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    Jesse flexed his biceps while staring in the gym’s mirror, which spanned from floor to ceiling and from one wall to the next.  He grinned as he saw the baseball-sized muscles beneath the skin, and his friend and roommate, Rick said, “Making all kinds of progress, bro.  Nice.”  
 
    Jesse glanced in the reflection to see the other young man standing behind him.  Neither of the two were particular tall.  In his sneakers, Jesse stood at 5′5″ while Rick could claim about an inch more in height.  However, what they lacked in stature, they more than made up for in hard-won muscle.  Both were gym rats, and their bodies reflected their unwavering dedication to lifting weights.  Lean, compact muscle bulged in every direction and veins popped out of all sorts of uncommon places.  They weren’t quite up to the standard of the bodybuilders that frequented the gym, but they were also a step above the hobbyists, and both Jesse and Rick reveled in their superior bodies.   
 
    Still, as with almost all people obsessed with improving their bodies, they were insecure.  They didn’t see all the positive results.  Rather, they focused on all the ways they could be better.  Which is why Jesse said, “I don’t know, man.  I think I might be getting too bulky.  What do you think?”  
 
    “Too bulky?” Rick said, his brow furrowing. “Is that a thing?”  
 
    Jesse laughed.  “C’mon, dude.  You read the same articles I do.  Everybody’s moving away from that roided-up, bulging muscle thing,” he said.  “I saw this one video the other day where they were talking about how girls prefer slimmer dudes.”  
 
    Rick put his hands on his hips, idly flexing his abdominal muscles.  They were mostly hidden beneath his tank top, but Jesse knew his buddy well enough to see the subtle signs.  “Never had any trouble with the ladies,” he said.  “They all like my muscles.”  
 
    “Yeah - sure,” Jesse said. “But what about the ones you’re missing out on?  What about Kara?  Or Jeanine?  Abby?  They all turned you down.  And I’ve got my list, too.  I’m just saying that we got into this whole thing to get girls.  Maybe we should try something else just to see if we’re missing out.”  
 
    Rick groaned massaging the back of his neck.  His muscles, still tight from the workout, kept him from doing much of a job; in fact, he could hardly even make contact.  Maybe that was as much a sign as anything else that something needed to change. 
 
    “Okay, so - let’s assume you’re right,” Rick said.   
 
    “I usually do,” was Jesse’s response. “But go on.” 
 
    “Smartass,” Rick muttered. “So - how do we go about this?  We change up the our program?  That’ll take forever to see results.”  
 
    “I think I got that covered,” Jesse said.  “Let’s finish up, and I’ll show you in the locker room.” 
 
    Rick hated his friend’s cryptic nature - he always wanted everything to be a dramatic surprise - but he just went along with it.  So, the two went on with their workout - shoulders and biceps, today - finishing with some light cardio on the treadmill.  When they finished, they  
 
    were both pumped and drenched in sweat.  Still, Rick had the presence of mind to notice a pair of girls in tight workout outfits passing by.  One was blonde.  The other was brunette.  And they had the perfect looks, as far as he was concerned.  Long hair, perfectly angelic faces, hourglass figures, and big, probably fake breasts.  Oh, and those pouty cocksucker lips, too 
 
    Rick did an about face and followed them towards the gym’s yoga room.  When they finally paused, he planted himself in front of them, careful to show off his biceps as he said, “New around here?”  
 
    “Um, yeah?” said the blonde.  She even had a tongue ring.  And from Rick’s experience, a girl who had that particular piercing wasn’t shy about using it.  The only problem was that she was an inch or two taller than him.  He could work with that, though.  They were all the same height when they were on all fours.  “You work here or something?”  
 
    Rick barked a harsh laugh.  “Me?  Work here?  Nah,” he said.  “I go to state.”  
 
    “Then what do you want?” she asked, her voice carrying more than a hint of annoyance. 
 
    “This isn’t about what I want,” Rick said. “This is about what you want.  Namely, me.  I saw you noticing me when you walked in, and I gotta say, I’m into it.  What do you think?  You and me?  Private workout?  My buddy can even help your friend.”  
 
    “Pass,” said the blonde. 
 
    “What?  Seriously?  This is a serious offer,” Rick said. 
 
    “And that was a serious rejection,” was her retort.  “Now, are you going to get out of the way?  Or am I going to have to get somebody who works here to move you?  I’ve got a yoga class to get to.”  
 
    Rick tried to think of some way to respond, but he came up blank.  Humiliated, he stepped aside, mumbling something like an apology.  Neither of the two girls responded at all.  Ignored and embarrassed, he strode back to his friend. 
 
    Jesse asked, “Get a number?”  
 
    “Nah,” Rick said. “Couple of fucking dykes.  C’mon.  Let’s get out of here.”  
 
    Rick led Jesse through the massive gym, and not for the first time, thought they should’ve joined something a little smaller where they could get some real lifting done.  “Jesus,” he said, nodding to a trio of slim young men whose mannerisms and attire - they wore outfits that could generously be called unisex, but skewed far closer to those worn by the female gymgoers than the males - screamed “gay”.  “They let fruits like that in here, now?  We should join Ironworks.  That’s where all the real lifters go.”  
 
    Jesse shook his head.  “This is cheaper,” he said.  “And the only girls who go to Ironworks are those roided out chicks who look like dudes.”  
 
    Rick shrugged as they passed the effeminate boys by.  One of them gave him a broad smile, flashing perfectly white teeth.  Rick ignored him, and when they’d passed out of earshot, he said, “I think that one was wearing freaking makeup, man.” 
 
    “Who cares?” Jesse said as they went into the locker room.  “Forget about all that bullshit.  I think I’ve got something that’s going to change our lives for the better.” 
 
    Rick doubted his friend, but he didn’t say anything.  After all, Jesse had been the one to get the not-quite-legal supplements they already took, and those had worked wonders.  He chose to trust his friend once again, and they made their way to the lockers they’d commandeered.   
 
      
 
    Jesse plundered in his bag, then pulled out a plain, white pill bottle.  He handed it to Rick, saying, “This is the stuff.  It’s supposed to help get rid of unwanted bulk.  I’ve seen the results, too.  It looks good.  One guy went from having a body like Ronnie Coleman’s to looking like Ryan Reynolds.”  
 
    Rick sneered, “And what if I don’t want that?  What if I want to look like Ronnie?”  
 
    “Do you?” Jesse asked. “I mean, for one, that dude can barely now because he was using such heavy weights for so long.  And second, that’s not what chicks want in a guy.”  
 
    Rick shook his head. “I don’t know, man,” he said.  “I’ve been working on this body since freshman year in high school, and I’m just getting some decent mass.”  
 
    “Just trust me, dude,” said Jesse.  “I know what I’m talking about.”  
 
    Jesse had always had far more luck with the ladies.  Part of that was because he’d played football in high school.  Rick had plenty of muscle, but he’d never really had the athletic ability or coordination for those kinds of sports.  Jesse had, and if he’d wanted to, he could’ve gotten a scholarship to play for a junior college.  Instead, he’d opted to attend state with his best friend.   
 
    “Fine,” said Rick, snatching the bottle from his friend.  “I’ll take them.  But if this doesn’t work out, you’re paying my gym membership for a year.”  
 
    “Deal,” said Jesse, producing a bottle of his own from his bag.  They both downed a pair of the big, pink pills each.   
 
    “Where’d you get these, anyway?” Rick asked, examining the bottle.  It had no label.   
 
    “Online,” Jesse said.  “So, there’s plenty more where that came from.”  
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    For the next few weeks, everything seemed normal to Rick, save for the fact that they’d drastically altered their weight training program.  Rick always felt a little silly using the extremely low weight, but the high repetitions definitely produced the burn he’d grown to crave.  And maybe it was in his mind, but the few pounds he’d managed to lose seemed to give him added flexibility.  In any case, it would take much longer than a few weeks to see real results, so he tried to focus on school instead.  In that endeavor, he was only partially successful.   
 
    Rick wasn’t stupid.  He knew that.  He just got bored easily.  And his chosen major - computer science - was as boring as it got.  He’d have changed it if doing so wouldn’t have resulted in his father flipping out.  So, he soldiered through the boredom, and just like in high school, he got by.  Barely.  Still, it let him stay in school, which was a much better proposition than going out into the real world and getting a job.   
 
    And so it went, with Rick trying to distract himself from the boredom of school and the anticipation of all the results he was going to see from the new workout program.  And as was usual, his mind eventually ventured into carnal territory.   
 
    Sure, he’d have preferred finding a woman to distract him.  But willing women were few and far between.  Most of them were stuck-up, and they wouldn’t give him the time of day.  So, he went with his tried-and-true method of time-wasting.  Porn.   
 
