










Esther Galil finished filling the sink up with soapy water and let the dishes soak there. Esther was tall, with skin like caramel - a sign of her Maghrebi heritage - and hair dark as licorice. She kept it cut short just above her shoulders, which, combined with her ubiquitous black leather jacket, gave her the perfect rockstar look she was going for. As the singer for a hard rock band, she had appearances to uphold, after all. Her nose was prominent and arched, with a little dip at the end; she was acutely conscious of it, but unnecessarily - it only added to her natural beauty.



Her best friend, Alicia Fersen, a blonde-haired blue-eyed beauty and perpetually stressed grad student, lay snoozing just two rooms away. Esther was a guest in her apartment, although it seemed like she spent more time at Alicia's place than her own anymore. Ever since Alicia had recovered, Esther had been by her side to help her with even the smallest things as her body repaired itself after two weeks of atrophy.



Recovered... that was a funny word. She was unconscious for over two weeks, and none of the doctors knew when or if she would wake up. And then Esther was offered an opportunity, a virgin sacrifice, to give her body to a demon in exchange for Alicia's life. She took it. The demoness who possessed her called herself Mina, and was a literal horny devil. A demoness of lust. And her first act was convincing Alicia that she was unbearably turned-on by her best friend, and Esther that her only choice was to go down between her legs and 'help' her like the good friend she was.



All it took was a little accidental brush against the counter and she turned back into that yearning animal in heat. Was it even accidental? Esther couldn't be sure anymore. She was so fucking horny, all the time. Ever since she'd went down on Alicia with a little supernatural help...



She didn't consider herself to have a high libido before, but since... she hadn't been able to stop herself. Every chance she got her hand went down her pants and her brain shut off. Braced against her friend's counter, legs spread in the locked backroom of her band's latest venue before they played, against her bandmate's guitar, she just
 couldn't stop
 . She wished she hated it. She loved it. It felt so fucking good. It wasn't that she'd never masturbated before, but she never realized how weak and pathetic the orgasms her clumsy hands coaxed from her were. How much more
 creative
 she could get in pleasuring herself. She bit her finger and pushed up against the counter's edge harder, desperately trying to keep her breathing steady and quiet.



It never failed. Every time she tried to get herself off, all she could think about was Mina inside her, guiding her, her actions only barely her own. She would have called the memory intrusive if it didn't feel so
 good
 . She could feel herself on her knees again, gently lapping at Alicia's quivering pussy, her hands glued to Esther's head, arms shaking and voice weak with the effort it took to even
 talk
 clearly... she would never have admitted it, but every day since she'd needed that feeling more and more. Needed to hear someone beg her for release again. Needed that control.



Then there was that distinctive smell again. Subtle. Like charred strawberries. Sweet, ashy; repulsing and yet appealing... Esther didn't even have to turn around to know that her own personal demon was paying another visit.



Mina leaned up against the countertop beside her as Esther frigged herself silly and took a cursory glance at the soap-filled kitchen sink. "Tch. Doing dishes? You've gotten this whipped already?" Mina whipped her head back. 'Supernaturally attractive' was really the best way to describe the demoness. Mina was a little shorter than Esther, but two blue-grey horns jutting out just before her pulled-back hair made up the difference. Her skin was so pale she was nearly bluish in the light, but for all that lacked the transparency or sickly pallor of a mortal. And her eyes... yellow-irised and always, always mocking... and inviting.



"Sh-shut up..." Esther growled, desire and anger being the only feelings she could muster towards the demon in her lust-addled state.



"You like being a fuck-crazed animal, don't you?"



"What did you do to me?" Esther hissed. A frightening thought managed to force its way through the pink haze of lust in her head. "What did you do to
 her
 ?"



"I didn't do anything. That was all you, baby." Mina propped herself up on the counter and leaned over to watch every little detail of Esther's body helplessly masturbating with the counter's edge. "You did a good job for a first-timer too." she said cheerfully.



"You made me do it!"



"I encouraged you. Nothing more." Mina hopped off the counter and coiled around Esther. "And maybe I encouraged your little friend, too." she whispered in her ear.



Esther, on one hand, wanted to suss through the details of this hellish arrangement she'd gotten herself into. On the other hand Jesus, fuck, it felt so good to just
 grind
 her thoughts away on her best friend's counter, she would never even know that Esther spent day after day humping every part of her apartment-



Esther took a few deep breaths and stopped herself. She wasn't going to let Mina's intrusive suggestions distract her. "I thought you couldn't touch anyone who wasn't me?" she grumbled.



