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“Okay, settle down everyone. Settle, please,” Martin said futilely, from behind his desk.

He sat in the corner of the classroom, ignored as the students clustered around each other in groups, gossiping and laughing. The bell had rung a few minutes ago and Martin had yet to get his class’s attention. Nothing new there. It didn’t help that, at just a smidge over five feet in height, Martin was shorter than almost everyone in this class of 18-year-olds.

Martin hefted his bulk out of his seat and waddled to the middle of the room. His belly strained against his button-down shirt and jiggled down over his belt. He felt his pants sliding down too far and grabbed his belt to heft it back up. But his pants were too short for him and this move caused his pant legs to rise up revealing his socks with the faded cartoon characters on them. Martin hated buying clothes and was always in pursuit of an online bargain. The consequence was that he ended up with a wardrobe full of ill-fitting clothes.

Standing in front of the whiteboard, Martin tried once again to get the attention of the students. “All right, let’s settle down,” Martin yelled, clapping his pudgy hands. “Settle!”

Nevaeh caught his eye. She smirked and clapped a few times, as if giving him a round of applause. Some other students picked it up, laughing at the game, and there was a smattering of sarcastic applause before Nevaeh abruptly dropped it and returned her attention to one of the guys clustered around her. The others followed her lead and returned to their own individual conversations, ignoring Martin completely so that he continued to stand, impotent, in front of the entire class as they ignored him.

He felt his cheeks blush red and knew his face was getting splotchy with embarrassment. God, Martin wanted to strangle that bitch. Nevaeh was the bane of his existence, making snide remarks under her breath, passive-aggressively teasing him, egging the others on to mock him when she wasn’t doing it herself. It never rose to the level that he could report her. What was Martin going to do, tell the principal that she’d made the room clap for him? She was clever that way. Clever socially, anyway.

Academically, she was dumb as a brick. Though that was being unkind to bricks. Based on her abysmal test scores, Martin suspected she was cheating on her homework but couldn’t prove it. Probably bribed some poor sap with the promise of sex if they did her work for her. The list of suspects was a mile long because every guy in the school wanted to fuck her.

Nevaeh tossed her golden hair out of her eyes with a practiced flick of her head as she flirted with Evan, one of the football players. Maybe even her boyfriend? Martin didn’t really care. 

Taller than Martin by half a foot, Nevaeh was slender and leggy. Laughing eyes, a cute button nose, and a devious smile. And her skin. God, how could anyone’s skin look so smooth and blemish-free, especially a teenager’s? A spaghetti strap top in the shape of a blue and purple butterfly draped down her chest, the curve of her two breasts just barely pressing out the glittery fabric when she moved. It left her back almost completely bare, the better to see her perfect hourglass figure and her slender waist. Nevaeh’s tiny pink shorts seemed painted on to her taut ass. She laughed at something the football player said and stuck her long, golden legs out, wiggling her red-painted toes, knowing how her body drove the guys crazy. She was the head cheerleader of the school squad, with all the attitude and entitlement that came with it. 

Martin watched her. Hating her. His eyes flicked over to her friend, Juliana, and his heart skipped a beat. She was looking at him! Dark eyebrows arched above narrow eyes, a little upturned nose, and full kissable lips. She always managed to fluster him with that gaze. Martin’s palms went sweaty and he wiped them on his pants as he looked away. It was wildly inappropriate for him to feel this way about a student. To hate a student as much as he hated Nevaeh, yes, but also to fantasize about a student as much as he fantasized about Juliana.

She was the vice-captain of the cheer squad. Complementing Nevaeh’s aggressive bitchiness with a down to earth charm and a kind word for everyone. Martin had no idea how she could stand Nevaeh.

Juliana, at least, had responded to his calls for the class to settle. She sat with her legs clasped demurely, a little ankle bracelet desperately trying to draw his eye to her perfect, toned legs. Her shiny brunette hair was held back with a cute blue bow that matched her sleeveless top. Where Nevaeh was hot, with an aggressive sexuality, Juliana was quietly gorgeous. Soft face. Petite body. Infectious laugh. Second only to Nevaeh in beauty.

Martin shook his head as he felt blood start flowing to his groin. Not a good idea to get an erection in front of this class. He stood up straighter for Juliana’s sake and said in a louder voice, “All right, class has started. If you’re not back to your seats there will be a pop quiz.”

That got their attention. The students groaned and sullenly filed back to their seats, though without any urgency. When they’d all sat and were staring up at him, Martin launched into his introduction to Newton’s laws of thermodynamics.

He grabbed a marker and turned to the whiteboard to illustrate some basic forces. “Now, Newton was a smart guy and he figured out a lot of things about objects in motion. If I take a heavy object...” He began to sketch out a boulder atop a hill when there was a snicker of laughter behind him.

Martin turned to the class, one arm still poised in the air finishing his sketch, revealing his dark pit stain. Nevaeh sat with her hands crossed and an innocent smile on her gorgeous face while the students around her covered their mouths and shook with laughter. All except Juliana, who looked slightly exasperated.

“Something funny?” He asked.

Evan shook his head and waved for him to continue.

“We’re all just dying to find out more about your heavy object,” Nevaeh said. “What could it be?”

“Anything. It doesn’t matter. A rock. A car.”

“A teacher?”

Martin paused fractionally as some of the students chuckled. Jesus, he wanted to smack that smug smile off her face. After a second of being unable to come up with a retort he ignored her and resumed his spiel. He managed to make it through the rest of the class with only a few more sniggers. When the bell rang the students hurriedly packed up their bags and filed out as Martin shouted out a reading assignment for homework. He turned and was pulling open his desk drawer for his lunch when someone spoke up from behind.

“Mr. Dewitt?”

Martin spun around too fast, instantly recognizing Juliana’s voice. He beamed at her, hitching up his pants once again. “Juliana. Yes? What’s—what do you—what can I do for you?” Christ, he was as tongue-tied as a schoolboy with his first crush around her.

She hugged her books to her chest and gazed at him with her gorgeous blue eyes. “Sorry about Nevaeh.”

“Oh, that’s...yeah...no, she’s—that’s how she is,” he shrugged, as if it were no big deal.

Juliana frowned. God, he wanted to kiss that frown off her lips. “She’s just worried about her grades and this is how she acts out.”

“Oh?”

“Yes, well, that’s from my level one psych reading of her. And knowing her,” she smiled. “If she fails this class she misses out on a scholarship.”

“Well, if she’s so worried about that she should study more. Or come tell me herself.” He held back a smile imagining that stuck up bitch groveling to him.

“That’s not how she works,” Juliana said. “I’m trying to help her. Do you know anywhere I can find some tutorials online?”

“Oh, yes, uh, hold on.” Martin sat behind his desk, belly pressing against the drawers as he scooted forward to open his laptop. He brought up a few websites and Juliana jotted them down in her phone, nimble fingers flying across the screen.

Martin glanced up at her as she typed, sneaking a look at her cute face, trying to memorize the gentle curve of her chin, the soft line of her nose, the twinkling blue eyes. She was one of the only students who was as short as he was, and nicer by far than any of them, so why the hell was he so intimidated by her? She finished typing and looked down at him with a smile, making his heart skip a beat once more.

Behind her, Nevaeh poked her head back in the room. “Ugh. Come on, Juliana.”

“Thanks,” Juliana said to Martin, before giving him a little wave and walking out of the room.

Don’t stare at her ass. Don’t stare at her ass. Martin mentally ordered himself as he stared at her incredible ass swaying out of the room.

Just as Juliana reached the doorway, Terry swept in. “Oh, hey girls,” he said as he passed them.

“Hi, Mr. Garland,” they said in unison, glancing at each other and giggling.

“I expect to still see you at the study session after practice today,” Terry said sternly to Juliana.

“I’ll be there,” Juliana said.

Nevaeh nudged her and laughed mockingly. Juliana blushed red, glanced up at Terry and then back down.

“Come on you little slut,” Nevaeh laughed again as she pulled Juliana out the door.

