Talia spoke. “Yeah,” she said. “Like, he really liked it. And liked you. And that’s why he said he’d do it again. He likes you.”

“Or even loves you, yeah,” Abigail said. “But, you know, love as in, really really good friends.”

“Not marrying you though,” Biltmore said. “Not right away, anyway. ‘Cuz you sort of have to really get to know someone, over a lot of time, before it’s like, super-love.”

“Like marriage love,” Talia added. “Like, you don’t want to expect that. Or going steady. Or exclusivity, or anything like that.”

Ember nodded sadly. “Yeah, I’m gonna have to turn him down if he says let’s get married.”

“Good call,” Talia said. “So, okay, where were we?”

“Like, we need to go on a real date, at least,” Ember said. “Because this wasn’t really a date.”

“Okay, right,” Talia agreed brusquely. “Now, back to the point, yeah. We need to keep talking to that other coven. And we’ll probably need to find them online, maybe by searching their names or something, unless we can get another guy here.”

“Are we sure we want to find them, though?” Biltmore asked.

“What do you mean?” Talia replied. Everyone stared at Biltmore, but as the oldest member of the coven, she believed she knew things.

“They’ve been getting into trouble,” Biltmore argued. “Didn’t anyone else pick that up? Their government, in whatever country they’re in, they’re–”

“Norway,” Talia said.

“Yeah, Norway,” Biltmore said. “They’re getting, like, kidnapped or something. The last girl was in the hospital.”

“It seems like that should be a reason we reach out to them,” Abigail said. “To defend them.”

“Biltmore has a point though,” Duponte said with a nod toward her cousin. “I’m all for helping them, but I’d say we should try to learn a little about what’s going on first. Fighting this hideous demon is one thing, but going up against a government, that’s a whole other ball of wax, you know?”

“Hideous demon?” Tamara said, almost appearing to be interested in the phrase.

“Yeah, that’s one theory,” Talia said. “After we do a spell sometimes, we’ll see something, or feel something, and–”

“Like getting your butt licked, that happened once,” Ember said.

“Sulphur smell, another time,” Abigail said.

“I saw these glowing eyes once,” Talia recalled. “And then the face, yeah, you wouldn’t want to meet that in a dark alley.”

“It sounds more mischievous than evil or hideous,” Tamara said. “Like Loki.”

“Except for the butt licking thing,” said Ember, who seemed to have recovered enough from her time with Ripple to have returned to her usual fixations. “That seems like hideous and evil combined.”

“It was done without consent,” said Abigail. “That’s not cool.”

Vilde said nothing as the other girls talked, but she also seemed to have recovered, even smiling slightly at times.

Tamara rose, went to the clothes she’d left piled in the corner, consulted her phone.

“This has probably been the coolest thing that’s ever happened to me, in my lifetime,” she said, pulling up her panties. “Thanks for inviting us. But me and Vilde need to get to the shop. Are you getting together again?”

“We try to meet every few days at least,” Talia said. “We’ll text you the next meeting time. But, oh, we try not to say too much on our phones.”

“Like, let’s do a spell, or say we’re all witches or something,” Ember elaborated. “Things like that. ‘Magic’s cool,’ that might be okay, since anyone could say that. But ‘I love witchcraft, which I do’ would be on the don’t text list.”

“That makes sense,” Tamara said, turning to Vilde, still seated and looking at the other girls with a blank expression.

“Vilde, ready to go?” Tamara asked. “You feel better?”

“Ya,” Vilde said, rising.

“Are you in, Vilde?” Abigail asked.

“In vat?” Vilde replied.

“In the coven,” Talia said. “I know your first meeting wasn’t that great, because of your cramps, but we’d love to have you.”

“Ya, I join your coven,” Vilde said, following her words with a strange, deep laugh that shook her body and made her breasts bob up and down.


Chapter 12: The New World

The five members of the Oslo coven made their way out of Leilani’s bathroom, where they had spent a rather unconventional amount of time together, squeezed into the cramped space. This could be excused, however, by the fact that they had spent that time chatting with another coven, apparently based in the United States, the mirror in the bathroom serving as their communication medium.

