

Boyfriend Bodyswap

By Katie Sin


Copyright 2016 Katie Sin

Kindle Edition

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.


1.

The ad was strange. It should have been our first tip off that something was out of the ordinary. It read:

Over eighteen? Healthy relationship? Looking for couple for medical research purposes. Will pay volunteers $$$. All tests safe and confidential. Negative side effects uncommon.

We should have known better than to respond to a cheap ad like that, but Jason and I had recently moved in together and we were always looking out for ways to make a couple extra bucks to pay rent. Besides, we were both really curious about what kind of tests they might be doing.

“Maybe it’s a Viagra clone,” said Jason after I read the advert out loud to him.

“They’ve already tested Viagra and they know it works. Besides, Viagra is the last thing you need.”

“Maybe it’s Viagra for girls.”

“And what the hell would that do? Some things are best left soft, Jimbo!”

Jason laughed. “That’s not what I mean. Let’s do it. It’ll be fun. Negative side-effects are uncommon after all.”

“That’s reassuring,” I said. But we did it anyway. The next day we took a cab down to the research building. They were paying for transport after all. The building was as nondescript as the ad itself; grey walls, no windows and only one small sign out front that gave any indication that we had found the place. “Hartford Medical Research.”

Jason and I exchanged a suspicious look. No turning back now, the cab had already left. “It can’t be that bad, can it?” asked Jason.

“I’ll remember that when you’re lying in a bathtub filled with ice and your kidneys removed.”

“Don’t be so dramatic, we’ll be fine,” said Jason. “Besides, they’ll steal your kidneys too.”

I playfully slapped Jason’s shoulder as we climbed the steps toward the entrance.


2.

My mind was eased slightly when we were greeted by a beaming receptionist. She welcomed us in and handed us each forms to fill in attached to clipboard and pen. “Fill these out and I’ll take you through to see the doctor.”

“Thanks,” said Jeremy, smiling at her. I noticed him check out her ass in her tight skirt as she sashayed away and punched him on the leg.

“Hey what was that for?”

“Why don’t you take a photo? It’ll last longer.”

“I was just wondering how she can walk in those heels,” he said defensively.

“Yeah, right.”

The waiting room was a sterile white. On the walls hung adverts for medicines developed by Hartford Medical Research; smiling woman women holding up jars of pills, “Everjoy, the cure for your continual orgasm.”

“Why would anyone want to cure that?” asked Jason. “And look at this… ‘Semeniceen; quadruple the volume of your ejaculate today!’ I want me some of that!”

“Shhh! I’m trying to concentrate on these questions; ‘were you born the sex that you currently describe yourself as’. What is this all about?”

“Dunno,” said Jason. “Maybe they’re just being thorough.”

Once we had completed the forms, we handed them back to the receptionist and followed her through a bleak hallway into a room filled with sophisticated-looking machinery. “Just don’t touch anything,” I told Jason as we waited for the doctor to arrive. He was fascinated by a robotic arm attached to some kind of scanner and knew he was trying to work out what it did.

“Good morning, you must be Jason and Susan. I’m Doctor Hartford,” said the doctor as he stepped into the room. He looked more like a caricature of a mad scientist than a doctor. His hair was long and white, his face was covered in a scruffy beard and his white lab coat seemed to be stained with some sort of machine grease.  “The tests are extremely quick and painless,” said the doc. “Please don’t worry about a thing, we’ll have you out of here in about ten minutes. Now, Jason if you could step over there onto that plate, and Susan, right over there on that plate…” he gestured towards two steel squares on either side of the room. I took my position and was just about to ask him what exactly the tests entailed, when he pressed a button on the wall behind him and the robot arm lowered into the position in the centre of the room and zapped Jason and I in the chest with a blinding blue laser beam.

Bright white dots flooded my vision and for a moment I thought I was going to pass out. Then there was a sense of being somewhere far away from my body. Sensation slowly returned and my limbs felt heavy and swollen.

After the speckles disappeared from my vision, I decided that nothing had happened. My chest and groin a little tingly, but I thought maybe that was my imagination.

“Great! How do you feel?” asked Doctor Hartford.