    In fact, Rick was mid-video, his cock clutched firmly in hand, when his roommate returned from class.  In Jesse’s absence, Rick had decided to watch on the television they shared, so it was absolutely obvious what was going on.  Still, Rick fumbled with the remote and turned off while simultaneously trying to cover himself with his discarded jogging pants.   
 
    To Rick’s surprise - and horror, really - Jesse just sat right beside him on their futon and said, “Don’t turn it off.  I like this one.  Carmen Holt, right?”  
 
    Rick did a double take, then said, “Y-yeah…” 
 
    Indeed, he’d been watching one of his favorite porn stars, Carmen Holt, getting gangbanged by a trio of well-built and muscular men.  She was just his type - the old school, bottle blonde bimbo - and she had absolutely zero reservations about what she did on camera. 
 
    “Great,” said Jesse.  “Turn it back on, then.”  
 
    Rick narrowed his eyes.  “Isn’t that kind of gay?” he said. 
 
    “What?  No!” Jesse insisted, seeming almost offended that Rick would even ask such a question.  “How is watching a girl get railed gay?  It’s normal.”  
 
    “Are you sure?” Rick asked. 
 
    “Jesus,” Jesse said, reaching over and grabbing the remote.  He turned the television back on.  “Grow up, man.”  
 
    Then, without hesitation, Jesse yanked down the waistband of his pants, revealing his generous cock.  Rick had seen his friend naked before.  After all, they’d been changing next to one another in various locker rooms for years.  However, her certainly hadn’t ever seen his friend erect.   
 
    And it was an impressive sight.   
 
    Jesse didn’t even notice Rick’s staring as he fixed his eyes on the screen.  His cock grew to an enormous length - nine inches or so, which dwarfed Rick’s own manhood by at least two inches.  Rick couldn’t help but notice that Jesse had shaved off all his pubes, too, which made the thing look even bigger.   
 
    Suddenly, Rick realized that he was ogling his friend’s manhood and jerked his eyes away.  Quickly, they found the screen, and despite his discomfort, his own manhood began to regain its erection.  Soon, it was rock hard and begging to be stroked.  Rick had little choice but to comply, and soon, the two young men were vigorously masturbating side by side.   
 
    After only a minute or so, Rick heard Jesse grunt to himself, and out of the corner of his eye, he saw a plume of milky white semen erupt from his friend’s girthy manhood.  Only a second or two later, Rick came, too, his own jet of cum almost as impressive as Jesse’s.  In his peripheral vision, he saw Jesse looking at him.   
 
    “See?” his friend said. “That wasn’t weird at all, right?”  
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    A few days later, Rick was staring at his reflection in their bathroom mirror.  Almost as soon as they’d moved into the dorm room, they’d decided to invest in a full-length mirror so they could track their gains, and neither had come close to regretting that choice.  Usually, Rick liked what he saw.  But right now?  All he could see was a great, big ball of hair.   
 
    Unlike many of the bodybuilders who were his idols, Rick had never shaved his body.  For one, his body hair wasn’t that prominent.  He wasn’t afflicted with back or shoulder hair like so many of his gender; nor did he have much chest hair to speak of.  However, he did have a thick bush of pubic hair, generous pelts beneath his arms, and thick hair on his legs.  And suddenly, it disgusted him.   
 
    So, that afternoon, he’d gone to the store and gotten a couple of bottles of hair removal cream to take care of the problem.  Still, he was a little nervous about the whole thing.  Sure, lots of bodybuilders shaved.  So did swimmers.  But he couldn’t escape the childish stigma associated with men who kept their bodies smooth and hairless.  Briefly, he considered simply trimming, but he dismissed the notion as soon as it crossed his mind.  He wanted it gone, and that was that.   
 
    Before Rick could talk himself out of it, he stepped into the shower.  In only a few minutes, he’d managed to coat his entire body in the cream, even going so far as to get the stuff between his cheeks.  He didn’t want any hair at all below his eyebrows.  Thankfully, his beard had always been light, but he smeared the cream on his jawline as well.  Soon, it started to tingle, but he followed the directions and only stepped back under the cascade of warm water after three minutes had passed.   
 
      
 
    The change was remarkable.  His body was completely smooth, and his skin was far softer than he expected.  The feel of the water flowing over his mostly hairless skin was quite different.  Good, but different.  Then, for good measure, he repeated the process.  Sure, it burned a little, but it was a small price to pay for such a wondrous feeling.   
 
    When he was finally finished, there wasn’t a hair in sight, and as he looked in the mirror, he couldn’t have been more pleased.  His skin glistened with moisture, and he grinned.  He’d made the right decision. 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    “What’s wrong?” asked Jesse, sitting on their futon. 
 
    Rick arched his back, stretching.  “It’s my back,” he said.  “I’m super sore after yesterday’s workout.”  
 
    “You stretched, though, right?” he asked. 
 
    Rick glared at his friend. “Yes, I stretched just like you said to,” he said.  In fact, that almost hadn’t been the case.  He’d always believed in stretching, of course, but some of the exercises Jesse had foisted upon him made him a little uncomfortable.  Specifically, the splits.  Or in Rick’s case, the half-splits, which were all he could manage.  There were others that felt all sorts of wrong, and if he was honest, a little effeminate, but he’d done them anyway.  He trusted Jesse.   
 
    Besides, he’d been right about the slimming down.  In the two months since they’d started with the pills, Rick had lost almost twenty pounds, and the visual results were even more dramatic than the numbers on the scale.  His biceps still bulged, but he’d lost two or three inches already, and his other body parts had been just as dramatically affected.  So, if Jesse said he needed to change his warm-up routine, then Rick was going to listen. 
 
    “You know what you need?” Jesse said.  “A massage.” 
 
    “You know I can’t afford that,” Rick said.  The gym’s staff masseuse was exorbitantly expensive, and Rick didn’t exactly have a lot of money.  Neither did Jesse.  “You know how expensive it is.”  
 
    “What if I did it?” Jesse asked.   
 
    “What?  Seriously?” was Rick’s response. 
 
    Jesse nodded.  “I’ve been watching a lot of videos online,” he said.  “I’ve thought about working as a masseuse as a part-time job. You know, to meet the ladies.  But I need somebody to practice on.”  
 
    “And you want to practice on me?” Rick asked.  “Isn’t that kind of…you know…gay?”  
 
    Jesse laughed. “Seriously man?  Loosen up,” he said, playfully punching Rick in the shoulder.  “It’s a massage, dude.  There’s nothing sexual about it.”  
 
    Rick still wasn’t comfortable, but his back really was sore.  So, he said, “Fine.  Sure.  Where do you want to do it?”  
 
    “Fold out the futon,” Jesse said.  “Then take off your clothes.”  
 
    “W-what?”  
 
    “The futon,” Jesse said, miming opening a book.  “Open it up.  I need a flat surface to -” 
 
    “No - that’s not what I mean,” Rick said.  “You want me to take off my clothes?”  
 
    “Obviously,” Jesse said, narrowing his eyes.  “That’s standard.  Oh, don’t tell me you’re shy.”  
 
    Rick could see the mockery in Jesse’s face, and he didn’t want to elicit further teasing, so he quickly nodded, then folded the futon out.  After that, he stripped down to his underwear.  When he started to lie down, Jesse said, “Those too.  Totally nude.”  
 
    Rick rolled his eyes, then dragged his boxer briefs down his smooth legs.  After that, he lay face down on the futon.  When he heard some rustling behind him, Rick looked back to see that Jesse had already taken off all his clothes, too.   
 
    “W-what are you doing?” he asked. 
 
    “I don’t want massage oil all over my clothes,” he said. “Just relax.  You’ll like this.  I promise.”  
 
    Mollified, Rick turned away as Jesse removed his underwear.  Then, the other young man squirted some massage oil on his hands and started in on Rick’s sore back.  And he had to admit - it felt really, really good.  So good, in fact, that he hardly even noticed when Jesse climbed onto the bed, straddling him.   
 
    Rick tried to extract himself, but Jesse pushed down on him.  “It’s fine,” he said.  “Just getting into position so I can really bear down.  Just relax.”  
 
    Rick stopped struggling, and Jesse went back to work.  More than once, he felt Jesse’s manhood brushing up against his skin - especially when Jesse straddled his bottom - but he resisted the urge to object.  After all, it was just a massage.  And it felt amazing.  So, who was he to complain about Jesse’s quirks.  Still, when Jesse’s hands slowly made their way to his buttocks, he had to bite his lip to stop himself from saying something.   
 
    “You are so tense,” said Jesse, massaging the cheeks.  His fingers slipped into the crack from time to time, even brushing against Rick’s anus a couple of times.  But he remained silent as Jesse continued the massage, working his way down each of Rick’s smooth legs.  “Your skin’s so soft.  I love that.  I think I’m going to start shaving everything, too.”  
 
    Finally, after a few more minutes, Jesse climbed off of him, then said, “Go ahead.  Flip over.”  
 
