





Esther Galil brushed her short black hair back and looked in the mirror. She was always nervous about her appearance before a show. As the lead singer of her hard rock band, Dawne The Anchoress, she always felt the stress and pressure to perform the hardest, harder than either of her bandmates, Ana Jacobson and Tyler Martins, the drummer and guitarist, respectively. Ana was the more mercurial of the two, quick to anger and quick to calm down; a terror when grumpy and a joy when happy. Tyler, on the other hand, was level-headed and unflappable. He was the comforter, the peacemaker, between the nervous singer and contentious drummer.



Esther was a tall, well-built and fit. 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.



Ana, on the other hand, had wild, frizzy brown hair, and a darker skin tone. She had wonderful hazel-green eyes and let the occassional curl fall across her face. Rather than looking coy, however, it made her look wild and untamed, which, to be fair, she was.



Both were beautiful in their own way, and in some ways stole the stage from Tyler, who tended to quietly fade into the background. But what set Esther apart from either of them more thany anything else... was that she was possessed by a demon.



It was completely Esther's choice – when she couldn't bear to lose a friend to a tragic accident, she resorted to an ancient ritual she didn't wholly believe in – but in the darkest depths of the night came forth a being of smoke and fire; a demoness who offered a trade – Esther's body for her friend's life. And Esther, in shock, filled with despair and worry for her best friend who might never wake up on her own... accepted.



It was only afterwards Esther found out the demoness was a demon of lust.



Sometimes, the demoness would just appear, like a cat. Other times, she embraced a more... theatrical approach. That night, she felt theatrical. Black fog choked in through the door, the heat of a raging inferno burning at Esther's back, and from a whirlwind of fire and force emerged her demon, arms raised above her horned head, golden eyes piercing like spears, skin pallid as marble, hair like onyx-



"You're making a scene, Mina." Esther grumbled at her demon, without so much as a sideways glance away from the mirror as she anxiously alternated between brushing and mussing her hair in nervous preparation for the show.



Mina dejectedly let all her special effects wisp into nothingness and looked back at Esther's two band members, blindly going about their own pre-show rituals. "You know they can't see me." she petulantly reminded Esther as she sat beside her and crossed her arms.



"That doesn't mean you aren't making a scene." Esther said irritably.



"Oh, get a sense of humor. Here, you can have mine." She planted a kiss on Esther's lips, loud and theatrical. It had been nearly three months since she had bound the demoness to herself, but her flippant behavior still never failed to fluster Esther. She blushed crimson and pushed herself backwards, to the consternation of her bandmates who saw her recoil from thin air.



After a muttered excuse for her sudden outburst, just enough to assure her friends that she wasn't about to have a mental breakdown, she whirled on Mina. "Are you
 trying
 to ruin me?"



"Oh, absolutely." Mina purred. "I want to ruin you again and again and again; I want to ruin your sweet, innocent soul, touching it in its softest places until that's all it can cry out for, day and night; I want to ruin that tight, firm body, mm-"



"I mean-!" She shot a glance back towards her bandmates and lowered her voice to a whisper. "I mean musically! Career-wise! I've got a freaking show to put on, remember?"



"Oh, that. You'll nail it." Mina made a show of disinterestedly examining her fingernails, cut short, as she leaned back against the counter in front of the mirror. " Don't you always?"



Esther's voice was beautiful, her musical talent boundless, but she was always told that she lacked confidence; that she needed more of a stage presence. 'Nail it' wasn't the term she would use for the lukewarm success playing at little local bars and clubs that barely paid the bills for her shitty little apartment. "Not really. Not that you really care." she said bitterly.



Mina's disinterest in her musical aspirations was nothing new. Usually she would wisp herself away while Esther was off doing 'boring' things like playing rock in front of a live crowd, returning only after Esther's head hit the sweet pillow of her bed to whisper dreams and nightmares into her ear as she drifted to sleep...



Tyler slapped her on the shoulder, jarring her out of her meandering reminiscing. "C'mon, stop spacing out. Ana's already out there and set up."



"Yeah, yeah, okay, just... I'll be out in just a second." She looked back into the mirror. Deep breaths, she told herself, deep breaths. She ignored Mina's concerned stare as she uncharacteristically stuck around. She summoned up all of her courage, and stepped out onto the stage. Esther was always told she needed more of a stage presence. Well, she had one hell of a stage presence that night.



