
        
            
                
            
        

    
	THE PRICE OF POWER
Hulderotica #15

	8,100 Words

	Copyright © 2025 by Kaya Skovdatter

	Cover art © DigitalArtHurkova via Shutterstock.com; berez_ka via Shutterstock.com

	Edited by Jaym Gates

	All Rights reserved.

	ISBN (epub): 978-1-998661-29-9
ISBN (mobi): 978-1-998661-30-5
ISBN (pdf): 978-1-998661-31-2

	This book is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to actual events or persons is entirely coincidental.

	Huldra House, Toronto, ON, Canada

	No part of this book may be reproduced in any form without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

	Typeset in Palatino

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	The Price of Power
Hulderotica #15
 

	 

	Kaya Skovdatter

	 


These clients are a nightmare. A married white couple seeking information about the location of a dead family member’s missing inheritance shouldn’t be a difficult séance. And yet… Inez breathes deep, and doesn’t let her professional smile drop, the twenty-year-old sweating through the too-many-layers of her attire for this abominable London heat, no breeze indoors and the entire assemblage waiting for their own turn wiping at perspiration. And good god but the husband of the couple will not shut up about the ridiculousness of the situation, and how the phenomena presented to the other couples already satisfied are clearly faked, and to have to rely on a woman, and a Black one at that, for these paltry answers? Inez can see him seething as he says it, his mutton-chop whiskers frizzing as he fumes.

	It’s 1858, by god. You’d think the man could at least be a little more modern in his thinking. And on any other night, Inez would ride out the problem, get the couple the information they need, and move things along. But tonight, the spirits are restless; they’re feeding on his distress. And it’s putting off the living clients, too – not many left in line before this circle’s work is done for the night. But enough that she wants to move things along.

	Inez – Madame Inez, to her clients – takes a deep breath as she tries not to look at the sunken eyes, or the shrivelled and bluish skin of the cholera ghosts in the room with the living – so many of them tonight. It’s only been four years since the epidemic mostly ran its course in Britain. Though that hasn’t done much to mollify fears of a resurgence now another’s broken out in Japan. 

	The first time trade opens in almost 250 years, a treaty of commerce finally signed allowing the British access after so long denied, and it brings with it the spectre of still more death. How fitting: the British bringing death with them wherever they go. This modern age of industry and the world opening up bringing ever more dangers in their wake. Inez profits by it, granted. These white people’s orientalism and their hunger for the new-fangled American import of spiritualism letting her hide her gifts among charlatans and fame-seekers.

	But it’s a dangerous thing to be possessed of real power among white people hungry for it. Literally so among these eaters of perceived power as they devour their pilfered Egyptian mummies at unwrapping parties or grind them down to powder as promised cures and aphrodisiacs and play at witchcraft and eagerly consume every hint of evidence of spirits and the afterlife. Hungry to know if there is more after – Inez certain they would send ships abroad to stake claim in that land too, to plant their sullied, blood-stained flags, if ever they could prove it was real.

	But now, in this moment, they are in her world. And she grows weary of listening to these white people disparage her gift. The barest hint of a smile curls up a corner of her lip as she lets slip a hint of power, shadows filling the room. She slips back into them and pitches her voice down low and breathy – just letting it fall back to its natural timbre, normally pitched as high as she can raise it without sounding unnatural – and says, “The spirits grow displeased with your disbelief.”

	As the man splutters in growing outrage, Inez locks eyes with one of the angrier ghosts in the room. The spirit cocks its head to the side, a curious bird watching a tasty worm wriggle out from under the earth’s sheltering hand. Inez represses a shudder as she holds its stare, letting it come closer as it homes in on the feel of her power – that gift a beacon to the dead. When the spirit is almost beside the blustering Englishman, she breaks the contact.

	And all hell breaks loose.

	Furious at being denied the touch of not just living attention, but the attention of a true medium, the spirit howls, and sets its fists beating upon the table, and knocks the closest man – the Englishman – down as it bowls over his chair. The roar of the ghost’s anger is enough to send him and his bride screaming from the room. But before the others can rise fully from their seats, their panicked eyes looking for the source of the raging wind and that incessant howling, Inez raises her hands wide to signal for calm. And yells into the wind in her regular, pitched-up voice: “Spirits, the offending one is gone. Calm yourselves and let us continue. Come, and talk with your descendants, with those who seek an audience.”

	The winds die as the spirits lock onto her voice, entranced once more by her presence. Even the raging spirit calm again, fury forgotten by how brightly she shines to them in the spirit world.

	With sudden, nervous laughter, and decidedly genuine relief, the rest of her clients settle themselves back down. Eagerly chattering to one another, some even clapping a little at the show; most of them believing it fake. Let them calm themselves while she reasserts control of the wandering spirits and finishes out the rest of the night peacefully. And then let them tell their tales in hushed voices or at parties and in their clubs; let them spread word of her fame, as long as it brings her more customers.

	 

	* * *

	 

	Exhausted from the night’s work and the unseasonably warm early July weather, London stinking worse than usual with it, Inez climbs the steps up to her apartment. She and Helena live far enough from Southwark that they’re spared the worst of the city’s scents from the tanneries. Not that it’s mattered much this month where in the city one is, the miasma and great stink rising from the Thames overpowering at all hours of the day. The problem so bad, Parliament’s debated moving out of the city entirely.

