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		Tom moved as quietly as he could, stepping lightly. The soft earth made any sound nearly inaudible, but danger lurked all around him—in the form of loud, crunchy pine cones. Years of winters and summers and more winters had left them all over the ground, some still fresh and hard, and others old and brittle. Tom’s best strategy was to avoid them all entirely; an unnatural sound out here could ruin everything.

		With a Canon 7D hanging from his neck, Tom froze in his tracks and scanned the trees ahead, searching through the branches with his eyes, listening. They favored the jack pines, and it was the right time of the season for breeding. Tom wished more than anything to catch a glimpse of them. Even one would be well worth it. He could hear them in the distance, chirping away. The sound carried crisp on the wind, coming from the trees ahead.

		Kirtland’s warblers nearly went extinct fifty years ago. Their population had steadily increased over the last half-century, but they were nowhere near as common as other birds. Some modern estimates had numbered them around five thousand total, though an exact number could only be guessed. Summer was the best time to spot them. Just before winter, the birds migrated to the Bahamas and wouldn’t return until the following year.

		Tom knew their appearance well, though he had yet to capture one in a photograph. They were gray and brown along the head and back, with darkened streaks on the wings. However, along the neck and breast they were a bright yellow. Broken white rings circled their eyes.

		As the wind rustled the leaves, Tom heard their song again, the telltale chirping not far ahead in the trees. He brought his camera up to his face, eyeing the digital viewfinder. Zooming in, he could faintly see a tail of a bird bobbing up and down several yards up from the ground. There was a bit of yellow on its body, but pine needles blocked most of it. Tom was sure that it was the warbler, but there was no clear shot.

		Sighing, Tom stepped closer, hoping to catch a view from the underside. The yellow breast of the bird began to peek out, as well as those white rings around its dark eyes. Tom moved his finger to the shutter, eager to press the button at the exact moment the entire body came into view.

		With the loud crack of a pine cone snapping under his foot, the bird took flight and raced away, gliding over a nearby wooden fence and disappearing from sight.

		Ah, dammit!

		It wasn’t anything new. Getting that perfect shot and angle was next to impossible, especially for near-threatened species of birds. Tom had filled up memory cards with pictures of cormorants, grebes, pintails, swallows, shrikes, flycatchers, and numerous other species. And, with the camera slung around his neck, snapping great photographs was even easier than before. It had only required all the money from working three straight months at a summer job to purchase it!

		But, it wasn’t enough. Tom was after that one elusive prize: the Kirtland’s warbler. Just one picture of it would be better than having a thousand pictures of all the other birds.

		Securing the expensive camera around his neck, he stepped up to the fence and reached up to grasp the top. Trying to climb over it proved to be useless, as his feet had nothing to step on. They slid ineffectually along the painted wood, while Tom used every muscle in his upper body to try and pull himself over. It didn’t work.

		Panting, Tom turned to see a tree nearby, thick and sturdy, growing upright right near the fence. A heavy branch just so happened to be hanging over the top. It looked strong enough to support his weight.

		Seeing no other alternative, Tom brushed himself off and headed for the tree, clutching his dangling camera in one hand. Using one of the roots as a sort of stepladder, he pulled himself up along the trunk, grabbing the lowest branch off to his right. Bits of bark stripped under his feet as he moved himself up to where the trunk split off into several different directions, providing a crude resting spot. He turned and plopped his butt down, looking to his camera to make sure that it hadn’t suffered any damage on the way up. Everything appeared to be good.

		Now well above the fence, Tom could see a two-story house on the other side, just beyond a short—and unkempt—backyard. There was no sign of the Kirtland’s warbler, but Tom didn’t expect dividends so quickly. Much of the time, birdwatching was all about waiting and staying absolutely still. You could go hours without seeing anything special, and it wouldn’t have been the first time that Tom had spent an afternoon in a tree just waiting for that one certain bird to appear.

		There was movement inside the house. Tom had considered jumping over the fence to find that darn bird, but decided against it in case someone was home. Besides, the camera had plenty of zoom capability. He could easily get a full frame of the bird from a hundred yards away. Rather than risking trespassing, Tom remained on his makeshift perch, just waiting for the opportune moment.

		An older couple lived in this house, or so he remembered from a couple months ago. They were in their sixties or seventies, both retired. He didn’t recall their names. But, Tom hadn’t seen them since, and he thought they had moved out. Yet, he had seen no moving trucks, or heard of anyone else moving in. Bunch of recluses perhaps.

		He saw movement inside again. All the blinds and curtains were drawn open along the rear of the house. Curious, Tom retrieved his camera, setting aside the hunt for that one elusive bird and temporarily spying on whoever was inside the house. It wasn’t anything wrong—just a little peek! There was no harm in that. Besides, no one knew he was out here.

		Holy shit.

		A sudden tremble attacked Tom’s hands, but he steadied himself, operating the zoom with careful precision. He followed the figure with the lens, watching as it passed from window to window, hurrying from right to left. Then, the figure stopped, and Tom snapped a photo. And a second one shortly after. Each time after activating the shutter, the image was on the display for a few seconds, allowing Tom to take it all in.

		There was a woman inside. No, not just that! A topless woman! The only article of clothing she had on was a pink thong, but that left little to the imagination. With his heart racing, Tom snapped several more photos as she moved back and forth, sometimes twirling around in circles on her toes. He caught several angles of her light ebony skin and dark nipples, more of her round backside, and plenty of her hourglass figure.

		Before he knew it, Tom had snapped a few dozen photos, all of the same woman. So much for birdwatching.

		I guess someone else moved in, he thought to himself, seeing no sign of the older couple. Either that, or they were gone, and someone had decided to have a good time while alone in the house. Tom was quietly thankful for the power of his camera. The pictures were so crisp and clear that he could make out the woman’s dark nipples in startling detail, perky and firm atop her smallish breasts. Hell, he could nearly make out the individual pores on her smooth, hairless skin. Then, flipping through the photos, he stopped on one of her with her backside facing the window, and that pink thong disappearing down the center of her ass, swallowed up by her round, plump cheeks.

		Tom suddenly felt something stiffening in his pants.

		Okay, that’s enough of that. Now where’s that damn—

		Wait. There were two of them! Tom had been so caught up with the first that he hadn’t noticed a Caucasian woman in there as well. Unlike her dark-skinned friend, she was fully naked from head to toe! Cursing himself for his strange luck, Tom pulled the camera up to his eyes again and snapped photos, following the second girl as she embraced the first. Their lips moved constantly, but he could only guess what they were saying to each other. She seemed to be highly interested in the darker woman’s choice of underwear, and … many other parts of her body.

		Tom drew in a sharp breath as the two leaned in and kissed each other, the contact of their lips directly visible to the camera.

		You’ve got to be fucking kidding me.

		Lesbians! Honest-to-God actual real-life lesbians! And they were both hot as hell to boot!

		Naturally, Tom forgot all about the Kirtland’s warbler and instead focused on snapping as many photos as possible on what was going on inside the house. It probably wasn’t legal, and he’d be in a hell of a lot of trouble if they caught him, but he didn’t care. Tom’s fingers were trembling more than ever now, but the quick shutter speed of the camera kept every picture clear and not blurred. Thank God for that!

		They really had the hots for each other! The darker girl seemed to love how the other kissed her neck, and then her shoulders and breasts. A hand went diving between her legs as her partner pulled a nipple into her mouth, sucking on it clearly. Tom captured every part of it, snapping a picture more than once per second. He followed the fingers down below, as well as her perky breasts being pulled and nibbled on. Up close, he could see the wetness around the nipple—leftover drool from the other girl’s mouth.

		They were completely oblivious to being watched, and the fact that the blinds were pulled all the way open. But why not? There wasn’t another house behind the lot for another half-mile at least. Between here and there was all forest, and they had no reason to suspect that someone was watching them from a tree just behind their yard. And Tom had dressed for the occasion, choosing natural colors to blend in with the environment. Even perched on the branch with a camera in his hands, he didn’t exactly stick out. They had no reason to worry.

		He had snapped well over a hundred photos by the time the blonde chick started taking off the other girl’s pink thong underwear. Of course, Tom remained totally attentive to the moment, capturing it all on the camera. Now, with them both naked and grinding up against each other, his crotch was more uncomfortable than ever. Unconsciously, he reached down and squeezed his manhood through his jeans, finding the head of it with his thumb and forefinger, pinching hard. The shutter continued to click away almost nonstop.

		Good God.

		And when the blonde chick went down to her knees and pressed her face between the other girl’s legs … oh hell yes! Tom snapped so many photos that his finger began to ache. Regardless, he wasn’t going to stop until the camera told him that the memory card was full. Thankfully, it had room for hundreds more photos before that was even a concern.

		Tom grabbed his phone. He had to tell someone else about this.

		“What’s up man?”

		“Ralph! You … you won’t believe what I’m looking at right now. I can’t even believe it.”

		“It’s not that dumb bird, is it? You’ve been going on all week about—”

		“No, it’s not the warbler. It’s something … something better.”

		“Oh yeah? A girl taking her clothes off? You wouldn’t be that lucky.”

		Tom smiled. “Oh, it’s a girl all right. And the clothes are already off.”

		“What?”

		“Two of them, actually. And they’re making out right now. Real lesbians, man. One just got down on her knees to eat the other one out.”

		“No way! You’re making it up!”

		“No I’m not! I have the pictures to prove it!”

		Ralph was silent for a while, before saying, “Send me one.”

		“I can’t. They’re on my camera. I’ll have to rip them to my computer first.”

