





Esther Galil sat beside her best friend's hospital bed, hands covering her mouth in anxiety. Esther could visit her all she wanted. Because there was fucking nothing the hospital could do. Just wait, hope, pray. Esther hated it. If she wanted to wait, hope, or pray, she would've found some bones of an ancient saint and waved them around Alicia's head.



Alicia Fersen, Esther's best friend, had been in a car accident with a drunk driver. As life has a cruel fucking sense of irony, the drunk wasn't even scratched, but Alicia? The doctors didn't know if she'd ever wake up. It tore Esther's heart to pieces. They'd been thick as thieves since they met as freshmen in college. When their other college friends drifted away from Baltimore one by one, they'd both stayed to pursue their respective careers - Alicia working on her doctorate and as an intern for a major biotech company, and Esther as lead vocalist in a hard rock band called Dawne The Anchoress. Esther's bachelor's degree in musical theory didn't really help her choice of career as much, but fuck it. Learn what you love. Even if what you love puts you 30k in debt and leaves you with a job that you adore but barely pays the bills.



Esther was a tall, well-built and fit woman who had short, shoulder-length black hair she kept pulled back to drape down the back of her neck, and rich, caramel colored skin, a product of her Maghrebi heritage. Her nose was tall, prominent, and arched, but it was pretty cute, and went well with her sharp features. Alicia, on the other hand, was more wispy; not thin, but not nearly as strong and athletic as Esther. She was pale and blonde haired, with a long but well-rounded face and a straight-ridged nose. She normally wore her hair is a loose ponytail that let a little hair fall across one side of her face, but she'd regressed to a permanent case of untied bedhead since being moved to the hospital.



Esther had come to the hospital almost every day since Alicia's accident. She'd stayed by her side when she was out of the emergency room, stayed by her side with Alicia's parents, stayed after they left after using all their sick days to jump across half the country... sometimes it felt like it was all she did. Sometimes it felt like it was all she could do. Esther steepled her hands and stared intensely at Alicia, her face almost serene in the state of unconsciousness she had lingered in for the past two weeks.



Esther's phone buzzed. An alarm she set reminding herself to get going to practice with the band. Esther sighed. Practice was better than sitting beside Alicia worrying herself to death. All she had to do was concentrate, get her head right. Maybe it would take her mind off of things for a few hours...





"Fuck, I'm sorry." Esther sighed and put her face in her hands.



Ana Jacobson was the band's drummer. "This is the fourth time you've fucked up on that verse." Ana snarled. She always did have a short temper. "Fucking concentrate! Get your head in the game!"



"How the
 fuck
 am I supposed to concentrate when Alicia's in the fucking hospital?" Esther snapped. She took a step towards Ana with murder in her eyes.



Ever the peacemaker, Tyler put his guitar down and stepped in before things got messy, putting his hands on Esther's shoulders to gently but firmly restrain her from tearing their drummer's head off. "Hey! Hey, hey, hey." He knew how close Alicia and Esther were. He knew the crash had taken its toll on Esther. "No one said you had to concentrate." he said softly. "You're out of it. Go home, Esther. We'll catch you next practice."



"Fucking ridiculous." Anna muttered as Esther stormed off. She didn't mean it. Esther was her friend. But the band was Anna's dream, and she hated the anxiety of week to week of scrambling for last minute gigs and fill-ins. She wanted them to make it. And making it meant being serious about the band. Esther had to woman up, or else they'd all be doomed to be playing gigs in dive bars for virtually minimum wage for the rest of their careers.



Esther was in no mood to think about the band. She drove home to her apartment block in a mixture of blind rage and despair. Esther slammed her door closed, not caring who else in the apartment building heard. They could go fuck themselves for all she cared.



It had been weeks, two goddamn weeks, since Alicia was hit by that drunk driver. And every day didn't make it easier. It made it harder, as the question pounded at Esther's head harder and harder - was she going to make it? Was she going to lay there in a coma for the rest of her life? Would she pass in her sleep? Would they pull the plug if she wasn't going to wake up? Wasn't there
 anything
 the doctors could do? She'd asked the same questions time and time again, to the hospital staff, to her other friends, to the gaping chasm of the internet. And the answer was always the same - 'We don't know'. Esther hated it. Every day was like she lost her best friend again, and then had to deal with the prospect of losing her afterwards. It was an endless cycle of torment, of anxiety, fear, rage, and despair.



She cried. Tears of rage, of anger, but also of fear and heartache. It wasn't fair. None of it was fair. When she heard a knock on her door, she did her best to swallow those tears, wiping her face off hastily and shouting through gritted teeth, "Just a minute!" She was debating whether to endure her new visitor or blow up on them when she opened the door to find her neighbor, little Mrs. Kirimal, standing before her.



Mrs. Kirimal wasted no time. "I know a way to cure your friend." she said without haste or delay.



If glares could kill, Mrs. Kirimal would have been slaughtered, dressed, and roasted. "Don't joke about that." Esther said coldly. She'd never liked Mrs. Kirimal, in a harmless, 'she's just a weird old lady' kind of way. She didn't dislike her either. She was just uninteresting to Esther, just a neighbor she said hi to every now and again. But that was way too fucking far.



