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Lucy was late.

Lucy was never late. Lucy, in fact, was the kind of girl who would stand around checking her watch and tutting loudly whenever anyone else dared to be late. To her, it was a personal affront: a mark of disrespect. Five minutes late would earn you an exasperated sigh. Ten would get you a lecture, complete with eye-rolling. More than half an hour without a good reason, and friendships were at stake.

It wasn’t her fault, though. She had laid out her clothes that morning specifically so that she could jump into them immediately once she got back from work; if there was one thing she hated – other than lateness, of course – it was feeling rushed. The dinner was an important one: on the surface, a casual little wine-and-cheese deal for clients at the firm, but to a shrewd observer the perfect place to mingle and schmooze your way to the top. Lucy had been forced by a poor job market to take little more than an entry-level position, but she didn’t plan on staying there for long. She had worked too hard at university to consider her current meagre salary a fitting recompense for all the nights she had sacrificed in the library while all of her friends were out getting drunk and meeting boys. It’ll pay off once you graduate, she had told herself – except it hadn’t, and it didn’t look as though it would in the near future, either.

The clothes had all been there – conservative white blouse with a subtly low neckline, capable of appealing to both the prudes and the lechers at once; black pencil skirt; flat pumps designed to give the impression of a chic sophisticate who was wasted in the lower echelons of the company – but the pendant necklace she had picked out was missing. She was sure it had been there when she left. The little silver teardrop on its chain had been just right to set off the outfit. Without it, it looked... wrong. The neckline was too low without the pendant as a distraction, rendering the whole ensemble – and all the effort she had put into selecting it – pointless.

Where could it be?

She ran her fingers underneath the cupboard, hoping to feel the cool metal rub against them, but she got nothing in return. She sighed. She would have to change; there was no way around it.

But no, she couldn’t change. That would take time, and time was the one thing she didn’t have. Maybe she could find something to replace it instead?

She looked through her jewellery stand unhappily: the pickings were slim, and there was nothing that would match. Damn it. All that planning, ruined by something so stupidly simple.

Of course, the partners at the firm probably wouldn’t even notice. Why would they? She wasn’t anyone important. There was nothing about her that would particularly catch their eye. Why would they be paying attention to her? She might as well not even bother turning up. She wouldn’t be missed.

No. She couldn’t think like that; it was that kind of thinking that would keep her on the lowest rung of the ladder until the day she retired. There had to be another option.

Surely Stephanie wouldn’t mind if she borrowed something?

Lucy pushed open the door to her housemate’s room, expecting to see the mess that usually greeted her – Stephanie didn’t have Lucy’s meticulous standards of neatness, and in truth was about as much of a slob as Lucy would ever have been comfortable living with – but to her surprise the room was immaculate. The papers from her graduate degree course were neatly filed away in her in-tray, her clothes were freshly laundered the floor was tidy. The only thing that seemed out of place was a round, shiny object sitting in the middle of her desk. It caught her eye, not least because it was the only thing that distinguished the room from being something you might find in a model home, but also because the red gems embedded in it seemed to glimmer with a light all of their own.

A necklace. Perfect.

Stephanie wouldn’t mind. Hell, she might not even notice it was gone; she was never the most reliable of people. It might even be back in its place by the time she got back. She never needed to know.

Lucy stepped into the room quietly, despite being the only person in the house: somehow, even though she knew it was justifiable, it felt like a strange invasion of privacy. The necklace was extremely pretty, after all, even though she had never seen Stephanie wearing it. In fact, she hadn’t seen much of Stephanie recently at all. She normally kept herself to herself, and they weren’t what you could exactly call friends, but where Stephanie would usually waste her time holed up in her room she had taken to spending more and more time out of the house. Maybe she’d got a new boyfriend or something, although she’d never brought him back.

Still, whatever it was seemed to be having a positive impact on her – or at least, on her cleanliness. It was hard to complain too much about that.

Lucy picked up the pendant and watched as it shone in the light, the fitted stones glittering like nothing she had seen before. They were glass, obviously – if they were anything but, the whole thing would have been worth a fortune – but as costume jewellery went it was an incredibly attractive piece, and perfect for what she had in mind.

Lucy stood in front of Stephanie’s full-length mirror, unfastened the clasp, and fastened it around her neck. The engraved silver hung down perfectly between her breasts, drawing the eye without seeming too sleazy or desperate.