		“Well, at least give me a play-by-play! You said one was eating the other out. What’s going on now?”

		“Oh, she’s giving her a little tongue action. You know, down below.”

		“Hot damn.”

		Tom would’ve said more, but his breath was taken away by the scene unfolding just fifty feet in front of him. The girl with the light ebony skin had turned around, and now the blonde had her head planted deep into her ass. Tom couldn’t see much other than that, but he imagined that wet tongue of hers was hanging out, lapping away at the pussy of the first girl. The expressions on her face supported it.

		“Tom?”

		“Sorry … she’s … she’s using her tongue. It’s just really amazing.”

		“Are they both hot?”

		“Absolute tens,” Tom said. “Model quality.”

		“Holy shit. I better see those photos later.”

		“Oh, you will. I’ve got a lot of them.”

		“Just don’t get fucking caught, or you’ll be in real trouble.”

		Tom scooted forward on the branch, crossing the fence. What an unbelievable day this had turned out to be! And that black girl had one hell of an ass! But, the blonde wasn’t that bad either. She was a little bigger in the chest than her dark-skinned friend, but not as full in the rear. Tom couldn’t decide which he’d rather have. The blonde appeared to know how to use her tongue to its full advantage, and he pictured those delicious lips of hers wrapped around his stiff manhood. Then again, he fancied feeling that black girl’s ass with his own hands. He’d have fun with either one of them—or both at the same time. Yeah, as if that was ever possible. He was lucky, but he wasn’t that lucky.

		“They still going at it?”

		“Oh yeah. Full on sixty-nine action.”

		“Goddamn. I wish I was there to see it.”

		The two lovebirds had moved to a different room now, one with a bed. Now the black girl was on the bottom, having her pussy eaten out by the blonde on top of her. But, as Tom noticed, it wasn’t a one-sided affair. Both of them had their legs spread, and both appeared to be enjoying the taste of fresh pussy.

		Tom scooted forward a little more again, wishing desperately to be in the middle of their little fuck-pile. If only he could hear them right now, their sweet moans and hot breaths. It must’ve sounded like a porn scene in there, and the two girls were equally as energetic as a couple of adult starlets who preferred the same sex.

		He snapped more photographs, capturing them both within the frame. The black girl’s head moved back just enough so that he could see the blonde’s hairless little pussy. Oh how wet it was! And her juice was all over her partner’s plump lips. She continued to lap at it with her tongue, probing it deep within the folds and pushing it well inside of her hot entrance.

		The blonde’s face was contorted with an expression of silent pleasure, her jaw hanging open. Tom loved the way her back arched, leading down to her firm, tight rear. Even though it was smaller than her lover’s by a good margin, he would’ve done anything to bury his face deep inside of it, sticking out his tongue to lick up all of her tasty—

		CCRRAACCKK

		“Oh shit!”

		Though the thick branch was supported by the fence, the top of the wooden planks provided a perfect cleaving point. Tom glanced back just in time to see the wood splitting all the way through, separating cleanly. Then, he was tumbling down to the ground, head leading his body. Tom pressed the camera against his chest, away from the direct impact of the fall.

		With a heavy thud, everything stopped. The sky above spun in a blurry circle, while Tom’s eyes slowly slipped away into darkness, pushing out the light.
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		Consciousness returned, albeit gradually. Tom’s eyes opened, blinked several times, and opened wider. The chill of the forest wind was gone, as well as the sounds of chirping birds and rustling leaves. His mind was still a daze, but his head didn’t hurt as much as he would’ve thought. It had been at least a ten-foot drop down to the ground, maybe a little bit more. Tom remembered it clearly, hearing the crack of the branch snapping and the terrifying fall that followed.

		The first thing he noticed was that he was drooling everywhere. Tom consciously pulled his tongue into his mouth and swallowed. There was a hell of a lot of saliva to gulp down, and much of it had trickled down his lips and along his chin. He wiped himself with the back of his hand, ignoring how smooth the skin was.

		Gasping for breath, Tom saw where he was. In the best case scenario, he would’ve woken up out in the backyard. No one would’ve noticed. The women inside the house wouldn’t have seen him. He could’ve brushed himself off and gone on his merry way—after figuring out how to climb back over the fence, anyway.

		Instead, it was worse than that. Much worse.

		Someone must’ve seen his accident, for he was inside the house, his head propped up on a pillow. Tom stared upward, feeling dizzy just from looking at the ceiling fan. He blinked and swallowed another mouthful of drool again. Why the hell was his mouth producing so much in the first place?

		Oh God, the camera!

		Normally, Tom wouldn’t have been worried. He’d come up with an excuse. He was just out there birdwatching, or whatever. It was all just an accident. You know, except for the fact that his camera had literally hundreds of photos of the two naked girls going at it!

		It wasn’t around his neck! Oh shit! But wait, it was worse than that. Somehow, Tom’s clothes had gone missing along with his camera, and not just his shirt and pants! He was totally naked from the head down to—

		What … the … fuck?

		A hand had slipped down to his chest—that frighteningly empty spot where his camera usually hung—and discovered something startling. There was a mound there, soft and raised, just behind the nipple. No, two of them actually! Tom grasped the strange protrusion, though he didn’t mean to. Immediately, his body trembled at the core, a tingle racing up his spine. The little nipple was instantly erect, pressing hard into his palm. Tom rolled his head back, biting into his bottom lip, stifling a quick exhale that instead came racing out of his nostrils.

		He didn’t want to let go. It felt wonderful to touch … to squeeze. The hill of flesh was so soft and warm, a perfect fit to the inside of his hand. He sunk his fingers deeper into it, his heart racing. The little nipple was so goddamn hard now, stiff as a rock and pulsing from the inside. With a deep breath, he relaxed his hold on the mound of flesh and gave his nipple a little twist.

		A ticklish heat spread throughout his loins.

		What the hell? Okay Tom, get a hold of yourself. This is crazy!

		It was only the beginning. Tom knew what the mounds were. The shape and feel was completely familiar, albeit not from this angle. A moment passed before he admitted it to himself. Boobs. They were fucking boobs! Boobs on me? I’m not a—

		Well … about that …

		During his short nap, a lot had changed. The discovery of breasts was only the first in a long, increasing list of mind-twisting findings. There was the flat stomach, the girlish figure—complete with flaring hips no less, the smooth skin, long hair tickling the sides of his face, dainty hands and feet, and something else that really hammered it all home.

		Tom’s dick was missing. There was no proper burial, misty-eyed relatives, or even a gun salute. It was just flat-out gone!

		He felt wetness at the corner of his mouth. Again, he was drooling like a leaky faucet, constantly producing saliva that had to be swallowed. If not, it came leaking from his lips. He felt like a baby who didn’t yet understand the process and just slobbered everywhere.

		That wasn’t the only part of him that was wet.

		How the hell did I turn into a girl? Okay Tom, let’s gather some evidence. Yeah … uh … evidence …

		Smooth, female body? Check. Wide hips and shapely legs? Check. A pair of boobs that would’ve fit perfectly in a B-cup bra? Check. A flat crotch completely devoid of manhood? Yeah …

		Tom couldn’t help himself—or he could have, but he decided against it. Everything he knew about girls was there against his fingertips, leading his hand downward. He felt his smooth stomach for the first time, the tight muscles firm under the small abdomen. Again, just like his breasts, everything was real and warm. It was his body, though none of it made any sense. Down below, the territory became a little more unknown.

		He closed his eyes, and for a moment thought he’d grasp his penis, hard and stiff from all of this fondling. It kinda felt like he had an erection. A phantom erection? Like a phantom limb. Is that even a thing? There was a focused region of hardness, but it wasn’t the same. Tom’s hand passed the area where his cock would’ve been, instead finding a pair of swollen lips and some delicate, wet folds down the middle. His fingers trembled upon the contact, so unsure of themselves. Everything was so hot and sensitive down there. And so freakin’ wet! Seriously, did his new body just leak bodily fluids all the time? First the spit, and now Tom felt just how sticky the insides of his thighs were. It was all over his crotch, covering every piece of his new anatomy.

		And the smell! Oh Lord.

		Tom pushed a finger down the middle of his new pussy, writhing on his nervous bottom. He felt so goddamn empty down there, but he ignored that for now. Instead, with his fingertips totally doused in juice, he brought his hand back to his face. The odor upon them was strong and persistent, but incredibly addictive. He opened his nostrils wide and inhaled deeply, suffocating himself with the scent of his own arousal.

		Is that … how I smell now?

		As a man, Tom had never really thought about his own scent—unless he needed a shower or something. With this body … holy shit! It was the scent of a woman, all right, and Tom loved every bit of it. Still drooling at the mouth, he brought the fingers close to his nose, sniffing them all well and thorough. After, he pushed them between his lips, sucking each and every one of them dry. The taste was actually really sweet!

		And there was so much of it to scoop up! Once again, Tom was reminded of how wet his body was, not just around the mouth, but also between the legs. His new pussy appeared to be producing juice at a constant rate, but that rate was so much higher than he had ever seen on another girl. By the time his fingers returned to the source, it was literally leaking down his taint, slow-moving and thick. Tom eagerly scooped up more and tasted himself a second time. Then, a third. Eventually he lost count. He pressed a finger against his new warm mound, causing more to gush out.

		Oh Jesus! This isn’t normal!