If Juliana was Nevaeh’s alter ego, then Terry was Martin’s. Terry was the drama teacher. Handsome, with a spray of stubble across his cheeks and a movie star face. Perennially popular with students and staff alike. The top two buttons of his shirt were undone, revealing a hint of his powerful chest. He’d been training for a professional career in basketball before a college injury sidelined him, though he still retained his solid physique. At a little over six feet tall, he towered over Martin but somehow managed to do it in a friendly way.

Terry reach Martin’s desk in three long strides. “Do you have plans for lunch?”

“I made a sandwich today.”

“Well, put it away. We’re eating Isabella’s lasagna.”

Isabella taught Italian. A native of Italy, she always dropped off the best leftovers in the teacher’s lounge and they went quick. Terry dropped a paper bag onto Martin’s desk. The smell was divine. Popping it open, Martin took a deep breath.

“Oh, god, that’s amazing.” Martin gushed, then tried to tamp down his excitement. He desperately tried hard to not act the stereotype of a fat person. “Thanks for saving some for me.”

Terry laughed. “Oh, this isn’t for everyone. These are leftovers from my dinner with Isabella.”

“What were you doing eating dinner...” Martin stopped as Terry grinned. “You didn’t!” He said, jealously.

Terry shrugged. “I did.”

“I thought she was married.”

“They’re on a break. At least, they are now.”

Terry pulled up a desk and they unpacked the food. As they ate, Terry regaled Martin with stories of last night’s conquest. Martin lived vicariously through him as he fucked his way through the teachers and floated through school, leaving a stream of dewy-eyed students in his wake. Terry was a braggart, with boundless confidence and a knack for storytelling that awed Martin. Maybe because Terry wasn’t threatened by Martin in the least he felt safe in confiding things to him. Both outrageous sexcapades and more personal details alike.

When Terry set down his half-finished lasagna, Martin eyed it. Even trying to savor his he’d finished it more quickly than his friend and still he wanted more. Terry pushed it towards Martin, barely pausing in his story of how he’d seduced Isabella. As Terry talked and Martin ate, Martin wondered if Terry’s success with Isabella could be replicated with Juliana. Maybe if he just feigned confidence, cracked a few jokes...who was he kidding? Aside from being an offense that could see him lose his job, a girl as perfect as Juliana wouldn’t go for a slob like him.

Terry caught Martin sighing. “What’s up? Why the long face?”

Martin shook his head. “My class.”

Terry leaned closer. “Was it that stupid cunt, Nevaeh?” He whispered.

Martin stifled a guffaw. Terry could be a gentleman, but he could also be ludicrously vulgar for comic effect. Martin suspected Terry enjoyed his company for the main reason that he could be vulgar and Martin wouldn’t call him out. “No. I mean, yes, she’s always awful.”

Terry sat back and levelled his gaze at Martin. “So it was Juliana.”

Martin flushed red. “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” he mumbled, focusing on scraping up the last of the lasagna out of the cardboard container just so he wouldn’t have to look at Terry.

“Look, man, I get it. You think there aren’t any girls walking around this hall I wouldn’t like to fuck?”

“Terry—”

“I’m just being honest. People don’t talk about this shit. They think all teachers are just sexless robots. But you can’t spend weeks with hot-ass cheerleaders – legal adults, mind you – walking around in basically a bra and panties without getting thoughts. We just don’t act on it. You know, until they graduate.”

Terry wiggled his eyebrows suggestively. Martin knew for a fact that Terry had slept with a new graduate every graduation day for the past three years. Terry had also, one night after more drinks than was sensible, confided to Martin that he fantasized about a hot student – any hot student –sweeping everything off his desk and begging to be fucked over it, like in a movie.

Terry called this his filthy forties. At eight years older than Terry, Martin was closing in on what he thought of as his ‘forlorn fifties. Money in the bank, sure, but only because he had nothing to spend it on. No wife or kids. No girlfriend. Just him and his collection of vintage action figures.

“The trick is...” Terry continued, “...to be a master of your own mind. You can’t let a pretty body get in your head. That’s their power. That’s how they get control. But if you take that body away from them, that’s how you see who they really are...” He trailed off.

“What?” Martin asked, confused.

Terry shook his head. “Nothing. Just philosophizing. How do we know the true nature of a person? What if you could separate the mind from the body? Would that be a more true or a less true ‘you’?”

“I still don’t—Is this a new show you’re working on?”

Terry slapped him amicably on the shoulder. “Yeah. Don’t worry about it. Still working on the details.”

Martin pressed him but he refused to elaborate and soon their lunch break was over. Martin packed all the containers back in the bag and handed it to Terry.

“Can you throw this away somewhere outside my classroom? If the students see this in my trashcan...”

Terry put his hand on his shoulder. “Martin. Buddy. Things will get better. Master your own mind.”

Easy for Terry to say. People liked him. He had confidence and a physical prowess Martin would never have. Terry drew people’s attention. Martin had trouble getting people to notice him while standing in front of the classroom.

The rest of the day was a little better. Martin didn’t have any more classes with Nevaeh, thank god, though the cheer squad was out on the field as he left for the day. They were practicing their routine, their skirts bouncing as they shook their bodies. Martin didn’t stop to watch – he didn’t want people to think he was a creep – but he did furtively search for Juliana as he walked to his car. He found her being tossed into the air, skirt lifting to show off those perfect legs, before being caught by one of the male cheerleaders. She smiled at the audience, a toothy, welcoming grin that Martin pretended was just for him. It gave him a little bounce in his step and a tingling in his groin.

Martin knew this was bad. He’d never been obsessed about a student like this before Juliana came along. He even found himself searching up whatever profile he could find of hers on the web. If anyone caught him he’d be fired instantly and branded a predator. But he was just looking. And masturbating. With his physical appearance that was all he’d ever be able to do. The little relief the release gave him was overwhelmed by the guilt of fantasizing about an 18-year-old student of his.
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Terry wasn’t at school the next day and he didn’t respond to any of Martin’s texts. Martin asked around but none of the other teachers had heard anything other than that he’d called in sick. That was a relief. Martin was always worried that Terry’s adventures would catch up with him and he’d be fired even though everything he did was just this side of legal.

The first bell had yet to ring and students were milling around in the hallway as Martin carried the brown paper bag containing his lunch down to his classroom. He greeted some students so softly he wasn’t sure if they heard him. They certainly didn’t greet him back. He was lost in his own thoughts and so nearly stumbled over his feet when Juliana appeared in front of him.

Jesus, how could that outfit possibly meet the school dress code? A black tube top with colorful metal beads studded around the outside that left her perfectly trim belly visible. It clung lightly to her mid-section and breasts, leaving her shoulders bare. A tiny ruffled skirt augmented her petite figure and looked like it would slip off at any moment with each swish of her hips. Her light auburn hair hung down either side of her face, falling to her chest. The slight hint of her fruity perfume was heavenly. She smiled at him, twisting a lock of silky brunette hair around one slender finger as he gaped.

“Morning, Mr. Dewitt,” she said,.

“M-morning, Juliana. Uh, sleep well?” he could kick himself for such a stupid fucking question.

She tittered, her smile a ray of sunshine. “I did. Oh, here,” she said, then reached up and unbuttoned the top button of his shirt before tucking the collar aside. “Never button it all the way up. It looks dorky.” She said, not a hint of a mocking tone.

“Uh, thanks.”

She laughed again and brushed a hand through her hair, letting it tumble down one side of her face.

“D-did you find that help for Nevaeh?” Martin asked, suddenly remembering something he could talk to her about so she would stay here with him for just another few seconds.

“Huh?” She said, reaching up to scratch the back of her neck. Her eyelids flickered rapidly, and then: “Oh, yes. I tried to show it to Nevaeh but I don’t know if she understood. She’s such a stupid cunt.”

Martin opened and closed his mouth a few times, unsure how to respond. Unsure that he’d just heard her correctly. Should he reprimand her? He actually agreed with her on that point; he’d just never heard her say anything like that and it was probably against some school policy.