"I said no one else could see or feel me. I didn't say I couldn't... have more subtle influences." Mina said. "Besides, it was good for you."



"Alicia's my best friend!" Esther hissed. But just mentioning her name brought back memories of being on her knees, controlled, and yet controlling, listening to the pitiful pleas of a woman pleasured beyond the limits of her conscious self...



Mina twisted, torso half-wrapped around Esther, to look her in the eyes and say, "So?"



"So I don't want to change that!" Esther said, a little louder than she'd meant to. Mina had a way of making their interactions 'private', but Esther could never tell when she was in control and actually shouting and when she was staring off into space having a conversation with a voice in her head.



"It won't change unless you make it change." Mina said with disinterest.



"Th-that's not how sex works!" Esther snapped. "It's-it's intimate, and it's important and-and..."



"I made sure that it was just temporary, like being in an all-girls school for the semester." Mina flashed her that fanged grin again. Esther looked at her apprehensively. Mina crossed her arms and sighed. Was a little trust too much to ask? "I'm a demoness of lust. Is it really so hard to believe I can do that? I'm here to fuck through your life." she said, "Not fuck your life."



"I..." Esther examined the demoness. She didn't know how to judge an otherworldly being's honesty, but... looking at her, she felt an overwhelming desire to trust her. Among other things. The hard edge in her eyes softened and her shoulders untensed. "... appreciate that."



Out of everything, that was what flustered Mina and left her at a loss for words. So she grabbed Esther by the hips and hand-humped her against the counter. "Like this. You'll never get off otherwise. Jeez, it's like teaching a teenager..."



The brief interruption of conversation did little to quell the reignition of her basest needs and desires. The smooth, glossy edges of the counter were like sweet marble, Esther mind dissolved in a series of short jerks and gasps, and a cry that was only silenced by the forceful press of Mina's lips against her's.



Mina's grasp



Esther shoved Mina off of her and tried to regain the appearance of a decent human being. She'd never live down humping the counter at her best friend's house. And also probably never be allowed in the kitchen alone ever again.



Alicia yawned and stretched with an unusually awake smile. "Hey, Esther, I appreciate everything you've done, but you don't have to come around every day to help me do the dishes I've been putting off."



They hadn't slept together since. They'd talked about that night, joked about it, even. Tried to reignite that spark of burning lust. But nothing came of it. Except Alicia. And only once. It was etched into her memory, like her first time cumming. But that was it. There was that all-encompassing arousal that felt like their new state of normal, maybe even some attraction outside of Mina's whispers, but no spark. No demon could replicate that.



"Are you sure? It's no problem."



"You're welcome here anytime, but I'm fine now. The very picture of health. And I'll try not to get into any more accidents." Alicia smiled. It was a beautiful smile, like it brightened the whole room. She was just a positive person, at least when it came to any subject other than herself. She was a bit of a perfectionist there. She could probably cut down to only two or three cups of pitch-black coffee a day if she wasn't, instead of the machine fueled by caffeine and anxious tension she was.



Esther stretched. It would be nice to unwind for a bit, get ready for her next gig. "I'll hold you to that." she said. "Alright, I guess I'll see you later. Remember, just-"



"Give you a call if I need anything," Alicia said with mock exasperation. "I know, I know." But before Esther could walk out the door, Alicia said, "Hey, Esther?" Esther turned around to see a worried look on Alicia's face. "About that night... there's something I didn't tell you." She didn't need to get more specific about which night she was talking about. They both knew. "I'm kind of superstitious, so, maybe don't take this too seriously, but..." Alicia looked away, embarrassed. "Your eyes looked kind of... weird. I can't explain it. It's not something... medical. It's like there was someone else there, another entity, like a ghost." She smiled sheepishly. "I guess I sound pretty loony, huh?"



Concern was written on Esther's face. But panic gripped her soul. She did her best to not show it. "Did it scare you?" she asked softly.



"Yeah, but I'd be lying if I said I didn't like it too." She tried to smile a little more, then let it fade from her face with a look of concern "Just... I don't know. Be careful, I guess."



Esther smiled sweetly, not condescending or pitying, and nodded. "I will be. Thanks, Alicia."



"Don't go telling everyone I'm crazy!" she cried out at Esther closed the door to the apartment's hallway.



"They already know!" she called back.