“Well, that was weird,” Mia proclaimed as they made their way down the hall into the family room where Leilani’s parents were watching the TV.

“What was?” Leilani’s mom asked.

“Oh! Um, nothing, um–” Mia stammered, trying to think of something.

“We were watching a video of makeup tips,” Leilani lied.

“Oh, fun!”

“Yeah, um, mom? We’re going to go to see my friend Olivia. She’s getting out of the hospital.”

“Oh! Did something happen to her? Is she okay?”

“Yeah, she’ll be fine, mom. I’ll let her know you asked about her, okay?” Leilani said, eager to get going.

The girls said their goodbyes as quickly as they could and, properly bundled up, they shared a taxi to the hospital, stopping briefly to pick up some clothes for Olivia from her home.

It was a joyous reunion in that hospital room when the girls had finally managed to persuade the front desk nurse that they were Olivia’s friends and should be let in to see her.

“Oh my god, Olivia,” Mia wept. “We were so worried!”

“Did they hurt you?” Ella asked, hovering by the side of the bed.

“They did initially,” Olivia answered, grimacing and glancing over at Isa, the two girls exchanging a glance of mutual recognition. They had both encountered the evil that awaited and lived to tell of it.

“We cast a spell to protect you,” Leilani said. “Did it help? Did they . . .”

“It worked,” Olivia assured them. “I could tell right away that something had changed, and I knew that you had done something to help me. You have no idea how much that changed things for me,” Olivia said, starting to get teary-eyed. “Anyway,” she continued, shaking it off. “They soon got tired of dealing with me and after a while I managed to talk my way out of there.”

“And then you got hit by a car?” Mia asked.

“Yeah, long story. Anyway, it really wasn’t that severe, and some of the protective effects were still working, so I’m fine. What about that other coven?” Olivia said.

“Ya, we believe that they’re in terrible danger!” Ella exclaimed.

“Danger? Why?” Olivia asked, putting on the clothes that the girls had brought her.

“Ella believes that there’s a Norwegian girl among the coven–”

“She’s Freyr!” Ella interrupted Mia.

“Freyr? The actual god? The ancient god that the women of Bludfjord created the book of spells to fight against? That god?” Olivia exclaimed.

“Yes, that one, and he’s currently a teenage girl in Salem, Massachusetts, experiencing cramps!”

“Cramps? Ella, I swear, sometimes . . .” Olivia shook her head.

“No, I think she’s right,” Mia said. “She showed me the passage in the book where they talk about how Freyr can take human form.”

“But a teenage girl?” Olivia asked. “Why would a woman-hating male god take on a female form?”

“Obviously to infiltrate a coven, duh!” Ella exclaimed.

“Yes! A succubus!” Valentina interjected.

“Suck what? A bus?” Mia joked. “Sorry. Yeah, I’ve heard of those. They seduce men, right?”

“Yes, very nasty. Make men useless,” Valentina said. “Well, more useless than they usually are.” She giggled.

“I understand, but I don’t think Freyr’s a succubus. He’s just an old, vengeful god that hates women and I think he infiltrated those girls’ coven to find out how to stop them,” Ella said.

“That must mean that they’re pretty powerful, right?” Olivia asked.

“Yeah, they mentioned doing something to the vice-president. I assume, of their country. It’s like a prime-minister, but lamer,” Mia said.

“It’s nothing like the prime-minister, but yes, it’s pretty lame. They don’t get to do much other than hope the president dies. Anyway, we really need to get over there, and the sooner the better,” Ella exclaimed, getting super excited.

“Okay, okay,” Mia said. “Hold on. How would this even work? We’re like, in school? Our parents would freak out so hard! Plus, how do we afford plane tickets?”

“Um, first of all, fuck school!” Ella cried out.

“Whoa!” Mia shook her head. This was an Ella unlike any she had ever known. She and Olivia exchanged a shocked glance.

“Second, we can cast a spell later to make everyone forget we were gone!” Ella continued.