	At least the daily dumping of lime into the sewer heads has gone some way to depressing the awful stench. But not near enough, the city swimming in its own refuse. A perfect encapsulation of Britain as a whole to Inez; as if the whole of the city demands she and Helena accelerate their plans to leave. They’ve almost enough money squared away. Inez would miss the rest of the Portuguese community in the city, and being able to move through the larger city mostly unmolested even with her skin so darkly brown – easier in London’s streets filled with many nationalities, more difficult in the less cosmopolitan smaller townships surrounding London – but it’s long past time to be out of the city with its too many dead. The streets all but choked with them after hundreds of years of epidemics and royal and Parliamentary policies that have done little to stem the deaths of the city’s poor. Inez needs room to breathe without them swarming her, seeking her light like moths to open flame.

	She hangs her head as she reaches the top of the stairs and berates herself for being so maudlin. Hasn’t she cleared good money again tonight? Another matter of weeks this richly patronized, and she and Helena can finally go to greener pastures.

	As she opens the door, Helena looks up – the white French woman’s face lifting from the folio she reads by candlelight to augment the last of the setting sun’s light. Even that weak glow threatening to reveal every curve of her body under the cotton chemise that’s all she’s wearing. Helena closes the book and sets it aside on the table beside her as Inez crosses the threshold and closes the door behind her. Their one-room apartment at the top of the narrow building full with what little they own.

	“The spirits acting up again?” asks Helena.

	“No more than usual. Clients were the problem again tonight,” says Inez as she removes her muck-caked boots and throws them in a corner.

	“Oh no, not the clients,” says Helena, pulling a mock pout as she crosses her legs demurely and leans to one side of the chair to raise her ass to the side, the curve of it visible under the swell of the cotton. “There must be something we can do to make your day better?”

	“I just walked in the door…” says Inez, smiling as she removes her outerwear in quick stages. She lays the individual layers of her clothes down atop whatever’s handy – the other chair, the edge of their shared dresser, the base of the bed – until she too is down to her chemise as she comes to stand before Helena. Her thick erection tenting the flowing garment. The bulge of it nearly in Helena’s face.

	“Well, I don’t suppose it matters to you how my day went?” says Helena, rubbing an appreciative hand along that girthy swell through the fabric. Inez leaning into the attention. “Just work, work, work – a whole parcel of ghosts where they ought not be down in the tanneries. Took forever to get rid of them. And, oh, the stench of the tanning pits… So I think I deserve a treat,” Helena adds as she pulls up Inez’s chemise to free her throbbing cock as it beats heavy on the air. 

	Inez’s cock not particularly long, but thick enough to more than fill Inez’s hand and make it hard for her to wrap her fingers round it; enough that Helena stretches her mouth wide to accommodate it as she slips the glans past her lips. Inez closes her eyes and puts her head back, relaxing as Helena sputters slightly around the head of her cock. She shoves a touch forward, Helena moving in tandem to take more of her shaft.

	Helena strokes a hand up and down along Inez’s length to match the motion of her mouth, Helena’s cock growing quickly slick with her lover’s spit, while Inez takes off her chemise. Where her cock is large, her breasts are small, easily cupped in the hand, her nipples taut as Helena sucks further down, gagging on as much of Inez’s length as she can take with every stroke. Until she’s far down enough she can use her tongue to play too with Inez’s balls.

	Inez closes her eyes and lets Helena play with her, easing back when Helena gags too hard. Inez’s hands going to her breasts, kneading the sensitive flesh. Holding back her climax, until she opens her eyes as Helena pulls back, Inez’s dick sliding wet off her tongue and her lips. Helena panting for breath as she rises, walks backward toward the bed, and beckons Inez over as she lays herself down atop its length. Inez helping Helena slip out of her own chemise as Inez settles down atop Helena. Helena’s tongue slips into Inez’s mouth as they kiss, while Inez uses one hand to steady her cock against Helena’s already wet slit, and guides herself in. Helena gasping into Inez’s mouth as the taller woman enters her inch by slowly buried inch. The two of them taking their time, finding their rhythm as one of Inez’s hands goes to her clit to rub there, the other going to Inez’s smooth, tight ass to guide her lover deeper.

	The bed creaks under them as Inez buries herself deeper in Helena, halting the kiss to press her forehead to her lover’s shoulder and breathe in the honeysuckle scent of her skin, the perfume there thick to counteract the smell of the city. Inez drinks it in as Helena moans, heading ever closer to climax, Inez’s strong hands gripping the bedsheets to give herself purchase as she thrusts. The outside world disappearing, only the feel of Helena’s skin against her hips, her belly, her breasts, and under her mouth as she moves her lips along Helena’s clavicle, to her neck, and kisses up against her jawline, finally moving to cover Helena’s mouth with her own again. Helena gasping into her mouth now, and Inez grunting as their breath mingles, her cock so thick with pulsing blood she can barely think. Helena comes first, Inez a moment later, ejaculate mingling, spilling slick along thighs and down along Helenas’s ass as they keep moving together, not wanting the moment to be over. 

	Eyes locked together, Helena smiles against Inez’s lips as they keep fucking gently, Inez still spurting occasionally into her lover, their rhythm winding down as Inez’s cock flags. The both of them needing to rest before they begin the next bout.

	 

	* * *
 

	The next morning is mercifully free of clients. For Inez at least. Helena has an exorcism booked – an American girl barely out of her teens, newly arrived in country after being smuggled up into the Province of Canada through the Underground Railroad. The few members of her family who’d escaped America having made the journey together across the Atlantic. Only for their youngest to be possessed by something, possibly picked up on the boat, maybe on arrival – it wasn’t entirely clear. Fear of recapture opening a spiritual door that had led to more than one possession
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