Shame I don’t have more for them to hang between, Lucy thought to herself, and sighed. It wasn’t that she hated her body or anything, but she was hardly in love with it either. She was thin, sure – although there were a few curves around her midsection that she wouldn’t have minded getting rid of, if the opportunity ever arose – but depressingly flat-chested. Naked, she looked almost exactly the way she had at fourteen years old.

She barely noticed the change before she turned around and headed out the door, but something – some subtle, intangible feeling that the body in the mirror wasn’t quite the body she had learned to tolerate – made her stop. She looked down at her chest, and then back into the mirror. It was slight, but... yes, it was definitely there.

Her breasts were bigger, now.

It was impossible, but there was no doubt in her mind. They didn’t just look bigger: they felt heavier, too, as though the new tissue was pulling her body in strange directions. They even felt as though they were stretching against the fabric cups of a bra that had fit her perfectly just moments before. The longer she stood there, watching her body in amazement, the more the bra seemed to constrict her.

Could it be that they were still growing? Of course not; that was ridiculous. They weren’t growing at all. It was just a trick of the light, or the way the pendant emphasised her figure. Obviously, that was the only explanation.

Then why does your bra feel like it’s about to snap off?

Lucy reached around behind her back and scrambled her fingers up to the clasp. It was much tighter than usual, but when she finally managed to pop it free the sense of relief was unlike anything she had felt before. Suddenly, she was overcome by a desire to look at them, to gauge properly just what was going on. Taking no notice of the fact that she was still in Stephanie’s room, she unbuttoned her blouse and let both it and the bra drop to the floor.

What stared back at her in the mirror was astonishing. Her breasts, previously a B-cup on a good day, had swollen to more than double their previous size. Now they were a D-cup at least, and probably more. Lucy brought her hands up to them, barely daring to touch them, refusing to accept that they could be real.

The firm pink buds of her nipples – her new nipples, it had to be noted, with none of the slight imperfections and annoyances that her previous pair had possessed – stood out in the cold of the room. Was it the cold, though? It felt pretty warm to her. In fact, suddenly everything seemed warm; a tingling sensation spread out across her body. Her complexion was clearing up; the faint scars from teenage acne had all but vanished now, and her alabaster-pale skin was darkening, taking on a well-tanned hue. The changes were happening faster and faster, piling up on themselves. Her hair, previously short and black in a partially successful attempt to keep it from slipping back into the wild, untamed mess that had devastated her early years, was growing right out of the top of her head in cascading waves, before lightening to a vibrant blonde. Her lips swelled into two perfectly plump, shapely cushions. Her cheekbones gained so much more definition as their structure shifted painlessly beneath the skin.

Then everything stopped.

Lucy reached out a shaking hand to touch the glass, convinced that nothing she could be seeing was real, but the figure on the other side of the mirror did the same thing. When she ran to Stephanie’s dressing table, the blonde girl followed her, matching her movements with total precision.

There was no way to avoid it. This – she, the girl in the mirror, whatever you wanted to call it – was Lucy. This new body was hers.

The pendant glowed again, and then went dull.

It was the necklace’s fault; it had to be. No matter how crazy an explanation it seemed, there was nothing else that fit. Lucy wracked her brain for a rational explanation, but none came. Trying to think logically was harder, suddenly. Her previously razor-sharp brain felt dulled, now. Bright flashes of ideas came to her, but they were impossible to hold onto for more than a second or two. They danced through the air like leaves on a strong wind, constantly being carried away from her, pulled exhaustingly out of reach. The more she tried to fight it, the more flimsy and intangible they became.

Let them go.

She didn’t need to think. What good was thinking, anyway? The new body would take care of everything she could possibly need.

God, it was attractive.

Lucy ran her hands down the body’s stomach, admiring the smoothness of it all. Her hipbones were teasingly prominent, and as she reached her hand further down past the waist of her skirt she found that – contrary to her own unkempt thatch of hair – her new body’s pussy was perfectly hairless.

In the silence of Stephanie’s room, it was easy to lose track of time. How long had she spent gazing in wonder at the form in front of her? Two minutes? Five? Ten? An hour? Longer still? She’d be late for the dinner now, that was for sure, but somehow she didn’t much care. Work just seemed so... stupid now – stupid and boring. Why had she ever put so much attention into it? There were just so many more important things to think about.