Esther looked over at Mina, but she responded before Esther could even open her mouth. "Yep. That was all me."



"Are you
 trying
 to get me burned at the stake?" Esther hissed.



Mina made a show of examining her fingernails and ignoring Esther. "Pretty sure that doesn't happen anymore."



"Well, I
 don't want to take my chances!" she snapped with no shortage of anger. "Was that just to scare her?"



"Look, I lose a little control sometimes. Do you know how miserable it is trying to keep calm and level when your tongue is exploring the sweetness of a moaning, crying woman, her every word a plea for mercy, her every move a plea for
 more
 ?" Mina gave her a knowing, evil smirk. "I think you do."



"And what happens if you lose control completely?"



"Your shadow gets horns, your irises turn red, and you stop showing up in mirrors until I get us under control or hop out of that sweet body of your's." Mina opened the door to the parking lot for her (Esther always wondered how she did that). "So relax."



... Esther considered that it could be worse.





***



Back at her apartment, Esther and Mina eyed each other warily. Well, perhaps that's incorrect. Esther watched Mina warily. The demoness regarded her as a wolf would a nice, juicy slab of meat. Esther felt a little embarrassed that she liked being looked at like that. Like Mina wanted to devour her... starting with her pert little brown nipples and ending between her legs, making her writhe and cry out for release...



"Why do you wear all that... stuff?" Esther interrupted her own train of thought. She couldn't let the demon get one-up on her. Who knew what would happen if she let her guard down? Again, at least. "Can't you wear anything you want?"



Mina made a show of examining the odd clothing she wore whenever she wasn't wreathed in ash and darkness for that perfect mysterious look. She thought the red-and-black outfit she wore gave her the appropriately intimidating demonic appearance, with little hard spots everywhere she wanted to... emphasize. "I like to think of myself as an armored maiden." Mina said.



Esther snorted. "More like a bug."



"Don't you want to crack my shell, see what's... underneath?" Mina said, and pulled down one of the shoulders, showing that perfect smooth skin underneath, just barely revealing a little bit of her back as she let it slowly slip off of her. Esther's lips said no, but her blush said yes. "It's okay, you know. There's no one else here." Mina let slip the other shoulder, letting the heavy metallic plates slink off of her, dragging the thin red fabric down just above her breasts. She pressed her arms together and leaned forward with a look of mock innocence. She stuck her tongue out. "You know, you can practice on me anytime you like."



Visions danced through Esther's head. She could feel herself down on her knees before Mina, head bowed forward, tongue out. That was her natural place. Kneeling before her queen. She didn't do anything at first. Just let her queen take her head in her hands and slowly bring Esther's mouth to her pussy as she stood over her. The taste on her tongue, sweet, but acidic. Burned without heat, though it was hot too. Could feel the heat emanate from her body, unnaturally warm, bringing Esther to a sweat almost immediately. Could hear Mina's sweet singsong voice praising her every move, "Oh, right there! You're good at this, Esther! Ooh, so good..." Could feel her hands on her head, not pushing or pressuring, but controlling her all the same. She could hear every word of false praise. "You... you're the best I've ever had... Oh, Esther... you're so sweet, so generous... I... I think I love you!" That was what Esther wanted, more than anything, wasn't it? To be loved? Even the emptiest words could cut down to her marrow if said in a high, vulnerable voice, eyes on the verge of tears, filled with... lies. Lies of adoration, of affection. She would swallow those lies without question.



And then... when it was all over and done, and Esther thought she had tamed the beast, Mina would quit her wounded gazelle gambit and flip Esther on her back. That's when the real fun would begin...



Mina just sat there, legs spread, arrogant grin on her face, her demonic thoughts tendrilling and coiling around Esther's pliant mortal mind. Fuck her. And not in the way she wanted. If she wanted to involve Esther in her elaborate fantasies, they could
 stay
 fantasies for all she cared. Even if it would be really nice to feel what it was like to have another person make her orgasm. To feel her tongue against... she shook her head clear and shot Mina a glare. "Not happening." Esther grabbed her leather jacket. "I'm going out."



"I'm coming with you!" She propped herself up on Esther's shoulders by stiffening her arms. Surprisingly, there was no weight to her, just a little pressure. Mina leaned over her head to look at Esther upside down. "Are you jealous that I'm taller than you?"



"I'm annoyed." Esther said flatly.



"Spoilsport." Mina said as Esther unlocked her car door. "Where's your sense of fun?"