    “Seriously?” said Rick. “I mean, my back feels a lot better, and -” 
 
    “No excuses,” a laughing Jesse said, slapping his friend on the rear.  “Just do it.”  
 
    Rick groaned, but he didn’t say anything as he turned over.  As he closed his eyes, Jesse started in on the second half of the massage, slowly working his way from Rick’s calves to his thighs.  His hands came dangerously close to Rick’s manhood, but he didn’t touch it.  For that, Rick was grateful.   
 
    Then, Jesse began massaging one of Rick’s hands, then his forearms, his upper arms, and then his shoulders.  Once finished, he worked his way to the other side, repeating everything he’d done the first time around until he finally came to Rick’s other calf.  Then, in one swift motion, he climbed on top of Rick, straddling his waist.  Almost immediately, Rick responded, but again, Jesse held him down. 
 
    “Quit squirming,” he said. “I’m just tying to get a good angle on your pecs.”  
 
    “O-oh,” Rick said.  “I…um…o-okay.” 
 
    True to his word, Jesse started massaging Rick’s chest, rocking back and forth the whole way.  It wasn’t lost on Rick that, to someone watching, it certainly wouldn’t look the innocent massage it was.  Nor did his manhood seem to get the memo, because it soon responded by hardening to a half erection that he struggled to keep down.  He thought of all sorts of mundane subjects, trying to distract himself from the periodic friction of Jesse’s body against his manhood, and soon, he settled on the tried and true game of baseball.  His cock never quite settled down, but it didn’t grow fully erect, either.  That would’ve been incredibly embarrassing.   
 
    After a few more minutes, Jesse climbed off.  Rick looked up to see that the other young man was coated in massage oil.  He glistened in the low light of the dorm room as he said, “There we go.  Feel better?”  
 
    Rick sat up, flexing a little. “Yeah,” he said, surprised. “I really do.”  
 
    “Awesome,” Jesse said.  “We can start doing this every day, then.”  
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    Rick felt ridiculous as he struggled to curl half the weight he’d routinely worked out with.  It didn’t matter that he’d done twice as many repetitions as before.  Nor did the burning muscles comfort him as they once had.  Instead, he imagined all the snide comments and insidious whispers of everyone else in the gym.  Finally, he dropped the dumbbells to the floor and massaged his tired muscles.   
 
    Standing, he said, “Everyone’s going to make fun of us.  You realize that, right?  I was using twenty-fives, Jesse.  Twenty-fives.  Those are girl weights.”  
 
    Jesse just shook his head.  “You shouldn’t worry so much about what everyone else things,” he said.  “As far as I’m concerned, we shouldn’t even be working upper body with weights at all.”  
 
    “W-what?  No weights?  What kind of bullshit is that?” Rick demanded. 
 
    “If we really want to achieve our goals, we shouldn’t be using weights,” he said.  “There are plenty of calisthenics we could do that would help us stay toned.  Plus, it’d give us a lot more time to work on flexibility and our lower bodies.”  
 
    Rick didn’t immediately answer.  Instead, he considered Jesse’s statements.  Certainly, he believed in Jesse’s plan.  At first, he hadn’t, but now, he could definitely see the merits of a slimmer, more flexible body.  However, eschewing upper body weight training altogether scared him.   
 
    “That’s a big change,” Rick said. 
 
    “Desperate times call for desperate measures,” Jesse said.   
 
    Until that moment, Rick hadn’t felt particularly desperate.  Sure, he believed in the plan, but that didn’t mean he thought it was vital.  As he thought about it, though, he realized just how necessary the change was.  Not only would they be more attractive to women, but Jesse had been forwarding him one article after another demonizing weight training as unhealthy.  He had taken those claims to heart.   
 
    “If you say so,” he said.  “I’ve trusted you so far.  I don’t see why we’d stop now.” 
 
    “That’s the spirit,” said Jesse, clapping him on the shoulder.   
 
    The two finished their workout, and went back to the dorm.  After another massage session, Jesse said, “You know, we should definitely get a shower.”  
 
    Both were dripping in massage oil, so Rick readily agreed, saying, “You want to go first?  Or me?”  
 
    “Why don’t we shower at the same time?”  Jesse asked. “There’s plenty of room in the shower, and we’ll be doing our part to save the environment.  Girls dig environmentally conscious guys.”  
 
    Considering he’d spent the last couple of weeks getting nude massages from his friend, much of Rick’s self-consciousness had long since disappeared.  Still, he couldn’t help but pause at the suggestion. Taking a shower together?  That definitely seemed a little gay.  However, he didn’t mention anything because he didn’t want to come off as homophobic or uncool.  So, a few moments later, he found himself stepping into the shower in front of Jesse.   
 
    “Turn around,” Jesse said.  “I’ll help you, and you can help me.”  
 
    “W-what?” asked Rick. 
 
    “You’re sore, right?” Jesse said.  “I figured it’d be easier if I wash you, and you can return the favor.  Makes sense, doesn’t it?”  
 
    Rick couldn’t argue with the logic.  So, he just nodded, and Jesse went to work, soaping him all over.  All.  Over.  In every crack and crevice.  He didn’t even hesitate before washing Rick’s private parts.  Meanwhile, Rick simply stood there, unable and unwilling to move until Jesse told him to turn around.  He did, and Jesse continued washing him, even getting deep between his butt cheeks.  Once he’d used the shower wand to rinse Rick off, Jesse said, “Okay, your turn.  Make sure to get everywhere.”  
 
    Soap in hand, Rick hesitated.   
 
    “What’s wrong?” Jesse asked.  Then, he grabbed Rick’s hand, put it on his chest, and made a circle.  “There.  Easy.  Repeat all over my body.” 
 
    He let go, and Rick kept going.  All the while, he tried to pretend he was doing something else as, first, he soaped his friend’s torso, then made his way lower and lower until his hands found Jesse’s most private parts.  And to his surprise, it wasn’t so bad.  In fact, it didn’t feel weird at all, washing his friend’s manhood.  He almost laughed at his previous unwarranted reticence.   
 
    While he washed, he couldn’t help but notice that Jesse’s body had slimmed down quite a bit.  Certainly, he wasn’t scrawny or skinny, but his old muscles had melted away significantly.  That was a reflection of what Rick knew his own body had gone through.   
 
    After a few more minutes, Rick finished washing his friend and rinsed him off.  When they stepped out of the shower, he felt invigorated in a way he couldn’t have predicted.  So, when Jesse asked if he wanted to watch some Netflix, he agreed without a second thought.   
 
    Dry but still naked, Jesse lay on the futon.  He patted the area directly in front of him.  “C’mon,” he said.  “Let’s snuggle a little.” 
 
    “I should…um…put some clothes on,” Rick said. 
 
    “Don’t make it weird,” Jesse said. “Just lay down.”  
 
    Rick sighed, then did as his friend had asked.  Jesse draped his arm over Rick’s waist and snuggled in close.  Rick could feel his friend’s limp manhood pressing against him.  More, Jesse’s fingers idly played over Rick’s stomach.  And to Rick’s surprise, it felt good.  Right.  Comfortable.  He settled down and said, “Mmm.  This is nice.”  
 
    “Yeah,” Jesse said, his hand creeping a little lower.  “It is.”  
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    “You know how I was talking about my underwear bunching up?” said Jesse, coming through the door.   
 
    “Yeah, sure,” Rick said, looking up from where he sat browsing his phone.  Vaguely, he remembered his friend saying something like that, but, if he was honest, the past few months seemed a little hazy.  He’d gone from a buff, strong, and completely heterosexual guy to someone who routinely received nude massages, showered with, and cuddled naked with his roommate.  And that wasn’t even considering the fact that they often masturbated together while watching porn.  So, his world felt like it was spinning out of control, but the funny part was that everything just felt right - especially in the moment.  The only time he felt like there was anything wrong was when he forced himself to think about it.  “Why?” 
 
    Jesse held up a large package, saying, “Ta-da!”  
 
    “What’s that?” Rick asked. 
 
    “New underwear for us both!” Jesse said.  “Come see.”  
 
    Rick groaned, then stood up.  He walked over to where his roommate had set the package on one of their desks, and said, “You bought me underwear?”  
 
    “Activewear,” Jesse said. “For the gym, mostly.  But I’ve already thrown out your boxer briefs because this is so much better.”  
 
    “You threw my clothes away?” Rick asked, momentarily offended. “Seriously?”  
 
    “Oh, don’t be such a baby,” Jesse responded, cutting the package open with a pair of scissors.  He reached inside, retrieving a few bundles of multi-colored fabric.  “Here - try those on.”  
 
    He shoved a tiny wad of cloth into Rick’s hands.  Rick stretched it out to see that he was holding a pair of thong bikini briefs.  The fabric was mostly white, but it had pink polka dots on it.  “What the hell is this?” he asked.   
 