Like her pussy, for example. How long had she lived her life feeling sexually frustrated, incapable of getting more than the faintest trace of an orgasm out from between her old legs? It felt like forever – and yet here she was, brazenly standing with her hand down her skirt in front of her flatmate’s mirror. Wasn’t this better? Didn’t this just feel so... right?

She parted her lips with her finger, and found to no surprise that her pussy was absolutely dripping wet with arousal. There was no risk of being able to wear this skirt to the dinner now; she’d leave a puddle every time she sat down.

Not that she minded that, of course. There would be something so funny about watching the desperate older men following her around, desperately trying to chat to get her attention. How could they resist, now that she looked like this? They’d be falling all over her just to get the merest whiff of her glorious new pussy.

She pulled out her fingers and smiled: they were coated in a thick sheen of arousal. Almost without thinking she brought them to her lips. The smell was strong, but enticing: the scent of lust, pure and simple and impossible to ignore. As she sucked them clean – why was she sucking them? Her old body would never have done that; would have thought it was disgusting, in fact – Lucy felt a warm sensation spreading out from her pussy. It felt so dirty, sucking her juices like this... and yet it was turning her on like nothing ever had before.

She moved her hands behind her back and unzipped the skirt, letting it – and the boring white panties she had selected for herself that morning – fall to the ground. She looked at them disdainfully. God, her old body had been so dull. How had she lived like that?

But no... Lucy was gone. There was a new sheriff in town – one who understood the value of pleasure, and of letting yourself go once in a while. Lucy was even a boring name. It would have to go too.

She could be... Lola.

Yes, that worked. Lola was fun. Lola knew how to have a good time. Lola wasn’t ashamed of the wetness between her legs. Lola wasn’t afraid to work her fingers inside her eager cunt no matter where she was. Lola lived for orgasms. Everything else was secondary.

Lola slid two fingers inside her and gasped. Her new body was so sensitive and her pussy was so slick that they slipped in with almost no resistance – but once inside, every movement seemed to pull her in a thousand directions at once. It was as though her whole body below the waist was composed of nothing but raw nerve endings, each one fine-tuned to whichever frequency would provide the maximum arousal. She groaned loudly, happy that she was the only person in the house.

Her legs began to tremble and her body slumped forward on the glass of the mirror, the only thing she knew would be able to keep her from falling over. No, this wouldn’t do... the pleasure was too intense for her to stay standing. She needed something, some support...

She looked across to Stephanie’s perfectly made bed.

That would do nicely.

Lola ran to the bed and flopped down in the middle of it, sending sheets and cushions flying everywhere. She began furiously playing with herself, rubbing at her cunt with maniacal fervour – but that wasn’t enough. Her new body hungered for more. It needed to be filled.

Her fingers slipped inside her, first one and then two and then at last a third, but they didn’t satisfy her no matter how hard she pumped them in and out of herself. There had to be something else...

And then she felt it: the hard round tube beneath the pillow.

Perfect.

Lola pulled it out and examined it for a second: a hot pink monstrosity that buzzed and kicked like a racehorse as soon as she so much as grazed the black knob at its base. Stephanie’s vibrator was huge and fierce.

You’re crossing a line, a voice inside of her cried out, but it was a voice that was easily drowned out by a sudden, desperate urge. Lola forced the silicone cock inside her and gasped as the vibrations wracked her body. She had never felt anything like this before – sheer, unabashed freedom to enjoy her body and all of the pleasures it could provide. Lucy would never have allowed it, especially not like this: not with another woman’s toy inside her. She had never even been able to pluck up the courage to buy her own toy, let alone steal her housemate’s.

The idea was disgusting, on every level. It was so wrong, and yet...

And yet it felt so right.

The first orgasm hit like a lightning bolt, electrifying her body and making it spasm in ecstasy. Her back arched and her toes curled, but still she carried on, pushing the cock into her with one hand as her other hand pinched and pulled at her new nipples. By the time the second took over her body, she was screaming loudly, her pussy mechanically and mindlessly grinding against her hand, desperate for more friction and the pleasure it brought her.

It was only after the third, Lola’s new body finally gave up. She collapsed into darkness, and an exhausted sleep.

Wake up, Lucy.

