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- Didn’t you hear something? asked Lassogirl to her two partners. 

Divine, who was absorbed in her series about the occult sciences, didn’t even lift her head.

- No, why? said Tam’girl, lifting dumbbells above her head. 

Ever since a child - whom she had saved from a fire with the help of her living Tamagotchi - had told her she was a bit fat, she had decided to start working out. A drastic program. With daily and intense running and weight-training sessions. In a week, she had lost two kilos and hoped to lose just as much in the next four days, right before Christmas. 

- I think someone knocked, clarified Lassogirl, pricking up her ears. She had just ordered a new pair of boots online, and it seemed highly unlikely that they would already have been delivered. Unless, like their hairdresser Charlie, the delivery man had a superpower. 

- What an idea to knock on our door, said Tam’girl, lifting her dumbbells again. 

She was right. The Super Filles’ HQ was a cutting-edge building. Shaped like a capital F, it rose above the surrounding houses and could transform into a rocket for space missions. It contained a combat room, another for press conferences, and a super-olympic swimming pool (150 meters long). A path shaped like a capital S led to it, which folded back to the entrance if one stomped on it three times. After that, all you had to do was ring the doorbell.

- It knocked again! shouted Lassogirl. 

- I didn’t hear anything, grumbled Tam’girl. 

- Oh, girls! complained Divine. Could you keep it down? I can’t follow my series anymore. 

- Your series is lame, snapped Tam’girl. 

Divine glared at her:

- It’s better than your cooking show where they spend hours cutting vegetables. 

- Cutting vegetables is beautiful, much more beautiful than people moving furniture around, right Lassogirl? 

Without giving her opinion, the dark-haired superheroine left the room. Tam’girl shrugged and looked at the liquid crystal screen hanging around her neck. Julian, her Tamagotchi, was doing sit-ups. A drop of sweat rolled down his tense face as his energy bar decreased. She gave him some water and began another set.

When she reached the entrance, Lassogirl froze. Placing her hands on the handles of her skipping ropes, she bent her knees, ready to leap and attack. Three small knocks sounded on the door, just like the ones she had heard in the living room. “If that’s you, Arnold Baltimore,” she found herself saying, “knock once.” It was stupid to ask that question. She knew perfectly well that if it was their worst enemy on the other side, he wouldn’t answer. Besides, he wasn’t the kind to launch attacks through ordinary means. Through an underground tunnel, maybe. But the front door… 

Three knocks again.

She opened the door, lashing the air with her skipping rope.

Her eyes widened when she realized who was standing on the doorstep:

- Uh… Are you sure you’re not mistaken? she stammered, scratching her temple. 
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Tam’girl and Divine also made a strange face at the sight of the animal accompanying Lassogirl.

- Just in case, she asked, neither of you happened to order a reindeer online, did you? 

They both shook their heads in unison, horrified.

The animal was massive, with sleek black fur. Its antlers rose high above its head like a natural crown. It looked exhausted.

- I tried to keep it from coming in, said Lassogirl, but it forced its way through. 

The magician and the “tamer” approached the beast.

- It’s been hit, noticed Tam’girl after a careful examination. 

- That’s funny, said Divine. There are two letters marked on one of its hooves: PN. 

The animal stirred.

- PN for what? asked Lassogirl. 

- Père Noël! cried Divine, proud to be the first to answer. 

In addition to her passion for series about parallel worlds, she also loved game shows. Whenever the host asked a question, she tried to answer before anyone else, as if her life depended on it. That’s why Tam’girl and Lassogirl planned to buy her a buzzer for her birthday.

The reindeer began to strike the ground with its hoof and whimper. That was it!

- He’s trying to tell us something, murmured Lassogirl. 

Agreeing, Tam’girl called out to her Tamagotchi.

Julian’s round, cheerful face appeared in the room. He gently rolled toward the reindeer, who didn’t seem bothered by it.

The Tamagotchi whispered something into the reindeer’s ear, and the reindeer whispered back.

- They’ve barely met, and they’re already keeping secrets from us! grumbled Lassogirl, pouting. 

- That’s really quite rude, agreed Divine. 

- Shh! hissed Tam’girl, irritated. She knew her Tamagotchi needed absolute calm to understand what the reindeer was saying. Although he mastered more than fifty animal languages - including meerutian and slugish - he wasn’t infallible and could easily misinterpret certain words if the conditions weren’t perfect. 

Julian came to report. First his right eye turned into a cross, then his mouth became square, then triangular, then shrank into a thin wavy line… “Yes, I see, I see,” noted the red-haired superheroine, nodding her head.

- Well? asked the other two, eager to know. 

Ignoring them, Tam’girl sent Julian back into his nest. She washed him (let’s not forget he had been working out!), brushed him, and gave him some pie.

- Were you saying something to me? she asked in a small voice. 

If the situation hadn’t been so serious, the blonde and the brunette would have stormed out on the spot to go about their business.

- Ha! ha! I’m kidding. You should see your faces 

Both superheroines stuck their tongues out at her at the same time.