    “Language,” reminded Jesse.  It was one of his new kicks.  He claimed that they should stop cursing because it made them sound rude and uncouth.  Rick, as always, simply went along with it. 
 
    “Fine,” he said. “Seriously, though - these look like panties.” 
 
    “Don’t be stupid,” Jesse said.  “They’re obviously not.  Boys don’t wear panties.” 
 
    His logic was unassailable.  So, without any more arguing, Rick stripped off his sweatpants and boxer briefs - they had gotten a little loose, especially in the waist - and tugged the bikini briefs up his smooth, much shapelier legs.  He snugged them into place, then said, “Okay, so they actually fit pretty good.”  
 
    He turned this way and that, and although the thong back cut between his cheeks, it felt incredibly comfortable.  His manhood, which remained soft, made a modest bulge, but it was nothing too obscene.  Soon, Jesse had stripped down to put on his own underwear - a yellow thong with actual lace trim - which Rick had to admit looked really good on his friend.   
 
    “Sexy, right?” Jesse said. 
 
    Rick nodded, then pushed his lengthening hair behind his ear.  “I was a little worried at first, but I stand corrected,” he said.  “They’re kind of awesome.” 
 
    Jesse squealed a little, then threw his arms around his friend. “I knew you’d love them!” he said.  But I’ve got another surprise for you.  I hope you like it! 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Rick resisted the urge to pluck at the fabric of the leggings he wore beneath his shorts.  They were tight, and they rode up in all the wrong places.  However, given their increased focus on cardio, Jesse had insisted that they wear the garments to prevent chafing.  It was silly, but as usual, Rick went along with Jesse’s ideas. 
 
    “They are so freaking cool,” said Jesse, leaning against the stairstepper Rick was using.  Like most of their exercises, it was intended to accentuate the muscles in his bottom.  And, judging by the burn in his glutes, it was working.  Jesse, having finished already, was watching a trio of stylish young men who were stretching in a corner. 
 
    “Them?” asked Rick, panting with exertion.  All three were incredibly slim, and two out of three of them had their long hair in ponytails.  If it weren’t for the lack of breasts, Rick might’ve mistaken them for skinny women.  More important were their mannerisms, which were incredibly feminine and only served to accentuate their girlish outfits.  One wore short shorts, which showed off his long, slim legs.  The other two wore yoga pants.  All three wore tight-fitting tank tops and makeup.   
 
    “Obviously,” Jesse said.  “They’re so confident.  They’re so secure in their masculinity.  They don’t have to posture or anything.  They can just be themselves without worrying about what everyone else things.  I wish I was like that.”  
 
    Rick just muttered, “Yeah.” 
 
    After a few more minutes, he finished his workout and stepped off the machine on wobbly legs.  As they made their way to the locker room to gather their things, Rick took a moment to study the trio of effeminate men, and he had to admit - they were kind of cool.  He could barely think of anything else as they made their way from the gym back to the dorm. 
 
    He was so distracted that, during their shower, Rick found himself paying extra attention to Jesse’s manhood.  He slid his soap-covered hands up and down Jesse’s shaft, and it slowly came to life.  It got harder, and Rick just kept going.  And going.  Until, finally, Jesse groaned, spurting a tiny jet of semen from the tip.   
 
    “Oh, shit,” Rick said. 
 
    “Language, Ricky,” Jesse said.  “And it’s okay.  Just don’t worry about it.”  
 
    Ricky wasn’t so nonchalant about it.  He’d just given a guy a handjob.  Surely, that made him gay, right?  Or did it, considering that it had been on accident?  He didn’t know, and those thoughts occupied him until he slid onto the futon next to Jesse. 
 
    “You know what?” said Jesse.  “I’ve been thinking about something.” 
 
    “Oh, no,” Ricky deadpanned.  “That’s never good.” 
 
    “Funny,” Jesse said.  “Seriously, though - I think I know an easy way to help us look a little better.”  
 
    “Yeah?  What’s that?” Ricky asked, his stomach twisting in anticipation. 
 
    “Eyebrows,” he said. 
 
    “What about them?” 
 
    “We should pluck our eyebrows,” Jesse said. “Lots of guys do it.  And those guys at the gym?  All of them had shaped eyebrows.  I think it could be what puts us over the top.”  
 
    “Do you even know how to do it?” Ricky asked, unconvinced but more than willing to give Jesse the benefit of the doubt.  After all, he’d been right so far. 
 
    “I’ve been watching some videos on Youtube,” he said.  “I think I can handle it.  You in?”  
 
    Of course, Ricky was, and before he even knew what was going on, he found himself sitting in front of the bathroom mirror while Jesse worked on his eyebrows.  Each plucked hair stung, but Ricky endured.  It was a small price to pay to look good.  Finally, after what felt like an hour, Jesse turned him towards the mirror and said, “Ta-da!”  
 
    Ricky could only stare.  His once-bushy eyebrows had been thinned down to a delicate arch.  “They look amazing,” he said. 
 
    Jesse grinned.  “Now, let’s get mine done,” he said. “And then we can snuggle some more.”  
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    “Does my butt look too flat?” asked Jesse, turning around so Ricky could inspect his rear.  Jesse only wore a pair of thong underwear - pink, with a generous helping of lace - so his bottom was on full display. 
 
    “It looks fine,” Ricky lied.  The reality was that neither of them had the butts they really wanted.  Sure, they were toned enough.  But no matter how many squats they did, no matter how much time they spent on the stair-stepper, they couldn’t get the perfect, round butts they truly desired.   
 
    “You’re just saying that,” Jesse said.  “I swear, I can see why people get butt implants.”  
 
    He plopped down on their futon with a huff, and Ricky said, “I think it looks good.  We’re still works in progress, though.  Remember that.”  
 
    Jesse didn’t immediately respond, but after a few minutes of meaningful silence, he said, “I’m horny.  Turn on some porn.”  
 
    It was a common enough occurrence - they’d been masturbating together for months, now.  So, Ricky hefted the remote and flipped to the appropriate input.  In seconds, a video depicting a pair of girls - both big-breasted, blonde bimbos - getting railed by a pair of well-hung men showed on the screen.  Immediately, Ricky had a semi-hard erection, and he pulled down his own bikini-cut underwear and started masturbating.   
 
    After about thirty seconds, Jesse announced, “This isn’t working.  Here - I have an idea.  You do me, and I’ll do you.” 
 
    “W-what?” Ricky asked, shying away when Jesse reached for his dick.  “What are you doing?”  
 
    “C’mon,” pleaded Jesse.  Was his voice a little higher pitched? “It’s not a big deal.  You’re just helping a friend out, and I’m returning the favor.  Besides, it’s not the first time, right?”  
 
    Remembering the shower from a few weeks before, Ricky blushed.  But that hadn’t been so bad, had it?  Jesse hadn’t made a big deal out of it.  And getting a handjob from someone else would definitely feel better than doing it himself.  So, without any more hesitation, Ricky reached over and wrapped his fingers around Jesse’s cock.   
 
    To his surprise, it felt much smaller than he anticipated.  Barely big enough to stick out from his fist.  Had it always been that size?  Or had it shrunk?  No - that was ridiculous.  Dicks didn’t just shrink.  He had to be remembering it wrong.   
 
    Slowly, he started working his hand up and down while Jesse did the same.  It was admittedly a little awkward, but not for the reasons Ricky might’ve expected.  Jacking his friend off wasn’t a big deal.  But doing it with the weird positioning?  That was strange.  He’d have much rather been on his knees in front of Jesse… 
 
    No.  Wait.  That wasn’t right.   
 
    Before he could think about it further, he and Jesse orgasmed at the same time, and within seconds, they were dripping tiny spurts of thin, watery semen.  Ricky held up his hand, seeing the milky, white stuff coating his fingers, and he had the sudden urge to lick it, just to see what it tasted like.   
 
    Obviously, he didn’t.  But he definitely wanted to.   
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Ugh!” said Jesse, tossing his clothes across the room in a fit of annoyance.  “We totally need better clothes.”  
 
    Ricky didn’t look up from where he’d been reclining on the futon, wearing only a pair of underwear and a tee-shirt.  But he did ask, “And where are you going to get the money to buy a whole new wardrobe?”  
 
    It was a familiar discussion, and while Ricky agreed that both of them needed new clothes - their old clothes didn’t even come close to fitting anymore - he didn’t see how either of them could afford it.  Sure, both got allowances from their parents, but it wouldn’t be enough to afford more than an outfit or two, if that.   
 
    Jesse grinned.  Ricky raised a perfectly manicured eyebrow, saying, “What?  What’d you do?”  
 
    “I kind of won a contest,” he said.  “It was stupid, though.  I didn’t tell you before because it’s kind of embarrassing.”  
 
    “What?” asked Ricky. 
 