In a neutral tone, betraying neither offense nor defensiveness, Mrs. Kirimal said evenly, "I'm not joking."



Esther normally was not short or emotional. But she lost her temper at that. "What? What the hell could you do that the best fucking doctors in the state can't? What the hell can you do that her parents and her nurses and all the best fucking equipment around can't? What? What the fuck can you do?" She was beyond caring that she'd just snapped at a kind little old woman for trying to help. Tears tugged at her eyes and an interminable despair filled her soul. She didn't want to snap at her. But it was the only thing she could do anymore.



"I can't do it. But you..." Mrs. Kirimal pointed at Esther. "... and the spirits can wake her." She took a book from her purse and proffered it to Esther.



Her 'magic'. She had forgotten what an eccentric Mrs. Kirimal was. A genuinely gullible believer in witchcraft and wizardry. Esther had outgrown that superstitious shit long ago. 'Long ago' as in back when she was still a teen shopping at Hot Topic. She had no patience for that bull in the face of her friend who might never wake up, and scoffed. "Don't play games about that shit. It doesn't work. If it did, everyone would be using it."



"Everyone doesn't use it because it is a very dangerous secret to even just know!" Mrs. Kirimal reprimanded.



"Why? Why are you suggesting this, then? If it's so dangerous, shouldn't you keep it to yourself?" Her words were acrid, bitter in tone. But Esther didn't care. She couldn't bring herself to care.



"Because I can hear and see your pain, dear." she said, pitying look in her eyes. "Because I used to see you come back with a smile on your face and a spring in your step. Because you used to talk to people in the apartment bloc instead of ignoring them as you walked by. Because you seemed happy, and now you aren't." She paused for a moment. "Because I can hear you crying every night through the walls. Because I see the slump in your shoulders like the burden of her life lays upon you. Because I smell the hard liquor on you almost every day. You are suffering, child."



It... was all too true. Esther couldn't meet her eyes. She crossed her arms, but her face was twisted in embarrassment, shame, and sorrow, not anger. She stayed quiet for a long time. Eventually, she said, with soft skepticism and muted pain, "Let's say I believed you. Let's say I've really gone that fucking crazy. What then? What would I have to do? Wave a magic wand? Cover myself in goat blood?"



"It would require... the sacrifice of a virgin."



Wow. What luck. And here Esther thought still being a virgin at 24 was a curse, not a perk. Still, she said, "I'm not killing myself over something that might not even work."



"No, not kill. The virgin would not take her own life. The spirits would take her body." Mrs. Kirimal said. "But be warned - giving a demon a body is not something to be taken lightly!"



"That sounds the same as killing myself."



"It's not. Child, you want to live. I can see it in your eyes. But you are killing yourself
 now
 ." The older lady shook her head and regarded Esther with not-unsympathetic pity. "If your body is the price you must pay for your life, and that of your friend's? Then... as they say in my home country, 'The cost is always right to the buyer.'"



"I..." Esther's shoulders sagged and the last of her anger faded. "I appreciate that you want to help, Mrs. Kirimal. But I don't think what you're talking about is gonna work." Esther believed that Mrs. Kirimal believed. She just didn't believe in what she believed in.



Mrs. Kirimal pushed the little book into Esther's hands insistently. "Please, at least take the book. In case you change your mind."









The clock blinked 5:11 AM. Esther stared long and hard at the book. It was bound in black, featureless and plain. No pentagrams, no ominous lettering. Just an ordinary-looking book with a dog-eared page.



Fuck it, Esther finally said to herself. She couldn't watch Alicia waste away like that. She had to take the chance, no matter how crazy it was. If it didn't work, what did she stand to lose? A little dignity and time? It was worth a shot. She cracked open the book and began to read the necessary ritual for a virgin sacrifice in exchange for a wish. It seemed simple enough. And the materials weren't anything special either. She could go down to any all-night department store and get what she needed. She hoped modernity would mesh with the magic she was messing with. It would be a shame if she drove off, half-sober, to pick up a bag of salt too-early-in-the-morning only to find out that it had to be hand-mined salt, or whatever it was they did back when magic as still something people believed in.



By the time she had all the materials she needed and set up the arcane geometries and fetishes in her cramped apartment, the sun had begun to peek through her blinds with the distinctive orange glow of an early summer's morning.



Esther lit the last of the candles and looked down at the book to read the last instructions. She had to recite some chant in ancient Sumerian, with pronunciation notes scribbled in what was probably Mrs. Kirimal's handwriting in the margins. After a few practiced mutterings, she cleared her throat and uttered the syllables in a strong, clear, and uninterrupted voice.



It was crazy.



What was crazier was that it worked. The blood drained from Esther's face as a being of shadow and fire rose from the circle, arms outstretched, the smell of smoke and charcoal billowing throughout her room. The summoned being was clearly feminine, though shrouded in darkness from head to toe, without a glimmer of detail revealed beyond the smooth silhouette of her horned figure save for two featureless glowing eyes that regarded Esther with amusement and interest. "I am Mina, Whore Of A Thousand Crowns, Concubine Of Empresses, Corrupter Of Convents, Stealer Of Souls." Her voice was surprisingly human as she spoke, no visible mouth moving as her voice, light and mocking, echoed throughout the room. "You have summoned me, little lamb. Are you ready to make the sacrifice?"