“Anyway, just wanted to say ‘good morning’.” She flashed him another smile and then turned and practically skipped towards a small group of cheerleaders gossiping by some lockers down the end of the hall.

When she joined their group she said something that made them all giggle, before they ducked their heads in for some serious gossip, all of them hanging on Juliana’s every word. 

The image of her face, her scent, that hot body, was burned into Martin’s mind. He didn’t realize she had such a dirty mouth and was imagining ways he could make her mouth even dirtier when he felt his groin tightening. Nevaeh came bounding around a corner to join the group and he saw their attention immediately shift to her. Martin held his lunch bag in front of him to hide his half erection and hurried to his classroom, thunder thighs wobbling together at each step.

Class started out much the same as yesterday with the students chatting in groups and ignoring him. Martin worried he would have to threaten another pop quiz when Juliana put her hand on Nevaeh’s shoulder and whispered something in her ear. Nevaeh rolled her eyes but sat back and folded her arms, staring up at Martin. The rest of the class quieted as well.

“Great, let’s begin,” Martin said, quickly trying to take advantage of the silence.

He continued his lesson from yesterday, drawing diagrams and formulas on the whiteboard, turning back every now and then to toss a question at the class. Every time he looked, Juliana was staring at him with a strange smile on her face. It was kind of throwing him off.

“Okay, okay,” Martin said, collecting his thoughts. “So if I have an object travelling at twenty five miles per hour...”

He was glancing around the class and his gaze landed on Juliana when she spread her legs beneath the desk, making her skirt rise up her perfect thighs.

“...and...and twenty five...” he licked his lips and looked away to catch his train of thought. “So a force acting on an object travelling twenty five miles—”

Dear god, she had her hands in her lap and was actually pulling her skirt up to reveal a glimpse of her stark white panties, staring at him with that strange smile the whole time. Martin felt his armpits instantly drenched in sweat. He tried to carry on.

“So that force here. Newton’s law would say that there is an opposite force here...” He drew an arrow on the whiteboard and when he turned back Juliana’s fingers were pressing against her panties. That could not be an accident. Not the way her finger was tracing up and down the invisible line of her entrance.

Martin gulped. Looked away. Looked back. His forehead grew sweaty.

“You know what? Does someone think they understand it enough to come up and teach it?”

Juliana’s hand rose into the air.

“J-Juliana, come on up here.”

Martin handed her the marker. She took it, her fingers grazing his. Just a coincidence. There was no fucking way she was flirting with him. She smiled and began drawing on the board, bending down as her drawing took her lower, until her back was curved seductively and her skirt rose up nearly to her ass. Martin was positive he wasn’t the only guy staring, but he tore his eyes away with an effort. When Juliana finished, she handed him the marker.

“Did I do a good job?” She blinked slowly at him and he was lost in her big blue eyes.

Martin pulled himself away with an effort and looked at her work. It was correct. He nodded. She tucked her hair behind a dainty ear and sat. Martin delivered the rest of the lecture from his chair behind his desk so none of the students could see his erection.

Afterwards, everyone filed out like normal. Juliana gave him one last backward glance which Martin pretended not to see. He was not staring at one of his students.

Throughout the day he kept running into Juliana. The hallway. The lunchroom. Outside near the basketball court. She happened to be wherever he was and she kept giving him such a brilliant smile whenever he saw her. God, Martin wanted to kiss her lips. Touch that body. She would greet him and then return to Nevaeh and the rest of her friends. Martin even caught Nevaeh chastising Juliana for talking to Martin, but Juliana just shrugged as if it was no big deal and then the group of cheerleaders was actually laughing at Nevaeh. Their laughter died pretty quickly but still.

Martin was wondering if these meetings were some sort of a prank. Or maybe something more insidious. An effort to get him fired, perhaps? But that only made sense because of Martin’s guilty mind.

Because of these chance meetings, Martin was in a heightened state of arousal all day. He was grading papers in his empty classroom after school when there was a knock on the door. He looked up to see Juliana strolling in, hips swaying like she was walking a catwalk. Her backpack was slung over one shoulder and she set it down on his desk, leaning on it to look down at him. From this angle her tits hung down right in front of his eyes, her warm, inviting cleavage inches from his lips.

“Hi, Mr. Dewitt.,” she said breathily.

“H-hi,” Martin managed.

“I was hoping you could help me with something.” She let her tongue trail delicately around her lips then stared down at him, mouth slightly open to reveal the hint of her white teeth.

“S-sure. Though, you looked pretty confident in front of the class this morning,” Martin said, summoning all his courage and trying his best to think of what a more confident man would say. What Terry would say.

“It’s not about that,” she said. “Though that was fun.” 

And, god, she wasn’t changing her position. Martin sat frozen, her tits dangling right in front of him, afraid that if he moved it would just draw attention to his eyeline.

She continued, “I need some guidance.”

“Okay.”

She took his hand, her delicate, warm fingers gently grasping his wrist and –dear god! – bringing it up to rest on one of her breasts. She breathed in deeply through her cute upturned nose. Martin pulled his hand away. Much as he wanted this he knew he was treading on dangerous territory. This had to be a trick.

“Th-that’s inappropriate.”

She laughed. “Only if the teacher initiates it.”

Was that true? That couldn’t possibly be true. God, he wished it were true.

“I-I can’t h-have a relationship with my students.”

“Okay,” she nodded and chewed thoughtfully on her lower lip. Martin wished it were him chewing on her lower lip. She brightened suddenly. “Then I have another idea to get you what you want.”

You! I want you! Martin’s thoughts howled.

She took his hand. “Come on.”

He stood and let her lead him down the hallway and outside, down past the far side of the football stadium to where the school grounds met the forest. They walked a little ways in. Martin knew even this was wrong. If anyone caught him here with a student it would look terrible. Still, he couldn’t – wouldn’t! – free his hand from her grasp, and she led him to a hidden glen covered in soft leaves. She pushed some branches aside and pulled him in behind some thick bushes.

“Stay here. And don’t make a sound.”

“Juliana—” Martin began, but she put a finger to his lips and the sweet scent of her perfume filled his nostrils.

“Trust. Okay?”

Martin nodded. What the hell was she doing?

She slipped out from behind the bushes, through the glen, and back the way they’d come. Martin waited, feeling very much like an idiot as the sounds of the wood settled in around him. Far off, he could hear the coach’s whistle as the track team practiced in the stadium. He waited there like she said, feeling dumber and dumber each minute that nothing happened. This was a trick. Had to be. But what was the payoff? She got to laugh about making him wait in the woods for ten minutes? He was about to stumble out from his hiding place when he heard a giggle nearby. Juliana’s giggle. He froze as two voices came closer. Juliana and a guy.

Martin peered through the bushes as Juliana appeared, leading her boyfriend by the hand. Martin knew who he was. Curtis. One of the star soccer players. Handsome and cocky as hell. Cheekbones you could cut glass with. Muscular and athletic. A perfect fit for Juliana.

When they were just on the other side of the bushes from Martin, Juliana stopped and winked towards Martin’s hiding spot before turning to Curtis.

“So what’s this surprise?” Curtis asked with a grin.

“This,” Juliana said.

She slid her hand against Curtis’s cheek and brought his lips to hers. He bent to kiss her and she leaned into him. His hands slid down her arms and across her body, gripping her back as he pulled her close. God, Martin wanted to be Curtis right now as his hands slid down to Juliana’s ass. Juliana’s hands were on Curtis’s broad chest and Martin watched as one slid down and grazed Curtis’s crotch. Martin’s cock twitched in sympathy as Curtis moaned into Juliana’s mouth and his eyebrows shot up. He didn’t stop her as she began stroking his crotch as his member grew.

Curtis clutched Juliana’s ass and began hiking the fabric of her skirt up, revealing her delicious ass inch by inch. Martin’s eyes widened as Juliana’s ass came into view, the swell of her taut butt cheeks cleaved by a dark pink thong. Martin briefly wondered when she’d changed out of her white panties? Was it because they were soaked from touching herself? Were her backup panties always so hot? Now Curtis’s hands grabbed her, fingers digging into her perfect peach of an ass, dragging Martin’s attention back to the two young lovers. Juliana stroked Curtis’s hidden dick as his pants grew tighter.