		At the bottom of his addictive new addition, Tom knew what awaited him. There had to be a reason he was now a girl, but he was too horny to care. With a hand upon his breast, smearing drool and juice across his smooth, flushed skin, Tom pushed a finger between his legs, finding that tight little hole that led far up inside of his groin. It practically called out to him, pulling his hand closer and sucking that digit inside. Once within, he pushed it hard and deep, pumping his new womanhood and making use of that tender opening that clenched his finger with surprising strength. Juice ran around it in ribbons, soaking his hand all the way to the wrist and making a true mess between his quivering thighs.

		“Oh! Oh my God!”

		To have something inside of him … to fuck himself like he was now … Tom never knew it would be so enjoyable. His loins were burning up with how hot they were, and pure instinct had taken hold. Despite his male mind, his body knew what it desired. The little finger in his warm cunt moved without pause, pushing in and pulling out. At the top of his mound, he pushed his palm against the spot just above his entrance. Tom gasped sharply and thrust his pelvis forward, increasing the pressure between his legs. Everything was so sensitive! So hot! If only that finger was a little longer … a little thicker …

		Tom swallowed all the drool in his mouth, but that didn’t stop some of it from oozing out, snaking down the center of his heaving chest and naked belly. His jiggling tits glistened with it, covered with juice and spit. And more spilled out from below, widening the stain beneath his round ass.

		For a heartbeat, Tom didn’t care that he was a woman. His mind and body were one, working together. He fucked himself relentlessly, humping the air and matching the speed of the fingers upon his nipples with those between his legs. Every insertion felt better than the one previous. Harder. Faster! The heat in his lower abdomen continued to swell. It felt like a balloon inflating inside of him, growing to the bursting point.

		And there was so much juice! Tom was sitting in a pool of his own release, and more continued to come out from his hole. Would it ever freakin’ end? There was enough to drown an adult with it.

		And … down there, too?

		Panting hard, Tom felt something a little lower down, beyond his pussy. With the wetness abundant, he pulled his finger out, only to have it trace down his slick taint toward his anus. It wasn’t possible, but he felt it for himself! Like his mouth and pussy, his ass seemed to be leaking as well.

		There’s … so … much!

		Tom circled a finger around the rim of his asshole when he heard a click. And another click. Several clicks! His eyes fluttered open. A girl with light ebony skin was standing just before him, a camera hiding most of her face.

		“Say cheese!”

		Tom all but shrieked in surprise. He slammed his legs together and pulled his hand away from his crotch.

		“Hey, that’s … that’s my camera! What the hell is going on?”

		She snapped more photos. “Don’t mind me. Keep going, girl. You looked to be having some fun there. Don’t let me stop you.”

		Tom frowned.

		“No? You don’t like having pictures taken of you? That’s a shame.”

		Tom jumped to his feet and grabbed for the camera, but the girl easily lifted it out of his reach. She was a lot taller than she looked earlier! Either that, or he was short.

		“You can’t just take my camera! That’s stealing!”

		“Oh, and I suppose I should ignore all these photos on here of me and my … friend, huh?”

		Shit. Good going, Tom. You had to fall like an idiot and get caught.

		“Care to explain?”

		Tom stepped back. “I was birdwatching, and—”

		“Birdwatching? Yeah, we used that word back in my day … or when I was younger, I mean. Well, I’ve heard of it. Boys haven’t changed a bit.”

		“Well, can you please tell me why I’m a girl?” Tom gestured down at his body.

		“The same reason that … never mind. Here.” She handed him an empty box. “Just some expensive toys that I own. It’s nothing permanent.”

		I’ll be damned, Tom thought to himself, inspecting the package. A realistic bodysuit? The cover had a picture of a naked redheaded woman on it, with strategic placement of text to cover her bare breasts and other private parts. Tom noticed a Body Fantasies logo in the corner, along with several statistics listed underneath. 5’ 3”. 116 LBS. ALL NATURAL. PROGRAMMED FOR HETEROSEXUAL AND HOMOSEXUAL FANTASIES. 100% MONEY BACK GUARANTEED IF YOU DON’T ENJOY OUR PRODUCT.

		It took a few seconds before Tom realized that the woman on the front cover was him! Well, it was the bodysuit that he was wearing now, anyway. And she was smoking hot! She had the brightest green eyes that he had ever seen, along with several freckles upon her nose and cheeks. The name “Chrissi” was stylized in cursive writing just to the right of her smile …

		… along with some additional text in bright colors: EXTRA WET EDITION! 5X PRODUCTION OF SALIVA, VAGINAL DISCHARGE, AND HOTLY ANTICIPATED NATURAL ANAL LUBRICATION! SNORKEL NOT INCLUDED.

		Tom shook his head. “I don’t get it. You put this on me while I was out?”

		“A fair trade,” the woman explained, wagging the camera. “You take pictures of us. We take pictures of you.”

		“But, it was an accident,” Tom started.

		“Accident? You accidentally snapped hundreds of photos of me and my friend? Please.”

		Yep, there’s no getting out of this one. He hadn’t been worried about getting caught at the start. Then that stupid branch had to snap, and he just had to bang his head on the ground, knocking him out for a good hour or so. And—of course—the frolicking ladies inside the house had to notice him unconscious in their backyard. It was all because of that stupid bird; everything went wrong after it flew away.

		Tom looked down at himself again, closing his lips and swallowing so that more drool didn’t come out of his mouth. The last thing he expected was to be turned into some chick. Whatever technology that Body Fantasies company was boasting was apparently pretty damn advanced! It really looked like he was a girl! And, to top it all off, everything felt real, too. It was like he actually had a pair of tits … and a fully-functioning pussy between his legs—one that was extra prolific when it came to juice-making. Hell, there wasn’t even a bulge down there as if his cock was somewhere inside the suit. Everything was flat and smooth.

		But, that didn’t make much sense. It was just a suit, right? It wasn’t supposed to feel real.

		There also didn’t seem to be any zipper.

		“Are you going to let me out of this thing yet? You caught me, okay? Delete the pictures if you want. I’ll go away and never mention a thing to anyone. I swear.”

		“You’d like that, wouldn’t you?” Click. “Chrissi, are you sure you want to leave? You looked like you were having some fun with yourself.” Click.

		“You’re mistaken, and my name’s not—”

		“Chrissi, you’re going to have to behave if you want to get out of that suit. From what I saw on these pics, you’ve seen some things that I never wanted anyone else to see. Doesn’t matter if I delete the evidence.”

		“And what do you want me to do exactly? You’ve already put me in this damn suit. That’s kinda punishment enough.”

		“Hardly,” the woman said, snickering. “Chrissi, you seemed to know your way around with that body.” Click. “What do you say if I get you some assistance?”

		“Huh?”

		“With this.”

		Tom had no clue what the woman was talking about until she presented a purple dildo from behind her back, the smooth and sleek sort. Is she freakin’ serious right now? He felt his cheeks burn hot, and more drool continued to drip from the corner of his mouth. Likewise, the leakage down below hadn’t slowed either. If anything, it had increased.

		“The suit has some … special properties,” the woman went on, snapping more photos. “Whoever wears it feels incredibly turned on at all times. Surely a guy wouldn’t normally play with himself after suddenly waking up as a girl, right?”

		“I …”

		“Unless you wanted to be a girl from the start. Did you want to be a girl, Chrissi?”

		“I told you, that isn’t my—”

		“Just ignore me and this camera. Why don’t you have some more fun?” She tossed him the dildo, which landed and tumbled around his feet. “Do what comes naturally … and we might let you out of that bodysuit before too long.”

		Tom gazed down at the strange object, the head of it shining with its purple glossy finish. It appeared to be roughly six inches long, and definitely thicker than one of his fingers. Just minutes ago he had been wishing for something bigger than his finger to put inside of him. But that was then, when Tom was totally lost in the moment of fingering his new snatch. His mind wasn’t exactly thinking straight.

		Yet, even with a clear mind, Tom thought about it. The thickness of it alone made something quiver inside his loins, and he felt his nipples hardening automatically. Damn things. Just go down and stay down. A steady wetness continued to come out of his pussy—and his ass, too. At least that was explained. Extra wet edition! Ugh.

		The woman sighed. “So far, these pictures are pretty boring, Chrissi. Show some entertainment. Just let go. Have some fun. The dildo’s clean. I swear it.”

		Tom couldn’t look at himself without feeling turned on, and he desperately tried to move his attention elsewhere. But, there was that calling in his loins, an irritating emptiness deep between his legs. He had felt it when he first woke up, pleasure driven by the exploration of this new unknown territory. Tom wasn’t all that frightened since it was a bodysuit. Bodysuits could be taken off. Somewhere underneath the smooth, hairless exterior was his normal body, penis and all.

		The weird thing was that it didn’t feel like a suit. It felt like his skin. His breasts. And down there between his legs, that too. Either Tom was completely imagining the experience of feeling himself up as a girl, or the bodysuit was some highly-advanced shit. Somehow, the artificial nerve endings in the skin were connected to his own body. But how? Magic? That was the best explanation he could think of.

		Play with myself again, huh? Yeah, okay. I guess it wasn’t so bad the first time.

		Seeing no obvious way out of this mess, Tom grabbed the dildo by the bottom and brought it up to his face. Truthfully, it didn’t resemble any of the more radical sex toys he had seen before. It was simple in design, with a grippy base for his fingertips and a rounded tip mostly unlike an actual penis.

		“What do you want me to do?”

		“Do you need me to tell you that?” Click. “You know what to do.”

		Tom’s nose was very perceptive to the lingering scent in the air, heavy just above him. It was the aroma of his own body, thick like an invisible cloud. He unconsciously opened his nostrils wide and inhaled it generously. Marked by sweetness, it had a rather addictive quality to it. The scent of a woman, he reminded himself.