“Okay, that’s interesting . . .” Mia had to concede.

“Third, um, crap. No idea. My parents won’t let me have a credit card with a big limit!”

“I can take care of that,” Isa proclaimed. “Also, we’re definitely going to need that forget spell. Petyr’s going to kill me when I get back!”

“He’s your bodyguard,” Leilani said.

“Yeah, ever noticed how so many world leaders get assassinated by their bodyguards?” Isa observed. “Probably cause they skipped out on them and were naughty!”

“Okay, so logistics are taken care of!” Ella proclaimed. “Well, other than actually getting tickets. Now, here’s the thing, I think it’s highly likely they’ll route us through Frankfurt. No need to worry on that score, ladies! I’ve been there before and it’s perfectly fine!”

Mia sighed and rolled her eyes. If she had a krone for every time Ella went on about her vacation trips with her family and how they had to change in Frankfurt, she’d have enough to buy her own ticket.

~ ~ ~

It was early in the morning of the next day that the six girls, enterprising coven members, and impromptu international rescue team, arrived in Oslo’s Gardermoen airport. They had all taken the train there, after Isa had booked tickets for all six of them on her phone the previous night. Indeed, the flight to New York (which they figured was close enough) on OWL Air went through Frankfurt, much to Ella’s delight. Before meeting at the train station, they had all made sure to grab their passports, stuff their school backpacks with extra clothes and toiletries (and in Isa’s case, snacks) and perhaps some of them bid a rather more heartfelt goodbye to their parents than would have been strictly necessary for a normal school day.

“There’s the check-in counter!” Isa proclaimed, and they made their eager way over there, standing in a rather long line of tired looking travelers before they reached the counter and handed over their passports.

“Bags?” the woman behind the counter asked, face expressionless, bored.

“Huh?”

“Bags? To check?”

“Oh, no,” Ella said. The others nodded.

“Bags to carry on?”

“Yes, we each have a backpack,” Ella helpfully replied.

“That will be 190 kroner each,” came the astounding news.

“What?” Mia exclaimed. “That’s crazy. What kind of airline is this?”

The woman gestured to the logo on the wall behind her, of an Owl pulling the inside lining of its pockets out, a moth flying out. Below it were the words “Oslo Wings Light.”

“Ah,” Isa said. “Cheap as shit! Damn, I don’t want to pay for all these stupid addons!”

“I thought you were rich!” Valentina said.

“I’m not rich! My parents are!” Isa protested. “Be happy we have these tickets!”

“Fine, we need our backpacks, obviously,” Ella said, grumpily. The woman punched away at her terminal.

“Seats?”

“Oh, my fucking god!” Mia burst out. “You mean the seats are extra? There’s standing room?”

“No, you have to sit,” the woman said, not rising to the bait. “Just, do you want to pick your seats or have us dump you in the shittiest locations?”

The girls all looked at each other. “Well, it would be nice to sit together . . .”

“Fine,” Isa said. “How much?”

“200 kroner each.”

“Do it,” the defeated girl said.

“Food?”

“No, we’ll get something in the airport,” Mia replied.

“Okay, so the bring-your-own fee is 100 kroner each.”

“How much is the food?” Isa asked, her face in a teeth-baring grimace.

“500 kroner each.”

The girls stood there, doing some quick math amongst themselves as the line behind them grew ever more restless.

“Okay, we’ll do the food,” Isa said.

“The New York leg is separate. You want food on that too?”

“Fuck!” Isa shouted. “Fine!”

“Seats on that too?”

“Yes! Of course! Fuck! Just put us together as much as you can,” the exasperated girl said.

“Very good. You get one lavatory coupon per leg. Would you like unlimited lavatory access?”

“Yes, please,” Ella said. “What? I need to pee a lot on flights!”

“Fine,” Isa sighed. “For everyone.”

“Okay,” the woman said, and after an astonishingly long time, she finished typing away at her terminal and the boarding passes and food and lavatory vouchers were handed over as well. “Have a very pleasant flight!”