Esther took a deep breath and said, "Not before I demand my terms!"



"Name them, my little toy." A pitch-black tongue lolled out of where the being's mouth should have been as she dipped sensually close to her prey, wet, warm tongue tracing up Esther's neck and stopping just at her jaw. Esther should have been angry, or shocked, or
 something
 , but all she felt was... unbearably weak and pliant. Her mouth dropped open a little as she panted. She could almost
 feel
 the demon's delight at her little display of weakness. "Or is it that all you want is to
 be
 my little toy?"



That was all she wanted. All she wanted in that moment. It was like the demon's tongue had washed her mind clean of any other desire on than to be on her back, at the complete mercy of whatever sexual depravities she desired. What hellish pleasures she would sacrifice her soul for seemed completely worth the cost as thoughts of the demoness' tongue
 invading
 her most sanctified regions, forked tongue flicking up and down and twisting with all the dexterity of a pianist's fingers, making her moan and cry and
 scream
 ...



With no small mental effort, Esther summoned her resolve and nudged herself away from the demoness. "My friend is... is... she's not well." Esther took a deep breath and closed her eyes. Come what would after, she
 had
 to do at least this much right. Had to save Alicia. "She was in a terrible accident. And... no one knows if she'll ever wake up." She looked up at the demoness who called herself Mina with determination in her eyes and stubborn anger in her voice. "I don't want any of your double-dealing 'technically' completed bullshit! This isn't a court of law!" she snapped, "I want her better. I want her awake and healthy and whole and with none of your sick games or lingering injuries from the accident... and... I'll give you my body for that." Esther's voice softened with fear and shame as she looked away and cradled her arm. "Freely. Of my own volition. That's my price."



"Is that all?" The figure laughed, low and sultry. Esther wasn't prepared for that laugh. It ripped through her feeble mind like a hot knife through butter. She had no defense against it, no chance. If the demon had seized on her opportunity, Esther's empty little head would've given her anything she wanted. Would have sacrificed herself a thousand times over just to hear that sadistic laugh echo in her ears as she was fingered to orgasm again and again and again...



But that wasn't the nature of the demon, or the deal. The spirit just waited patiently for Esther to make her request final, eyes fixed on her summoner and prey. Esther recovered from her rattled psyche and steeled herself. She did this for a reason. And she would not be fooled, frightened, or tempted out of it. "Yes. That's all." Esther fought to keep her voice even and free of fear.



"To waste the one thing you can never recover on a single woman's life..." The figure brushed her hand against Esther's cheek. At first she tried to shy away from it, but the moment that clawed silhouette touched her face, with a sweet, low burn, she was like a moth to a flame, helpless to stop herself from nearing her doom. It was so sensual to feel the fires of hell caress her skin at Mina's fingertips, brush down her face, touch ever-so-lightly against her lips... "Sweet, but stupid. But I like my snacks to be sweet."



Mina shed the darkness of her fiendish silhouette like ash falling from her body. She had pale skin, so pale it was nearly bluish in the light, like she had no blood in her body. She wore a form-fitting, but almost chitinous outfit highlighted in deep, rich reds and outlined in the smoothest sable. She coiled around Esther's smooth, dark body and took in a deep breath of her scent by her neck. Two horns, grey-blue in color, poked out from her forehead, just in front of her glossy black hair, which was pulled back into a ponytail. "It's been so long since I've had a body to play with." she purred. Mina lifted Esther's arm and squeezed her firm bicep. "Hmph. This is it? I suppose it'll have to do."



"Our deal!" Esther hissed.



"Already completed." she said without even looking at Esther's face, as if it were a minor detail in comparison to her new host's toned body. Esther wasted no time, ripping her arm away from her benefactor, and dashed out the door without even grabbing her jacket. "Wait up!"



Esther slammed her keys into the ignition of her car, completely oblivious to the fact that her new demonic possessor had beat her to the car and was lounging in the passenger seat with all the arrogance of a spoiled cat. "Are you always this impatient?" the demoness asked.



Eyes focused entirely on the road and not her unwelcome passenger, Esther said, "Do you really think you can follow me into the hospital looking like
 that
 ?" Fashion was always changing, but a fucking Halloween costume would probably still raise concerns.



"You're the only one who can see me, hear me, feel me." The demoness brushed a hand against her cheek far more sensually than was appropriate. "So, yes. I think I can follow you just about anywhere looking like this. Or if you prefer... I always did like dressing up." Esther's eyes darted over to her passenger, now in a ridiculously skimpy nurse outfit, fanged grin as wide as her face. Esther's mouth dropped open a little. "Ooh, running a red light? You're a bad girl." she purred.



Esther pulled her eyes back to the road and looked in her rear view mirror. Sure enough, she'd ran the light. She knew she'd be getting a ticket from one of those goddamn traffic cameras in her mail. "Fuck..." She had more important things to worry about, though.