		The Chrissi bodysuit might’ve been an erotic toy, but no one could tell that it was a suit just by looking at him. Hell, even Tom had to remind himself that it wasn’t real. Yet, it did everything to convince him otherwise. With his eyes set upon the dildo, Tom felt that warmth between his legs again. His new womanhood sure wanted to constantly remind him that it was down there, wanting to be penetrated. And his breasts, too. The nipples were already hard as rocks, and he hadn’t even sent a hand to them yet. The thoughts of using the dildo alone were enough to get his body going. Tom couldn’t say that had ever happened before—with having a dick, anyway.

		“You know what to do,” the light ebony-skinned woman said a second time, softer.

		I do know what to do.

		Tom wanted to believe that he was only doing this to turn back to normal. He could put the dildo in his mouth, slobber on it for a bit, and then shove it up into that new hole down there, sure. He wouldn’t really enjoy it though. The woman would take some pictures and be satisfied. He’d go home and forget about it all a few days later.

		But no, it wasn’t like that at all. The sight of the toy presented Tom with a craving, and it was nothing like an empty stomach. His skin began to crawl at first, and not in the unpleasant way. A warm air bubble expanded between his thighs, and shifting his body couldn’t get rid of it. He brought the head of the dildo toward his mouth, aiming it to go between his lips. The pool of saliva in his mouth spilled out, leaking in three thick ropes that splashed onto his chest. He urgently tried to swallow it all down, but then the dildo was inside of his mouth, and Tom couldn’t care any less about it. In fact, it had a benefit. The sex toy was lubed up in record time!

		“Mmmm, hot,” the woman whispered, snapping more photos. “Yeah, take it into your mouth, darling. Get it nice and wet with your spit.”

		Tom barely heard her. With his lips pressed tight, the dildo was so hard and thick inside his mouth. He moved it in and out, spinning it along its center axis. At the bottom, his tongue carried it along, cupping the shaft and tasting the stale plastic. He formed it like a slide, a lubricated pathway for the dildo to slip along toward the back of his mouth. Tom shoved it all the way in until only the black base was showing outside of his lips. Drool ran everywhere.

		He would’ve never thought of a mouth to be an erogenous zone, but it really was. With it so stuffed and packed, Tom leaned back and spread his legs. The hot air along his privates made him tremble, as well as the slight breeze along his taint and ass. He slipped a hand down to his breast and gave it a sudden squeeze. The flesh was so soft and warm, and the rosy pink nipple was harder than ever. Without looking down, Tom rolled it between his fingertips, moaning as the dildo poked at the entrance to his throat.

		“That’s it,” the woman cooed. “Take it like you mean it. It feels great to be a girl, doesn’t it?”

		“Mmmpphhh-hmmmm.”

		Tom had greatly underestimated how sensitive breasts were—or maybe Chrissi’s were altered a bit. Either way, he particularly loved just rolling the mound of flesh in his palm, supporting its weight and then sinking his fingers into it. With enough pressure applied, Tom’s body started to writhe. Leaning back on his elbows now, he grasped both of them at the same time, groping them in unison and smashing them together. The nipples were now twice their normal size, so swollen and engorged. Twisting them was a little tricky, as doing it too much was actually painful. But, just before that threshold, there was a pleasure so intense that Tom was forced to roll his head back and moan. The dildo went diving for his throat, causing him to sit upright at once and cough it out. A huge mess of drool came out with it, clinging to the shiny purple shaft. Tom wiped his mouth clean, though that did little since his hand was already wet.

		“Very nice,” his spectator commented. “Chrissi really does get super messy when she’s turned on.”

		“That she does, doesn’t she?” a second voice said.

		Tom looked up. The woman with his camera suddenly had a friend at her side, and she was equally naked. He quickly realized that it was the blonde from earlier. Apparently she was in on this, too.

		“How’s he coming along?” she asked.

		“How do you think? What happened to you when you tried that suit?”

		The blonde smiled and blushed.

		There was no time to question his current audience. More turned on than ever, Tom guided the slick dildo down to his tender pussy, probing the folds with the rounded tip. He rolled his head back again, his eyes disappearing under their fleshy veils. With a hand tight around his pale, drool-covered breast, he turned the tip toward that hot entrance down there, a gaping hole that he perceived nearly every centimeter of. With a gentle push, his swollen pussy lips parted around the toy. A rush of hot, moist air raced up inside of him, while his inner walls clenched around the hard, plastic shaft. Tom’s abdomen went completely rigid as he whipped his head to the side, sending his natural red hair into a spinning, twisting blur.

		“Oh! Ohhhh!”

		What shocked him most was how much he could feel inside of him! His vaginal canal wasn’t just some disconnected pouch. Rather, Tom could feel every centimeter of that slick dildo shoving up inside of his snatch. And how tight it was! Then, the inner walls seemed to ripple with newfound life. Tom clenched his new orifice around the toy, holding it firm as it slipped all the way in. He turned his mouth upward, howling in pleasure.

		“Oh shit!”

		Each time Tom thought he had found a limit to his new body, he was wrong. First, breast-play had almost been enough to get him off, but that wasn’t the case. Now, ramming that new cunt of his with the purple dildo almost brought him to the edge. The inside of his pussy was so slick and wet that the action had a unique sound, and there was practically no resistance to pumping himself until his wrist ached. Tom humped his body back and forth, slamming his groin against his hand.

		Still, the orgasm had not come. He could sense the edge. Just a little harder. A little faster. There were cracks in the dam, he felt. The pressure was so immense and the heat could only just be bared. Yet, the barrier somehow held, preventing him from reaching that desirable edge.

		Panting hard, Tom brought his hands to his breasts again, giving them both a squeeze. The scent of his own juice was stronger than before, and now even more so with it all over his ripe, soft mounds. He tweaked the nipples, letting out a sharp exhale. His lower body twitched, the dildo still impaled inside of his hot entrance.

		The fullness alone was something to revel in—having the walls of his pussy stretched around a foreign object. It was something to appreciate about being a girl, and totally the opposite of having a penis. On the other side of the fence, it was all about jamming his cock into anything that moved, whether that was an actual partner or just the inside of his palm. As the fairer sex, things were a little different.

		And there was still one hole he hadn’t filled yet …

		While sucking his fingers dry—and loving the taste of his own juice—Tom moved his one free hand down to his groin. Even with the dildo currently impaled in his cunt, the rush of liquid was still abundant and steady. He followed the trail, down across his taint and toward his asshole, where he pushed a finger inside without waiting for a second thought to suggest otherwise.

		“Mmmmm! Oh fuck!”

		As the box had claimed, it was already well-lubricated and constantly leaking. Tom found no difficulty in shoving his finger all the way in. But what was surprising was how sensitive it was! It was another orifice—another hole—to stuff as full as possible, and one finger simply wasn’t enough to do the job. So, Tom pushed a second finger in, and then a third. With four fingers buried in his ass, Tom went back to the dildo and pulverized his still-recovering pussy again. Almost immediately the sensitivity returned, and it rapidly became more intense.

		With his ass and cunt stuffed full, and his entire body rocking back and forth in an absolute frenzy, the edge finally came.

		“Ohhhhh God!”

		Tom closed his eyes tight, screamed, and furiously rubbed his snatch. The tingle in his loins reached all the way down to his toes, while other powerful reverberations of the climax spread up into his chest, invaded his arms, and twisted his neck. Tom fell backward, panting for deep breaths and fingering himself until everything was sore and numb. The dildo inside of his pussy slipped out on its own, propelled by the extra gush of juice coming from deep within. It plopped down between his legs, dead center in the pool of juice coming from his cunt and ass.

		“Oh … fuck.” Recovering, Tom idly tweaked his nipples. An afterglow had set in, covering his body from head to toe. It felt wonderful to just lay there, bathing in the soothing warmth.

		Movement roused his attention. He opened one eye to see the dark-skinned woman over him, the camera dangling from her neck. She had the purple dildo in her hand, and her tongue was currently licking it from bottom to top, gathering all of the sweet-tasting nectar from Tom’s overworked womanhood.

		“Gosh, there’s so much! Maggie, did you ever produce this much when you wore the suit?”

		“Of course I did,” the blonde answered. Tom happened to notice that she was squeezing one of her breasts. Apparently his show had entertained them both.

		“But, how is that possible?”

		“You’ve never asked that before, dear. How is it possible that you look like that? You look like you don’t even weigh over one-thirty! Our doctor would have a heart attack if you actually lost that much weight!”

		Just … stop. Let me rest in silence, Tom thought. Climaxing as a girl was inarguably better than the other way. It was just … everywhere! He never thought he’d experience an orgasm that went from the farthest points of his toes to the tips of his fingers, but that one had. In all, the whole thing had left him exhausted. Unlike with having a dick, he couldn’t just give his manhood a few quick tugs and be done with it. Girls needed a little work—even if he wasn’t actually one and just a guy inside of a special suit. But, if he wasn’t actually a girl, why did he orgasm like one? Man, these fucking suits are something else.

		It also wasn’t a stretch of the imagination to believe that his two audience members were wearing suits, too. Apparently, they came in different styles, and maybe even different races. Tom casually wondered just how many Body Fantasies offered. He had heard of the company before, but never thought to check them out. Now, he was definitely interested in their whole catalog. It actually felt like he was a girl, as hard as that was to believe. From the weight of his breasts to the heat between his legs to … well, everything.