“Is that extra?” Isa mumbled, but they all went with a spring in their step to the security line where they waited again, for what seemed like forever, until they reached passport control. An eyebrow was raised when Isa’s royal diplomatic passport was presented, but the man did not comment and they all went through.

The next thing they were confronted with was the baggage screening line, where Isa’s backpack was pulled aside and the security officer made a big show of pulling out several of Isa’s favorite sex toys. If he had hoped to embarrass her, he was sorely disappointed, as she simply stood there, smiling at him the whole time.

Mia had taken most of her outer clothes off, convinced that something she was wearing was going to beep in the metal detector, and the security officer there had to gently ask her to put her sweater back on.

The rest of the girls had no problems, thankfully, and they made their way through the duty-free shops where Isa decided that more candy was better than less, so she loaded up on six giant Kvikk Lunsj bars, and graciously shared them with the others.

Soon enough they were boarding, the only hiccup being a trio of persistently screaming babies, which led to a frantic discussion of whether the silencing spell the Salem girls had mentioned would be applicable here. They decided it would not. Being in the last boarding group meant that they were among the last to board, but that could not dampen the enthusiasm of the girls as they found their seats. Indeed, they were all in a row, three of them, Leilani, Valentina and Ella on the left row of three, and Mia, Olivia and Isa to the right of the aisle. The flight to Frankfurt was uneventful, just over two hours long, during which the girls were extremely disappointed to receive their food, which consisted entirely of FjordChips in dill pickle flavor.

“That’s it?” Isa exclaimed. But she munched hers up anyway. “It’s very briny, but yummy.”

They arrived in Frankfurt, somewhat on edge due to the constant screaming of the babies, but Ella soon took over, leading the girls through the labyrinth that was Frankfurt airport, insisting she knew exactly where they were supposed to go. After a good half hour of walking, during which time they passed the same set of gates at least twice, Mia gently suggested they try a different corridor and they found the entrance to the terminal transfer train and got on it, getting off in terminal 3, where another half-hour walk brought them finally to their gate.

The whole episode did not dampen Ella’s enthusiasm for Frankfurt, however, and once the girls had boarded their connecting flight to the United States, they were relieved to find that they were once again sitting in a row. What did not sit well with them, however, was the flight time, which the pilot calmly announced once they were underway.

“Almost 9 hours!” Mia exclaimed in shock. “What the fuck? Is this a jet? I thought they flew faster than that! I don’t think I can take it!” Mia said, and Olivia had to agree.

“This is not an environment for humans,” Olivia said. “But maybe the food will be good? That will take some time, right? You’ll see, we’ll enjoy lunch, half the flight will be over before we know it, right?”

Isa looked over at Olivia briefly, as the girl was starting to sound a bit manic.

Alas, the food came after an hour in flight and it turned out to be a bag of chips again, which was the last straw for Olivia. She scrolled through her phone, eyes squinting and face set in a grim mask of determination.

“Okay,” she whispered to Mia. “Here’s the deal. There’s a spell that speeds unpleasant moments up.”

“What?”

“Yeah, we can speed this up! Come on, you know we can’t survive this!” Olivia hissed.

“Olivia, I hate it here too, but people survive plane travel all the time!”

In response, Olivia simply handed her phone over for Mia to read, which she did with raised eyebrows.

“Okay, I’m in!” she declared, and the two girls casually got up from their seats, making their way back to the lavatory. With a quick check to see that nobody was looking, they both ducked into the stall and locked the door behind them, pressed tightly against each other in the tight space.

The spell called for them both to lick each other’s holes while thinking about the amount of time they needed to speed up, but right at the start it was clear that this was going to be a challenge. Years afterwards, the two girls would disagree as to exactly how they managed to get Olivia to hang upside down, her thighs wrapped around Mia’s head, Mia’s tongue pressing against Olivia’s slit, while Olivia, arms wrapped around Mia’s middle, buried her face in Mia’s intimate area, the girl squatting slightly to make access possible.