“What? Was that all?” asked a familiar woman’s voice from across the room.  “Wait, why’s my voice so strange?”

A sudden feeling of dislocation crept over me when I realised that the rom seemed to have rotated. I glanced around to pinpoint the origin of the voice and couldn’t believe what I was seeing: myself standing on the platform on the other side of the room.

How? I watched the woman who looked exactly like me, with my long raven hair and full breasts, blinking and glancing around the room. She was even wearing my denim skirt and tank top. Had they cloned us and stolen our clothes? I glanced down to check if I had been stripped but found I was wearing Jason’s Ramone shirt and scuffed jeans. What is going on here? I wondered. Where are my boobs?

Then I saw my hands and realised what had happened. This is impossible! My hands were no longer mine. Instead I found myself looking down at Jason’s strong lean fingers, even the scar from a bicycle accident from when he was a kid ran along the backs of his knuckles.

I glanced back up to see if Jason had realised what had happened yet. He was clutching his breasts and looking down at his now feminine body…my body!

Just to be a hundred percent sure, I grabbed my crotch and found that I now possessed Jason’s penis. It tingled in my grip and I quickly let go, afraid it would suddenly get hard like when I teased him in public.

“What did you do to us?” I asked, my voice coming out deep and booming. I cleared my throat and tried again, a little softer this time. This would take some getting used to.

“It’s all in the contract, my dear,” said the doctor. “You and Jason have now successfully swapped bodies! Congratulations! You’re the first successful bodyswap in medical history! I can’t wait to try it out with my secretary. If you know what I mean,” he said, raising pervy eyebrows. “Don’t worry, it’s perfectly safe. You’ll be allowed to go home and try out this new arrangement and tomorrow morning I’ll put you back to normal after you answer a few questions about your experience.”

I was just about to raise my objections to his callous treatment of our situation when he removed a thick wad of one hundred dollar bills and placed it into my hand. “That’s half of it. You get the other half when the trial is complete.”

I looked down at the bills and my objections seemed to evaporate. Besides, this could be pretty fun.

He offered us each a handshake and grimaced when I accidentally squeezed too hard. “Sorry,” I muttered, but he smiled.

“I’ll leave the two of you to get accustomed to your new bodies. Trudy will let you out when you’re ready.” With that he turned on his heel and left Jason and me blinking at each other’s new bodies.


3.

Jason walked over to me in my body, elbows out and arms swinging. It was weird to see my body moving that way. “What the hell?” he squealed. “I don’t know if I like being a girl. Your breasts are so sensitive and I…” he choked and wiped a tear from his cheek.

“Are you crying?” I asked.

“No!” But it was obvious that he was. “How do you do this? I feel so…emotional.”

“Don’t be such a girl,” I said. “This is going to be fun!”

“Don’t be so insensitive! I’m not a girl!”

I stifled another chuckle and patted him on the back. “Don’t worry, baby,” I told him. “This’ll all be over tomorrow and then we can go back to normal. For now, let’s just go with it, okay?”

He sniffed back his tears and gave a weak smile. “Okay,” he muttered.

“First things first, you can’t go walking around like that if you’re me, okay? Watch.” I walked across the room letting my hips swing and holding my hands comfortably loose at the wrists. It was really difficult to do. My new body felt so stiff and the muscles were all bunched up. Jason gave it a go.

“Better.”

“And please for heaven’s sake don’t go walking around like that in my body. Keep your hips still for crying out loud, and swing your arms like you mean business.” I let the stiffness of my muscles take over my arms and strode across the room in what I thought was a manly fashion.

“It’ll have to do,” he said. “Let’s get out of here. I suddenly have a craving for Ben and Jerry’s and a warm bed.”

The secretary was waiting for us and I smiled at her. Jason was shuffling shyly behind me, his thumbs hooked into the waist band of his denim skirt.

“I hope everything went okay,” she said and I wondered if she knew what had just happened.

“Everything’s fine, thanks for asking, honey,” I said. “Tell me something, where’d you get that skirt? It really suits you.”

She giggled and fluttered her eyes at me. “Oh, I don’t remember. Just something I picked up somewhere.”

