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Bakke carried his mistress through the summer night’s sky with fluid ease. Midnight threw back her head and laughed, face luminous with the pure joy of anticipation. They had waited so very long for this time to arrive and had just one more day to mark. 

Her nipples puckered at the mere thought of it. She allowed her fingers to graze against them through the sheerest layer of white chiffon. It would be so easy to slide her fingers between her thighs and stroke herself into delight, but an orgasm now would weaken her magic, and her sisters would be furious with her. 

With a soft sigh of frustration, she flung her arms wide and allowed the movement of the warm air to caress her form. The silver-shot fabric of her diaphanous slip fluttered across her body, dipping and swirling with the slow even beat of the bat’s wings. Raven curls tumbled in a flurry around her pale face. 

Half a dozen smaller bats flitted overhead, accompanying their witch on her quest.

“Look, my darlings. See how my moon casts its silver trail on the water below us to guide our way? It won’t be long now, we’re almost there.”

Bakke swooped low over the clumps of bulrushes bordering the edge of the waterway and headed into the depths of the forest. His sinuous flight path through the maze of broad tree trunks tilted upwards to match the rise of the ground beneath them. They flew in darkness until the trees thinned to allow a glimmer of silvery moonlight, then they burst once more into open space. Midnight, Bakke and the bat familiars circled higher until they hovered above the tor that protruded with phallic insolence from the clearing in the surrounding forest.

Twilight, the oldest of the triplets, had already arrived. She sat at the summit of the tor, her ravens perched atop the circle of stones that surrounded her. The youngest of the sisters, Dawn, wouldn’t arrive for several more hours. 

Midnight did not yet wish to meet with her elder sister. Without need for instruction, Bakke fluttered down to the base of the tor. Midnight alighted from her hovering mount with effortless grace. 

Leaving her, the bat familiars fanned up and spread out to hang in the tops of the trees surrounding the clearing. Bakke, in part because of his enormous size, stayed closer to his mistress. Suspended upside down from a sturdy branch, he wrapped his long leather wings around his body and closed his eyes. He resembled a gigantic black cocoon, and if it weren’t for the constant swivelling of his ears and twitching of his nose he looked to be fast asleep. Nothing could approach without the bats knowing well in advance.

Midnight stretched out on the cool grass, shut her black eyes, and settled in for the wait. All around her, nature sang its evening chorus. Tree frogs trilled and chittered, announcing their presence to each other. In a lower register, male crickets chirped, doing their best to attract a mate. She smiled to herself, empathising with their sexual desires. Every now and then, from somewhere deep in the forest, the chant was punctuated by the hoot of an owl or the cry of a lone bird.

Listening deeper within her mind, Midnight could hear the flutter of fairies’ wings and the silver-bell tinkle of their laughter as they stirred from sleep in their flowers. Somewhere, up the tor, the pixies muttered about the ravens taking over the stones. Midnight’s lips curled in amusement—the wicked little tricksters deserved to be annoyed from time to time. 

One by one the different voices, grunts, cries, giggles and sighs of the inhabitants of the realm filled her mind. For Midnight, clairaudience was the simplest form of magic. She had mastered it many centuries ago when an infant and it took almost none of her energy. Inside her mind, she could hear vocalisations well beyond the range of normal hearing. Few secrets were withheld from the witch of the night.

From where she lay there was much to be heard. Strong magic disrupted the elements. Not a single creature in the realm would sleep easy, if at all, in the coming days. Not only was the following evening Litha, the night of midsummer, but the event coincided with the Rose Moon, the moon’s closest approach to the planet in many decades. 

This would be a rare night. A night where the thick veil that kept the realms apart thinned to a mere wisp of fog. While the powers shifted, she and her sisters would pass through the veil to collect their due. Her hand drifted over the curve of her belly and down, towards the source of her power. It had been many years since she’d felt another’s touch there. She awaited the pleasures to come with intense anticipation.

“Sister.”

Midnight heard the disapproval in Twilight’s husky voice. She lifted her eyelids and found herself staring into the mesmerising depths of her sister’s forest-green eyes. Not only was she the oldest of the triplets, Twilight was the most alluring. Soft curls of rich auburn hair tumbled over her shoulders to fall just short of the full mounds of her breasts. The sheer fabric of her green gown clung to her voluptuous figure, revealing dark nipples and the tangled red thatch of her pubic hair.