		Tom had nearly caught his breath when his spectator with the camera crawled on top of him, sliding her dark abdomen across his. Like him, she was totally naked and not ashamed of her nudity—they were both girls, so what was there to be embarrassed about? She carefully pulled the expensive equipment from her neck and set it aside. Then, Tom was surprised by her sudden embrace, and her warm, pouty lips coming to touch his.

		Despite being on the tail-end of a body-trembling orgasm, Tom felt instinct take over right away. He circled his slender hands around her firm, tight abdomen, holding her close. Her own heart was racing as well, thumping against his chest. Tom’s was quickly speeding up to match the intensity. At his mouth, a tongue gently pushed inside, and Tom allowed it total access. He complimented her sensuality by pushing his chest up, rubbing his still-raw breasts against the woman’s dark, heavenly mounds that bobbed downward. Her lips tasted so good.

		Tom wouldn’t have thought he’d be ready to go again, and so soon! Being a man came with a recovery period, but apparently that wasn’t the case for his Chrissi bodysuit. The weight of the woman atop him was enough to get his nipples tingling again, and it wasn’t long before the heat returned between his legs, invading his womanhood once more.

		Immediately, he found that spectacular ass of hers. Tom spread his legs, allowing her to lay more comfortably against him, their pubic mounds touching. Down from her lower back, her body swelled enticingly, bulging outward into one of the most wonderful backsides that Tom had ever seen—or felt! He pressed his fingers into it, feeling how spongy and creamy it was. Yet, despite its size and pliable quality, it retained its round, bubbly shape like no other ass.

		From the corner of his eye, Tom saw the blonde retrieve the camera. She seemed confused for a moment, overwhelmed by all the buttons and knobs. Thankfully, the shutter was where it was on all other cameras.

		“Dear, I thought you were just going to watch?”

		Tom’s lover pulled away, an inch separating their hot mouths. “I couldn’t help it. Have you tasted her, Maggie? Or smelled her? She’s too good to ignore.”

		“You want me to take more pictures?”

		“Take all the pictures you want. Our little birdwatching friend isn’t going to have any space left on his camera.”

		The juices were flowing again. Tom had to swallow down more drool to keep it from spilling out, though his lover took some for herself. He wondered if it had a unique taste. Of course, with it being in his mouth all the time, the flavor was sure to be dull. The woman atop him licked it up as if she was addicted to it, tracing his lips with her tongue.

		“You like being a girl, don’t you?”

		Tom didn’t say anything, though silence was enough of an answer.

		
		“It’s addicting, isn’t it? I should’ve done this a long time ago, when I was younger. Thought it was silly, all this bodysuit stuff. But they really work, as I’m sure you’ve found out.”

		Tom nodded.

		“You’re only just starting to experience the wonders of being a girl.”

		He moaned. As with all the other moans, it seemed like it came from deep within, rumbling upward from his core and passing through his throat before coming out from his mouth. His lover moved downward, planting soft kisses along his naked, juice-covered body. She paused at his breasts, taking long, sensual licks around his nipples and staring up at him with her dark eyes. Tom watched as they erected instantly, swelling upward to greet her lips as she leaned down to suck on one. The sparks in his abdomen returned with a vengeance.

		“Ohhhh! Oh yes.”

		Tom clenched her ass even more, squeezing her round buttocks tightly in his palms. He pushed his body up against her, grinding in her grasp. He wanted to hold her tighter, though it simply wasn’t possible. Yet, the presence of her alone was enough to rekindle that flame in his lower belly. Tom bit his bottom lip hard as he reached farther down, pushing his trembling fingers between her legs and across her soft, wet mound.

		A quick exhale tickled his excited nipple, which had swelled even more inside her mouth.

		The blonde girl watched from nearby, snapping photos with Tom’s camera. He caught a glimpse of a hand between her legs, moving back and forth.

		Even though he had been turned into a girl, Tom was beginning to change his opinion. Getting caught wasn’t such a bad thing! They could’ve called his parents, or turned him in to the police, but neither had happened. This “punishment” was beginning to feel like a dream—a hot, steamy, sex-filled dream that was all too real. Score!

		And so what if he was a girl?

		His black lover continued her path downward, letting the wet nipple leave her mouth, a bit larger and thicker than it had been before going in. She crawled backward between his legs, her hot breath tickling his hairless belly. With her round ass leaving the reach of his fingertips, Tom watched as her mouth disappeared behind his pubic mound, leaving only her eyes to gaze up at him, fixed and full of passion.

		Then, something slimy touched him down there, causing him to gasp. A tongue! He was getting eaten out!

		The anxiety of the moment passed, and Tom’s body writhed as his mind accepted what was happening. He felt her exploring down there, probing along the center of his pussy with her tongue and circling it around his opening. Everything was still so sensitive! Instinctively, he reached up and squeezed his breasts hard, trying not to squeal too loud as the tongue entered his moist hole. The tickle of flowing juice returned, and Tom knew that his lover better be expecting a waterfall down there or else!

		With every passing moment of being inside Chrissi, sexual pleasure seemed more enjoyable. It was like Tom was slowly accepting he was girl, letting his male mind fall back into the shadows. It was no longer weird that he had a pussy, or a pair of tits—which currently had red marks all over them from how many times they’d been groped. Girls had those, and Tom was a girl … at least on the outside, anyway.

		His lover worked him over without pause, and with undoubted experience. The tongue penetrated him, and Tom leaned back, twisting his nipples hard. The flame in his belly expanded into an all-out fire. Then, her hand was upon his pussy too, rubbing back and forth across his swollen clit. Tom had forgotten all about it. Being Chrissi was all about the obsession of having his holes filled—and trying not to drown in his own juices—but there was another way to get off!

		Again, he bucked wildly, unintentionally smashing his crotch into the woman’s face. She didn’t seem to mind. The wetness steadily spread below his bottom.

		“Ohhh fuck! Oh my God!”

		Tom didn’t stop to consider the voice coming from his throat. It sounded like a girl having a good time, having her body ravaged by relentless sexual desire and experiencing all sorts of new wonders!

		By the time he came again, Tom was expecting it. In a sudden fit of sexual lust, he grabbed the black woman’s head and held her face there, tight against his cunt. Juice flowed freely from his womanhood as the rest of his body convulsed into orgasm, flooding her lips. Behind fluttering eyelids, he watched as it spilled from her mouth, so abundant and delicious.

		Before he laid back, she crawled on top of him once more. He was eager to meet those lips one more time. But, his lover had a surprise for him. From her mouth came the contents of his own release, so tasty and addictive. Tom happily swallowed it all down as they embraced one last time, sharing the dying flame in his belly.

		Oh, and he had to give that ass one more squeeze! Who wouldn’t?

		“I think you’ve had some fun. More fun than I thought you would,” she whispered.

		Tom blushed. “Why not? Being a girl is actually pretty fun!”

		“Then, it’s not just me. Being a girl is great. I have some more bodysuits. Want to try something new again? I’m sure you’re getting annoyed about leaking everywhere. Chrissi is fun, but she really isn’t practical for everyday use.”

		Tom smiled. “Okay. I’m down. As long as there’s more of this involved.”
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		The two girls offered Tom the upstairs bathroom for him to change, and he was glad to finally have some privacy. The sex was great and all, but he really needed to collect his thoughts, and that meant getting away from all the naked bodies and erotic toys.

		Looking into the mirror wasn’t as awkward as he first thought. Sure, the image wasn’t him, and the girl in the reflection was a dead ringer for the one on the box—a natural redhead that was sexy as hell. Naturally, Tom made a few poses to check himself out. He spun around and saw his own ass for the first time, which was round and undoubtedly girlish. Then, he kicked his hip outward, posing like some chick on the cover of a magazine. It all felt awkward, but in the mirror he only looked hot!

		His loins began to feel warm again.

		Okay, enough of that. I spend time in here fingering myself and they probably won’t be too thrilled. Get it together, Tom. You’ve seen naked girls before.

		Except the naked girl wasn’t normally him.

		The people that lived here apparently had several bodysuits, though Tom hadn’t heard an exact number on just how many. If they were both wearing one, then that was two right there, and Chrissi made three. The fourth was a woman who was blonde just like that Maggie chick, except that’s where the similarities stopped. Bobbi was supposedly designed after some stacked porn star, with huge fake boobs and bright platinum blonde hair. As a bundle of empty skin, her features were hard to discern, yet Tom was anxious to try out a different body, even if it was another chick. Being a girl had been awesome so far, right?

		He recalled how the girls had explained it to him; each bodysuit was supposed to have a zipper on the back, at the top of the neck underneath the hair. While eyeing his nude body in the mirror, Tom reached to the spot and felt around. There was a small bump there, and a separation in the skin. Underneath was something solid, metallic. He grabbed it with two fingers and gave it a gentle tug.

		Suddenly, it was like he had breached a vacuumed container. A hissing sound echoed throughout the room. Tom looked up to the mirror to see himself, only … Chrissi looked way out of proportion. Her shoulders were much wider than before, and her once-firm breasts had become unpleasantly flat and saggy. It was as if they were empty bags, with nothing to fill them!

		And the rest of the body was much of the same. Chrissi’s hips were slim and mannish, and she no longer had her hourglass figure. Likewise, her crotch was misshapen and stretched, and Tom noticed a rather obvious bulge at the top of her feminine mound. The skin was all warped around a distinctive phallic shape.

		Of course! His cock! The suit was just a suit again!

		Carefully, Tom pulled the zipper down, revealing two flaps of skin that peeled off his back like wrinkly, limp wings. His vision was partially blocked, so he removed the “head” of the suit. There was no adhesive on the underside or anything; the skin came off as if it were just clothing.