"Left somewhere where there
 isn't
 a demon playing with my mind every other day." she snarled.



Mina appeared in her passenger seat in the blink of an eye. "Hey, this was
 your
 deal. You came to me, not the other way around!" Esther steeled her jaw and fixed her eyes on the road. She wouldn't acknowledge her. Mina pouted and crossed her arms. "We don't have to be enemies, you know. We are sharing a body, after all." Esther drove in silence for a few minutes. "Ever since I first stepped foot in here, I've found all your deepest, darkest desires." Mina caressed Esther's face, so gently, so affectionately. Esther couldn't resist following the motion of her hand, leaning into the soft pressure, looking deep into Mina's amber eyes. "This is good for you." she said. Mina's eyes flicked to the side. "Also, car."



Jarred back to the present, Esther whipped her attention back to the road. "Shit!" Esther slammed on the brakes to avoid rushing headlong into traffic, to the very vocal annoyance of the guy behind her. Her heart battered at her chest and her hands were shaking. She was moments away from the kind of accident that'd put
 her
 in a coma. "Like that? Is that good for me?" she snapped.



"Calm down! I warned you, didn't I?"



"You put me in that position in the first place! I would've never-"



"-you would've never gotten your friend back if it wasn't for me! You would've kept drinking yourself into oblivion until you got into a wreck courtesy of no one but yourself!" Mina snarled. "Then maybe someone else would've made a deal with me."



"You know my desires. You know my memories too?" she asked bitterly.



"I don't need to. You didn't care what your own place looked like. Do you remember how many empty bottles of hard liquor were laying around?" Esther averted her gaze in shame. "Yeah, you do. I saw it. All of it. I'm short-sighted, not blind." Mina softened her tone. "You're cute, Esther. I like that. This doesn't have to be hard. You can enjoy this too. I want you to enjoy this too." She took a hand and caressed her face gently, her other hand lurking at the waist of her pants. Mina's soft lips pressed against Esther's cheek with the ardor and tenderness of a lover; not the seductress she was before. Her arm wrapped around Esther and she sidled up against her, letting Esther feel every curve of her body as she pushed it against her, first steady, then in slow, intermittent bursts. The heat of her body, her motions, her breath in her ear, drove Esther mad.



Voice low and unsteady, Esther said, "Not in the car."



Mina stopped and backed off a little. "Okay." she said gently.



Esther appreciated it. Little steps. She pulled into a nearby parking lot and sighed. "I'm going to get something to eat. Do you actually eat?"



"Only voyeuristically." she said. In the blink of an eye, she had changed her clothes. "How's this for dinnerwear?" Mina wore a black suit jacket and a white blouse unbuttoned unreasonably (and unseasonably) low, and black slacks.



Esther laughed. "I thought you'd've been more creative."



Mina's eyes followed Esther's gaze, making it exceedingly clear that she noticed her sneaking peeks at her chest, and smiled devilishly. "Some styles are lasting for a reason." she said.



Esther got out of the car and stretched. There was a nice looking outdoor cafe right across the street. She could definitely go for something light. Demonic companion in tow, she took a table with two seats and ordered a drink as she checked out the menu.



Mina, on the other hand, was interested in checking out something... different. She leaned across the table with that distinctive fanged grin of her's. "So," she said, "why don't we get you laid?"



"It takes two to tango." Esther said dryly as she sipped her lemonade.



"Then let's find someone! It's not that hard." She made a great show of looking around. "What about... him?" She pointed at a tall, dark-haired man with fair skin and a faint stubble that gave him something of a stereotypically writerly look.



"No." Esther said firmly, her reaction stronger than she thought it would be.



"Ooh, I see. Your tastes would be more along the lines of..." Mina's tongue flicked out and back in like a snake as she scanned the crowd. "... her."



Esther looked back at where Mina's wandering eyes had taken her. Her object of desire was... beautiful. Esther swallowed hard. "No."



"Liar, liar, loins on fire." Mina laughed. "Go ahead. Seduce her. I'll give you a hand. Or two. I know you can do it. She has the hots for you."



"I'm not going to fuck around on your whims." Esther said, somewhat irritably.



"What about me? Will you fuck me on your whims?" Mina purred, crawling up on the table towards her. "If you're not going to have fun, won't you let me have a little?" She pouted with exaggerated disappointment.



Esther turned her head, heart battering at her chest. "We're... I'm in... public."