Their movements grew more urgent. Juliana moaned into Curtis’s mouth and reached down for her top with her free hand. Curtis helped yank it up over her head. She swept her brunette hair out of her eyes and turned so that she faced Martin’s hidden position and her back was to Curtis. The bra clung to the swell of her breasts, forming them into perfect cleavage. She stared right at Martin as she said:

“Take off my bra.”

Curtis did so, fumbling with the unfamiliar clasp. Juliana locked eyes with Martin, her lips curling into a smile. Her bra loosened and she placed a hand on her chest to hold the bra in place as she shrugged it off each shoulder. Finally, she dropped it to the forest floor with another wink. And there were her tits. Perfect, taut curves rising to pink peaks. Jesus, Martin wanted her tits right then as much as he’d coveted her ass a moment ago. He wanted to ravish her, squeeze those delicate bouncy breasts, suckle on each perfect pink nipple. Martin’s cock rose, straining against his pants.

Juliana turned back to Curtis, moving him to the side as she did so that Martin saw them both in profile. He reached for her breasts – the lucky bastard! – cupping one as he made out with her again. His fingers roamed across that glorious tit, grabbing a handful, greedy for her body in a way in which Martin empathized. She shoved one hand down his pants and he hissed in a breath before thrusting up against her.

They gripped each other faster, hands roaming around their bodies, pinching, squeezing, their lust picking up speed. Martin’s cock strained against his pants and he carefully unzipped himself, shuffling ever so slowly back and forth to free his cock until it stood erect and free. For whatever reason, Juliana was obviously doing this for his benefit. Martin took himself in hand as Curtis and Juliana moaned and felt each other up.

Juliana, her hand still down Curtis’s pants, pulled away and gazed into Curtis’s eyes. “Fuck me right here.”

“Really?” Curtis beamed.

“I need you inside me,” Juliana moaned, running her free hand up her breast, to her lips.

She unzipped Curtis’s pants and yanked them down. His cock sprang out to greet her. She grabbed it and stroked slowly, Martin stroking with her, imagining it was her hand on his cock. He and Curtis shivered together. Curtis grabbed her to kiss her again, shoving his cock up against her tight little body, dragging it up and down her stomach as he humped her in teenage desperation.

Juliana turned and dropped to hands and knees facing Martin, ass in the air facing Curtis, eyes locked on Martin hidden in the bushes. She wiggled her ass, a shy smile on her lips. Her tits hung down below her, bobbing slightly above the leaves on the ground where she offered herself up to her boyfriend. Curtis knelt behind her and she closed her eyes, savoring the feel of his manhood against her dripping sex. Martin only realized Curtis thrust into her pussy when Juliana’s eyes widened in surprise and her body shot forward slightly. Her shock dissipated and she gave a low moan, mouth slightly open, white teeth and pink tongue visible as Curtis took her from behind.

He gripped her hips, thrusting into her tight cunt while she clutched at the ground. Curtis grunted, staring down at her ass, enchanted by the sight of her, the feel of her around his girth. He pumped into her and she bit her lower lip and threw back her head. Martin stroked himself at the sight of those swinging breasts, that cute ass getting pounded, her little whimpers as she urged her boyfriend on. Martin imagined it was him inside her, her tight heat surrounding him as he plunged inside.

He watched from within the bushes as Curtis fucked his crush, Juliana splayed out on the ground, mouth open, eyes rolled back in pleasure, little sighs escaping those soft red lips. He watched her body bounce, watched her go helpless with pleasure as she was fucked from behind, the sharp slap of Curtis’s groin on her amazing ass loud in Martin’s ears. Martin’s groin tightened, cock beginning to throb, just as Curtis groaned and yanked Juliana back. He pumped into her, emptying his cock into her tight hole while she cried out and Martin came with them, cum splattering down his fingers as he imagined himself as the cause of Juliana’s throaty, desperate cries.

When he finished, the energy seemed to leave them both. Juliana slumped onto the floor and he slumped on top of her, covering her tiny body with his massive one.

“Holy shit, babe, that was awesome,” he said into her neck.

Curtis pulled out and Martin saw a micro-look of disappointment across Juliana’s face. She turned and kissed him again, looking up shyly.

“Do you still love me?” She asked in a timid voice.

“More than ever.”

He kissed her again and she melted into him. After a few seconds they pulled away and got dressed. Martin tried to memorize Juliana’s body as it disappeared back beneath her clothes. Then they left the way they’d come, giggling as they did. When the forest was still, Martin wiped his hands on the leaves and zipped himself back up. He was getting ready to step out from behind his cover when he heard someone returning. He froze and peered through the bushes. Juliana appeared.

“Martin?” She called. “You still here?”

He stepped out bashfully from behind the bushes. His face was beet red and he kept his arms dangling by his sides to hide the massive sweat stains. He almost didn’t register that she’d called him by his first name.

She beamed at him. “Did you enjoy watching this little body get fucked?”

Martin nodded, dumbfounded.

Juliana laughed. “That was my first time in this body and, goddamn, that was amazing. A little quick, but still,” she sighed. “It feels so good to stretch out this tight cunt around a dick.”

“Juliana...” Martin began, but he had no idea how to finish. He’d never heard her talk like this before. And that was the least strange thing she’d done that afternoon.

Juliana laughed again. “I hope you enjoyed watching your crush get fucked by her boyfriend. I mean, I did offer to you first.”

“W-what?” Martin looked at her for the first time. How did she know she was his crush? He’d only confided in one person about that.

She stood there, one hand on her hips, the other in her pocket. A very un-Juliana position.

“Martin, relax,” Juliana said, stepping closer to him. “I’m not the real Juliana. I’m actually Terry.”

“What?” Martin repeated.

Juliana laughed. “Sorry, your expression is hilarious. And, god, we’re the same height now, huh?”

Terry used to tower over Martin by at least a foot. Indeed, Juliana was almost as tall as Martin.

“Everything looks so much bigger!” She exclaimed. “Oh, I mean, I’m not calling you fat, Martin.” She said, slapping him on the shoulder just like Terry did.

Martin chimed in every now and then with a question as Juliana—or Terry?—explained. Terry had an uncle who worked for the CIA on a secret project. They were developing high-tech body suits that could effectively turn one person into another. When users put them on and activated them, it physically morphed their bodies into each other. 

“How is that even possible?” Martin broke in. “You—or, I mean, Terry—look nothing like Juliana. You’re so much bigger, for one. It’s like a hologram, right?” He still couldn’t really believe it. But then what was the point of this charade?

“Look,” Juliana –Terry?—said, “I don’t understand all the mechanics and where all the excess matter goes. All I know is that this is no hologram. I really am Juliana. Her body is mine! I can feel everything. Inside and out. Oh my god, Martin,” she grabbed his hand and placed it on one of her tits. “I get to touch these tits whenever I want.”

Terry went on to explain that the suits allowed them to swap memories, with a dial on the back of the neck—invisible while the suit was morphing the wearer—that allowed one to increase the intensity of their new body’s memories.

“So how did you get this?” Martin asked, still skeptical.

The new Juliana explained that Terry’s uncle had grown a conscience and he’d become alarmed at the CIA’s plans for these suits. He’d stolen the data and the suits, stashed them in a storage unit and given Terry the key for safekeeping before going underground. If they ever caught him, the bodysuits would be his leverage. Intrigued, Terry had gone to investigate, figured out how to use the suits and just waited for his chance.

“Juliana wasn’t doing well in classes,” Juliana continued. “She was worried she was going to lose her college cheerleading scholarship. She came to me one day, despondent, and blurted it all out.” She sniffed and wiped away a tear. “Sorry, her feelings still get to me. It’s like I was despondent about the scholarship. Anyway, I offered her a way out. We switch bodies and I become her for the rest of the semester. Ace all her classes and keep the scholarship.”

“What about your life as Terry?”

“She has my memories. She can be me.” The new Juliana shrugged.