The voice cut through her dream, pulling her back to reality. She blinked away the darkness, and looked up at an unfamiliar ceiling – and why was she so cold?

Was it... Stephanie’s room? What the hell was she doing there?

And, more pressingly, why was she naked?

She sat up, and rubbed her eyes. Had she been drunk? Was that it? No, it couldn’t be: there was still some soft autumn light streaming in through the curtains, and there was no headache – besides, Lucy had never had a hangover in her life.

‘Oh good,’ a voice said. ‘You’re awake.’

Stephanie had been sitting at her desk with the chair facing away from Lucy, still as a statue; it was only once she spoke and span around to face her guest that the naked girl noticed her. Instinctively, Lucy grasped for the bedsheets that surrounded her, but Stephanie just laughed. ‘Don’t you think it’s a bit late to cover yourself up?’ she said, grinning. ‘I think I’ve seen pretty much everything there is to see already.’

‘What... what happened to me?’ Lucy stammered out. Her mind felt as though it was going a thousand miles an hour, desperately trying to figure out what was going on and yet coming up with nothing.

‘You decided to borrow something that didn’t belong to you. That’s all. I guess you could say it had... unforeseen consequences.’ She dangled the necklace in front of Lucy’s face. ‘Do you remember this?’

Lucy shook her head. ‘I’ve never seen that before in my life.’

‘Are you sure? Think hard. Try and remember.’

She strained, thinking back over the day. She had come home from work in kind of a rush, ready to get changed; she remembered that much clearly. Then her necklace had been missing, so she had...

Yes, she had gone into Stephanie’s room, that was right – but only to borrow a necklace. That didn’t explain any of this.

Maybe it did seem familiar. It caught the light in a way she had seen before: bewitching and entrancing. It was hard for her to take her eyes off it. Yes, that had been the one she had chosen. She had slipped it over her head, and...

Blackness. Everything after that was a blur of shadows and noise that she couldn’t make out. She remembered... changing, maybe? Looking different. Watching someone else play with herself, and yet feeling the pleasure in her own body.

Lucy felt her face turn red. The memories had been hidden away, but now, with conscious direction, they were starting to come back.

‘That’s right,’ Stephanie grinned. ‘Remember for me. Bring it all back to your mind. Remember what it did to you.’

What was that thing? Surely it was some sort of trick or illusion – but if that was the case, how did it explain how Lucy had ended up stripped and sore in her housemate’s bed?

‘I don’t understand,’ she said eventually. ‘What’s going on?’

‘I found it in an antique shop in Chinatown,’ Stephanie said, as though it was the most normal thing in the world. ‘I got a hell of a shock when I put it on, I can tell you. It took me about three or four different people to try and figure out exactly what the deal was with it.’

‘What is it?’

‘A necklace. That’s all. Nothing too expensive, even though it probably should be.’

Lucy could barely believe the words as they came out of her mouth. It sounded so implausible, but in the face of the evidence, what else could it be? ‘I think... I think it did something to me.’

Stephanie didn’t seem surprised. ‘That’s because it did. It does the same thing to anyone when they put it on.’

‘How is that even possible?’

She shrugged. ‘No idea. All I know is, as long as you’re wearing it, you’re a different person. Literally.’

‘That can’t be right, though.’

Stephanie smiled. ‘I thought you’d say that.’ She brought the necklace up to her own neck, and fastened it in place. Immediately, a change came over her. The sloppy, slovenly, art-student grunge vibe that Stephanie usually gave off gave way to someone smart and businesslike: her hair went from wild and frizzy to pulled back in a professional-looking bun, and her cheekbones were suddenly harsh and regal. Her face was stern and serious, the look of a woman it would be foolish to mess with.

A second later, she pulled the necklace away and her features contorted back to their old ways: the friendly smile; the soft, bright eyes; the wild hair.

‘Ta-da,’ she said, like a magician who had just finished his grand finale. ‘I told you. It changes people. Everyone who puts it on.’

Lucy couldn’t believe it. Her mouth flapped open like a goldfish, the words she needed to get out unwilling to come together to ask the questions in her mind. ‘But... what...?’

‘It’s not just the physical, either,’ Stephanie explained, continuing on regardless. ‘It’s personality. From what I can gather, it seems to turn you into the person you most want to be. I used to be a slob who was barely able to afford rent, and I ended up successful and focused. You, on the other hand, were always kind of a prude and a stick-in-the-mud, and it turned you into...’ She gestured down at Lucy’s naked body, but the word didn’t need to be said.