"Naughty. Makes you hot, doesn't it?" Esther felt Mina's finger dig just under her collar, sharp pain shooting through her with the pressure, Mina's thumb brushing up against Esther's neck. "C'mon... I know you want to. There's no lying to me about that burning lust fountaining out of your pussy. How wet are your panties already just at the thought of being fucked out in the open? Of fucking yourself in the open?"



"We'd get kicked out." Esther muttered.



Mina cocked an eyebrow. "Is that your only objection?"



"... yes." Esther admitted.



"Do you come here often?"



"What?" Esther was taken back by the question.



"Is this a place you like to go?" Mina repeated, somewhat annoyed.



"I've... This is the first time I've been here."



"So it's no loss never showing your face here again." Mina lewdly licked the side of Esther's face, which was way hotter to her than it had any right to be. She whispered, "C'mon. Give me something here. Besides, are you really going to look back on your time with a literal demon of lust and have no memories except lights off in the missionary position? I can make it work, but that's boring. For both of us." She crawled across the table and laid a light, teasing kiss on Esther's lips. "Let me take control here. Let me do what I do best - please people."



Esther thought of a million reasons why it was a bad idea. But Mina's words resounded with her. Why shouldn't she enjoy this? It was the experience of a lifetime, the kind of thing most people only dreamed of experiencing. A tryst with a demoness... "... okay." she relented. "Do what you do best."



As smoothly as she'd hopped on the table, she slipped off and around behind Esther, pushing her breasts against the back of Esther's head. "Put your hand..." she said, "down your panties."



"I thought you were going to do this?" Esther whispered.



"I said I was in charge. So be a good girl and obey." Mina licked her lips. "Unless you'd prefer a spanking. I'm certainly game." she purred. Esther had no response to that. So she meekly slipped her hand down the front of her pants, trying to be subtle about it. "Ah, ah, ah. Panties too." Esther bit her lip. She was so insistent... Esther put her hand down the elastic of her panties. Off in a corner of the cafe, she wasn't too noticeable. She slipped her leather jacket on one shoulder to try to hide her wandering left arm. "There we go." Mina's voice, heavy with lust, right in her ear... the way she could feel every breath, every heave of her chest, every beat of her heart against her back... "Now..." Mina slipped her hand over Esther's. "Slow circles, puppet."



'Puppet'. That was a new one. Esther almost objected. Almost. But instead, she tried to simultaneously shrink into her chair and follow her possessor's commands. She was nervous, uncertain, scared. She needed to be pushed. Mina pressed her hand hard against Esther's and corrected her movements. Big, slow circles to start with.



Mina hung her free arm around Esther's neck and turned a caress into a cuddle. "C'mon, pet..." Mina kissed her neck, ever-so-gently. "I know what I'm doing. Don't worry. I have power beyond your wildest imagination, remember?" Esther slunk into her chair, not out of fear, but comfort. There was something so relaxing about Mina's voice... "Just pretend you're at home, laying in bed, and so, so desperately horny..." Mina moaned, low, long, and soft in Esther's ear. "And... you just
 need
 to blow off some steam." Mina's voice turned plaintive, pleading, putting Esther in the moment.



Esther panted as her inhibitions faded. The outside world was nothing. All that matter was the world inside her fuck-hungry cunt. "Ooh, there you are. Buck those hips." Mina licked her lips as she watched Esther helplessly thrust forward against her own hand. "I wanna see you lose control. I can already see you spiraling out of it. You don't know how to handle yourself. How to control yourself. Why don't you just..." Mina leaned in to purr in Esther's ear, "... give control to me?" Esther wanted to be concerned about all the people around her. Wanted to be concerned about what people would think of her if she came in the middle of a restaurant. But even her own fingers were so delicate, so deliciously tantalizing... the way she touched herself with Mina's help... it was better than she'd ever been able to make herself feel before... it was so tantalizing... so... addicting... "Go on. Be a hopeless hand-humper. Give in to your instincts. They know what you need in a way
 you
 don't." Mina nibbled on her ear gently and whispered, "I know what you need." Her every guiding motion made Esther's mind sink deeper and deeper into the depravity of what she was doing... fucking herself silly in broad daylight, in an outdoor cafe... it felt so
 good
 to be bad. Like it was what she was craving all her life and only then did she get to taste it.



On an impulse, Esther kissed Mina as she leaned down. Mina giggled at that. "Getting sweet on me?"



"Uh... uh..." Esther couldn't even really form coherent sentences in her head at that point, much less express them. "J-just... little..."