“But...but why do you want to be her?” Martin was still flabbergasted. Terry had been such a manly man. Seeing him in such a petite, feminine body didn’t make sense.

“I love the female body,” Juliana grinned, throwing out her arms and spinning around. “I love everything about it. Touching it. Kissing it. Stroking it. And now I can do that whenever I want. I’m the queen of this goddamn school! Pretty girls got it easy, Martin. Not like me and you.”

“Wait, so if all this is true, why are you telling me?”

“Because,” Juliana grinned. “I have two more suits. And Nevaeh is also failing.”
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They’d gone their separate ways after that, Terry leaving the glen first to make sure there was no one around, and Martin following shortly afterward. Martin’s mind was buzzing. His best friend was inside his crush’s body and was apparently enjoying being a girl. Martin was being given an opportunity to follow, to try out an entirely new life, to take over the one girl in the school that drove him crazy. Well, nearly. Terry, as Juliana, was still working on convincing Nevaeh to take the body swap option. He hadn’t laid out the entire plan to her, but hinted that he’d found a way to solve Juliana’s scholarship problem and offered a way for Nevaeh to do the same. Terry figured that after Nevaeh bombed tomorrow’s science test she’d be desperate for any solution.

“We’re going to study together tonight but she’s not interested at all. I swear to god, she’s the most vapid, self-absorbed student I’ve ever taught,” Terry had said.

Martin returned to his tiny one-bedroom apartment. It was grimy with dust. His threadbare clothes hung forlornly in the closet. His mattress sat on the floor after the bedstand had broken and he hadn’t bothered to buy another one. He hadn’t had visitors in forever, embarrassed for them to see his place. Though, it wasn’t like he was fighting off visitors. He had a few acquaintances at school but they never hung out after work. Terry was the closest thing he had to a friend and confidant. 

And now Terry was offering him a way out. A way to start over. It was so tempting, especially coming from Juliana’s lips. Martin would do anything for her. But being a woman? Martin hadn’t so much as touched a woman in an intimate way in years. Jesus, just the thought of using Nevaeh’s hands to touch her hot little body made his cock twitch.

Martin microwaved his dinner and thought about Terry’s offer. Being a hot, rich, popular female cheerleader versus being, well, him. When put like that, it wasn’t much of a choice.

The next day at school, Terry-in-Juliana again flounced up to Martin in the hallway. Her pleated blue skirt bounced on her ass. Her breasts strained against a tight, white tee. Martin was wary, a part of him thinking yesterday was some sort of trick despite all evidence. It had seemed too good to be true.

“Hi, Mr. Dewitt,” she chirped. “Have you thought about my offer?”

“Y-yes,” Martin said, grinning uncertainly. “I’m in.”

“All right! We’ll meet up at your place tomorrow night. Get ready for a wild adventure. And remember, Nevaeh has no idea who I really am.”

“Really?”

“Yeah. You think she’d go along with it if she knew she was being encouraged by a forty-year-old man in a hot eighteen-year-old girl’s body?” 

She winked and returned to her friends. Nevaeh said something Martin didn’t catch. Juliana responded and the group laughed and glanced at Martin. They didn’t respect him at all. He glared at the little group, eyes dropping to the rustling skirts covering those perfect asses, glance grazing down those long, lean calves. One of them nodded his way, said something, and they all looked over. Martin realized he’d been staring like a creep and scuttled off to his classroom.

Martin didn’t have any classes with Juliana or Nevaeh that day – thank god – so he was able to concentrate on teaching. Without Nevaeh leading the charge, his classes were more manageable. Oh, he was aware they still made jokes about him behind his back, but at least they settled down when he asked.

Between his second and third class of the day, Martin was surprised to run into Terry in the teacher’s lounge. Or, his male body anyway. If the body suits were true, then this was actually Juliana in Terry’s body. He walked the same, swaggering to a chair with some sort of microwave meal. Maybe he was a little more ungainly than usual? Or maybe Martin was just grasping for any differences.

Martin grabbed his sandwich from the fridge and sat beside him. “Hey, Terry, how are you?”

Terry looked at him and forced a smile. “I’m great, Mis—Martin.”

Had he been about to call him Mr. Dewitt, just like Juliana would have? Terry seemed a little wary of Martin but he soon warmed up. By the time Martin had finished lunch, Terry was laughing and backslapping as usual.

A few minutes before the end of lunch, Terry tossed his trash and said, “I’ll see you later, I’ve got to go set up my next class.”

Terry usually wasn’t so meticulous about being on time. Suspicious, Martin threw away his own lunch and surreptitiously followed him.

Terry went down the hall, away from his class but near the northern exit of the lunchroom. When the bell rang, students began streaming out. Juliana, Nevaeh and a little gaggle of cheerleaders appeared. Martin watched as pretend-Terry singled out pretend-Juliana. She split off from the rest of the cheerleaders and waved them away.

Martin followed them as they wound down the hall, away from Terry’s class, towards the hall leading to the back of the auditorium. It was a dead-end hallway and usually quiet this time of day. Martin snuck up right to the corner of the wall and listened.

“Everything’s going fine,” pretend-Juliana chirped. “Don’t worry about it.”

“I am worried,” pretend-Terry replied. “I don’t know if this is such a good idea.”

“Look, it’s just through next Wednesday’s test. Look at it as a vacation. You can go and do adult stuff.”

“What about you? You’re not messing up my life, right? Because I heard Nevaeh yelling at you.”

“Sorry, guess I was too good at yesterday’s routines. You know how she is when she gets outshined.”

“Yeah...I guess. I just—”

“Juliana,” pretend-Juliana said, (and how weird was it to hear Juliana addressing herself?) “It’s going to be fine. Treat this opportunity like a cool science experiment.”

“But I—” Pretend-Terry replied.

Martin figured Terry needed help so he walked around the corner and acted surprised to find the two of them there.

“Terry? What are you doing here?”

Juliana looked at him, working Terry’s mouth to come up with an excuse. “We were just talking about her grades.”

“Thanks for the pep talk, Mr. G,” Terry said, playing the part of Juliana.

Pretend-Terry quickly made an excuse and left while pretend-Juliana dallied behind until they were sure he was safely away.

Juliana let out a breath. “Oh, thank god. She’s so much work. My hero!” She kissed him on the cheek.

Martin felt his cheeks flush. Juliana’s eyes were bright. She was so close the sweet floral scent of her perfume hit Martin’s nose, driving his arousal up. She then skipped away, oblivious to his horny discomfort.

Martin left school as soon as he could after his last class. He stopped by the grocery store and loaded up with cleaning supplies. The rest of the afternoon was spent scrubbing and washing and wiping and brushing and scraping every bit of dirt off the walls and the furniture. He threw his clothes in the downstairs laundry and then re-hung them when they were clean, spacing them out so his closet didn’t seem so threadbare. He lit scented candles and opened his windows to chase away the stale air. If Nevaeh was coming over to swap bodies tomorrow, Martin didn’t want to scare her away as soon as she opened the door. He finished sometime after midnight. His place was as clean as the day he moved in. He could almost believe that his life wasn’t that bad.

The next day in the halls, Nevaeh seemed more subdued than usual. More introspective. Ignoring everyone else except Juliana. Nevaeh repeatedly huddled with Juliana, conferring seriously about something before leaning back against her locker and spacing out.

That day, Juliana gave no sign that Terry was inside her. She acted, well, normal. Martin was disappointed when she didn’t flash him again. He’d dreamed about it last night and hoped it would be an omen.

As Martin was walking down the hall later in the day, he saw Juliana in a hushed conversation with Curtis. He seemed jovial. She seemed upset. She stamped her foot and then pushed him. He called her a bitch and walked away. Juliana ran off in the opposite direction, tears starting to fall down her face. Some of her friends followed her. 

How deeply embedded into Juliana’s life had Terry been to have such a reaction? Martin didn’t think the real Juliana would have reacted any differently. Was Terry’s identity completely subsumed? Or was the Terry inside still in charge? It made Martin wonder how deep his own change would go.