Esther felt her soul lift with the music, felt her voice tear into the heavens with every high note and wail, felt the crowd ebb and flow with her motions; crack and splinter with the riffs of Tyler's guitar and shake with Ana's manic drumming, pieced back together by Esther's husky contralto and swaying figure.



Normally, Esther blocked out the crowd, sang without flair, lost herself in the music, not the moment. Overcame her fears with the focus of a hobbyist. That night? That night she dominated the crowd. She rode them to climax after climax, dragging them along, cheering and shouting until they were more exhausted than she was. That night, she was the face, the voice of Dawne The Anchoress. That night, she was a god.





It wasn't until after the performance, soft prerecorded music playing over the stereo as background noise, that the thought crossed her mind that that rising feeling in her chest may not have been just anxious excitement. Sitting at the bar counter, she furrowed her brow and leaned her head on her hand. It was Mina who sauntered up to her, swaying her hips tantalizingly. Esther said, "Did you...?"



Mina flashed her a fanged grin. "Maybe I lightened some of those pesky doubts and inhibitions in your sweet little head," she said, "but who you were when you let go of those? That was all you, beautiful." She laid her head on her hand and studied the mortal with unusually empathetic eyes. "The crowd loves a talent who knows who she is." she said, soft and encouraging. "Let them love you."



An interruption to the conversation Esther was having in her head with a literal demoness possessing her sprung from the real world, jarring her back to reality. "Compliments from the lady at the end of the bar." the barkeep muttered.



Esther looked down the bar. An unmistakable blonde with a cute undercut met her eyes for a brief moment. Absent the wink, she might have mistaken it for a fan's congratulations... but the look on her face, the way she ran her finger around the edge of her glass, that little smile on her lips... it was unmistakable as a coy invitation.



"Look at that one." Her finger went to her mouth and her sympathetic smile twisted into a tempter's grin. She ran her tongue from the base to the roof of her mouth and leaned in closer to Esther. "Why don't you let her love you?"



Esther's mouth went dry. Suddenly, the drink she was offered seemed very... tempting.



But alas, it was not to be. "You were amazing out there!” Ana barreled into her, wrapping her arms around her in a crushing bear hug. "You were on fire! Why didn't you do that before?" Esther tried muttering a non-answer so she could get back to working up the courage to accept the blonde woman's invitation, but Ana would have none of it. "I wanted to cry I was so happy! Essie, I always knew you could do it!" For Ana, the excitement and energy of a live performance was, well, life.



Ana pulled Esther over to her table for celebratory coke and hot wings. Esther could see the disappointment in her admirer's eye as she watched another beautiful woman drag her away. Esther couldn't help but feel a twinge of that same disappointment deep in her chest. Mina just sighed and lounged on the bar counter dramatically. "Woe is me, betide to possess a hopeless invertebrate."



"Fuck you!" Esther hissed quietly as Ana pulled her away. But it was an empty jab. Mina's barbs and taunting had become almost... comfortable in the three months since she'd first claimed Esther's toned body. She was almost like a roommate. A roommate in her head. Who got her laid a hell of a lot.



Mina sprouted up in the empty chair beside Esther and Ana as they sat down in a cloud of smoke. "What about this one? Whatshername? She's kind of cute."



"Not happening." Esther muttered. The absolute last thing she needed to do was get involved with a bandmate. Plus, she'd known Ana since they were 15! She wasn't interested in her like that. Even if her tattooed arms were taut and firm, or if her short, punk-rock haircut made her look wild and untamed, or if her jeans hugged that cute little butt so fucking perfectly...



Esther shot a glare over at Mina, but she just leaned back and smiled. Esther often couldn't tell what were her own natural desires and Mina's delicious, decadent whispers, but she usually didn't mind. A little admiration and fantasy never hurt anyone. But this was serious business – Esther had always been of the opinion that fucking in the band would fuck the band.



Ana had, in the meantime, launched into a long, meandering story about some concert she went to in Europe a few months ago. Esther just made the appropriate noises and affirmations and nodded along with her, her own focus on something very different. "Shouldn't you be getting smashed about now?" Esther prodded, hoping to possibly get back to the cute blonde back at the bar before the opportunity was wasted (was that Mina's influence? Or was that newfound drive purely from her own recent successes in seducing and being seduced? Esther wasn't sure she cared).



"Ugh, I'm the designated driver tonight." Ana licked her fingers clean of the buffalo sauce from the copious amount of hot wings she had downed in record time. "Party of one. Unless you're offering to pay for my cab. Or give me a ride." Ana laughed. "You'll have to tow my car along too."