		With Chrissi’s head dangling just beneath his neck, Tom saw himself again. He ran his fingers through his sweat-lined hair, taking deep breaths. Everything appeared to be normal underneath, though the tight confines of the suit had left him dripping with perspiration.

		He pulled his arms out, and then worked on the torso next. Midway down, Tom’s cock came bobbing out. Unsurprisingly, it was completely hard. He reached between his legs again, to the exterior of the suit. The wetness of Chrissi’s womanhood was still there, just beneath his manhood. He brought two fingers across the half-folded pussy, gathering more of the juice. Tom tasted her one last time—with his own tongue for once!—before extricating his legs from their respective holes.

		Despite having a lot of fun as Chrissi, Tom was relieved to be himself again. He also tried not to think about the logistics of the suit. Seriously, how did I lose five or six inches while wearing her? That’s crazy! And there was the fact that he had been thirty or forty pounds lighter, too. Body mass shouldn’t just disappear like that! Maybe it was a trick with microscopic mirrors, or really tiny cameras implanted in the skin. Something like that …

		With his cock still achingly hard, Tom grabbed the Bobbi suit and unrolled it. The girls hadn’t provided the box for this one, so he wasn’t totally sure what to expect inside, besides what they had told him. He just hoped that there was no extra wet feature! That was kinda annoying.

		Tom did the same as he had with Chrissi, only now in reverse. He pulled the rear of Bobbi apart at the seam, separating the bodysuit’s back into two flaps of skin. Taking a deep breath, he pushed his right foot into the appropriate hole, and then the left. Minor adjustments were made to make sure his toes were in the proper cavities. Tom almost expected the transformation to happen instantly, but that wasn’t the case. Bobbi’s feet were still large for a woman’s, and her legs were not the least bit shapely. The skin also had a fake feel to it, rubbery and stretchy. They were clearly still his own legs and feet inside of the suit, wearing it like pants.

		Back to womanhood, Tom, and back to some more hot sex! Hopefully …

		Hey, Tom was a big fan of lesbians! He just never thought he’d be in the middle of an actual relationship as a girl. Yeah, relationship! Right. This was more like a no-strings-attached meet-up kinda thing. Tom barely knew anything about the two girls that had taken him in—besides them being both hot as hell. Or their suits were. Whatever.

		At the waist, Tom stretched the suit’s backside over his own, and carefully tucked his manhood downward. Even flush against his lower body, his cock still made an obscene bulge around Bobbi’s womanhood. In fact, her pussy was stretched comically outward, the clitoris a couple of inches distended from the groin. It was pretty hilarious to look at in the reflection. In his current state, he looked completely ridiculous.

		The two girls were going to be wondering what was taking him so long, so Tom continued without letting his mind wander any more. Getting the torso up and over his body was easy enough, as was slipping his arms into the right holes. The breasts on his chest were clearly bigger than Chrissi’s, probably in the high C or low D range. Currently, they looked akin to a pair of evenly-sized balloons filled with air. Tom poked one with his finger just for the hell of it, but there was nothing there to feel.

		Okay, here goes …

		After zipping the suit up almost all the way in the back, Tom stretched Bobbi’s head around his own, aligning his eyes with the right cut-outs and situating the slit for the mouth against his. The inside of her head was cramped and sweaty. But, in a few more seconds, that would all change.

		With one last breath as a man, Tom pulled the zipper up the last few inches. Instantly, the vacuum sensation returned. The bodysuit seemed to compress against his body from all sides, particularly around the shoulders and abdomen. Tom clutched his midsection in discomfort, grabbing the porcelain countertop for support. A strange tingle passed down his body from head to toe, leaving no pore untouched.

		After it finished no more than ten seconds later, Tom steadied himself and turned his eyes to the reflection. A slender woman with huge, fake tits stared back from the other side of the mirror. A luscious sheet of platinum blonde hair framed her face on both sides, separated by a pair of bright blue eyes.

		Tom gingerly touched his face. Real skin! The woman’s cheek blushed slightly, before he turned his eyes downward to the incredible rack sitting on his chest.

		“Damn, I’m stacked!”

		They clearly weren’t natural, and cupping them confirmed it. They felt like fake tits! Hell, Tom could sense the silicone implant in each one! There was even a tiny scar under each breast, points of incision for breast augmentation. Details like that were really unbelievable.

		Everything else was familiar. Sure, Bobbi was a little taller and skinnier in the hips, but she was a woman just like Chrissi. Tom discovered a hairless slit between his legs. The contours of it weren’t all that different, and he had to consciously stop himself from fingering it right then and there.

		Thankfully, it didn’t leak an absurd amount of juice. He was already a fan.

		He could spend an hour checking himself out in the mirror and doing some really naughty things, but the others were waiting for him. With a final glance to his perky rear, Tom left the bathroom to go find the others.

		Just as he had expected, they were anticipating his arrival.

		“Well, look at you!” the black girl exclaimed. “From natural next-door redhead to blonde stripper. You look just like me when I tried that on last week.”

		“You tried it on?” asked Tom.

		“With a little encouragement from Maggie,” she said. “She can be really kinky when you least expect it.”

		Tom spotted the blonde chick holding his camera. Neither had put on any clothes in his absence.

		“So, what now?” He definitely had some ideas in his head.

		“Bobbi comes with this little remote,” the black girl explained, showing it in her palm, “and we didn’t get to try it out last time. Just stay still for a moment.”

		Tom shrugged. “Okay.”

		She pressed a button. Nothing seemed to happen.

		“Feel any different?”

		Tom tried to move his lips, but he somehow couldn’t! They were locked together! And his head and arms … and the rest of his body! He was frozen in place, completely unable to move a muscle.

		“You can’t really move? Maggie, dear, I told you it was the batteries!”

		“Yes, you’ve only said that a hundred times.”

		“Hot dog. I knew it’d work! This Body Fantasies company has never let me down yet. They keep surprising me.”

		Tom didn’t really like being a statue. With no range of movement, he was stuck in place. The only things he could move were his eyes, and they were glued to the black girl coming toward him. She went around behind him, hands on his shoulders. Then, he felt something on his neck, like a pair of lips.

		Down below, a hand slipped between his legs, fingers running across his nether region with a total lack of discreetness. Yet, Tom could still feel her touch in unparalleled detail, even without the ability to move a muscle! She was close now, pressing her feminine figure against the curve of his back and ass. She pushed up against his frozen body, pelvis pressing into his backside.

		A pair of fingers followed the center of his crotch, aiming for the entrance to his womanhood. Tom was unable to do anything as they greedily slipped inside of him.

		“You’re probably having more fun today than you expected, aren’t you?”

		Tom was silent.

		“Birdwatching, ha. To tell you the truth, I’m having a lot of fun, too. With these suits, we can live out any fantasy that we want to.”

		“And what about the fantasy of a beach, dear? You know I’ve been wanting to head to the Bahamas,” Maggie said. “It’s nice this time of year.”

		“We will,” the black girl replied.

		“Maybe if you hadn’t spent all that money on bodysuits.”

		The hand on Tom’s shoulder tightened momentarily.

		“She just doesn’t understand how much fun this is,” the voice whispered into his ear. “To be someone else. To be a girl.”

		The fingers at his pussy worked harder, pushing deeper. Tom felt the urge to moan, but his throat was locked shut. His nipples were on fire, demanding that someone squeeze his breasts. Being frozen was painful in a way that couldn’t be described, for Tom couldn’t fulfill those urges that came swelling up. He desperately wanted to run his hands along his body, to feel his smooth curves and new features. Yet, they were stuck at his sides. Trying to move them was a conflict that he wasn’t winning.

		The doorbell rang.

		“About time,” the voice at his ear cooed. “You want to have some more fun, Bobbi? I made some plans while you were in there changing.”

		Somehow, Tom knew the black girl was smiling, even though he couldn’t see her directly. The fingers in his pussy slowed and eventually stopped, before pulling out. Their noted absence was upsetting, as well as the emptiness that quickly followed. Pleasure as a woman was like a snowball rolling down a hill, gaining size and speed. There was momentum involved. Without the woman’s fingers inside his slit, that snowball was still hurtling down the hill. It might’ve not been gaining size, but Tom couldn’t do anything to stop it now that it was going.

		The woman at his back went to the door. Tom heard it open and close, but did not see who came in. Voices came closer as he stared ahead, looking directly at Maggie with that camera hanging around her neck. He wondered how many pictures were on it now. There were certainly more of naked girls than wild birds!

		“Where’s Tom at? On the phone, you said he was here,” a voice said.

		Tom recognized it. Oh no! How can it be? What’s he doing here?

		From his left came his friend, Ralph. He stopped and stared at him, spending little attention on Tom’s face and mostly ogling his naked, frozen body. His eyes were especially occupied with his big, fake tits. Unfortunately, Tom was in no position to cover himself!

		“Is she … okay?”

		“Bobbi?” replied the black girl. “Perfectly fine. In fact, I’m sure she’s happy that you’re here.”

		“But … why?”

		The girl put her hands on her hips. “Ralph, have you ever been to those parties where all the people have sex? Like, just out in the open?”

		He shook his head.

		“Well, this is one of those parties.”

		Ralph snorted. “It doesn’t look like a party, except you’re all naked. And where’s Tom at? I thought he was here.”

		“I’m sure he’s around,” the black girl said. “He probably had to go rest after all the fucking. What do you say, Ralph? Want to have some fun with Bobbi here?”

		Ralph looked right at him. Ralph, it’s me! Jesus Christ, don’t you recognize me? It’s Tom!