At the end of the school day, Juliana slipped into Martin’s class and told him she’d be bringing Nevaeh over after cheerleading practice.

“Be ready for some fun,” she said with a wink, before hurrying back out of the room.

Again, Martin’s eyes were drawn to her cute, wiggling ass. God, how he longed for her.

The wait after school was agony. Martin put on his least worst outfit – jeans that pretty nearly fit his round belly and one of his nicer button-down shirts—and paced his small apartment, peaking out the window every time he heard a car pulling into the parking lot, his heart leaping into his throat. This was crazy.

Finally, a little after six o’clock, Juliana and Nevaeh pulled up in the parking lot in Juliana’s little red Honda. Martin buzzed them in, his heart racing as each second passed. There was a knock on the door. Martin took a deep breath, plastered on a fake smile and opened the door.

Nevaeh stalked in quickly without looking at him. Terry—still in Juliana—followed behind and Martin shut the door behind them. The girls both had backpacks stuffed full. Nevaeh placed hers down and Nevaeh peered around the apartment wordlessly. Juliana unpacked the bags, pulling out two black bodysuits with what looked like silver filagree patterns, and a laptop. Juliana kept up a steady patter as she set out the suits and turned on the laptop.

“This is the best way to do it. Trust me on this. It’s just until next Wednesday’s test and then you’ll be set. Can you imagine how great it will be to not have to worry about studying for anything?”

“Yeah,” Nevaeh said absently, peering into the bedroom as Martin hovered nervously behind her, wringing his hands. He hated that he was, even now, so intimidated by her. It didn’t help that she was taller than him by at least half a foot. She made him feel ugly and small just by existing.

Nevaeh didn’t seem to notice the effect she had on him, nor was she interested in teasing him as she normally did. She was subdued, almost scared, and Martin had the feeling she would bolt at any moment. She didn’t even notice him staring at her, taking in the tiny torn jean shorts that held loosely to her hips, giving the impression they would slide off at the merest tug. The casual white tee shirt that was tied just below her breasts, the faint outline of her nipples visible beneath, her hourglass waist and belly on full display. She was a walking wet dream and staring at her made Martin’s cock twitch.

Juliana was still talking, probably trying to distract Nevaeh from the fact that soon she would be a fat, nerdy teacher, while Martin would have her petite body.

“You can do whatever you want. And forget about dieting. I know you love ice cream. You can stuff your whole freezer full and eat whatever you want. Mr. Dewitt won’t mind, will you, Mr. Dewitt?”

“N-not at all.”

Nevaeh looked at him, glanced down at his gut, a micro-grimace furrowing her brow before she composed herself. By now, Juliana had done something on the laptop so that two white lights blinked in matching patterns around the necks of the suits.

“Okay, they’re linked now,” Juliana said. She pointed to one and said to Martin, “This is yours. Go get undressed and put it on. You can leave the head unzipped for now. Bring your clothes back because you’ll need to trade.”

Martin took one of the suits and retreated to the bathroom. The fabric felt slick and cool, like silk, but stretched like nylon. Martin undressed and folded his clothes neatly on top of the toilet. He avoided the mirror while he turned to the suit. He hated the sight of himself, his fat naked body with his heavy gut and hairy chest, legs and arms.

The suit had a small zipper that went from the top of the hood all the way down to the waist. He unzipped it all the way and stepped into it before pulling it up his body. The suit was baggy, even for him, with plenty of room to zip up over his belly. He left the hood folded over so he could see. He felt so ridiculous. How much trouble would he get in if people discovered he’d had two of his female students over to his apartment alone?

It was hard to grip the doorknob with the loose glove-like hands. When he returned to the living room, he found Nevaeh already there dressed in an identical suit. Hers dwarfed her completely so much so that she had to grab big handfuls of it to avoid tripping over.

“Here’s the deal,” Nevaeh said, glaring at Martin. She sounded much more haughty than she’d looked moments ago, as if she’d come to terms with her predicament and was determined to master it. “You cannot ruin my life. That means you act like me. You don’t do anything embarrassing or gross or...or...I don’t know...dumb. Your only job is to ace my next two tests. Got it?”

Martin nodded. “And you just be me.”

Nevaeh scoffed – there was the bitch he’d come to loathe. “Be some dorky loser teacher for a week? Don’t worry. There’s nothing I could do that would make anyone think you’re any more disgusting than you already are. What do I need to do? Stutter and have people ignore me? I think I’ve got that covered. But if you fuck up my life I will ruin you.”

“Great, that’s all sorted,” Juliana clapped her hands.

“Juliana,” Nevaeh said, the iron suddenly gone from her voice. It sounded like she was pleading, though Martin suspected it was just an act for sympathy. “You’ll watch over him, right? Make sure he doesn’t do anything I wouldn’t do.”

“Oh, Nevaeh,” Juliana cooed, coming around the counter to give her a hug. “You know I will. We’re besties. I wouldn’t let anything happen to you.”

Juliana had them trade clothes and then return to their respective rooms. They would zip up the hoods and then she would countdown from five before activating the suits.

“You’ll want to be sitting down for this. Oh, and you’re going to feel quite a bit of pressure but that’s perfectly normal,” Juliana warned.

Nevaeh went back to the bedroom while Martin returned to the bathroom. He held Nevaeh’s clothes, her bra and panties sitting atop the ridiculously tiny shorts and shirt. His entire body shivered with anticipation. He placed the clothes beside the sink and stepped into the tub to sit down, his chunky legs out in front of him, before zipping up the hood. It completely covered his eyes, blocking out the world.

“Ready?” Juliana called out.

There was a muffled response from Nevaeh: “Ready.”

“Ready,” Martin confirmed, wiggling his enormous ass to try to get comfortable.

“Activating in five...four...three...two...one,” Juliana called.

The suit began warming perceptibly. Tingles danced up Martin’s fingers and toes. Then the suit began tightening against his body, as if he was being vacuum packed inside it. He resisted the urge to zip down the hood and yank it off as the suit constricted him more and more until it felt like he was wrapped in plastic film. It continued to squeeze, an uncomfortable pressure as his entire body was compressed. Even the hood tightened across his face, pressing against his eyes, his ears, his nose, his mouth, the fabric still breathable but claustrophobic nonetheless. It was just on the edge of painful and he was about to unzip the hood, transformation be damned, when the pressure disappeared and the bathroom blinked back into existence.

He gasped in surprise – a light, airy sound – and his eyes dropped down to his body. The most perfect pair of breasts he’d ever seen hung from his chest, each one wonderfully smooth, taut, and capped with delicate pink areolae. They partially obscured his lap. His his rolly polly belly was gone! Replaced with an impossible hourglass waist and smooth skin. His mouth dropped open. He hardly dared breathe as he stared at the perfectly manicured blonde landing strip between his legs. His thighs were pressed together, the coarse trail of pubic hair disappearing into the darkness between them. And his legs. God, his legs! They were long and lean and toned and perfect. Even the little toenails were exquisitely manicured. He wiggled his toes, watched them move beneath his command. He giggled, clapping his hands over his mouth, the smell of Nevaeh’s sweet lotion filling his nostrils.

The cheeks his fingers landed on were smooth and warm, no hint of the scrubby stubble of his old body. He held his hands out in front of him to admire them, turning them this way and that. They were so small. So dainty. Hairless and gently toned. The nails were long and smooth.

Silky hair tickled down his neck and he grabbed a lock and brought it round to stare at it. It was bleached blonde and slightly wavy. The light scent of what was probably her fruit shampoo still clung to it.

Martin’s gaze returned to his chest and he cupped his two exquisite breasts. Jesus Christ, his breath hitched in his throat as he felt Nevaeh up with her own hands, making her gently squeeze her tits, bobble them in her hands, watch them sway hypnotically back and forth.

A noise from the bedroom dragged his attention back to the task at hand. There would be plenty of time to explore his body, but for now he needed to get dressed and get back to Nevaeh’s life. 