    “I kind of bought our underwear at a women’s store,” he admitted.  “And when I did, I entered this sweepstakes.  And…well…I won a shopping spree.  I can get us all the clothes we want.  And they’ll fit, too.”  
 
    “Where?” asked Ricky, suddenly very aware that his underwear had a cute floral pattern.  Obviously, they were panties. How could he not have seen that?  Still, though, they were incredibly comfortable.  That had to count for something, right? 
 
    “That’s the thing…you know that place just off campus,” he said.  “Ladybugs?  You know it?”  
 
    “I know of it,” Ricky said.  The place was all the rage among the coeds because it carried all the best brands.  But it was also exclusively carried women’s apparel.   
 
    “So, here’s what we can do,” Jesse said.  “I’m sure they have plenty of clothes that are kind of unisex, right?  Androgynous, even.  We could stick to that kind of stuff.  Nobody even has to know we’re wearing girls’ clothes.”  
 
    Ricky sighed.  It made perfect sense.  After all, there wasn’t that much difference between a girls’ pair of jeans and those meant for a man, right?  And he’d also been trying to progress past his toxic masculinity; embracing his feminine side by wearing girls’ clothes, even if they were slightly androgynous, would be a good step in that direction.   
 
    Those were all good reasons, but what really convinced Ricky was that he’d seen the kind of clothes Ladybugs sold, and he had to admit that he really, really liked their style.  He could easily imagine himself wearing all sorts of outfits from there.  So, predictably, he said, “Sounds like a plan to me.”  
 
    Jesse only grinned.   
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Ricky turned this way and that, inspecting the fit of the yoga pants he’d chosen to try on first.  They weren’t the muted color of the tights he usually wore.  Instead, they were hot pink, and they hugged his slim legs and compact bottom perfectly.  But more than anything, they showed just how far he had yet to go to get his perfect body.   
 
    For his top, Ricky chose a simple, white tee-shirt with a giant lipstick imprint emblazoned on the front.  It wasn’t subtle in its femininity, but Ricky liked its design.  And, of course, he wanted to embrace that part of him, so he’d chosen it.   
 
    The biggest surprise was finding out just how much his body had changed over the previous four months. Certainly, there were still remnants of his old musculature, but they’d all but disappeared.  He was toned, and there wasn’t a lot of fat on his body, but, for some reason, nothing was quite as defined as before.  In fact, if he didn’t know better, he’d have said that his upper body belonged to a female athlete, not a man who’d spent hours upon hours in the gym.   For some reason, that comparison pleased him.   
 
    Completing the outfit was a pair of white-and-pink sneakers Jesse had picked out for him.   
 
    He stepped out of the dressing room and quickly found Jesse.  He twirled around in a circle, saying, “What do you think?  Looks good, right?”  
 
    “We’re here for more than just workout clothes, you know,” said Jesse.  He already had an armful of various garments.  “This is a whole new wardrobe.  Just go nuts, okay?  This is a shopping spree.  We can get whatever we want.  So, if you could ever see yourself wearing it, get it.”  
 
    “I understand,” Ricky said.  “Should I change back?”  
 
    “No need,” Jesse said, holding up a card.  “Open-ended gift card, and I’ve already bought that outfit for you.” 
 
    Ricky grinned.  “This is going to be fun,” he said.   
 
    And then, the two set off on a quest to put the place out of business.  They selected all sorts of outfits, ranging from sleek business suits to more workout clothes to new lingerie that they tried to pretend they’d never wear.  On top of that, they purchased everyday clothes like jeans and shorts, tee-shirts and sweaters.  In the end, they left Ladybugs weight down with dozens of bags and grinning wildly.   
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    “I’m going to take a shower,” said Ricky, already stripping out of his tee-shirt.  “You want to join me?”  
 
    Jesse looked up from where he’d been separating their new clothes.  “Sure,” he said.  “Just give me like two seconds.”  
 
    Ricky stepped into the bathroom and finished undressing.  After turning on the shower, he let it heat up before stepping under the hot water.  Soon, a nude Jesse joined him, and they started soaping one another up.   
 
    After a few minutes, they were both clean, but neither wanted to step out from under the warm cascade of water.  So, they just held one another.  Chest to chest, they enjoyed their shower.   
 
    “Thanks,” Ricky said.   
 
    “For what?” Jesse asked. 
 
    “For today,” he answered, his hands creeping to Jesse’s groin.  He grasped Jesse’s cock and gave it a few quick tugs.  It responded by growing semi-hard.  That was as erect as it ever got.  “Let me repay you.” 
 
    Jesse said, “You don’t have to…” 
 
    “I want to,” said Ricky, dropping to his knees.   
 
    He stared at Jesse’s manhood for a long moment, studying it.  It wasn’t nearly as imposing as it once was.  Four inches.  Maybe five.  It was also fairly slim.  Sure, it was bigger than Ricky’s but that wasn’t saying much.   
 
    He leaned forward, and with a tentative tongue, licked the tip.  Even over the sound of the water, Ricky heard Jesse’s urgent exhale.   
 
    Oh, he liked that, huh?  Then he’ll love this. 
 
    Jesse took the head into his mouth, swirling his tongue around until he was sure Jesse was about to explode.  And then, without any more teasing, he started sucking Jesse’s cock like he’d been doing it for years.  Back and forth, he bobbed his head, establishing a steady rhythm as his tongue massaged the underside of Jesse’s manhood.  He pulled away, then dove back in to lick Jesse’s balls.  Of course, Jesse’s hand soon found the back of Ricky’s head, forcing his mouth back to its main task.   
 
    The blowjob didn’t last long.  Jesse was far too turned on for that.  But to Ricky, it felt like an eternity.  Or a dream.  Maybe a little bit of a nightmare.  In any case, he swallowed every drop of Jesse’s salty cum after he orgasmed.  When he stood, Jesse took him by the back of the head and kissed him deeply.   
 
    “My turn,” he said when they broke away.  And then he returned the favor, bringing Ricky to orgasm in record time.  He was still in disbelief as Jesse stood and said, “Thanks.  I think we both needed that.”  
 
    Without another word, Jesse turned off the shower and stepped out, leaving a confused and dripping wet Ricky behind. 
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    Over the next few months, as summer dawned, and the pair of roommates chose to stay at school, Ricky and Jesse engaged in all sorts of mental gymnastics to convince themselves that their actions were not in the least bit homosexual.  Even as they found themselves sixty-nining on the futon, each sucking on the other’s limp cock, they somehow managed to think of themselves as completely and irrevocably straight.  However, nothing could quite obscure the fact that what they were doing just wasn’t working. 
 
    Ricky, who was beneath Jesse, popped his friend’s manhood out of his mouth, saying, “This isn’t working, Jess,” he whined, his voice sounding increasingly feminine by the day.  “I can’t get hard.  And neither can you.”  
 
    Jesse, who was lying on top as he dutifully tried to coax Ricky to an erection, gave his friend’s penis one last lick before saying, “I know.  Should we, like, get some Viagra or something?”  
 
    “I…I don’t know,” admitted Ricky. 
 
    Jesse sat up and adjusted himself and turned around, straddling his friend’s naked hips as he faced him.  Placing his hands on Ricky’s smooth, taut belly, he said, “I’ve kind of got an idea, but I’m not sure if you’re going to like it.”  
 
    “What?” asked Ricky, his fingers tracing lines on Jesse’s soft skin.  The new skincare routine they’d begun had worked wonders on their skin.  They were both incredibly soft, and they smelled like lilacs.   
 
    “Well, I was looking around on the internet,” he said. “You know, about our problems…and I found this advice thread.”  
 
    “Yeah?  What’d it say?”  
 
    “Right,” Jesse said, obviously nervous.  “Well, they make these…I don’t know…toys, I guess.  They’re supposed to help out a lot.”  
 
    “Really?  Like a special fleshlight or something?” Ricky asked, narrowing his perfectly sculpted eyebrows. 
 
    “No,” Jesse said.  “It’s…um…they’re called prostate stimulators.”  
 
    “Prostate?  You mean…like…dildos and stuff?” 
 
    “Yeah,” Jesse said, obviously excited.  “But they’re made for men, and it’s not gay or anything.  The article I read said it was super common, and -” 
 
    “I don’t know,” Ricky said.  “That sounds a little gay.” 
 
    “Don’t be so insecure,” Jesse said.  “It’s totally normal.  Lots of guys use them to help with our problems.” 
 
    “Yeah, but -” 
 
    “Well, I already ordered them,” Jesse said.  “One for each of us.  And I think you should try it.  I am.  We can even do it together.”  
 
    Ricky knew his friend well enough to know when he’d made up his mind, so he knew arguing would be pointless.  Besides, there was a part of him that was curious about these new toys.  Sure, having Jesse suck on and tongue his limp cock was fun.  It was definitely enjoyable.   
 