She impatiently hunted down a spot to park in the hospital garage, literally ran inside, and tapped the elevator's button again and again when the elevator's door failed to close instantly. She couldn't contain her excitement when she rushed to her best friend's hospital room and saw her, eyes open, breathing mask on, and sitting partly up in the bed. "Alicia!" she cried



Alicia smiled and waved weakly. Before Esther could rush up and embrace her, one of the nurses pulled her back firmly, saying, "Miss, we're going need you to wait outside, Miss Fersen's in no state to receive visitors."



"When can I talk to her?"



"Miss, I need you to step outside, we're still examining her. We don't know when-" but Esther didn't hear any of it. All she heard was a conversation of her own imagination, and in that conversation, she was told, time and time again, that Alicia was alive, that Alicia was awake, that Alicia was alright. It was the most beautiful sound she'd ever heard.



After a few hours of anxious waiting and annoying the hospital staff with constant questions, Esther decided to get lunch at the hospital cafeteria. No more than a minute after she sat down, a very familiar figure sat on the empty chair next to her. "I told you I fulfill my promises." Mina gave her a fanged grin, and then an exasperated look when Esther didn't return it. "Oh, c'mon. I gave you what you wanted. The least you could do is smile for me. I bet you have a cute smile." Mina leaned forward on her elbows and studied her with intense interest from head to toe.



In all the excitement, the chaos, Esther had almost been able to convince herself that it was all a dream, a nightmare and a coincidence. But her personal demon was there again, horned and horny. Esther slowly put down the apple as the morning began to crash down on her like a waterfall of bricks. "What have I done...?"



"Is that rhetorical?"



Esther looked at the demoness with fear in her eyes. "... not if you're willing to answer."



"I, Mina, Whore Of A Thousand etc etc, get to enjoy your body, mind, and soul for as long as I want." She licked her lips. "I can already tell I'm going to enjoy them for a
 long
 time. Don't worry. It'll be fun for you too." Mina winked.



The blood ran from Esther's face. She didn't know where it went to. Evaporated, maybe, along with her soul. "Oh, God, am I going to hell?"



Mina rolled her eyes. "Don't tell me you believe in that bullshit." she said dryly.



"Are you kidding me?" Esther snapped, "You are a goddamn demon possessing me and you're making fun of me for
 believing you
 ?"



"No, not for believing me. Just those old men in black robes up at the pulpit." Mina leaned back in her chair and put her feet up on the table. Esther instinctively cradled her food tray away from Mina's feet. "Look, I can't tell you you're wrong, necessarily. Just that if where I'm from is hell, I can tell you honestly that there's no Lucifer and no damned souls wailing 24/7. It's
 much
 more fun than that. Come to think of it, I don't really know what happens to you mortals after you die. I've never seen any of you join us back home."



Truth be told, that made her feel a little better. Esther wasn't inclined towards theological considerations before her deal with a literal devil, but she felt that God would probably be a little more overt about damned souls rising from hell to corrupt the innocent. At least, like, a little warning tag on her collar or something. 'Do not make deals with; soul may become damned for eternity.'



Her whole (adult) life she'd spent not believing in ghosts and fairy tales and magic. Yet... if it wasn't real, it was so damn close Esther couldn't tell the difference. She briefly considered the notion she was going insane, but she didn't like that idea, so she stuffed it in the back of her mind with all the other uncomfortable possibilities she needed to hide from herself in day-to-day life in order to function as a normal human being. "So you're... some kind of... spirit?" she said cautiously. A little of the fear had gone, but not all of it. Not really even most of it. But even a little relief sparked great hope.



Mina waved her hand around in the air dismissively. "Spirit, demon, being, the name doesn't matter." Mina snatched the apple from Esther's tray before she could react, and took a bite out of it. "What matters is that I'm real."



Esther raised her eyebrows at that. "You said no one else sees you except me. Does everyone else just see a floating apple?"



"I'll show you what everyone else sees."



Esther saw herself in her mind's eye. She looked... lost in thought. Eyes dull, unfocused, staring at the table in front of her, head slightly cocked to the side, and jaw slowly crushing up the chunk of food in her mouth ripped from the apple in her hand.



Esther startled and dropped the half-eaten fruit onto the table. "You can't just use my body like that!" Esther hissed, scared out of her mind.



"Pretty sure that's the entirety of our agreement. Me using that nice, toned body of your's. Mm. I'm gonna have so much fun getting you railed by the whole town."



Shit! What had she gotten herself into? "Am I going to wake up in the middle of some stranger's bed without any fucking clue how I got there?"



"No." Esther relaxed for a moment. But only for a moment. Mina continued, "You'll remember exactly how you got there."



"I'm a prisoner in my own body..."



"You won't be a prisoner in your own body."



"Right, you just get to use it all you want."