Esther laughed. "One smashed drummer and one smashed Buick? No thanks." she said. Ana's driving was haphazard on the best of days, and though they all exaggerated how smashed up her car was, it still had more dents, bumps, and bruises than any car reasonably should.



Ana mock pouted. "Spoilsport." she said. "My ears are still ringing. Let's go backstage."



"But I was thinking about-" But her objections were empty. As Mina had said, she was an invertebrate. When someone pulled, her first instinct was to go along. And Ana pulled very hard.



As she pulled her back, Esther noted that Tyler had already packed up and probably left. He was always a quiet one. The low rumble of the stereo music could be heard even in the mostly-isolated backroom.



"Ain't it great now that we don't have to leave the door open? This place is soundproof!" Ana spread her arms, twirled around, and collapsed into a chair. "You could fuck in here and no one would know." Ana laughed. "Gotta admit, I thought about it last time we played here, when that cute redheaded guy was hitting on me."



"I
 like
 this one." Mina purred in Esther's ear. "Can we keep her?"



"Shush." Esther hissed.



But to Ana, all that happened was Esther cocking her head to the side and looking distracted. "Are your ears still ringing too?" she asked. "We've probably fucked our hearing for the rest of our lives." Ana laughed. But with how often they played, she wasn't wrong.



Esther pulled out a pack of gum from her pocket and put it on the table and tried to untense. She felt great, but she still felt... wound up. Hyped. Rushing adrenaline with no goal. Ana, typically, grabbed a stick of mint gum without even asking. Her and Esther were close enough that that wasn't a problem, having known each other since high school, but Ana was the kind of girl who would've helped herself even if they'd just met. It was a kind of automatic familiarity, a sense of being home anywhere.



Esther studied her friend for a moment. Ana was leaning back in her chair, eyes closed and leg bobbing idly. She was always so much better at untensing than Esther was. Everywhere she went, she could go from alert to at ease at a moment's notice.



Esther studied her friend in a very different way as she leaned over her to grab another piece of gum. "Ana... could you... not do that?" Esther muttered.



Ana looked at her with confusion written on her face. "Do what?"



"... lean over like that." Esther muttered.



It was then that Ana realized where Esther was trying to stop her eyes from wandering to. "I didn't realize you were backsliding on the prude thing, Esther." Ana laughed. "What, am I scaring you? Dangers of the modern woman?"



Esther had gone through a very... puritan phase in High School. One Ana had never let her live down. Esther couldn't help herself. "And what if you are?" she asked irritably.



"Uh huh." Ana laughed. "Well, what are you gonna do to stop me and my dangerous tits?" She shook her chest, leaning over to give Esther the fullest view she could. Her olive-green tanktop drooped down to reveal her black bra cupping her cute B-cup boobs.



There was that strange, rising feeling in her chest as Mina possessed her soul. Her mind, her words, her actions, were all her own, but tainted by the dark desires and deadly determination the demoness whispered into the core of her being.



Esther shot up, startling Ana. Ana stumbled backwards against the wall as Esther lunged forward, Her arm pushed against the wall, leaving Ana enclosed by Esther's strong, sleek body as she sidled close enough to feel her breath, hot on her skin against the cold air of the room.



"I'm going to pull them out of that tanktop," Esther snarled, "and snap your bra open like a rubber band. That's what I'm gonna do." It felt good to say. It felt so good to finally let that out. To take the initiative, to take the smug smile from Ana's face and replace it with shock and surprise. To make Ana dance to
 her
 beat. Esther was ready to beat that drum until Ana couldn't feel her legs. "That's just the start." she growled, "I'll shut that smart mouth of your's with my lips and tie your tongue in knots. I'll suck the air out of your lungs and make you breathe in
 me
 ; I'll fill up that lithe little body with my will, and make you dance like a pleasured puppet on my velvet strings." She could see Ana's lip quiver involuntarily as the image forced its way into her mind, seeing herself wriggle and shudder under Esther's touch.



"You don't want to listen to me?" Esther hissed, "I'll whisper things in your ear that you'll never stop hearing, things that echo in your head in the depths of night, when you're all alone and your wandering hands look to make a pale imitation of me. I'll make it so you never stop hearing me. I'll make you
 worship
 me." In the few seconds or so of silence that followed, Esther had a moment of clarity. The mad look faded from her eyes, replaced with concern, and her breathing came lighter and slower. She opened her mouth to say something, anything. She couldn't imagine how the hell she was going to word an apology for that.