    And he’d even managed to have something resembling an orgasm a few times.  However, if what Jesse said was true, a real orgasm was possible with these toys.  And Ricky desperately wanted to have one of those again.  So, he just nodded, saying, “Yeah.  I guess that could be okay.” 
 
    Jesse squealed, then leaned in and kissed his friend on the lips.  The chaste kiss soon turned into something else, and before either knew what was happening, Jesse was grinding his groin against his friend’s in a kind of scissor position.   
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    “It’s called waist training,” Jesse said a couple of days later as he held up what looked like a black sleeve.  “Everybody’s using these right now.”  
 
    “W-what does it do?” asked a confused Ricky as he reached out to grab the garment and was surprised to feel that it was made of a satiny fabric.  More, it was incredibly rigid, creating a narrow center with a flared top and bottom.  Holding it together were adjustable hooks.  “This kind of looks like a corset.” 
 
    “Don’t be silly,” Jesse said, waving his hand dismissively.  “It’s just a workout tool.  Weren’t you complaining just yesterday that you feel like a tree trunk?  Well, this can help a ton.”  
 
    “I…I don’t know,” Ricky responded.  However, the moment Jesse had mentioned the benefits - helping to shape their torsos to have narrower waists - he’d been in.  For some reason, despite the fact that he barely had an ounce of fat around his waist, Ricky was incredibly self-conscious about it.  The waist trainer would help, he was sure.  “I mean, I guess…” 
 
    Jesse clapped his hands and squealed in excitement.  “We are going to look so hot!” he exclaimed, his dark hair dancing across his shoulders.  When had it gotten so long?  Ricky’s was even longer.  Maybe they should get haircuts. 
 
    Jesse waisted no time helping Ricky into his waist trainer, and once it was fastened into place, he had a little trouble breathing.  “I think it’s too tight,” he muttered as Jesse wrapped a measuring tape around the narrowest point. 
 
    “Twenty-four inches.  That’s a good start.  And don’t be such a baby,” said Jesse.  “It’s supposed to be like that.  And each week, we’re supposed to adjust it.  It’ll be awesome.” 
 
    Ricky tried to move, but the waist trainer made everything feel a little awkward.  However, he couldn’t deny its effectiveness.  Without the trainer, his waist was, the last time he’d measured, twenty-seven inches.  If the waist trainer could, well, train his uncinched waist down to twenty-four - or less, even - he’d be completely happy.  It was worth a little discomfort. 
 
    “So, how often should I wear this?” he asked.  “Is it just for when we go to the gym?  Or what?”  
 
    “Oh, you’re supposed to wear it, like, all the time,” Jesse said.  “But definitely when you’re sleeping.  And during workouts.  I’d never take it off for the first few weeks, though.  I got three apiece, so we can still wear them when we’re washing them.” 
 
    “That makes sense, I guess,” said Ricky, his mind already wandering to the results he wanted.  He kept imagining himself with a tiny waist and a beautiful bubble butt.  That was the look they were both going for, and neither would be happy until they got it.   
 
      
 
    “Help me get mine on, and we’ll go to the gym,” Jesse said.  And Ricky helped his friend, whose waist actually measured an inch smaller than his.  That only made Ricky want to cinch his tighter.  He’d already resolved to wear the thing as often as possible, but now, he’d decided he wouldn’t take it off for anything. 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Watch yourself, faggot,” came the man’s gruff voice as he pushed past Jesse to enter the locker room.  The man was huge - his arms were at least as big around as Ricky’s waist.  Maybe bigger.  Then, Ricky heard him mumbling to himself, “Letting fairies like that join this gym…” 
 
    Ricky chose to ignore him, but as they made their way through the gym, Jesse grumbled, “As if.  Ugh.  Guys like that annoy me so much.”  
 
    “Just ignore him,” Ricky advised.  “It’s no big deal.  He’s just an idiot.”  
 
    Jesse nodded.  Their first day working out while wearing the waist trainers had been difficult.  The thing forced them to take shallow breaths, which made doing cardio that much more difficult.  And when they tried to go through their stretches, it prevented them from bending too far.  Still, both were completely dedicated to wearing them, so neither complained.  Not about that, at least.  On their way back to the dorm, Jesse didn’t stop complaining about the big, muscular man’s comment.  Ricky, for his part, just murmured vague agreements and conciliatory comments.   
 
    However, Jesse brightened up when he saw that a package was waiting for them when they got back to the dorm.  He let out an excited squeal, clapping his hands together while grinning broadly.  “They’re here!” he exclaimed, drawing attention from the few other guys walking through the lobby.  A few shook their heads, muttering as they hurried past the scene Jesse was making.   
 
    Ricky followed his excited friend back to their dorm room, and when they were safely inside, he asked, “What is it?  Did you get those cute shorts you were looking at last -” 
 
    “It’s the new prostate stimulators!” Jesse said. 
 
    “Oh,” Ricky said, his heart starting to beat a little faster.  “Cool.”  
 
    “Cool,” Jesse mocked.  “Seriously?  C’mon.  You can do better than that.”  
 
    “Um…super cool?” Ricky said. 
 
    Jesse rolled his eyes under his perfectly sculpted eyebrows.  “You’re hopeless,” he said. “You know that, right?”  
 
    “Just open it up,” Ricky stated. 
 
    Jesse mumbled something else, but Ricky ignored his flighty roommate.  Either way, Jesse quickly found a pair of scissors and opened the package to reveal two more boxes.  Each contained a trio of phallic shaped toys.   
 
    “I thought you said it was just one,” Ricky said when Jesse handed him one of the other packages.  He opened it, seeing that the toys had been arranged from the smallest - barely bigger than a finger, but curved and with a bulbous tip - on the left, to the largest, which was at least as big as a real cock and very realistic, on the right. 
 
    “Think of this like the waist trainer,” Jesse said, hefting the smallest.  “This is where you start.”  He then picked up the biggest.  “This is where you end up.”  
 
    “I guess that makes sense,” he said.   
 
    Jesse rolled his eyes again.  “You think?  C’mon.  Take your clothes off,” he said. “And the waist trainer.” 
 
    Ricky was used to being nude around his friend, so he didn’t hesitate to remove his clothes.  Before long, he was completely naked.  He already missed the waist trainer.  How was he supposed to get results if he kept taking it off?   
 
    At Jesse’s instruction, he positioned himself on their futon and, with his bottom hanging a little off the edge, spread his legs as wide as he could.  The daily stretching he’d done over the past few months had definitely helped.  He could almost do a split, even without the aid of gravity.  Still, Jesse wanted him to go wider, so he adjusted himself by grabbing his legs and pulling his knees up to his chest.   
 
    “That’s it,” said Jesse, grabbing a big bottle of lubricant, which he used to generously coat the smallest toy.   
 
    “Is it…is it going to hurt?” asked Ricky. 
 
    Jesse shrugged.  “A little, maybe,” he said.  “Just try to relax.”  
 
    Ricky bit his lip as Jesse knelt between his legs.  He flinched when he felt the cold toy pressing against his anus.  Jesse reminded him to relax, but he could scarcely breathe.  Then, without warning, Jesse shoved the thing inside of him.   
 
    “Oh!  Ow!” Ricky said. 
 
    “Don’t be a baby,” Jesse said, working it into him.  The pain faded after only a second until the thin toy, hardly bigger around than Jesse’s thumb, was only mildly uncomfortable.  And then, even that faded away. 
 
    “Oh!” Ricky breathed as the toy hit a very special spot.  When it did, a bolt of electric pleasure coursed through his body.  His every muscle contracted as he let out a hissing breath. 
 
    “Does it hurt?” Jesse said.  “I can stop if you -” 
 
    “No!” Ricky responded through clenched teeth.  “Keep going.  Yeah.  Just like that.”  
 
    Jesse continued working the toy in and out of his friend’s well-lubed ass, steadily building in speed.  Each thrust brought the bulbous tip into contact with that “spot”, which later, Ricky would realize was his prostate.  Or what was known as the male g-spot.  It wasn’t long before he was panting with barely contained ecstasy.   
 
    And then, like a bubble bursting, Ricky exploded.  The resultant orgasm was unlike anything he’d ever felt before.  It was just a few clenching bursts of pleasure, like before.  No - it was so much more than that.  His entire body clenched, his every muscle contracting with each pulse of pleasure coursing through his body.  He let out a thin, quivering moan as a tiny, watery bit of semen dripped from his still limp cock.  But he didn’t care about erections or cum.  Not with the orgasm still raging through him.   
 
    It took only a handful of seconds before it started to die down, but it felt like an eternity.  And it was more than a minute before the last of the aftershocks rumbled through him.  By the time his breathing returned to normal, he felt exhausted. 
 
    “I guess you liked that, huh?” said Jesse, grinning between his friend’s legs.  “My turn, now.”  
 