"Shh, now." Mina said, laying another kiss on Esther. "You've given into your instincts... now why don't you give in to me?" Mina pushed Esther's hand away and teased her sensitive pussy with the barest bit of contact with her long, dexterous fingers. "I promise, it'll be fun." Esther gave in without so much as a token struggle. She thrust her hips against Mina's hand and nearly blacked out. Her fingers were like steel covered in silk. Esther's breaths came in ragged and weak "Maybe you'll never be rid of me. If you can't fulfill your end of the contract, I get to stay here and play with your body for eternity. Or until I get bored. Think about what I could do to you then. I could fuck your life."



"I... I thought you said you wouldn't." Esther whimpered.



"What if I was lying?" Mina laughed, low and triumphant. "I'm a demon. Don't you remember?" Mina probed deeper into Esther's sensitive slit, clearing her mind temporarily of any silly concerns she had about things like 'her future' or 'her soul' or anything that wasn't 'letting Mina's hand work her like a puppet'. "You love the thought, don't you? Watching your life circle the drain as you bit your lip and jill yourself silly watching it. Giving up all your friends, family, hopes, dreams, all just to feel a few seconds of mind-blowing pleasure? I don't blame you." Esther braced herself against the table with one hand and took in a high, raspy gasp of air. "I'll stretch those seconds into minutes. Minutes into hours. Hours into days. You won't remember what it's like to not cum. It'll burn your brain out and leave you an empty husk. Then I can really take this body for a spin." Mina took her clit between her fingers and gently rubbed across it in smooth, steady motions. Esther took a gasp of air, deeper and louder than she'd meant to. She didn't even notice if anyone was staring at her. "You'd be helpless. Just a passenger. Just the audience to my depravity; seeing, hearing,
 feeling
 everything I did. No control. Weak. At my mercy. But that's what you want, isn't it?" She could feel Mina sinking inside her again, like they were becoming one being, united in mind, body, soul, sensation... Mina's voice echoed in her head. "Let go for me. Let go to me. Let go through me." It was like Esther was in two places at once; could feel Mina's touch, and feel what Mina touched. Felt the moist breath on her ear as she savored every warm puff of air she let brush against it. And then Mina said, in a breathless, husky voice, those three magic words, "
 Cum for me."



Esther cried out in glorious, mindless ecstasy. All eyes turned on her.



She couldn't feel her arms. She couldn't feel her legs. She couldn't feel anything. She was locked away from the outside world. All that existed for her was pleasure, pleasure, pleasure. She had a dopey look on her face, like a dog getting an itch scratched. Her mouth was open, her eyes half-lidded and entirely uncomprehending, one arm stiffened against the table and the other shoved down her panties.



It took her a few seconds to realize what she'd just done.



Face burning red, she motioned for the check and covered her face. She tried to drown out the resulting awkward silence and the resulting awkward noise by focusing intensely on the table. She pretended that none of them were whispering about her. She knew all of them were. She didn't even bother checking the bill, just tossed a ten down and slunk out of sight, embarrassed and red-faced.



It wasn't until she slipped into her car, locked the doors, and sunk down into her seat so far she couldn't see the outside world that she could speak again. "Are you really going to take over my life like that?" Esther's voice was low, meek, vulnerable. She felt scared, like she did when she first realized she signed her body away to an ancient lust demon.



Mina, leaning back in the passenger's seat, was nonplussed. "Don't worry about it. It was just bullshit."



"But all that stuff you said..."



"I know just what to say to get anyone desperate for my touch. You liked it. Don't lie."



"Yeah, but... still."



"I'll lie to you sometimes. But
 never
 take what I say in the heat of sex as the truth. It's just... me. Okay?"



Esther smiled a little. "Okay." Hearing Mina admit that was... comforting, in a way she hadn't expected. "But I still have to hit the gym today. I skipped yesterday. And if
 you're
 distracting me, I could get seriously hurt. That would fuck my life."



"Oh, fine, I'll give you your space while you move iron bars up and down to make yourself look tough in front of all the losers in the gym." Mina rolled her eyes. Esther turned the key in the ignition and warmed her hands from the cool autumn air by the AC vents while Mina gazed headlong at her with a little - just a little - genuine affection. "We should do that again, sometime. You're pretty cute when you're cumming."



Embarrassed, Esther smiled and said, "Shut up."



Hidden behind her embarrassment, though... was an eagerness that would not be quelled.



Could not be quelled.
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