Mina grabbed Esther's head and pulled it forward. Her lips were hot, burning, even, but all the more tempting for their heat. Her tongue, long and flexible, pushed past Esther's lips (which offered no resistance) to explore her mouth; her own tongue helpless beneath Mina's, writhing in ecstasy as Mina's tongue washed her mind clean of pesky little things like thoughts, or awareness. Esther had nothing to say, nothing she could say, as Mina broke the kiss, lips lingering a hair's breadth away from another "That's how I use it." she whispered, her warm, moist breath gentle and soothing on Esther's lips.



Esther's eyes had glazed over. "I..." It'd been so long since she'd last been kissed. She'd broke up with her last boyfriend, Antony, what... a year ago? Almost a year and a half? She'd jokingly sworn off men, but really, she just didn't feel the need to get back in the dating game anytime soon. But that kiss... that kiss woke something deep in her heart, pumping flames through every inch of her body. That kiss had a gentle, sensual passion that she couldn't remember ever feeling touch her lips before.



Esther's cell phone buzzed







>> doc sez u can come up when you get a chance







Not even a demon of lust could keep her from her friend. In a flash she was smashing the elevator's buttons with the impatience of a small child. No doctor or nurse dared stop her then. "Alicia!" Esther barreled into her best friend with a tear-filled embrace, jostling the various tubes and wires around her (but mercifully few
 in
 her since she had woke). Esther couldn't even speak for a few seconds she was so happy. "I thought I'd never see you awake again."



Alicia's voice was scratchy from disuse. "They told me I was out for two weeks." She smiled weakly and foisted herself up on her elbows. "Guess I gave everyone a huge scare, huh?"



Esther choked out a half-laugh half-sob. "That's putting it mildly. We were all terrified."



"The hospital said they'd call my parents until they got them on the phone." Alicia rasped. "I'm not gonna let them come back up here though. I know they can't afford it." Her parents lived in Florida and were far from rich. They'd come up the first week Alicia was out, as soon as they heard about the accident.



"I'm just... so happy you're awake again." Esther sniffed.



Maybe... maybe everything was going to be alright.





-----



After she was released from the hospital, for the next few weeks Alicia had been laid up in bed on the doctor's orders. It was not where she wanted to be. She was told to relax. What that meant to her was that she was supposed to be stressing out about school and work on her laptop instead of over at the campus. Esther had insisted on staying to help her readjust to getting out of the hospital, to help her around her apartment, run out for her so she didn't force herself up and down the stairs for a forgotten prescription or grocery run; anything she could do, really. She was just so damn happy to have her friend back.



Alicia's father, stubborn old goat that he was, promised not to fly up to see her after a few hours of begging, pleading, and threatening on Alicia's side. Twelve hours on the road later, her father and mother were at her doorstep. They only stayed a few days, but they were days of gratitude to the unknown fates which woke their daughter and appreciation for family. It was so pure and beautiful and cute that Esther had to get the hell out of the apartment.



She figured she'd swing back around after practice to check on her. When she did, she found Alicia's house emptied of her parents and Alicia in her nightshirt, rifling through her cabinets for a 'misplaced' (read: already eaten and forgotten) box of cookies. Esther's eyes couldn't help but trace along her smooth curves as she rummaged around on her hands and knees, turned away from her. She bit her lip, and shook her head.



"You're not supposed to be up." Esther chided.



Alicia jerked upwards unsteadily and turned around to face Esther with a smile. "I'm not supposed to be up for extended periods. Besides, I'm fine!"



"Where are your parents?"



"Taking the long road home." Alicia said, cradling a big pretzel jar back to her bed and laptop as a consolation prize. "I'm fine, really. You don't have to stick around, you know." she said through a mouthful of mini-pretzels.



"Is that a way of saying I've overstayed my welcome playing nurse's aide?" Esther laughed.



Alicia nearly choked on her pretzels. "No! That's not what I meant at all!" She shoved the pretzel jar onto her nightstand and looked at Esther with concern. "I just don't want to be a burden to you."



"Alicia..." Esther sat down next to her on the bed. "You're no burden to me. You never are. You're my best friend."



A familiar silhouette framed the doorway behind her, sliding out from behind it and leaning against the side with plainly expressed disdained in her visage. "Gag. What's next? 'I love you, girlfriend!'? Or do you like 'We're like, BFFs' more?" Esther felt the blood drain from her face as a chill shot through her body. She hadn't seen Mina since eating lunch in the hospital cafeteria. Hell, she'd even considered that maybe it was all a stress hallucination, or that she fulfilled her part of the bargain just by being a virgin or something like that.



"-ther? Hey, Esther? You alright?" Esther suddenly realized Alicia had been trying to get her attention, worry in her eyes. "You look like you've seen a ghost."



Close. Esther had nothing but an awkward, forced laugh at that. "Why don't you tell her? I'm sure she'll take it well. 'Hey babe, I gave up my body for you. You wanna give up that body for me?' Mm, look at that ass." Alicia did have an amazing ass. "C'mon. Move up from friends. Friends with benefits is way more fun. Look at her. You can see her staring at you with those deep blue eyes, that little smile tugging at the edge of her mouth... how is it that you haven't ravaged her sweet little body yet? You've got the muscle, she's got the curves. I mean, hot damn, her thighs!" Alicia didn't seem to notice Mina enthusiastically groping at her thicc thighs. The demoness hefted an old group picture of Alicia with her then-girlfriend by the nightstand. "And a bi sapphic slut like her? She hits anything that moves. It's like you're not even trying to get laid. It's like you're trying
 not
 to get laid!"