“Stop flirting with the secretary in my body!” hissed Jason when she turned to lead the way out.

“I wasn’t. I was just asking. It’s how girls talk to each other, you know.”

“Well don’t,” he mumbled.

Poor guy, I could only guess the kinds of feelings he was having to deal with. On the other hand, I was feeling pretty confident strutting around in Jason’s sexy bodysuit.


4.

When we got back inside our apartment, Jason locked the door quickly behind us. “I hope no one we knew saw us,” he said.

“And so what if they did? It’d only look like you and me anyway.”

“I know, but still.”

“Weren’t you always saying how if you could be a girl for a day, you’d just stand in front of a mirror all day, playing with your boobs? Now you can!”

Jason gave me a small smile. “I suppose that’s true.”

“Also, I really want to have sex in a guy’s body. Don’t you want to see what it feels like for me?”

“Ew! No! That’d be like having sex with myself!”

“So? You jack off all the time anyway, isn’t that like having sex with yourself?”

“I suppose it is my body so it isn’t really weird, is it?”

“Of course not. Anyway, something tells me you’re going to like it.” I walked over and nibbled his earlobe. I could see why Jason always wanted sex. My new cock was stiff and achey already. All I wanted to do was take it out and see what playing with it would feel like.

Jason resisted at first, then tilted his head back to kiss me on my lips. “It’s so weird kissing myself,” he said. “My stubble is all prickly and I have to stand on my tippy toes just to reach you.”

“Kissing me is amazing. I never knew how soft my lips were. Do it again.”

Finally Jason relented and our tongues met. I felt my new cock surge and a different kind of charge come over me, like I could just pick him up and carry him to the bedroom. He seemed to get into kissing me as a guy. And I let my hands reach up and gently caress his breasts just the way I liked it.

“Wow,” he murmured. “That feels really good. Having breasts is amazing!”

“See? Now how about I show you all the things your new body likes?”

Jason grinned at me coyly.

“But first…I have to touch up your make up. You’re a mess after all that crying.”


5.

“You know,” I told Jason as I scrubbed his face with a make-up removing wipe. “It’s not so bad being a girl. Just don’t fight it.”

“What do you mean?” mumbled Jason as I tried to wipe his lips.

“What I mean is you have to give in to you softer side. Just go with it. Be open and soft and vulnerable. I think this is a great learning exercise for you. For both of us.”

“I’m letting you put make-up on me, aren’t I?”

“Yeah, but it’s more than just that. It’s about being yielding and nurturing and…pretty. Let me show you.”

I brushed his cheeks and forehead with foundation, then added some smoky eye shadow and mascara and finally lipstick. “See? Isn’t it good to be pretty?”

Jason blinked into the mirror and pouted. “Damn, I’m beautiful. I mean, you’re beautiful. You know what I mean.”

Actually, Jason was right, looking at my face from his perspective, I was actually pretty cute. Scratch that, I was hot. “You know, I’ve been saving something for a special night with you, but I think maybe it would be better if you put it on now.”

From the back of the closet, I pulled a see-through black lace bustier and matching panties: lingerie I had been saving to spoil him with.

“You want me to wear that?”

I nodded. I could tell he really wanted to. “Okay, give me a moment.” He disappeared into the bathroom and sometime later, he returned. He looked amazing. And he was really getting into it. He did a little strut around the room and even struck a sexy pose with one hand resting on his jauntily angled hips.

“Oh my god!” I exclaimed. “You’re gorgeous.”

“Thank you,” he said fluttering his eyelids. He ran his fingers over his nipples and down the front of his panties. “I can see why girls like wearing this stuff. It’s so soft.”

I, on the other hand, was rock hard. Watching Jason strutting around in my lingerie, in my skin, was causing my new cock to throb almost painfully. It pushed uncomfortably into the seam of the jeans I wore. I knew what that meant and I couldn’t wait any longer. I lifted Jason into my arms the way that always made me scream when he did it to me, and lowered him into the bed. It felt really good to be this strong. I could even pin him down if I wanted to.

But Jason yielded to me and grabbed my groin through my jeans. “You’re hard.” He said grinning.