By virtue of her birthright, Twilight was the rightful leader of their Ternion, their trio of witches, but it was not a mantle she wore with any natural skill. Midnight was the natural head of the threesome and regretted not being the first-born. She found it a constant challenge to not take over from her sweet, gentle, but tentative sister.

Pushing her feelings aside, Midnight rose to her feet to greet her leader. 

“Hello, body to my spirit, life to my death.” She raised herself onto the tips of her toes to embrace Twilight, kissing her on both cheeks. “You are radiant as the sunset.”

Colour rose in Twilight’s cheeks and she returned the greeting.

“Hello, spirit to my body, death to my life.” She kissed Midnight’s cheeks. “You are breath-taking as the full moon glittering on a calm pond.”

Midnight glanced at the treetops. “I see that, once again, your ravens have succeeded in silencing my familiars.” 

Twilight waved her hand upwards to where the ravens hung suspended upside down next to the bats, their fearsome beaks pointed with menace into the bats’ faces. With a soft flutter the ravens dropped away to find their own strategic roosts.

“It was Hraban’s idea of a bit of fun.” She indicated the immense raven perched next to Bakke’s clawed feet. “She likes to catch Bakke off-guard.”

The bird stretched her wings and cackled in response to her witch’s attention. Bakke swivelled his head away from Midnight’s gaze.

“Without any help from yourself, I’m sure.”

Twilight’s eyes twinkled and she grinned at her sister. “Perhaps just a little illusion cast to change your darling’s perception.”

Before Midnight could berate her sister for wasting precious magic, Bakke blasted Hraban with a staccato series of clicks so loud the bird was left with her feathers fluffed and dishevelled. Midnight’s annoyance melted away and the pair of witches collapsed into giggles while the prime familiars traded insults and batted at each other with their wings.

As the show of strength between the familiars abated, Midnight once again lay down on the grass. Twilight stretched out beside her. They stared up at the almost full moon in companionable silence, long enough for the silvery orb to start its slow descent towards the horizon.

It was Twilight who breached the silence with a soft whisper. “She’ll be here soon.”

“Yes. Despite their stealth, I can hear the wolves.” Midnight suppressed a shudder. “I’ll never understand why she chose wolves for her familiars, they’re so...so...earthbound.”

“But she didn’t choose them. They came to her, remember? As if they could sense the darkness within her, even when she was an infant.”

Midnight didn’t dare say it aloud, but she was certain the Kismets had deliberately mixed up which of the triplets got which powers and personalities. In her mind it certainly explained why their Ternion was in a permanent state of tension, teetering on the edge of chaos and catastrophe. 

The ravens and bats stirred in the trees, then took to the sky in unison. Bakke and Hraban swooped down to lift their mistresses into the air, achieving their task mere moments before the wolves burst into the clearing. The golden vision that was their youngest sister, Dawn, sat astride the massive Fenra, her fingers buried deep in the she-wolf’s thick neck fur. 

The wolves slowed their run to a walk. Dawn flicked strands of blonde hair from her face and loosed a blood-curdling howl. Her pack of familiars joined her until the very air pulsed with the noise. When their howl ceased with shocking abruptness, the silence within the clearing felt like thunder.

Midnight and Twilight hung above Dawn long enough for her to dismount and for her pack to melt away into the forest. Only Fenra stayed with her mistress. The wolf scratched at the earth, circled several times then collapsed with a grunt, her enormous head resting on her front paws. 

Despite their differences, Bakke and Hraban shared a mutual distrust of the prime wolf and kept their distance when they flew down so their riders could dismount.

“Hello, body to my mind, life to my rebirth.” Dawn strode towards Twilight, her golden gown shimmering.

“Hello, mind to my body, rebirth to my life,” the leader of the Ternion intoned in reply.

Dawn turned to Midnight with a dazzling smile. “Hello, soul to my mind, death to my rebirth.”

“Hello, mind to my soul, rebirth to my death.” Midnight grasped her younger sister’s offered hand and pulled her into an embrace. “I’d forgotten how the sight of you was enough to cause the memory of the most glorious sunrise to fade into oblivion.”

“And you, my darling sister, eclipse the moon by your very existence.”

Dawn turned her topaz eyes to her eldest sister and Twilight flinched. Midnight kept her arm around the youngest triplet to hold her close as the final formal exchanges were made.
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