Esther wanted to say something. Tell her she was wrong, that Alicia had standards, that Mina could fuck off. But she knew if she opened her mouth she'd sound fucking insane sitting next to Alicia. So she settled for glaring daggers at Mina when Alicia wasn't looking.



Mina licked her lips. She was so distracting... Mina's mouth moved, and Esther heard her own voice echo in her ears. "What's with the cute headband?" Esther clamped her hands over her mouth in absolute terror.



Alicia laughed. "Not my choice. Doctor's orders."



"Doctor's orders." Mina repeated in a singsong voice. "60ccs of girlcum in your mouth, stat!" She coiled around Alicia, examining her luscious body with an appreciative eye. "You know she tastes good. Health nut like her? Have you seen her fridge? 'Organic this, organic that, all-natural'. Wonder what she tastes like? Maybe like an apple. Macintosh Red? Can you imagine? That slightly tart taste on your tongue, slick and edged with the slightest hint of sweetness? Don't you wanna find out? I wanna find out."



Esther didn't register or notice it due to the small matter of being distracted by a literal demon talking to her, but Alicia had been increasingly fidgety and her stance unusually alert. Her eyes were attentive, locked across Esther's broad shoulders, imagining what she would look like without it, maybe in a white tank top... Esther had offered to take her to the gym so many times - before the crash, of course. Alicia always declined. She lived on a diet of coffee and stress, and she was pretty sure that didn't give the kind of energy needed to build muscles. But looking at her that night, seeing her framed in that sexy leather jacket, unzipped to show that tight black shirt underneath? She had begun to regret never going to the gym and at least seeing her in action.



Alicia couldn't hear her. But Mina had been whispering 'Fuck her' into her ear all week long. She didn't need to hear her to get the message. Every time she looked at Esther it felt like she got hotter and hotter, like the fires of hell that she was unknowingly prey to, and sitting beside her, in nothing but her panties and nightshirt? Goddamn. Eventually, it wasn't Mina who was yelling 'Fuck her!' in her head. That was all on Alicia.



She took a chance. A crazy leap. She shifted her legs and looked up at Esther with all the seductive charm she'd spent years practicing. The way she pushed her arms forward, the way she turned her head, all the way down to how she breathed... all of it to capture Esther's interest. "You know..." she said, "um... ha... you know I'd never ask you this normally, but... ever since I got out of that hospital I've been... crazy horny." She bit her lip. "I don't suppose you're open to fooling around a little to blow off steam?"



Alicia felt her heart drop into her stomach. The fuck did she just do? Alicia was about to retract the offer as a 'joke, ha ha', but before she could chicken out, Esther said, like speaking from a very faraway place, "Sure."



It surprised both of them. Esther took a shallow, scared little breath. Like she couldn't believe what she just said but wasn't backing down either.



"I mean..." Alicia wanted to give her an out. A way to decline without seeming like she was going back on anything. But the way Esther looked at her, with a distanced focus in her eyes, like her fate was already decided and Esther was just figuring out how to make her suffer... all Alicia could do was slink to the edge of the bed, strip off her panties and nightshirt, and spread her legs, unconsciously, unhesitatingly trusting but helpless before the new form of Esther standing before her.



Only vaguely aware that she was in control of her actions, Esther slipped her leather jacket off, leaving her tight, long-sleeved black shirt to emphasize all the contours of her body. A weak, but excited little breath escaped Alicia's lips. Her hand went to Esther's full bust as she leaned in for a kiss, covered only by the thin fabrics of her shirt and bra.



It was like putting her arms against a door frame and tensing, then stepping back and letting them rise up on their own. Light as a feather, but driven by the softest impetus. That's what Esther felt like. Like she had control, but wasn't consciously acting.



Alicia tried to pull in her in closer, on top of her on the bed. A suggestion subtly slipped into Esther's mind. She wasn't sure if it was Mina's or not, but... it sounded like such a good idea... "No." she said to Alicia, "Stay on the edge."



The next suggestion she knew wasn't her own. "Put your head between her legs." her own personal demon said. Esther knelt down as if in a trance, unable to think of anything else she possibly could do. She could feel Mina's hand, soft, guiding, pushing forward on the back of her head. Mina's voice whispered in her ear, her breath hot and moist, "Now taste her."



Esther's tongue was out before she could even consider it. So many things registered in her head at once. The tensing of Alicia's body, that sharp intake of breath, the little exhale that followed, the subtle heat emanating from Alicia's body... but above all, what Esther noticed, was that Alicia was... delicious. Alicia shuddered and smiled a little as she felt Esther's tongue, warm and wet, slide up and down the length of her sex. Esther was hesitant and clumsy, but that didn't matter. It was kind of cute. Alicia brushed a hand over Esther's hair and smiled encouragingly. Esther, despite already being between the legs of her best friend, felt embarrassed enough by the positive attention that her face flushed red. She couldn't focus, not really. Couldn't get into the rhythm of it.