Someone waiting outside would have heard more than a few bumps, curses and muttered words of encouragement and occasionally pain, followed by grunts and cries of pleasure, as well as, strangely, a sort of countdown, followed by more squeals of pleasure. Finally, the door opened, to reveal a duo of disheveled girls, blushing deeply and making their way back to their seats.

As they sat back down, the pilot came on, sounding quite confused and discombobulated. “Ah, folks, coming to you from the flight deck here, ah, well, it looks like we’re gonna be starting our descent into Newark. Ah, I’m going to be asking the cabin crew to go ahead and prepare the cabin for arrival, so, yeah . . .”

“What did you do?” Isa asked, squinting at the two girls as they fastened their seatbelts with a guilty expression.

“Nothing,” Mia lied.

“He said New York, right?” Olivia asked.

“Yeah, I think so,” Isa replied. And the mood among the girls improved considerably as they approached their destination.

“How do you think we get from New York to Salem?” asked Olivia.

“Well, I assume they have a high speed rail system there,” Mia said. “We’ll just take that.”

“Sounds good,” Olivia said.

Unfortunately, the girls’ arrival into New York was not quite as smooth as they would have liked, as Mia found out when she stepped up to the border control officer.

“Welcome to Newark,” he said, motioning for her to hand over her passport.

“Thank you,” she replied. “I love New York!”

“Yeah, well, Newark’s nice too,” he said, a little miffed.

“Yes?” she replied, somewhat lost as to where this conversation was going.

“Business or pleasure?”

“Huh? Oh, um, pleasure?”

“How long are you staying here?” he asked, looking at her suspiciously.

“Um . . .” She really hadn’t thought it through, she realized. They had rushed this whole process and, in fact, hadn’t even bought a return ticket! “Uh, a week?” she guessed.

“Can I see your return flight ticket?” he asked, face grim.

“Oh, um, my . . . my mom has it?” she lied.

He sighed and gestured for one of the other officers to come over. “Take her to interrogation room 3,” he said to the female officer as Mia groaned. She glanced over at the other girls, Olivia arguing with the officer in the other booth, Isa and Ella and the other girls still in line, looking nervous.

An hour into the interrogation session, held in a tiny windowless room with a humorless male customs officer, and Mia was despairing. Absolutely none of her jokes were landing, a brief and ill-advised attempt to seduce him also failed to yield results, and it was looking very grim.

“Alright, so I’m going to give you the option of self-deporting. Basically, you get yourself on the next plane back to Norway and there won’t be any lasting repercussions. Also, I have to say that I’ve never seen as much porn on a phone as I’ve seen on yours. You might want to seek help for that,” he said, tossing her phone back at her in disgust.

“Sorry,” she said, blushing.

“So, do we have a decision–oh, hang on a second,” he said, as he pulled his phone out and answered it. “Yeah? Okay . . . okay, yeah, she’s here. No, wait . . . what the fuck’s going on in the background? And . . . what? What does Salmon have to do with–okay, sorry, thought I heard something. Yeah, okay, so she’s . . . fine! Fine! Yeah, I’ll tell her.”

He turned to Mia, standing up. “You must know somebody high up, eh? Maybe next time you could just start with that? Save us some hassle.”

Mia, completely confused, wound up being escorted out of the immigration area and into the arrivals hall of Newark International Airport, where she met up with the other girls. Isa looking grim.

“Petyr knows! He knows we’re here! There’s, like, a million voice mail messages from him,” she groaned.

“Ah! He must have gotten the Americans to bail us out of this little immigration snafu,” Ella exclaimed. “Clearly we could have planned this out a bit better.”

“Yeah, well, let’s go outside and see where the train station is,” Mia said as Leilani looked at her with a bemused expression. The girls found the exit and walked outside, excited to be in the great New York City. But what they saw when they paused to take in the sights was not at all what they expected.

“What the fuck?” Olivia muttered. “Oh my god, guys! I think we’re too late! The demon has destroyed everything!”

“Where’s the Empire State Building?” Mia asked, looking around frantically.