		He wouldn’t, Tom knew in the back of his mind. There were a few things preventing that from happening. For one thing, Tom currently had tits! The bodysuit made sure that the rest of him looked completely different, too. As far as Ralph knew, he was a big-titted stripper standing absolutely still, for some reason.

		Tom knew how it had happened. The girls had taken his camera and clothes, including his phone. He’d been talking on the damn thing when he fell. Based on the time of the call and the pictures on the camera, it was easy to conclude that he’d been on a call with Ralph the entire time while watching them have a little fun.

		But, was this punishment? The two girls certainly didn’t fit the description of cruel captors. Truthfully, he’d been having fun since the start, though waking up as a chick was a shock. But, once he had understood the bodysuits, there was a lot of enjoyment to be had from them. The two girls appeared to take pleasure from it all, too.

		One thing was for certain, though. If what Tom thought was going to happen actually happened, then he’d have to move, which meant gaining control over his mouth again. What did the black girl expect? He’d willingly go along with all of this? Give me a break.

		As expected, his temporary lover once again wielded the remote control and aimed it at him. Tom prepped his lips with the words. No more than a second after, he’d spill everything, no matter how weird it all seemed to Ralph.

		She pressed a button, and Tom immediately opened his lips, working his vocal cords …

		… to say, “Oh, like gawd! I’m so flippin’ horny right now! Anybody got a dick I can use?” His attention went to Ralph. “Oh, hey there mister. You look like you know how to handle a woman. Care to give my body a good ride? I’ve been aching for some action all morning.”

		No. No! That wasn’t what I wanted to say! What the hell’s going on?

		Welcome to the Bobbi doll, version one-point-oh-eight, a voice said inside his head. Please sit back and enjoy the ride. Bobbi personality initiating. Remote control functionality currently in progress.

		That remote! It wasn’t just used to make him stand still; it had many other options, too! Apparently, one was to make him unwillingly act like the big-breasted slut that his outward appearance suggested he was.

		Out of the corner of his eye, the black girl was grinning wide.

		Tom could not stop himself from pressing his body into Ralph. His friend was an inch or two taller now, but that didn’t concern him. What did concern him was that hard bulge pressing into his lower abdomen. Bobbi automatically reached down for it and gave it a squeeze. Tom wanted to gag.

		“What ya got hiding down there, cutie? A present for me? It doesn’t do any good if you keep it locked up like that.”

		Dammit Ralph, it’s me! Can’t you see? Argh!

		Bobbi was outright slutty, like a stripper at a club working for an extra tip during a lap dance. Regardless, Tom could do nothing but go along with the ride. He endured Ralph’s wide eyes upon his firm rack, and his trembling fingers upon his hips. That was all bad enough, until his friend pushed a hand between his legs, discovering his wetness. Of course, it wasn’t Tom making his own pussy wet; the bodysuit was responsible for it all!

		Bobbi feigned a loud moan.

		“You’re … really wet down there,” Ralph mumbled, obviously disbelieving that a woman would come onto him like Tom’s bodysuit was.

		“You better believe it, mister. I know when I like something, and right now I like you a lot. You wanna get freaky?”

		“But, they’re watching,” Ralph said, referencing the two other girls.

		“So what? I like an audience,” Tom heard himself say.

		Then, it happened. Tom was expecting a kiss, and Bobbi was happy to oblige. He could do nothing as his friend’s face came up close to his, and those thin lips touched the bodysuit’s. Bobbi was all over him, ramming her tongue far into his mouth and leaving a sloppy mess behind. She pressed her tits against his chest, while Ralph’s hands nervously massaged his round hips. The hand between his legs pulled away, for now.

		Bobbi quickly retrieved it and thrust it back to where it was.

		Worse still, Tom had to feel it all, thanks to the advanced technology of the bodysuit. It was like he was actually full-on kissing his friend, and those were his hard nipples rubbing against an abrasive cotton t-shirt. And, thanks to Bobbi’s slutty personality, he was feeling turned on by it! Imagine that, becoming horny just from kissing his male friend!

		Tom kept telling himself that it was just a suit, but that wasn’t true. Inside of Bobbi’s skin, he really was a girl. And that damp pussy between his legs … that was his pussy starting to feel wet, all because of Ralph.

		You gotta be kidding me. Now I’m a strip club slut turned on by my friend? What’s next? He’s gonna fuck me, too? Oh … oh no. Don’t think about that.

		Ralph was a messy kisser, though Bobbi didn’t seem to mind. Tom felt her tongue snaking out of his friend’s mouth, all covered with both of their saliva. The hand between his legs moved clumsily, probing around the strange territory. Ralph seemed to have no concept of the layout of a woman’s genitalia.

		Regardless, Bobbi complimented him.

		“Oh! Oh, right there, big boy! It’s so fucking wet, isn’t it? I’m so wet for you. What do you think about my lips? You want them around your cock?”

		Tom tried to scream, but it didn’t matter. He was a passenger to it all, watching helplessly as Bobbi’s hand dove into Ralph’s pants and felt around for his manhood. It was already hard when the fingers found it, thick and throbbing like no tomorrow. Tom’s body gave it a hearty squeeze, and then a swift tug. Along with that came the details, like the smooth foreskin and the swollen head. There was also wetness on the end, too. Ralph’s cock was already releasing pre-cum! The pervert …

		Then again, Tom couldn’t blame him. He’d feel the same if some hottie had her hand down his pants stroking him off. Ralph had no idea it was actually him. It was probably for the best that it stayed that way now. The truth of it actually being Tom inside the bodysuit would be way too embarrassing.

		The only thing he could do now was go along with it, no matter what happened.

		Maggie was taking pictures of it all. Bobbi never turned her head toward her, but Tom heard the constant clicks of the shutter going off in the background. Great, more photographic evidence. As if I needed to remember this any more vividly than I already will.

		Bobbi unsnapped Ralph’s pants skillfully and yanked his briefs down before going down to her knees. Now at eye-level, Tom saw his friend’s cock for the first time, currently wrapped up by five slender fingers. His fingers. The woman in the bodysuit worked at the swollen shaft, tugging her fist back and forth. The tip of it was so turgid … so delicious-looking …

		Hey, that’s not my thought!

		Somehow, Tom knew that another button on the remote had been pressed. Bobbi doll synchronization in progress, a voice announced.

		Suddenly, Tom wanted to suck his friend’s cock! It was so unexpected and baffling, but … fuck, it looked good enough to taste! There was nothing wrong with it; he was one super-stacked, horny babe with an appetite for tastier meats. Besides, sucking his friend’s dick was a display of courtesy, like a handshake or something. It was, like, totally normal! Sure, Tom had never tried it, but he knew he was going to love it! Girls loved to brag about how good they were at giving head.

		Mmmm, yes, a nice ripe dick. Tom could almost taste it in the air. The scent of it was overwhelming, a strong musk that drew him in on a leash. He stuck his tongue out and flicked it, only gently. Ralph’s body shuddered as a result, and his manhood swelled slightly move, approving the direct touch of a woman’s tongue. Tom was glad he could be there to provide this show of affection.

		“Ralphy baby, hang on tight,” his voice cooed. “We’re going for a ride.”

		In an act of pure intimacy, Tom looked up, never moving his eyes away from his friend’s face as the cock moved into his mouth. He wanted to watch his reaction. He wanted to see the pleasure on his face.

		Ralph didn’t disappoint, for his eyes quickly rolled into the back of his head. Sharp breaths left his still-wet lips. Tom wondered how it felt for him, but he was the girl and Ralph was the guy. The difference in sexes was a mystery never to be answered! All Tom knew was that his pussy was absolutely drenched. He put a hand to his privates and got to work, while the head of Ralph’s cock went toward the back of his throat.

		“She’s good, isn’t she?” the black woman asked.

		“Damn,” Ralph panted. “So good. And that tongue!”

		The compliments just made Tom hornier. He stuffed the cock into his mouth as far as it would go, before sealing his lips around the shaft and sucking. The turgid head expanded even more on his tongue, he felt. A tingle raced up his spine, and he rubbed quicker between his legs, working his fingers over his growing clit. It was so hard now, a little bump up near the top of his womanhood. Sucking a good-sized dick made him more turned on than anything, and there was no reason not to take advantage of his sudden burst of arousal.

		“Mmmmm,” he moaned, the words vibrating into Ralph’s manhood.

		God, why don’t I do this more often? Blowjobs are awesome! I mean, we’re just friends, but why not have a fuck buddy? I bet Ralph would be more than willing to ride me every day and night! I’ll have to ask him …

		For now, Tom could only focus on that cock, that sweet-tasting, beautiful cock. He worked his head back and forth like the pro he was, slinging drool everywhere. After all, the messier the blowjob was, the better! He moved the hand from his cunt to the hard shaft. Pussy juice, pre-cum, and drool all mixed together, giving Ralph’s dutiful rod a consistent sheen from base to tip.

		“Holy shit,” his friend breathed.

		That meant Tom was doing a good job! It wasn’t a surprise; Tom had lots of experience handling big, hard cocks. Sure, he had never gone down on Ralph’s before, but cocks were fundamentally all the same! Some sucking action and an active tongue was all it needed. The center of sensitivity was all around that head, so that’s where Tom focused the most. That also gave him room to simultaneously stroke the shaft while continuing to blow him.

		Who said he wasn’t good at multitasking?

		“She’s great at sucking, but I heard she’s also pretty good at fucking,” the black girl said.

		Hey! I’m getting to that! Stop rushing me.