Luckily, she had a little supernatural support. Mina put her arms around Esther's waist and whispered in her ear, "Let me help you." Almost unthinkingly, she let down defenses she didn't even know she had, let them relax and melt before the demoness behind her. And then she felt Mina... enter her, for lack of a better term. Like she just faded into Esther's body - no, her very being. Her hands were Mina's hands, her mouth was Mina's mouth, her heart was Mina's heart. And her heart... was pounding. It felt like it was going to burst out of her chest.



When Mina entered her, she felt a relaxing warmth spread over her body. Each part of her was a little fire, but they all sent fuel to the conflagration between her legs. The sensation was somewhere between 'tickled with a feather' and 'fireworks that are too close for comfort'. If she wasn't already on her knees, she would've sank to them, slowly, for the aching pleasure it brought.



She looked up at Alicia, this time with more confidence. Without breaking eye contact, she traced her tongue along Alicia's sex, tongue dexterously curving and exploring every little fold before pushing deeper into her. Alicia's expression turned from one of charmed amusement to increasingly dazed arousal. Esther loved the way Alicia felt on her tongue. The smooth slickness, the slightly sweet taste, like citrus fruit, with the tinge of copper. The deeper her tongue went, the stronger the sensation. Esther didn't realize her own tongue was so dexterous, so flexible, so... long.



She closed her eyes. She wanted to savor the sensation, block out everything else. Nothing in the world but Esther's tongue and Alicia's pussy. A match made in... well, perhaps not heaven. Seconds turned to minutes, minutes to hours, hours to days, and days back to years. Esther could hardly remember a time when she wasn't eating Alicia out. It had become her whole world, her entire existence. The feel of her body tensed against the floor, back slightly arched, her face buried between Alicia's legs, the sickly sweet smell of sex overwhelming her senses, the feel and taste of Alicia's slickness running down her tongue with every lap and lick... it was all just so much. Too much. It overwhelmed her completely; shut down everything else in her except for the urge to
 continue
 .



She looked up at her blonde best friend as she ate her out. Alicia was on the verge of tears, moving her mouth, but Esther couldn't hear anything she said. Esther just thought about how beautiful her eyes were, her lips, her mouth... what could she do with her mouth? What would she feel like, if the positions were reversed? She looked at Alicia with a mixture of curiosity and adoration. Alicia was always so sweet... she knew she'd cum satisfied if their positions were reversed.



It took some time before some of her words pierced Esther's state of sexual focus, along with the vague realization that Alicia was holding two fistfuls of Esther's hair and had her legs wrapped around her with all the crushing pressure of a boa constrictor. "-please please please let me cum! Esther please I'll do anything! I can't take this I can't take it-" Esther didn't even realize she had been edging her. It had all come so naturally. Like a reflex, or a long-practiced mantra.



Esther drew back a little and looked up into Alicia's blue eyes, pupils dilated and on the brink of tears. Her arousal was desperation; her desperation, Esther's drug. She drank in every glimmer in her tearing eyes and every wax and wane of her pupils, hungry and yearning for even the sight of Esther. To Esther, it was all so hot, she almost didn't care that her head was being crushed by the vise grip of Alicia's thighs. "You want me to give you your prize for being a good girl?" Esther purred. Her voice had such a suave, chalky tone Esther didn't know she could conjure. When had she gotten so confident?



She didn't have the time or the focus to dwell on the thought with her aching desire to dive back between Alicia's legs and hear her sweet voice beg and plead and
 moan
 . Esther could vaguely remember hearing her moan while Esther was in her faraway state of sexual nirvana, long and low and
 loud
 . She loved that sound. Had always loved that sound, since she was old enough to think about those things. But she'd never heard it from Alicia before. It was music, enchanting, enthralling. If she didn't want to be made to moan like that, why did she have such a sensuous voice?



"Please!" Alicia whimpered.



With two handfuls of her hair still gripped in Alicia's hands, Esther said with simple, almost mocking amusement, "I like it when you're polite." and dove back to her work. This was the final stretch for her. Esther's desire to please Alicia, to make her happy, to make her smile, was twisted, malformed. It had been molded by her lust into a overwhelming hunger for Alicia's body. She
 needed
 Alicia's pussy,
 needed
 to feel her every clench and shudder. With that nice, steady rhythm, her long, dexterous tongue flicking over Alicia's sensitive clit, she wiped Alicia's head clean of any thoughts or sensations that were not
 Esther
 . "Esther!" was all she could scream. "Esther! Esther, Esther!"



Her hands darted from Esther's head to behind her on the bed to support herself as she leaned back and tensed her legs. She threw her head up to look at the ceiling, watching Esther was just
 too much
 . Her breath finally caught in her throat like she had the air choked out of her by a hand on her neck, and then, unlike her previous vocalizations, escaped in a quiet and high-pitched cry, like a whisper for help from the heavens. No such help came. But Alicia did.