I ran my hands under the bustier, up his side and squeezed his breast in palm, massaging their fullness. “You’re soft,” I replied.

His tender hands lifted my shirt over my head and helped me unbuckle my jeans. My new cock sprung out and I couldn’t resist gripping it in my fist. I went weak at the sensation of my hand sliding up and down it. If I was a guy, I’d probably jack off constantly, I thought. But there’d be time for that later. I wanted to make a real woman out of Jason first.

Kicking off my underwear, I pushed Jason back into the bed, kissing him softly. His fingers trailed down my flat, muscular chest and along my ripped abdominal muscles. I took both of his hands and easily wrestled them behind his head and kissed his neck. He sighed heavily and his hips lifted up against my hot throbbing penis. What if I don’t know how to control it? I wondered briefly. It feels like it could go off any second!

I tried to keep my cock away from his intoxicating softness and instead moved my lips over the smooth skin of neck and down to his hard, sensitive nipples. I had to admit, I had great boobs now that I could see them from Jason’s perspective. I buried my face into them, licking and sucking, knowing how good it felt. Jason moaned and dug his fingernails into my back.

You ain’t seen nothing yet, baby! I purposefully tickled him with my stubble, knowing how much he liked doing it to me and then dipped my tongue into his navel, flicking his belly ring with my tongue. Meanwhile, my fingers stroked the silky material of his panties, feeling the warmth and wetness underneath. He must be really turned on now, I thought, knowing how horny I’d have to be to get that wet.

I’m going to have so much fun teasing him, I thought. I blew cool air onto the wet spot on his panties and teased the soft skin up and down his inner thighs. Jason shivered and writhed in pleasure.

“That feels so good!” he squealed. “Please touch my pussy.”

“Patience, baby girl,” I said to him with a teasing smile. I ran my tongue up the edge of his panty line and gentle moved them aside. That’s when it really hit home. Here I was staring at my own vagina. I’d never seen it so up close before. It was so pretty: perfect little lips and pink glistening folds. I pressed above the hood of my – Jason’s- clit and watched it poke out from its cosy little home.

“Are you ready?” I asked him.

He nodded desperately and I waited teasingly, not yet giving him the satisfaction of my tongue. I blew cool air on it, then warmth and watched his pussy tighten in response. Then I lowered my lips to his clit and sucked.

Jason writhed and squealed, his rocking and his fingers curling into my hair. I knew exactly what he was going through right then and I grinned to myself with his little clit between my teeth. After another teasing flicker, I stopped abruptly to watch him, breasts heaving and legs quivering. After a moment he looked at me, pleading. “Don’t stop!” he cried.

I pulled down his soaking panties and through them aside. Pushing his legs back with the palms of my hands, I flickered my tongue over his now exposed asshole and ran my tongue up in long stroke from asshole to clit and then back down again.

My cock strained against the mattress and I wondered again if it would just explode. I couldn’t wait to be inside him, but first I wanted to show him what it was like to cum like a girl.

Slowly, I inserted a finger into his pussy while I drew circles around his clit with my tongue. He was so wet that it moved in easily. He was so warm and soft down there, like some kind of sun ripened fruit. I eased in another finger and curled them upwards, stroking where I knew my – his – g-spot was. He moaned loudly and I picked up the pace, my fingers tapping and rubbing, my tongue licking, flickering, swirling. I could tell by the way his body was tensing up, by the wet slapping sounds coming from inside him what was coming.

Then it came. It gushed up my forearm and into my mouth, fresh, warm pussy juice, but I didn’t stop. Wave after wave of ejaculate sprayed into my face and he screamed with each powerful contraction wracking through him.

Finally, I slowed to a halt, allowing him to catch his breath. “Oh…my…God!” he cried. “That was like nothing I’ve ever experienced before!”

“Obviously not,” I quipped.

“Come here,” he said. “Let me taste that pussy juice on your tongue.”

I kissed him full on the lips and he slurped his ejaculate from my mouth and chin. “I would gladly stay a girl forever just for that!” he said, still breathing heavily.

“Even if it means giving blowjobs?” A shadow crossed his face as he considered this.