“You girls looking for New York City?” an older Black man asked them, coming up behind them.

“Yes, isn’t this it?” Isa asked.

“We get this a lot,” he said. “This is Newark, not New York. You’re in New Jersey.”

“Fuck! Well, um, how do we get to Salem from here?” Ella asked.

“Salem? Massachusetts? From here?” the man chuckled. “Wow.”

But he did finally help them figure out how to get there, which did turn out to be possible, but not nearly as conveniently as one might wish. A moment of confusion occurred when they almost stepped out in Newark Penn Station, instead of New York Penn Station, but luckily they managed to do the right thing and catch the Acela train from New York to Boston. More than four hours later, they transferred to the subway and then to a bus which would take them to Salem, arriving there an hour later.

It was on the bus that Ella thought to ask if anyone had remembered to book a hotel, discovering that no one had.

And so it was that a group of six very bedraggled and jet-lagged teenagers showed up at the Salem Bed and Barkfest Inn. Isa, face flushed and hair a complete mess, rang the bell at the reception desk until a chubby and cheery-faced woman in a flowerprint apron came hustling over.

Negotiations ensued, which resulted in two rooms getting booked, the woman insisting that no more than three girls could share one room, especially since none of them had any dogs with them, and the inn was expressly meant for people with dogs. One look at the faces of the bedraggled travelers and that point was dropped quickly enough and the girls managed to collapse in their respective rooms and sleep the sleep of the truly deserving.

~ ~ ~

The next morning the girls woke early, still on Norway time, and spent some time researching their next move. It was Leilani who found the Salem Alternative Academy, and after a breakfast in the main dining room of the inn, the girls made their way out into the chilly Salem morning, walking almost an hour before they reached the building that housed their only connection to the girls they needed to find and warn. Aside from remembering the Academy, they also remembered the name of the principal, a Mr. Butler.

“Is this it?” Ella asked Leilani, who had the location mapped on her phone and who, among all of them, was the only one familiar with the way things worked in America. Although, she hastened to remind them, she was from Hawaii, which did things somewhat differently than on the mainland, as she called it.

“Yeah,” Leilani replied. “This is it!”

They looked up at the building, an old, converted office building that was surprisingly accessible.

“From what I’ve read, and seen on TV,” Mia started. “I kind of expected something else.”

“Oh? Like what?” Leilani asked.

“Well, not to be rude or anything, but shouldn’t this be more . . . urban?” Mia said.

“Urban?”

“Well, not to put too fine a point on it, but, um, more . . . rough? Is that the right word? I’m trying to avoid the word ghetto, out of respect,” Mia said, dancing delicately around a subject she felt sure the girl would find offensive.

“Ghetto? What? We’re not exactly in a rough area here! Salem’s pretty affluent, you know?” Leilani blurted. Mia noted that, indeed, she did seem offended.

“Well, I just thought, it being a school, and they’re commonly understood to be war zones, that–”

“And there’s literally a high-end coffee shop right there, wait, what?” Leilani said. “Not all schools are war zones!”

“But on the TV–” Mia protested.

Ella sighed. “Mia, are you talking about the show Amerikanske Skolekriger? That’s a made up drama!” She turned to Leilani. “That means American School Wars. Sorry, it’s a very popular show on Norwegian TV. Anyway, I do confess that I thought there would be armed guards and metal detectors here. Maybe they’re inside?”

“Nope,” Valentina called out from behind the opened door of the school. She had gotten bored with the back and forth and had simply walked up to the door and opened it. “Just an empty hallway,” she continued.

“No barbed wire? At all?” Mia asked, sounding very disappointed. She had been expecting something more prison-like, and this was a complete let-down. Still, it would make things easier for them. All six of them proceeded to enter through the door and into the hallway, brightly lit and sporting a number of bulletin boards that had various sheets of paper of different, bright colors tacked on them. One of them read “Pep Squad” and Mia spent the rest of their walk down the hallway wondering what that meant.