Her mind was clear. Empty. Edged into nothingness. No hopes, no goals, no aspirations. There was no trace of Alicia Fersen. No trace of the girl who went to college and was working on her PhD. No trace of the woman who sang off-key folk songs to herself in the shower. No trace of her left. Just that primal part of her brain working overtime like her the week before tests. Lit up like a Christmas tree. And then... it shorted out. The lights went off, but they were the only lights she had. She shut down. Complete numbness, physically, emotionally, spiritually. No feeling in any part of her. No thoughts.



And then came the shock.



She was struck by lightning between her thighs, and every part of her body tensed and felt the bolt course through her blood. She wanted to cry out at the top of her lungs, but all that came out was a strangled gasp. She couldn't even focus enough to scream. She couldn't control herself. Her legs shot straight out, every muscle crying out in ecstatic agony, toes splayed and tingling with the first shocks of her orgasm. She looked up at the ceiling as the lightning shot up each vertebrae of her spine with what felt like agonizing slowness, until finally darting up the back of her neck and burning her brain to ashes. Her mouth dropped open and her eyes unfocused. A little smile forced its way onto her face without her even noticing.



She couldn't feel her legs. She could barely feel anything except the echoes of Esther's tongue lapping at her clit. Her arms, previously locked stiff out of pure shock, slowly gave out, sliding her down onto her back on the bed.



"Esther..." she whispered, only barely able to gather the energy to make even the slightest of sounds, "Esther... it's done. It's over. I'm through."



Something deep inside her told her to keep going. To make her cum like that again and again until she hated it, and then after that until she loved it again, and then until she needed it, was addicted to it. But... that voice? That wasn't Esther. So she stopped, panting without exertion and tried to come out of her daze. Esther felt like she'd fallen half-asleep and been suddenly awoken. Her head was full of cotton and fuzz, and her body... not tired, but strangely drained and lethargic. Esther knelt there for a little while longer, and nuzzled against the inside of Alicia's thigh. It felt so... so... right. Natural. Like there was a whole part of her locked away and suddenly sprung upon her. Like learning a language in a week's time. Blurry and dizzying and frighteningly
 clear
 . Esther's head spun.



She crawled up to the bed to survey her handiwork, stretching out above Alicia, casting a longer shadow than was usual for the dim light they were in. Not that either of them noticed. "No fair..." Alicia puffed, chest heaving up and down with each breath. "I didn't get to see you naked."



Esther was going to say something, but thought better of it at the last minute. So Esther just smiled and brushed her hand against Alicia's cheek. "Was I good?" she whispered, both excited and anxious, all of her bravado having ran away with Alicia's mind, neither ever to be seen again.



"If I'd known you were that good I would have asked a long time ago." Alicia laughed. She meant it, too. She'd never thought of Esther as anything but a friend, but that... that was mind-blowing. Alicia had had boyfriends and girlfriends before, but none of them even came close to the intensity of that orgasm. It was divine. Or, perhaps more accurately, demonic.



Alicia wrapped her arms around Esther, and she nestled down beside her to let her cuddle up against her. It was bliss, for both of them. It was that post-sex glow for rattled, numbed Alicia, but Esther just felt... good. Like she had filled some deep desire she didn't even know she had. Like she had done something that had purpose, had meaning. She felt fulfilled.



"Do you want me to...?" Alicia let the sentence trail off as she kissed Esther's neck.



"Allie." Esther said softly as she caressed her hair, "I'm good."



Alicia smiled and looked in her eyes. Kind of a relief, really. She wasn't in any sort of shape to get caught between Esther's strong thighs... maybe after another week of bed rest. She cuddled up, arm wrapped around Esther's neck and one leg over her thigh.



No words passed between them in the next hour. Or, at least, none of any consequence. Both were dazed by their experience, one from intensity, one from novelty. As the sun faded and Alicia's movements became more and more sluggish and lethargic, Esther realized she was going to be stuck under one very heavy sleeper if she didn't say anything. "Hey... hey, 'licia." Alicia grumbled and clenched her new human pillow tighter. "Alicia... I should probably get home. I have a gig in the morning."



"Oh... yeah, 'course..." Alicia sat up and stretched and smiled at her friend. For Esther, just sitting up brought all those memories back to the forefront of her mind. When Alicia laid Esther's leather jacket on her shoulders, all she could think about was how those hands grasped and pulled and
 quivered
 only a short while ago. "Thanks, Esther." Alicia smiled and kissed her cheek before Esther stumbled out the door. "You're too good to me."



Esther's gaze ahead was blank. Absentmindedly, she brought a finger to her lips, the taste of Alicia still lingering on her tongue. The outside world was beyond her scope of comprehension. All she could think back to was eating Alicia out. Alicia was her friend. Her best friend. When she thought of Alicia, her heart didn't wobble and pitter-patter. No infatuation, no romance. But... the way Alicia tasted, the way she smelled, the way she looked down at Esther with a mixture of greed and gratefulness. The way she cried out, the way she clenched her thighs around her head, the way her face begged and pleaded with desperation without ever saying a word, and then the way she begged and pleaded with the only word she had left. The power she had over Alicia... it felt...



Addictive.
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