“I guess it can’t be that bad, can it?” he said after a pause.

I grinned, flopped onto my back and pushed his head down towards my new cock. I couldn’t wait to feel what this was going to be like.

He ran a cautious tongue up the shaft and it lurched upwards involuntarily. These things were pretty unpredictable. Gently, he curled his fingers around it and took the head into his mouth. I bit my lip. It felt seriously good so far. How does he not cum right away every time? I wondered. It’s like it has a mind of its own.

I breathed deep and tried to control the complicated muscles and found I could make it throb and jump by tensing it up. Jason started getting into it then, bobbing his head up and down while making delicious slurping noises. He was pretty good at this as far as I was concerned. I guess he just knew what felt right. With one hand, he massaged up and down in a swirling motion then he plunged it deep into the back of his throat. I gripped the sheets at the feeling of increasing sensitivity. Then out of nowhere came this pleasurably burning sensation at the base and I quickly pulled Jason’s head away with a fistful of his hair.

“Ow!” he said.

“Sorry, but I think I’m going to come. I want to save it.”

Jason grinned. “You’re going to love this then.”

He straddled me, thrusting his breasts forward and guided my cock into his pussy. His eyes closed as it slid into him, obviously savouring the sensation. It felt so warm and cosy in there. He began to move his hips backwards and forwards, slowly so that I wouldn’t blow my load. The motion was soothing and while I really wanted to just fuck him silly and come, I went with his beautiful gentle motion, kneading his breasts and tweaking his nipple with one hand and massaging his clit with the other.

A moment later, Jason threw back his head and moaned deeply as he came again. “This multiple orgasm thing rocks!” he exclaimed as his trembles died down.

Watching him cum like that removed the last little bit of my self-control. I wrestled him onto his back, pushed his legs back and started fucking him hard with long, deep strokes. I have to admit, I didn’t last long. As I watched his breasts bounce and listened to his feminine cries of ecstasy, I realised that I was going to blow. It started at the base of my cock, a deep scalding heat. Suddenly my entire cock spasmed and the heat burst from me in hot, pulsing throbs. It wasn’t better or worse than cumming as a girl, but it was a lot more concentrate, like my entire being was suddenly focused on that single stiff organ pulsing with pleasure and release. I grunted and thrust until the sensitivity became unbearable, then I collapsed on top of him, kissing his face and neck.

“That was incredible!” I gasped. “I want to do it again! How long do we have to wait?”

I pulled out and looked down at my flaccid penis, dripping cum into Jason’s pussy.

Jason laughed. “Trust me. You’ll know when you’re ready again.”

We lay back in bed, his head on my chest while he played idly with my – his – flaccid cock.

“I wonder if they’d let us stay this way for a little while longer?” he asked. “It seems a waste to just have it for one night.”

“I couldn’t agree more.” I glanced down as my cock twitched once again to full hardness.

“That was quick,” said Jason.

“Does that mean I’m ready again?”

“Yeah it does,” he said squatting on his haunches on top of me. “At this rate, I bet we could go all night.”

As I slid into him again, I considered never returning to Dr Hartford’s offices again.
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Bi Sissy Boy Bondage

When Carl’s gorgeous wife, Daisy, asks to introduce some kink into their sex life, Carl doesn’t hesitate to acquiesce. Of course, he doesn’t know quite how sexually depraved his wife can be.

Forced into make-up and lingerie, Carl finds himself in a situation beyond his wildest fantasies when Daisy’s former lover, Antonio, arrives as part of the surprise.

Tranny Dominatrix Surprise

Dave’s confidence is at an all-time low after a breakup. When his best friend Jim offers him a night with the mysterious dominatrix, Mistress Bella, Dave reluctantly agrees, only to discover that Mistress Bella has more than just a few mischievous tricks up her sleeve.

Ménage à…Tranny?

Blake can’t believe his luck when he finds himself talking to the two hottest girls at the bar. And what’s more, they’re practically fighting over him! After he arrives home with the two lady lovers, tied to their bed and teased to the brink of insanity, Blake is shocked to discover their dirty little secret. But of course, he’s already beyond the point of no return…
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