With horrendously disappointing ease, they simply followed signs that led them upstairs to the admin office, the door even helpfully labeled with a sign that said, “Admin”. Entering, they were confronted with their first obstacle, an actual person–a woman sitting behind a desk who glanced up when she saw them enter.

“Yes? Can I help you girls?” she asked.

“Ah, yes!” Leilani said, taking the lead since the other girls’ accents might cause more questions than they wanted to deal with right now. “Um, we’re looking for some . . . friends of ours? Their names are, um, Talia, uh–”

“Ember,” Ella added.

“Oh, yeah, and Duponte, and, hang on . . .” Leilani said, struggling to remember the names of the girls they had encountered in their mirror chat.

“Abigail!” Ella finished for her.

“Are you students here? I don’t remember you girls,” the woman said, staring at them.

“No, we just need to talk to them, ah . . . it’s about college applications, and, um, tours?” Leilani lied.

“College? Those girls? Okaaay. I’ll have to let Mr. Butler know. Just wait here for me,” she said as she stood up and walked over to a door that she knocked on before entering. The girls found seats on the side of the wall and waited there while a conversation took place behind the door, the woman returning soon to sit behind the desk.

“It’ll just be a moment,” she said.

Isa sighed. “I still haven’t checked Petyr’s messages,” she confessed in a whisper to Mia.

“You really think he knows where we are?”

“Yeah, sure. I just don’t know what he’s going to do about it.”

As the girls chatted amongst themselves, the door they had come through opened and four more girls walked through. The moment they spotted the Norway girls, their eyes went round and their chatter stopped.


Chapter 13: Salem & Oslo

“This is the Vice President,” Agnew Dempsey said confidently into his office phone.

“Disgrace to man,” grunted the strangely deep voice of what sounded like an angry teenage girl.

“Who is this?” Dempsey said, trying to sound just as angry, but he was smiling because, in truth, he loved these calls. Someone would get the number to his secure line and rage at him until he hung up, serving as one of the indicators that he was having the right effect on his constituency, driving its weaker and female members (as if there was any difference) into a blind, unhinged fury.

“You being watched,” the girl grunted. “You sniveling whipped cur.”

“Of course I’m being watched,” Dempsey said. “I’m the vice president of the United States, and the polls say I’ve got a very good chance of being president. There’s a great article out about that this week, you should–”

“Fool!” the girl thundered. “You got saw, bitch took cane to your narrow hide, you cry for mother. The witches saw you!”

Dempsey, for a brief moment, suffered an uncharacteristic muteness. He swallowed, his face went pale, his jaw worked but no sound came out.

“How do you know about that?” he squeaked, eyes searching his office for a camera, a bug, a phone propped up on his bookshelf, some physical manifestation of espionage.

“Witches use spell,” the girl said. “Spying spell. Watching. Seeing you. Disgrace.”

“What witches?” Dempsey demanded. “Where are they? Where are you calling from?”

“Be a man,” the girl said. “I command you.”

The line went dead and Dempsey cradled his phone. For a long moment, he stared at the receiver, waiting for it to ring again. And then his expression went hard, a disposition beyond anger or fear, and he picked up the phone and pushed the first button.

“Hello,” he said. “I’ve just received an anonymous call about a major security breach. No . . no. The nature of the breach is immaterial. I just need you to trace the source of the last call that came to my office phone. Now. Immediately.”

Dempsey hung up his phone, waited, watched. Two minutes later, it rang again, and he picked it up with a shaking hand.

“Dempsey.”

“Hi, Mr. Vice president, this is Julie Kra–”

“Where did the call come from?”

“Internet, not a landline or cell phone.”

“Do you have a location?”

“Yes. Salem, Massachusetts.”

“Can you narrow it down?”

“Yes, DNS is listed to an occult store there. We–”

“Send me the address now,” Dempsey barked.

“Yes, Sir, sending now.”

Dempsey sat down at his PC, tapped, leaned forward, opened his email, scowled, picked up the phone, hit the button.

“Dempsey again. I need the number and all account details for every cell phone that’s been at that address over the last 48 hours.”