    “J-just give me a second, okay?” Ricky said.  “Just a minute.” 
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    Ricky snuggled close to Jesse, relishing the feel of his friend’s warm body.  They’d taken to sleeping naked - save for the waist trainers - in the same bed.  Ostensibly, the move was to save space, but the reality was that both simply enjoyed the companionship of sleeping next to someone.   
 
    “Five more minutes,” Jesse said, somehow knowing that Ricky was awake.   
 
    “I have a surprise for you, for once,” Ricky said, whispering into his friend’s ear.  “C’mon, or we’re going to be late.”  
 
    Jesse groaned, then pressed his bottom against Ricky’s groin.  “Time for some fun?” he asked. 
 
    Ricky laughed, then said, “There’s always time for that, slut.”  
 
    Then, before Jesse could respond, Ricky dipped below the blankets, slithering down to Jesse’s increasingly plump butt.  In the low light beneath the sheets, Ricky could only just make out the outline of Jesse’s subtle curves, but he was familiar enough with his roommate’s body that he didn’t need to see where he was going.  After only a few seconds, he found his target and spread his friend’s cheeks to reveal a bejeweled butt plug.  He could feel a matching toy nestled between his own cheeks - another of Jesse’s many surprises.   
 
    Slowly, he eased the conically shaped toy from his friend’s anus.  It came free with a slight pop, and Ricky tossed it aside.  Still spreading Jesse’s cheeks, Ricky plunged his tongue into his friend’s still-gaping asshole.   
 
    Jesse moaned, which told Ricky he was on the right track.  Not that he needed much prodding.  Ever since they’d begun using their toys a few weeks before, their bottoms had become the nexus of their sexual gratification.  So, they’d both begun to ignore their still perpetually limp penises for parts that really gave them pleasure.  Blowjobs became rimjobs, and handjobs became fingerings.  Neither complained one bit.   
 
    After only a few minutes, during which Ricky displayed all of his hard won skill, Jesse began to buck his hips with an impending orgasm.  When he started moaning, he sounded not so dissimilar to the girls from the pornographic videos they’d once routinely watched together.  Ricky responded by plunging even deeper until, at last, Jesse’s body spasmed with the full weight of the orgasm Ricky had given him.   
 
    Once the last of Jesse’s orgasm subsided, Ricky climbed up his friend’s corseted body and gave him a deep kiss.  “Now, get up and get dressed,” he said. “Like I said, I’ve got a surprise for you.” 
 
    Jesse said, “That wasn’t the surprise?”  He was still panting. 
 
    Ricky laughed. “No - that was just to wake you up,” he said. Reaching down, he gave his friend’s small package an affectionate squeeze.  “Now, get up, or we’re going to be late.” 
 
    “Late for what?” asked Jesse. 
 
    Ricky slid off of his roommate’s smooth body, then unhooked his corset.  It had started to do its work, shaving an inch off of his uncinched waist, but he knew he had a long way to go.  “You’ll see,” he said. “Now, up and at ‘em!” 
 
    Jesse groaned, then rolled over, his slim limbs splayed wide.  “Fine,” he said. “But separate showers.  If I get in there with you, I’m going to have to return the favor.”  
 
    Ricky nodded.  “Sure,” he said.  “But you first.  I don’t want you going back to sleep.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    “A salon?” asked Jesse, glancing at the building beside where they stood on the sidewalk.  He wore a pink hoodie and a pair of black tights, while Ricky had chosen a pair of jeans and a long-sleeved tee-shirt emblazoned with their college logo.  If someone looked closely, they could easily see the outline of his waist trainer.  “What about my barbershop?”  
 
    Ricky rolled his eyes dramatically - a habit he’d picked up from Jesse, then reached out to brush a stray lock of dark hair from Jesse’s face.  His hair, like Ricky’s, had grown just past his shoulders.  “Doesn’t look like you’ve been there in a long time,” he said. 
 
    “I like having long hair,” his friend muttered, extremely defensive.  “I don’t want to get it cut.” 
 
    “I like it too!” Ricky assured him.  He gestured to the upscale salon beside them, saying, “That’s why we’re here.  This isn’t a haircut.  It’s to get it styled.” 
 
    Jesse perked up a little.  “Oh,” he said.  “I guess that makes sense, then.  Let’s do it.”  
 
    He pushed past Ricky to enter the salon, and Ricky followed.  After they’d been checked in, a pair of stylists ushered them to nearby chairs.  One of them asked, “What’re we going to do today?”  
 
    “Um…” 
 
    Ricky interrupted his friend.  “Blonde,” he said.  “We both want to go blonde.”  
 
    The stylist’s face split into a wide smile. “Oh, that’s just perfect,” she said.  “I’ll also touch you up a little, if that’s okay.”  
 
    “You’re the boss,” Ricky said. 
 
    As the two stylists went to work, one of them asked, “Are you two here for the works?”  
 
    “Uh…I’m not…sure,” said Jesse, still obviously a little taken aback by how Ricky had taken charge.  “Ricky?”  
 
    “Yes,” Ricky said.  “We’re here for everything.”  
 
    Both stylists accepted that, and soon, they were conversing pleasantly with the two boys as they worked.  Though an hour or so must’ve passed, time flew by, and before Ricky could have second thoughts, his chair was turned to a mirror, and he saw his new hair.   
 
    He reached up, touching the platinum blonde locks.  “It’s beautiful,” he said, awe-struck.   
 
    Jesse, whose hair was identically styled and colored, had a similar reaction.  He looked at his friend, saying, “Best surprise ever.” 
 
    “It’s not over yet,” he said.   
 
    Indeed, it wasn’t, because the stylists soon escorted them to another part of the salon, where they both got manicures and pedicures, complete with pink nail polish.  Jesse was over the moon with gratitude as they left a while later, and he couldn’t stop gushing about how beautiful his new nails and hair was.  Ricky, for his part, couldn’t disagree.   
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    “There are nothing but girls here,” said Ricky, his newly blonde hair tied in a high ponytail.  “Are you sure we’re allowed?”  
 
    “I read it a hundred times,” Jesse said, standing right beside his friend.  Both wore yoga pants and tee-shirts over their waist trainers, and they really didn’t stand out from the women filing into the gym’s aerobics room.  Certainly, they were recognized as men, but they obviously weren’t the intimidating lurkers that usually frequented such female-centric classes.  “We’re here to work out, just like everybody else.  Nobody’s going to try to stop us.”  
 
    Ricky nodded, but he wasn’t so sure.  The dance aerobics class wasn’t strictly for women; by law, they couldn’t discriminate like that.  However, men were strongly encouraged to avoid it, and the few who’d ignored that encouragement had been ostracized to the point where they’d quit in shame.   
 
    In reality, Ricky understood the reasons behind it all because, over the months since he and Jesse had chosen to change their look, they had increasingly attracted male attention.  He never knew the gym had such a healthy gay population, and he’d grown incredibly tired of having to turn men down.  It was awkward and distracting.  He just wanted to work out.  That, as much as a desire to take the next step in their workout journey, was why he and Jesse had chosen to enroll in the women’s dance aerobics classes.   
 
    “It’s going to be fine,” Jesse said. “Come on.  Let’s show these girls how to do it.”  
 
    Ricky nodded, then followed his friend into the large room, which was lined with mirrors.  None of the women inside even gave them a second look, which allayed some of Ricky’s fears.  And by the time the instructor - a toned brunette with boundless energy - started the class, he’d forced himself to relax a little.  It was a good thing, too, because the instructor, Jamie, put them all through the most difficult workout he’d ever experienced. 
 
    Sure, it was mostly dancing and stretching, but they never stopped moving.  And having just taken his waist trainer in another notch, he found himself struggling to breathe.  However, he soldiered through the whole thing, and by the time the class finished, he, along with everyone else, was drenched in sweat.   
 
    “Now, remember ladies - on Wednesday, we’re starting with heels,” Jamie, the instructor, said.  “I suggest you go to the store I mentioned last time and get something sturdy.”  
 
    Ricky glanced at Jesse, who just nodded to him, saying, “I’ve got it handled.”  
 
    Ricky relaxed.  If Jesse said he had it handled, he did.  He was nothing if not reliable. 
 
    After class, some of their classmates made small talk with them as they made their way towards the locker rooms.  However, they did look a little surprised when Ricky and Jesse diverged and headed toward the men’s locker room.  None said anything though.   
 
    Later, when they got home, Ricky found out that when Jesse said he’d handle it, he’d meant that he’d already gotten them appropriate footwear for the next class.  He held up a pair of clear, vinyl, five-inch platform heels that looked like they’d have been at home on a stripper’s foot.   
 
    “Sexy, right?” he said. 
 
    Ricky shook his head, saying, “I am not wearing those.” 
 
    “You’ve got to wear heels if you’re going to participate in that class,” Jesse said.  “I mean, I got another pair.  They’re pink, but I kind of got them for me.”  
 