Martin stood on unsteady legs. God, he was so light. He hadn’t realized how much weight he’d been carrying on his gut until it was gone. Well, mostly gone, with some shifted up to his chest. But this was a different kind of weight. Beautiful and desired.

The new girl lifted a leg carefully and stepped out of the tub, her tits bobbing on her chest as she moved. Steadying herself on the wall, she took a few careful steps. The body was all new to her but the muscle memory of control was just there. Martin remembered the dial that Juliana had told him about and reached up to touch the back of Nevaeh’s neck. Her fingers found the hard face of it, a tiny dime-sized nub. She left it alone for now, not quite ready to take on more of Nevaeh just yet. Her fingers grazed down her face, her neck, her chest, trying to feel the zipper of the suit. But all she felt was her own smooth, warm skin. There was nothing to indicate that this was a suit.

As the new Nevaeh moved to her clothes, her reflection came into view in the mirror over the sink. She stopped and stared, her breath pausing for a second as she was struck with her new beauty. Wide blue eyes. Dark, slender eyebrows. A sweet face with the most adorable nose.

Martin opened her mouth and watched her reflection do the same. She ran her tongue along her teeth and Nevaeh’s mirror image copied her, white teeth and pink tongue flashing. Her gaze dropped down to her chest. Christ, those perfect tits were hanging there, begging to be touched. Martin giggled – a tiny, delicate sound – and clapped Nevaeh’s hands to her mouth again, holding in the delight so the real Nevaeh outside wouldn’t hear. Longing danced in her body.

Martin picked up Nevaeh’s panties. Delicate, lacy and white. Just as she’d imagined. She stepped into them, sliding the light cotton fabric up her perfect legs, nestling the panties against her smooth crotch and hiding – for now – the coarse light pubic hair and the pussy beneath that so intrigued her. There was some confusion as to how to put on the white bra but, reaching up to the back of her neck, Martin twisted the dial one notch and suddenly it wasn’t so unfamiliar. She put it on easily, muscle memory allowing her to shrug it over her shoulders, reach behind and clasp it before adjusting it over her breasts.

Next came the shorts, cut so small the pockets were visible sticking out beneath the bottom. They barely covered her, more like a swimsuit than anything Martin would have walked around in. Finally the top, slipping it over her head and then tying it at the waist, showing off her taut belly. Martin almost laughed again as she patted her new belly, the abs nearly visible. She’d never been able to see her own abs before. Her male body had been such a ponderous, ugly thing, gut bouncing over her belly for as long as she could remember. But this...this felt so light, so solid. So...right.

Martin sat on the closed toilet and slipped on her shoes, tiny little things compared to the big clothes she was used to. When she was done she returned to the living room, marveling at how gracefully she moved. Her former body was already there, sitting glumly on the couch. Martin fought the urge to recoil at the sight of herself. The double chin made him look like a frog. Martin tamped down her smile at the thought. Let Nevaeh think she didn’t love this.

“Look at you!” Juliana said. “It’s so weird to think you’re in each other’s bodies.”

Nevaeh shot her a look. “This is temporary. God, I feel so gross.” She looked down at herself and visibly recoiled. 

Was that how Martin had sounded to other people? So weedy and whiny? She already knew she was better off in Nevaeh’s body and it hadn’t even been two minutes.

“If you want that scholarship this is your only chance,” Juliana said sternly.

Nevaeh puffed air out of her blubbery lips and folded her arms, body jiggling disgustingly with each motion. “Don’t remind me.”

“Now the lock,” Juliana said, holding up a small black device that looked like a small branding iron.

“The lock?” Nevaeh asked uncertainly.

“We can’t risk having two Nevaehs running around, silly. Don’t worry, I’ll hold the lock for safekeeping.”

“No. I’ll hold on to it.”

Juliana hesitated fractionally. “Suit yourself.”

Juliana touched the end of the key to their necks, slotting it into the invisible keyhole and clicking the button. When she finished, she gave the key to Nevaeh.

“Don’t lose this,” she warned.

“Don’t worry,” Nevaeh said.

“I should get ‘Nevaeh’ home,” Juliana said, using air quotes. “You okay here?”

“What choice do I have?” The new Martin scoffed. He scowled at Martin and then his gaze dropped to her body before he shifted uncomfortably and looked away, his gaze landing on Juliana, where it stayed, ogling her. Martin wondered how much of her old memories Nevaeh had. How much of her desire. Clearly, enough to be disconcerting.

Juliana packed up the laptop and hustled Martin out the door and back down to her car. Martin felt so light, like he would lift off the ground at each step. And how full of energy he was! Even with Nevaeh’s body being tired after cheerleading practice, she could feel the potential.

“Oh my god, this is going to be so amazing!” Juliana chirped as she started the car.

As Juliana drove she explained to Martin how the dial worked. There were ten settings, each of them increasing the intensity of the memories of the original body. Nevaeh’s memories wouldn’t override Martin’s, even at the highest setting. But at the top of the dial they would be equally as vivid.

“You should leave it on low to begin with, just until you get used to things. Only dial it up gradually or it might be overwhelming. You’ll probably need at least a five for the routines at practice tomorrow,” Juliana advised.

“And what about the girls? Will they have our memories, too?” Martin asked, wondering just how much of his desperation for Juliana that Nevaeh now knew about.

“Ish,” Juliana said, wiggling her hand. “I didn’t tell them about the dial and left them on a low level, so they’ll have to focus. Plus, I deleted all memories of how the suits work from Juliana’s mind. I didn’t want her getting any ideas about changing back before I’m ready.”

“You can do that?”

“It’s easy if it’s just related to one thought. Your brain groups those neurons together, and the suit just severs those pathways. Presto, no more memories. I did the same for Nevaeh, by the way. Didn’t want her knowing that her eighteen-year-old friend had already swapped bodies with a forty-year-old guy.”

“But will, uh, Nevaeh...in my body...will she know...”

“About your obsession with Juliana?” Juliana laughed. “Not only will she know it. She’ll feel it.”

Martin let that thought sink in as they pulled up to the front of a large house. Looking at it, Martin felt a tingle of recognition. The feeling of coming home.

They got out and walked through the front door. With the dial still on low, the memories were hazy, like she’d not been here in a long time. There was a delicious smell coming from the kitchen, along with the sound of clanking pots. An older woman poked her head out of a room down the hall and smiled at the two of them. Her blonde hair danced in waves down her face. She was well made up, looking like an older version of Nevaeh. Martin recognized her instantly as Nevaeh’s mom, Sally.

“Hi, girls,” Sally said.

“Hi, Mrs. Cox,” Juliana said.

“Hi, mom,” Martin said, feeling slightly odd at calling this stranger ‘mom’ even though it felt right in her bones.

“You staying for dinner?” Sally asked Juliana.

“If there’s room.”

“There’s always room, sweetie.”

“Thanks! We’re going up to Nevaeh’s room,” Juliana said, taking Martin’s hand and leading her upstairs.

Martin followed her, still slightly bewildered at the whole thing. She’d hardly had time to adjust to her new body and now all of a sudden she was meeting her new family. And the whole walk down the hallway was a strange and wonderful change of swaying hips and bobbing breasts she wanted to luxuriate in. Juliana pulled her into Nevaeh’s room and locked the door behind them.

“Finally,” Juliana sighed, “I can do this.”

She grabbed Nevaeh’s cheeks and brought their lips together. Martin was startled even as their tender lips met and the fruity scent of Juliana’s lotion washed through her nostrils. It was strange kissing her, with Nevaeh having to tilt her head up to meet her lips. Martin had always been the short one and now she was the long, limber one, looking down on her crush.

Martin gently grasped Juliana’s hips and kissed her back, closing her eyes to savor the sweet taste of her innocence. Juliana stroked Nevaeh’s cheeks as her tongue slid across her lips, beckoning Martin to open her mouth and welcome her in. And then Martin was sucking on Juliana’s tongue, inhaling deeply as they explored the contours of each other’s mouths in long, drawn-out breaths.

Juliana pulled away, eyes bright, hands still resting on Nevaeh’s cheeks. “God, you have no idea how long I’ve wanted to do that.”