Dempsey waited, tapping his fingers against the edge of his desk until his phone rang almost a half an hour later.

“Julie again,” said a female voice. “We’ve got fifteen phones that have shown up at that address in the last two days.”

“Are any of them teenage girls?”

“Let me check,” Julie said. “Okay, yeah, we’ve got a Tamara Gildenstein. Looks like she works there, birthdate is–”

“Cross check her location,” Dempsey barked. “I need every other cell phone account belonging to anyone who spent any time with her in the last six hours, and where they were.”

“Yes, Sir. This is going to take some time, though.”

“How long?”

“We should have something by tomorrow noon. We’ll–”

“No,” Dempsey said. “This is all hands. Defcon 1. You work on it all night if you have to. Pull everyone into the office. No one goes home until you have an answer.”

“Yes, Sir. And can you tell us what we should be looking for? Any investigation priorities I can give the team?”

“This seems to be the work of females. Teenagers. If you find an address where a few of them got together somewhere in Salem, I want that address, and I want the home addresses of every one of those girls.”

“Yes, Sir.”

“And keep monitoring them. Tonight, tomorrow, tomorrow night. I want to know where they are every 15 minutes, until I tell you you can stop.”

“Sir, that’s going to take–” Julie protested before Dempsey cut her off.

“Just do it. Start now!”

“Yes, Sir.”

Dempsey hung up, opened another line.

“Yo, Aggie, what’s up?” asked the US Secretary of Defense.

“Hey, Rodney, got a situation.”

“Tell me more.”

“A Code Purple national security breach, seems that–”

“Oh, shit.”

“Yes. Seems we’ve got a, a small cell, if you will, of people who have figured out how to tap into some very sensitive, highly-classified government sites.”

“Damn,” Rodney said. “What are they getting into? Please tell me they’re not going to start launching our nukes. Or sinking our ships.”

“Nothing like that . . . yet,” Dempsey said. “But that could be next, so we need to take care of them now. Tomorrow at the latest.”

“Where are they?”

“Salem, Massachusetts.”

“Just that one town?”

“That’s the only location we’ve got so far,” Dempsey said. “But I’m pretty sure they’re part of a bigger operation. So we need to pick them up, find the rest of the network, and neutralize everyone.”

“Pick them up?”

“Yes,” Dempsey said. “I’ve got a team doing a cell phone search, I’m expecting names and addresses tonight or first thing tomorrow, and once we have them all, you send a team in.”

“A team?”

“Seals, Rangers, ninjas, whatever you got.”

“Any idea what kind of sites we’re looking at? Heavily fortified, defended, any–”

“Good chance these are civilian homes,” Dempsey said. “Lightly defended.”

“How many homes, how many people?”

“I’ll know more tomorrow, but pure guess is no more than 20 total.”

“That could be 20 separate teams, then,” Rodney said.

“Whatever it takes.”

“Okay,” Rodney said. “I’ll put all mainland SpecOps in wait mode, and I’ll call home our forces in Osaka, Dresden and Mogadishu, with everyone else on standby.”

“Good. Thanks. As soon as I have locations, I’ll let you know.”


Epilogue

It has been eons since I took on this lesser, weaker form. But in this matter, it has been necessary, and it has proven a wise choice, for now I am among them, and I will destroy those bleeding bitch curs from within.

But my intrusion has not been without its sacrifices. The pain of holding their book of filthy spells, the agony of being not two paces from them as they conjured–I was almost forced to flee their sickening lair.

My suffering has not been without its benefits, however. They have seen things they weren’t meant to see, affording myself a view of the same shameful moment.

I will correct these matters as I can. I can throw my voice through both the ether and over the strange wires that serve as their new tongues, and I have already corrected one of them, a great leader in the New World who should have known better.

He will be an ally, soon enough. When the time is right, I will order him to pick up this despoiled coven and fix them, one way or another. And then I will return to my homeland to deal with the rest of these witch sluts.

And then, with them out of the way, I will turn my attention to the larger world, which has gone soft and feminine at a time when men are most needed.
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