A whore.

It seemed crazy, but the evidence was staring her right in the face. ‘Do you know how it works?’ she asked.

Stephanie laughed. ‘Oh, fuck no. I don’t have a clue. Witchcraft? Voodoo? Ancient curse? But I don’t think it matters. The important thing is that I know what it does, now. And that means I’m comfortable enough to start using it. With this thing, I’m going to become a millionaire – not to mention how much fun we’re going to have together.’

‘We?’ Lucy asked. The two of them had never been close, had never really had a conversation that had lasted longer than five minutes despite living together for almost a year. ‘What do you mean, we?’

‘I need a business partner,’ she said. ‘Someone I can trust. Someone who knows how the gem works. Someone who has her shit together, if you’ll pardon the phrase.’

‘You seem to know what you’re doing.’

It was true. This was the most focused Lucy had ever seen her. Stephanie smiled. ‘You picked up on that, eh? It seems like the more you wear it, the more the effects linger. I was wearing it a lot while I was trying to figure it out, and it seems it kind of stuck. Not that I’m complaining, obviously.

‘So why me?’

She shrugged. ‘I don’t know. I could pick someone else, I suppose... but then again, I think you’ll want to help me. I think you enjoyed the freedom of behaving like that.’ She paused. ‘I think you’d do pretty much anything to be allowed to wear it again – and that makes you loyal. I can use loyalty.’

Lucy bristled. ‘I most certainly do not–’ she began, but the words fell away from her lips before she managed to stammer them out. It didn’t even warrant consideration: she couldn’t mess around with something that changed her so fundamentally. This other girl – the one she remembered from her blackout – was completely stripped of her personality. She was nothing but a stupid slut, with sex on the brain and an addiction to pleasure.

But still... 

‘Admit it,’ Stephanie said. ‘You’re curious, aren’t you? There’s no point trying to hide it. I can read you like a book.’

‘What makes you sure I’m going to put that... thing on again?’

‘Because I know what it does,’ she explained. ‘I know exactly how it makes you feel. And I know you can’t resist it. Can you?’

Lucy felt her cheeks flushing. The answer was obvious: as much as she wanted to pretend otherwise, and as much as her natural reaction to the humiliation she had felt on being discovered naked and exhausted  by Stephanie was to withdraw and run away, she had enjoyed herself as the change happened. It was hard to deny how good she had felt after wearing the pendant, and there was no way of denying that its effect on her had been incredible. The blonde woman – herself, she supposed, although it felt difficult to think of herself as being the same entity – had been absolutely gorgeous, if a little ditzy.

Not ditzy: stupid. Practically mindless.

But it had been fun, hadn’t it? To feel that release? To not worry about work, or career advancement, or how other people saw her? Just to give herself over to the sheer hedonism of it all?

‘I made some adjustments to it while you were sleeping,’ Stephanie said as she slipped the necklace over Lucy’s head. The change began to happen almost immediately; there was no waiting for her breasts to begin growing and her hair to lighten this time. Within seconds, she looked like a different person altogether. ‘Not much. Just to the fastening.’

‘Oh yes?’ Lucy asked dreamily. What did she care whether Stephanie had replaced the clasp? It was the pendant that was important. That was where the magic happened. That was what made Lola come out to play.

Stephanie didn’t reply as the transformation drew to a close. She saw in the mirror Lucy’s beautiful new body, fresh and perfect and ready to be played with. The only sound that came from her was the click of a padlock that seemed to echo around the room.

‘You see,’ Stephanie said as Lola emerged as though from a frumpy cocoon, ‘I know exactly what you need.’

Lola nodded mindlessly as her hand began to move slowly down to its familiar spot between her legs. Stephanie’s own hand came out of nowhere, swatting it away. Lola glared at her in frustration.

‘No,’ Stephanie said harshly. ‘It’s not time to play just yet. There’ll be plenty of time for that later. I can promise you, you’re not getting out of that thing any time soon. You’re all mine now.’

Getting out of it?, Lola thought. Why would I ever want to get out of it? She felt better than she ever had before. Why had she even bothered to padlock the necklace closed? Sure, Lucy might have tried to get back to her dismal little life, but not Lola. This was how she was meant to be.