- Okay, fine, girls, I’ll explain… 

The reindeer’s name was Ingmar. He was the one who led Santa Claus’s sleigh. He had come to the Super Filles to ask for their help. Indeed, while his master and the elves were busy preparing for December 25th, a wicked being and his army of barbarian robots had attacked them.

- Arnold Baltimore! growled Lassogirl and Divine in unison, clenching their fists. 

Tam’girl nodded, then continued her explanation.

Taken by surprise, they couldn’t defend themselves (for even though the elves were once warriors, they had long since given up their weapons). Ingmar had taken advantage of a quarrel between two barbarian robots to make his escape. One of them noticed and shot arrows at him. Three grazed him, but he still managed to make it here.

- If Arnold Baltimore is holding Santa Claus prisoner, that’s serious - very serious, said Divine darkly. 

- Super serious, added Lassogirl. 

- God knows what that twisted mind of his is planning, said Tam’girl. If we don’t want this Christmas to turn into an abomination, we have to act - and right now! 

The other two superheroines nodded in agreement.

- Ingmar, can you take us to your… 

Lassogirl fell silent as she turned toward the animal. Too exhausted, he had lain down and was fast asleep.
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Ingmar woke up the next morning. The Super Filles had placed branches at his feet so he could regain his strength. After devouring them, he went looking for the superheroines. They were training in a spacious steel-walled room: Lassogirl was smashing moving targets with her skipping rope while riding Julian, Tam’girl was dodging obstacles that sprang from the ground at the last second, and Divine was fighting a robotic dragon.

At the sight of the reindeer, they stopped their training.

- Ingmar, do you feel ready now? 

The animal exhaled twice through his nostrils.

Julian translated for Tam’girl, who relayed it to her two teammates.

Yes, he was ready to take them to Santa Claus’s factory. However, for takeoff, he could not carry more than two Super Filles on his back.

- That’s not a problem, said Lassogirl firmly. 

They put on their white, fur-lined commando suits and joined Ingmar in the garden. Tam’girl and Divine climbed onto his back while Lassogirl positioned herself about twenty meters ahead. The sky was overcast. Puffy gray clouds jostled lazily, changing shape and darkening. It was about to snow.

Ingmar checked that his passengers were securely fastened to his fur, then began to gallop. Two leaps, and he was airborne. Running in the reindeer’s shadow as it grew smaller, Lassogirl hurled one end of her skipping rope toward him. It wrapped around one of his hooves. In turn, the superheroine lifted off the ground. She climbed up the rope and sat beside Divine and Tam’girl, who were amazed.

- Piece of cake! she said with a wink. 

As Ingmar entered a dark cloud, the Super Filles lost sight of one another. A freezing chill swept over them. « Still there, girls? » asked Tam’girl, breaking the tense silence that had fallen. « Yes! » shouted Lassogirl. Since tense silences didn’t bother her, Divine didn’t even bother to answer. 

Ingmar climbed higher. Suddenly, a deep rumbling tore through their ears. The monstrous silhouette of an airplane cockpit broke through the cloud cover and charged straight at them. To avoid it, the reindeer tilted sideways, throwing the Super Filles off balance. Lassogirl and Divine grabbed onto his antlers, but Tam’girl fell into the void. Galloping across the plane’s fuselage, Ingmar spun sharply and dove. In his sights was Tam’girl, whose limbs could barely be seen anymore. « Hurry! Hurry! » screamed the magician and the agile one. Snorting, the reindeer sped up. His eyes widened when, just as he was about to catch her, he saw a huge face smiling at him. Holding in her fists two ends of her air-inflated Tamagotchi, Tam’girl bobbed her head happily: 

- I’d never used Julian as a parachute before. It’s awesome! 

The others were so relieved she was safe that none of them scolded her for her cheerfulness.

The rest of the trip was calmer, though far from ordinary. After passing the barrier of clouds, they flew through the open sky. Up there, the sun was dazzling, almost within reach. Lassogirl regretted not bringing her camera. An albatross with enormous wings flew up to meet them. The reindeer and the bird, who seemed to know each other, weaved and crossed paths several times as if performing a dance. Then the bird dove toward a cloud shaped like a scallop shell. Ingmar followed. “Where are we going now?” whispered Lassogirl, who was far from done being surprised. Julian repeated the question to Ingmar but got no reply. They passed through the cloud quickly, revealing the deep, glittering blue of the ocean. “Magnificent!” exclaimed the Super Filles in unison. Below, the albatross vanished into the sea. The foam from its dive stirred, and a mound of water rose. A gigantic pale whale surfaced. Its mouth opened. Before the Super Filles could react, Ingmar flew straight inside.

- Don’t worry, he assured them, everything’s normal. 

- Well, said Tam’girl thoughtfully, this route isn’t exactly simple. I wonder how Arnold Baltimore managed to reach Santa Claus. 

- Oh, grumbled Lassogirl, his mind is so twisted it’s no surprise. 

That remark annoyed Divine, whose face darkened.

Pff, I could’ve found the way too, she muttered, and my mind isn’t twisted. 

The whale’s mouth closed, and it plunged beneath the waves.

An hour later, it resurfaced in the middle of a small stretch of dark water surrounded by ice. Carrying the Super Filles, Ingmar headed toward a narrow passage between two ice blocks
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