“Me, too,” Martin replied.

Now it was her turn to kiss Juliana. Martin launched herself on her friend, kissing deeply as she made Nevaeh’s hands trace Juliana’s soft curves before gently gripping her hips. Their bodies nestled together, Nevaeh’s breasts resting on Juliana’s while they made out deeply and urgently, like long-lost lovers.

Their tongues quickened, fingers grew restless and greedy until they helped each other out of their clothes, giggling wickedly, before pressing their naked flesh back together. Juliana was warm, her skin smooth. Martin reached up to grab one of Juliana’s breasts, shuddering into her mouth as Nevaeh’s fingers found the tits she’d been coveting for so long. The shudder warmed her to her core, driving her on. Martin felt her sigh into her mouth, felt Juliana’s hands glide down to Nevaeh’s ass and slip around her front to tease up her entrance. The touch on the emptiness of her crotch brought home that Martin was a girl now, and she was enjoying herself.

Juliana pressed her backwards, step by step, still kissing, until the back of Martin’s knees bumped up against Nevaeh’s bed. Juliana pulled away and, with a sly smile, pushed her teasingly back onto the bed. Martin allowed herself to fall, spread eagled, as Juliana stood over her. Martin’s eyes slid up and down Juliana’s form, memorizing her body. Nevaeh’s body echoed with longing, even as Nevaeh’s memories rebelled. This wasn’t right.

As Juliana knelt between Martin’s legs, Martin reached up and dialed down Nevaeh’s memories to ‘one’. The already-ghostly echoes of her mind disappeared entirely, leaving Martin alone to enjoy her body. The new Nevaeh looked down her slender body, past her tits, the nipples taut with excitement. Martin reached up to tweak them, squeezing gently, watching as Nevaeh’s hands caressed herself.

Juliana crawled up towards Nevaeh’s spread legs, one side of her lips curled in a smile. She looked like a lion stalking her prey. Dipping her head between Martin’s legs, her hot breath found Nevaeh’s pussy. Martin watched her with wide eyes, Nevaeh’s naked body spread out helpless before him, gorgeous and horny. She couldn’t decide which of the two naked bodies she liked best. The heat in Martin’s core rushed through Nevaeh’s body, bringing with it a deep tension that made her restless and needy.

Juliana dipped her head towards Nevaeh’s pussy, her eyes closed to savor her delicious musk. She stuck out her pink tongue and licked her once, long and slow. Martin shivered, Nevaeh’s entire body taut with longing. Juliana licked her lips and gazed up into Martin’s eyes.

“Yummy,” she purred.

She lowered her head and licked Martin again, parting her pussy with her tongue, tracing up to her slit as she grew wet. Juliana locked eyes with Martin as she began licking Nevaeh’s pussy in a steady rhythm, her warm tongue gliding just into her entrance. Martin gripped Nevaeh’s tits harder and flexed her toes as the tension spread through her body. Nevaeh’s ass wiggled, body roiling with desire as the new girl watched Juliana lick her incredible cunt.

Christ, it was hot watching Martin’s long-time crush eat out her best friend, locking eyes as she spread Nevaeh’s musky pussy juice across her cute face. Juliana began moving faster, following Nevaeh’s slit up until her tongue rested on her hidden clit again. She pressed down slowly, applying pressure as she drew sharp sigils across Nevaeh’s clit. Martin gripped the bedsheets and twisted, a moan escaping her lips as Juliana feasted on her, growing wilder, faster, until Juliana’s chin and cheeks were slick with her friend’s juices. Juliana’s perfect ass was in the air as she leaned forward and performed magic with her tongue on Nevaeh’s body.

Now she brought up two fingers and slid into Martin. Martin’s breath caught in his throat as she felt herself being penetrated for the first time. Her pussy was so tight. It clutched Juliana’s digits. Juliana slid deeper into her, each inch accompanied by the ratcheting up of the tension. Fuck, Juliana’s fingers felt so good inside, her tongue so incredible on Martin’s sensitive clit.

Martin closed her eyes and moaned as desire spiked through her. Nevaeh’s entire body was awash with need, a deep pleasure growing the tension inside her, building towards a desperate release. Juliana licked her faster, fingered her deeper, curling around to sink deep into her warm chasm. In and out, together with the flicking of her tongue. She worked Nevaeh’s body like a pro and Martin shuddered again, breath coming faster now.

“Oh god, oh god, oh god,” Martin moaned. And hearing Nevaeh’s voice deep in the throes of ecstasy sent her over the edge.

Nevaeh’s body tensed, toes curling, hips thrusting up as the pressure doubled and then released, pleasure pulsing through her. The heat exploded, her body white hot and quivering. Martin clamped her hands over her lips as she came hard around Juliana’s tongue and fingers. It seemed to last forever, a white hot explosion in her brain. Nevaeh’s body rocked with pleasure, an intense orgasm that was slow to release, leaving her so wet and weak.

And ready to go again. God, she was still horny. As a man, she’d been accustomed to being spent after cumming. But now that tightness in her core was back already. She needed to cum again.

Juliana felt it and after a brief pause where the new Nevaeh had become painfully sensitive, she dipped her tongue back up against Martin’s wet pussy. Martin was ready to go now. This time her body wound up quick, her cries coming faster as Juliana flicked her tongue into her delicate pink folds. The welcome pressure against her clit drove her lust higher until it broke again and she moaned loud and low as she came. Her body quivered, eyes flickered as another powerful orgasm burst through her.

When she’d recovered, Juliana raised her head, eyes bright, cheeks slick with Nevaeh’s juices. “Fuck, that was the hottest thing I ever heard. Do me now.”

Juliana flopped onto the bed and Martin climbed Nevaeh’s body on top of her. Martin was already growing horny again, so different than when she was a man and one orgasm would have left him spent. Now Nevaeh’s body was already hungering for more as Martin dipped Nevaeh’s face between Juliana’s legs. Her cunt was heaven and Martin inhaled deeply as she kissed her way up and down the line of Juliana’s delicious slit. She was already wet for him, pussy lips spreading gently as Martin kissed her. Martin dipped her tongue inside, savoring Juliana’s salty essence.

Martin stared up at her crush as she ate her out. Juliana’s eyes were closed and she bit her bottom lip, wiggling on the bed. Martin continued to stare at her, watching her preparing to come hard around her face as she licked up and down, Nevaeh’s tongue coming to rest on Juliana’s swollen clit. She tasted divine, and Nevaeh’s body responded to Martin’s desire. Martin was growing wet once again as she ran patterns across Juliana’s cunt, acting out one of her many fantasies on her friend’s body.

Juliana wiggled and danced beneath Martin as Martin licked. She dripped into Nevaeh’s mouth, down her throat, and Martin drank her deeply. Juliana bent her knees and spread herself and Martin dove in as deep as she could with two fingers, taking her suddenly. Juliana gasped and stuffed her fingers into her mouth. Martin moved Nevaeh’s fingers in and out of her friend’s tight cunt as she continued licking, following the rhythm of Juliana’s body up, up, until she exploded.

Juliana whimpered, raising her legs in the air which allowed Martin to slide her fingers as deep inside as she could get. Juliana shook around Nevaeh’s head and Martin feasted on her, keeping Nevaeh’s tongue firmly on her friend’s clit as she came, giving back the orgasm Martin had so recently enjoyed.

When Martin finished, she pulled out and took one last, long breath, savoring the deep, rich scent of Juliana’s cunt. Then she climbed up her friend and clutched her, their bodies entwined. 

“Fuck, that was amazing,” Martin murmured.

Juliana buried herself in Martin’s hair and kissed her neck, moving up to nibble on her ear. “Do you want to enjoy this forever?” She whispered.

Martin rolled over. “What? Stay as Nevaeh forever?” She asked incredulously.

“Never mind. Just thinking out loud.”

Lying in the afterglow, Martin had to admit that the thought was enticing. But Juliana refused to be drawn in any further as they cooled, naked together, until Nevaeh’s mom called them for dinner.

To be continued...
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