Whoever this stern-looking woman was, she owed her a favour: anything that allowed her to escape that awful, prudish, boring body yet again.

There was something thrilling about what the woman had said about being all hers, too: just an object, something to be owned by another person. The idea had never appealed to her before, but now it just seemed so wonderfully naughty. Maybe, as an object, she really could just give herself over to pleasure. No worries, no fears, no doubts about where she was going next. Wouldn’t that be the best way to live?

No: it was the only way to live.

The woman – Stephanie? The name sounded familiar, as though she had known her in a far-off life, back when she was the dull frump rather than the sexy goddess she was now – clicked her fingers and pointed to the ground, and somehow Lola knew exactly what to do. She cast aside the bedsheets and went to kneel down by the woman’s side. As Stephanie hiked up her skirt and revealed her perfectly shaved pussy, Lola couldn’t help but let out a small moan of anticipation. It looked so... incredible. It was unlike anything she had ever seen before. All she wanted was to taste it, to feel the wetness already blooming there soak her tongue.

Perhaps it might even feel better to please this woman than to have her fingers in her own cunt. Was that even possible?

Perhaps, if she did a good enough job, the woman might let her have both.

Without instruction, she leaned in and began eagerly lapping at Stephanie’s pussy. She barely heard her moans of excitement, subconsciously filing them away as proof that she was doing a good job. She had never gone down on a girl before, and yet somehow she knew exactly what she was doing – she knew that tracing her tongue gently across her labia would make her shudder with delight, knew that sucking at her clit would make her arch her back and curl her toes in the bliss of an orgasm approaching with all the power of a freight train.

She knew that, when she slid two fingers inside the woman at the same time she slid two fingers inside herself, it would only be a matter of time before they both collapsed in a breathless, panting heap: Stephanie sprawled out in her chair, beads of sweat forming on her forehead, and Lola on the floor, desperately trying to muster the energy to force another orgasm out of her aching cunt.

They sat in silence for a while, soaking up the energy of the room. No words were needed. Both of them knew what was coming next.

‘From now on I think you’re better off calling me Mistress,’ Stephanie said.

Lola nodded happily. Mistress it was., if that was what she wanted.

‘Good girl,’ her new Mistress said, stroking Lola’s hair gently. ‘Now open your mouth again. We’ve got a lot of work to do with you.’

‘How many will there be tonight, Mistress?’

‘Just two to start, slut. More might come along later.’ Stephanie smiled as they waited in the car for 9pm to arrive, and Lola’s first appointment to begin. ‘I wanted to make it easy for you on your first night. You’ll be dealing with a lot more men at once soon, I promise.’

The woman next to her in the passenger seat sighed with pleasure at the thought. ‘Yes Mistress,’ she said, shuffling against the leather. She was already sopping wet in expectation.

‘Make sure you do a good job with them. Just like we practiced on my dildo, OK?’

Lola smiled, relishing the memory. Stephanie had trained her throat extensively – not that she had needed it. When it came to cocksucking, Lola was a natural. Then again, Lola was a natural at most things sexual – or at least, a very quick learner.

‘Mmm... yes, Mistress,’ she purred.

‘They’ve paid a good price for a pretty little piece of fuckmeat like you. You don’t disappoint them, OK?’

‘No Mistress. Never.’

‘Good girl. You give them anything they want.’ Stephanie reached over Lola in her skimpy, slutty outfit – she had picked the fishnets and tight leather skirt out herself; she was really settling into her new wardrobe – and opened the car door. ‘Now go,’ she said. ‘And make sure you bring every penny of their payment back to me as soon as you’re done. It’s mine, understood?’

Stephanie watched as Lola went into the house where the night’s entertainment was taking place. Yes... with that hot little slut in her service, and all the men in the city looking for a truly wanton girl who was open to anything, she was going to make a fortune.

As the first man entered her greedy pussy from behind, Lola gasped for just long enough that her mouth could be stuffed with the second man’s giant cock. She gagged for a moment, and a string of spittle mixed with his salty precome dripped from the corner of her mouth, but she did her best to relax her throat and allowed the man who had rented her body for the next four hours to slide down her throat and get his money’s worth.

She couldn’t help but feel a warm glow of contentment spread through her as the men began to thrust into her willing and eager holes.

It was going to be a long night.
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