		Regardless, Tom knew that it was time to move on. He didn’t want poor Ralph to blow his load just yet! His cock just required a nice lube-job before the climatic stuffing.

		Getting fucked was all Tom thought about. It was the ultimate thrill of being a woman. Yeah, there were some that said he liked sex too much. Screw them! Having sex was awesome, and getting rammed with a nice, thick cock was about the best thing in the world!

		After spitting on his cock one final time, Tom brought it down past his collarbone, leaving a trail of pre-cum across his left breast.

		He looked up at his lover. “You wanna fuck me, Ralph? I promise my pussy’s as tight as they come. Wanna find out?”

		He silently nodded, as if in a trance.

		Rising to his feet, Tom turned around and bent over. He swung his ass back and forth enticingly, spreading his pussy lips with his fingers. As expected, Ralph’s eyes were fully on his crotch, lost within the feminine folds of his hairless slit.

		Tom giggled. “Think you can handle me? Come here. Put it in.”

		Again, Ralph proved his awkwardness by missing the entrance twice, but Tom urged him to be calm and helped him guide his cock to the proper spot. At last, Tom felt the head of it enter his warm, wet hole. The muscles in his lower abdomen went stiff as the length of it pushed inside of him.

		Mmm, that is a nice cock! Ralph’s gonna get more action from me in the near future!

		He moved slow and careful, not wanting to mess anything up. But, slow and careful was everything that Tom didn’t want. If he was going to have sex, then he was going to get fucked. Yeah, the fullness of it was nice and satisfying, but the motion was completely lacking. His friend needed a few lessons.

		Tom turned his head back to look at him. “That’s not how you fuck.” He rocked his ass back and forth, slapping his posterior against Ralph’s body. “Do it harder. Fuck me, Ralph. Fuck me like an animal. Fuck me like it’s your last day on this planet and you have to come big.”

		Ralph listened. Tom felt his hands on his round hips, steadier than before. Then, the entirety of his fat cock entered him again. Their bodies moved close, until Tom’s ass was touching his friend’s abdomen. Ralph pulled out, and then pushed in again, a little harder.

		Tom lowered his head, gasping for breath. His platinum blonde hair was all on one side, tangled. He didn’t care. With the taste of cock still upon his tongue, he moaned deeply. Ralph’s cock seemed to fit inside of him just perfectly, as if the cavity was exactly tailored to his manhood. In and out he went, pumping from behind. Every impact and vibration sent his tits dancing, swinging forward and back.

		Tom grasped one nipple, and then the other, twisting them both. They tried so desperately to jostle freely as his friend railed him from behind. But Tom wouldn’t let them. Tweaking his nipples while getting fucked was the best thing ever, and Ralph was quickly picking up the pace.

		“Fuck me!” Tom commanded through gritted teeth. “Fuck me just like that!”

		He felt a hand on his shoulder, pulling him upright. Another grabbed his hair, yanking his head backward. Tom squealed in pleasure, completely lost in the moment.

		If he’d known Ralph was this good at fucking, he would’ve done it a lot sooner! His friend always boasted about banging some hot chicks. Sure, Tom was a little bit jealous, but he figured most of it was made up. Maybe not!

		Two fingers crawled into his mouth, and he sucked them clean. The other hand kept tugging on his hair. Pain came and went, but Tom was too focused on the pleasure to care. The rhythm of the sex sent his body into a writhing fit, trembling from head to toe. A few minutes in, he could barely stand, but Ralph held him on his feet, keeping him still for his pumping cock.

		“Ah! Ah yes! Oh!”

		The pleasure was relentless. Several times, Tom thought he had reached the peak, the top of the climb. Yet, somehow, Ralph’s cock kept him going. His pussy was on fire, and everything else in his loins burned with the friction of sex and the warmth of his own arousal. Countless guys had fucked him before, but never like this!

		When Ralph’s climax arrived, Tom was quick to hop off his cock and plant his bottom on the floor, eager to receive a face-load of fresh batter. Luckily for him, Ralph was eager to give. The first jet of cum launched over his face, but more came out quickly after, splattering him on the cheek and chin. Tom stuck out his tongue to gather as much as possible, swallowing whatever he could pull into his mouth. And it was so tasty, too! Plentiful and delicious, Ralph’s cum was just what Tom needed after a good, hard pounding. He couldn’t explain it, but he absolutely loved finishing a man off by gulping all of his release down. So that’s what he did with Ralph, sucking every last bit out until his lover’s cock was totally emptied.
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		“Where the hell were you, man?”

		Tom was waiting outside when his friend came staggering out, pants still unbuttoned and smelling of recent sex. His hair was all unkempt and glistening with sweat.

		“Out here,” Tom lied. “Waiting on you.”

		“Dude, have you seen those chicks in there? Wow.” He whistled. “And that blonde with the big fake tits, did you see her, too? She gives the best blowjobs! And she swallowed everything down! I’ve never had a girl do that before.”

		Tom did everything to keep a straight face. The two girls were kind enough to let him out of their house without Ralph seeing him, and thank God for that. Tom didn’t know if he could handle taking the suit off right in front of his friend, with his cum still all over his lips and everything. That’d be really embarrassing.

		He also wasn’t too pleased about wearing that Bobbi suit. Maybe they should’ve explained the whole mind-controlling aspect of the technology. They basically tricked him into it! Not only had he looked like a slut with big, fake tits, he had become one mentally! Now, Tom was going to go to bed every night remembering all the details about sucking his friend’s cock and getting fucked.

		Oh yeah, and swallowing cum, too.

		“Man, she had some great tits,” Ralph went on.

		“Shut up.”

		“And a really tight pussy. I didn’t even get her name!”

		“Just shut up.”

		“Why? You got the hots for her or something?”

		Tom said nothing.

		“Hey, are those the same girls that you were taking pictures of? The lesbians?”

		“I … don’t want to talk about it.”

		Tom was anxious to get away from the house as quickly as possible, and push the afternoon’s events out of his mind. After their perverted fantasy, the girls had given everything back, including Tom’s clothes, phone, and even his camera …

		… without the pictures.

		A block away from the house, Tom saw it. Up in a pine tree close to the sidewalk, there was a bird perched on a branch. It had a grayish-brown body with a bright yellow breast. Squinting, Tom saw little broken white circles around its eyes.

		The Kirtland’s warbler! It wasn’t even ten feet away from him, out in the open!

		Quickly, Tom grabbed his camera and aimed the lens at the bird, praying to God that it wouldn’t fly away this time. He and Ralph were both still as statues, not moving a muscle.

		Except there was one problem: the camera’s battery was dead.

		“Don’t worry,” Ralph said, patting him on the shoulder. “I’m sure there’s more around here. You’ll get a picture of one eventually.”

		“You don’t know how rare they are,” Tom explained. “I might never see one again.”

		“Ah, it’s just a stinking bird. Who cares? What I want to know is if you got those girls’ numbers?”

		“No.”

		“Well, maybe we can stop by again in a few days.”

		“No.”

		“Why not? Those chicks are really hot!”

		“Listen, the sooner we never see that house again, the better.”

		 

		Burnie stopped in front of the mirror. Sometimes he forgot he was wearing a bodysuit, even when his skin was a different color and his breasts were bouncing all over the place. Breasts! As if that wasn’t enough to trip his subconscious into noticing anything wrong. Maybe he was just getting used to them. They weren’t all that bad to deal with, and they certainly had their perks.

		Below the mirror was a small photo in black and white. 1964, gosh! Had it really been that long ago? It didn’t really feel like yesterday, but it didn’t really feel like fifty years, either. He was just a young man back then, and Maggie wasn’t even out of her teenage years.

		Burnie loved wearing bodysuits around the house, but not because he had a fantasy to be a girl—but being a girl was fun! The female models just happened to be the cheaper ones. Rather, it was so refreshing to be young again. His current body couldn’t have been older than twenty years old, and he felt like it, too! He was so energetic and lively, and the sex was better than ever! Catching that little twerp in the backyard had made for an interesting afternoon. He made sure that the evidence of all their fun was erased, though—after transferring it all to his personal computer. There were hundreds of pictures on that camera, some from spying outside and other close-ups with that birdwatcher and his friend. He had gotten a kick out of them doing each other. That’d sure teach him to stop snooping around!

		“Maggie?” Burnie asked, yanking the zipper at the base of the neck. His voice changed from female to male. “Have you seen the Viagra?”

		“It’s in the bathroom. Why?”

		“Well, I’m feeling like my younger self tonight.”

		“Burnie, remember what the doctor said about your heart? I don’t know if we should.”

		“I haven’t been myself lately. I really want to try.”

		The black girl in the mirror was strangely proportioned, possessing a large gut and a rather masculine figure. Underneath her bloated belly, Burnie could make out a bulge where his manhood was, halfway erect beneath the exterior of the bodysuit. He gradually stripped the skin off, revealing a pale, overweight man in his seventies.

		He sighed.

		Without the suit, it just wasn’t the same. With the zipper pulled up, Burnie had a sex drive like a teenager. He could go for hours on end, reaching climax after climax. It also helped that he was a woman, but still! Maggie and him could go from sunrise to sunset, just laying in bed and kissing each other. And more.

		But not tonight. Underneath the suit, Burnie was a man, and he was going to be the man this time.

		“Hope you’re naked, darling. We only have a limited amount of time.”

		“Well, you better get in here quick, dear,” Maggie called from down the hall.

		Burnie headed toward the source of his wife’s voice, leaving the bodysuit crumpled behind him. He almost had a skip to his steps.

		But first, he made a quick detour to the medicine cabinet.
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