Ana's lips told her she didn't have to.



The drummer leaped up onto the taller woman, latching onto her with all four of her limbs, like a lust-crazed octopus. Esther held her up with her strong, toned arms, let Ana's legs wrap around her waist, stumbling backwards at the sudden shift in balance, stopped only by the counter in front of the mirror. Ana's hands clutched at Esther's shirt, pulling it half up and off before losing direction and settling for burying her hands in Esther's smooth, silky black locks.



Ana's pull on Esther lessened as she lowered a foot to the ground, keeping the other half-wrapped around Esther to remind her why the fuck she was there as Esther stole kiss after needy kiss. Wry but confused smile on her face, Ana drew back and said breathlessly, "Jeez, Essie... what got you so worked up?"



But Esther was in no mood to talk. Not that night. Not that moment. And Ana was completely fine with that. It didn't take long until Esther's passive nature, even with the soul of a demoness of lust revving her up, let Ana turn the tables on her. Ana was just so... forward, and naturally confident, and the way she moved Esther's body with strong, subtle motions and crawled up onto the counter, straddling Esther as she stripped her of her shirt, untied her bra with a professional's deftness, let her hand slowly work its way down her tight, toned abs, push under the band of her jeans, pulling the denim enticingly tight around her hips...



It was amazing how Ana so effortlessly coaxed Esther from a state of aggressive lust to a pliant, horny little toy. No amount of demonic corruption could hide that Esther, deep down, was a follower who needed to be
 led.
 So Mina did the unthinkable – she stopped possessing Esther. Instead, she joined in the fun. Ana couldn't see her, hear her, feel her, but Esther sure as hell could. Esther could see that devilish smile on Mina's face, hear every tease and taunt whispered into her ear, telling her how deliciously
 weak
 she was, feel Mina's ethereal fingers mingling with Ana's so-very-real touch...



Ana didn't need to enter Esther to make her squirm. She could just stroke the outside of her panties with the gentlest, most tantalizing motions, and watch Esther try not to cry as she pushed against her for more, more,
 more!
 But Ana held all the cards, and she knew it. Gone was the momentary assertiveness of Esther in the throes of passion; back was the whimpering, sensitive girl she knew and loved.



Esther was so cute when she came. Absolutely precious. No amount of demonic drive or false facades of confidence could have hid her then. Her mouth opened wide, but all that came out was the tiniest squeak of absolute release, the wordless noises she had catching in her throat and tripping on the way out. There was no tension. No worries. No world. Just the lightness of being engulfed in darkness; weightless and free, no one, nothing there except the void and Ana. Ana's fingers, caressing her pulsing pussy through the thin soaked fabric of her panties, Ana's breath, hot and warm and
 moist
 against her neck, Ana's body, pushing up against her with all the force and firmness of a stone column... all a weak anchor to the world from her state of bliss. It lasted less than a second, but to Esther, it might as well have been eternity.



Then it hit her like a freight train. All that bliss, that lightness, left her, sucked out her body and leaving it a cold, barren basin. She gasped, turning her gentle touch to a mad embrace, wrapping her long, lean arms around Ana's back; struggled, pushed herself desperately against Ana's fingers as she clenched her thighs around Ana's hand and came her sweet brains out. Her body was so warm, so
 warm;
 she pressed up against her like she was a lizard and Ana her rock. With a long, high moan, so melodic it could have been part of a song, Esther wailed to the heavens like she never had before.



"Damn, Esther, you're easy to please." Ana lifted her fingers, just moistened by the wet lace of Esther's panties, to her lips and teasingly licked them clean one by one before purring, "Y'wanna go again?"



It wasn't even a question, really. Not a serious one. Esther's response was nothing but a weak, but needy kiss, asking, begging, pleading for more. Ana was more than happy to fulfill Esther's desires. All Esther could do was whimper as Ana kissed her neck, asked her in a dozen different ways if
 this
 or
 that
 was what she liked as her hand dove under Esther's panties. And it was, all of it. Every twitch and turn of Ana's hot, unyielding body, pushing her against the mirror, finger fucking her so hard that they made the glass shake. And Mina, that she-devil, always in her ear, whispering, hands wandering, helping, multiplying every tweak and tease Ana did tenfold. And Esther just laid there, alternating between pressing against the mirror and pushing against Ana's wonderful fucking fingers. She was helpless before the monster she had created.



All sorts of pleas escaped her lips. "Ana, I'm-...!", "Please, please, Ana, wait-!", "Ana, a-are you sure you want to-...!" all of them were hollow, empty, and all of them were followed by Esther tensing her whole body and cumming out every last bit of resistance. She was so sensitive, so easy to please under Mina and Ana's combined ministrations.



Ana worried for a moment that she might have overdone it when she left Esther a gasping mess on the counter. But there was something deep within her just waiting for her opportunity. Almost as soon as Ana crawled off of her Esther was on top of her. Even Mina looked surprised. There was only a split second of Esther's uncertainty and hesitation before she surrendered to the pounding lust between her thighs. She fulfilled her promise. Esther yanked off Ana's tanktop and snapped her bra off with the viciousness and
 hunger
 of a starving wolf. There would be no mercy for her. Ana let herself be pushed down onto the couch, excitement in her eyes.



Her arms pinned Ana's shoulders as her hands buried themselves in her frizzy curls. Every kiss she laid on Ana's skin went lower and lower, from her lips, to her jaw, to her neck, to her collarbone... Esther pushed herself up, letting her hair curtain her face as she looked Ana in her beautiful green eyes. "I'm gonna make you scream." And then came the smile – a smile that Ana recognized. That cute, nervous, 'Okay, I'll do it' smile that she had seen so often on Esther. She'd seen it when she convinced Esther to join her first band back in High School, when she told her to follow her dream major, when she told her to come back to Baltimore without money or a job after college to sing for a no-name band. That little smile she got when they first started out, when they were juggling schedules and jobs to fit in jam sessions and gigs. It was the revelation of a little, deeply hidden part of her, the part that loved the excitement and adventure of the novel and unknown. It was... beautiful. In that moment, that little moment of familiarity and comfort, Ana raised her hand to caress Esther's cheek. And Esther returned that touch with a softness in her eyes uncharacteristic of her lustful madness.



It didn't last long.



Esther's kisses planted themselves all down Ana's neck, her breasts, her pert little nipples, down her belly... Ana put her hands on Esther's head and whimpered as she drew ever-closer to her precious, sensitive,
 aching
 loins. Her thighs tightened around Esther's head, and only relented when she realized that Esther had yet to peel off her jeans and panties. Esther tore off Ana's jeans without fanfare, but took those cute, lacy red panties in her mouth, gripping them by the elastic, pulling them ever-so-gently and slowly...



Ana couldn't take it. She had spent the past half hour pleasing Esther and had no time for herself. She could feel the pulsing between her legs more than her own heartbeat. "C'mon, Essie..." she whimpered, "I wasn't this mean to you!"



"I told you," Esther said, with a tone less commanding but more sincere than earlier, "I'm gonna make you worship me."



Mina stood back, looking on in shock, albeit in a pleased kind of way. Like a proud teacher who finally sees her student 'get' what she's been teaching. The way Esther teased with her tongue up and down Ana's lower lips with the patience of a hunter waiting for her prey. The way she reached up and held Ana's hands with every deep moan and high-pitched cry as she touched all the sensitive spots in
 just
 the right way.



It didn't take long. Ana was primed and ready; Esther was just the catalyst. Ana came, with a loud low cry. But Esther wasn't finished. She wouldn't be finished with her until she was just as much of a mess as Esther was up against the counter. She would make her cum time and time again, stopped only to kiss her face, her neck, her ear, and whisper the darkest secrets to her.



Esther, finally, crawled up and collapsed against Ana, breathing heavy and labored, but contented in having brought her friend to such throes of ecstasy.



It was a long time before Ana spoke up. "Jesus Christ, Esther... if I knew your tongue could do either of those things..." The kiss Ana laid on her neck wasn't lazy – it was happily exhausted. Her arm curled around Esther and she rested her head against her shoulder. "You were right, you know? I'll be hearing those whispers in my head for a long, long time."



Mina nuzzled up to her other side, kissing her cheek with mock innocence. "Aren't you so glad you have me along to break the ice with all of your old friends?" Esther wanted to say no. But her soul said yes, yes, yes!



So she settled for a smile and leaned her head against Ana's. It was a... good performance.




OEBPS/Image00000.jpg
TAIL OF A SAPPHIC SUCCUBUS

@

APRIL M. JUNISDOTTIR