    He retrieved another pair of heels from the box.  They were pink on the bottom, with clear straps.   
 
    “Why don’t we just do something else?” whined Ricky.  “There are a bunch of other aerobics classes we could join, and -” 
 
    “Jamie’s class is the best,” Jesse said. “Everybody says so.  You are committed to this, right?”  
 
    Ricky said, “You know I am!”  
 
    “Then quit complaining,” was Jesse’s response.  “Try on those heels and practice walking in them so you won’t fall on your face on Wednesday.”  
 
    Ricky didn’t argue any further.  Instead, he angrily grabbed the clear heels from his friend and pouted as he strapped them to his feet.  However, when he tried to stand, he abruptly lost his balance and would’ve fallen if Jesse hadn’t caught him.  Once he straightened himself up, he held out his hands and took a wobbly step.   
 
    “This is going to take a while to get used to,” he said. 
 
    Jesse, who was strapping on his own pair of heels, responded with a grin. “Then let’s get to work.”  
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Over the next few weeks, Ricky and Jesse grew increasingly more proficient at walking and dancing in high heels.  It wasn’t easy, especially at first, and they both had plenty of tumbles during class.  Thankfully, they weren’t the only ones, though.  Most of the women had just as much trouble as the lone pair of males in their class.  However, the thrice-weekly classes worked their magic, and the entire class reaped the benefits.  Not only did they gain balance and grace, but their legs and bottoms became more toned by the day. 
 
    “You don’t want all that work to be for nothing, do you?” asked Jesse, tightening Ricky’s waist trainer another notch.  With the trainer on, his waist was down to twenty-two inches.  Without it, though, it ballooned to twenty-five, which, while an improvement, wasn’t quite where he wanted to be.   
 
    “But I don’t want to give up meat,” Ricky complained, returning the favor for Jesse, whose waist was a solid inch thinner than Ricky’s. 
 
    “We’ve all got to make sacrifices, right?” said Jesse.   
 
    “I…I don’t know,” Ricky said.  “I guess.”  
 
    He was down to a hundred-and-thirty pounds, which was lighter than he’d been since junior high, but he still didn’t have the body he wanted.  That was why Jesse had suggested that they eliminate almost all protein from their diets.  The only source of protein they’d get was via a weekly serving of fish.  Otherwise, they’d subsist on fruits and vegetables, and not even many of those.  Neither wanted to starve, but they knew sacrifices were necessary.   
 
    “Okay, complete change of topic, but have you thought about using a little makeup?” asked Jesse.  “I’ve been talking to some of the girls in our aerobics class, and they think we should try it.”  
 
    “And I’m willing to bet you already bought what we need, right?” said Ricky. 
 
    Jesse grinned.  “Not only that, but I’ve been watching Youtube videos non-stop!” he said. 
 
    Ricky sighed. “Fine,” he said.  “But if I think it looks gay or something, I’m taking it off.”  
 
    “Deal!” said an obviously thrilled Jesse.  He grabbed Ricky by the wrist and dragged him into the bathroom, where he’d already set up a stool.  On the counter was a case containing all manner of cosmetics.  When Ricky eyed it, Jesse let out a nervous laugh before saying, “I might’ve been practicing a little already.”  
 
    Then, Jesse had Ricky sit on the stool, and over the next twenty minutes, he applied various cosmetics to Ricky’s face.  And when he finally turned Ricky to the mirror, in a sing-song voice, he said, “Ta-da!”  
 
    Ricky was stunned.  “I’m…uh…I’m hot!” he said, resisting the urge to touch his face and ruin all of Jesse’s hard work.  Indeed, his cheekbones looked higher, his complexion looked better, and his eyes had been accentuated with dark eyeliner.  Topping off the makeup job was bright red lipstick and some eye shadow that was slightly darker than his natural skin tone.  After a few seconds, he said, “You’ve got to teach me how to do that.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    A few days later, Ricky was busy practicing his makeup when he heard a squeal of delight coming from their dorm room.  He quickly rose on his modest heels - not nearly as high as what he used during his workout, but tall enough to make his legs look amazing - and scurried into the room to see Jesse holding up a curious item. 
 
    It was long - probably a foot-and-a-half - flesh-colored, and extremely phallic.  In fact, as Jesse looked at it, it became clear that each end of the latex item was shaped like a large penis.   
 
    “What is that?” asked Ricky. 
 
    “This is going to change our lives,” said Jesse, giving the thing a little wobble.  He giggled a little.  “Okay, so you know how you were complaining about having to take turns the other day?”  
 
    “I wasn’t complaining,” Ricky argued. “I was just -” 
 
    “Anyway,” Jesse interrupted, stretching out the word.  “My point is that we don’t have to do that anymore.  We can use this one at the same time.” 
 
    “How?” Ricky asked. 
 
    “Well, we both get on all fours,” Jesse said.  “Then, we buck up to each other and slip this thing in.  Then, we just rock back and forth.”  
 
    “Like in that movie?” Ricky asked.  “The one with the heroin users?  Remember, right?  It had Jennifer Connelly in it?  And at the end up, she needs drug money, so she’s at this bachelor party or something, and they start chanting ‘ass to ass’.  So, she and this other girl -” 
 
    “Yes,” Jesse said.  “Exactly like that.  Ass to ass.  I like that.”  
 
    Ricky grinned.  “I could get into that,” he said.  “Want to give it a try?”  
 
    Jesse very much did, so they both stripped down to their waist trainers and positioned themselves appropriately.  After the application of plenty of lubricant, Jesse slipped one end of the toy into his ass.  Because they’d both been using progressively bigger dildos for a while, it went in without a hint of protest.   
 
    That’s when things got kind of awkward.   
 
    First of all, the stupid thing kept slipping out, and it took them an embarrassingly long time to figure out that Jesse needed to hold it in.  That made getting it inside both of them a lot easier.  However, it certainly didn’t end the difficulties.   
 
    “You’re out of rhythm!” Ricky hissed. 
 
    “No, you’re out of rhythm!” argued Jesse.   
 
    It took them far longer than either of them wanted to admit to get going.  Once they did, though, it all felt like it was worth it.  As the slap of their asses coming together filled the air, punctuated by their high-pitched moans, Ricky knew that they’d found a new favorite activity.   
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    Ricky turned this way and that, looking at his thong-clad bottom in the mirror.  He’d spent the better part of a year trying to transform his body, and while he’d succeeded, he wasn’t even remotely happy with the results.  He reached back, lifting his cheeks.  When he released them, they fell flat.   
 
    “Ugh,” he said.  “Disgusting.” 
 
    “What’s wrong?” asked Jesse, poking his head into the bathroom.   
 
    “Everything,” Ricky muttered.  “Just…just everything.”  
 
    Jesse took Ricky by the hand and dragged him back into the dorm room, and the two sat on the futon.  “Tell me what you’re thinking,” he said, holding both of his manicured hands.  “What’s going on?”  
 
    Ricky sighed, then said, “When we started this, I thought…I don’t know,” he said. “But I just thought…I thought I’d be perfect.  But I’m not, Jess.  I’m just not.  My ass is flat.  My hips are narrow.  And that’s not even considering how ugly I am.”  
 
    “You’re not ugly!” Jesse said. 
 
    Ricky yanked his hands away. “You’re just saying that!” he said. “I’m hideous!”  
 
    Jesse didn’t immediately say anything.  Instead, he simply sat there, pensive.  Finally, after a couple of minutes, he said, “There’s a solution you’re not considering.”  
 
    “Yeah?  If this is another whacky diet or exercise program, I’m going to throw something at you,” Ricky said.  “I love doing that stuff.  I’m not going to stop.  It’s just that some problems can’t be solved with diet and exercise.” 
 
    “Exactly!” said Jesse.  “Believe it or not, I’ve been thinking the same thing lately.  About myself, I mean. Not you.  I still think you’re being too hard on yourself.”  
 
    “Agree to disagree there,” Ricky said.   
 
    “Anyway,” Jesse said.  “I’ve been thinking about doing something kind of drastic, and I think I’ve made a decision.  I’m going to get surgery.”  
 
    “Really?” said Ricky, surprised.  He’d never even considered surgery to be an option - not because he didn’t want to take a shortcut to his perfect body, but because he simply didn’t have the money.  “How would we pay for it?”  
 
    “Yeah - that’s the big decision part,” Jesse said.  “I think…I think I’m going to drop out of school and use my college fund for the surgeries I need.”  
 
    Ricky started to argue.  He wanted to tell Jesse that he should reconsider.  However, the fact was that neither of them had ever really been cut out for college.  They’d only ever enrolled because their parents thought it was necessary. 
 
    “What would you do for money?” Ricky asked. “Or for a place to live?” 
 
    “That’s just it - I bet I can get a job,” Jesse said. “So could you.  We could wait tables or something.  I don’t know.  Maybe we could be Instagram models.  The point is that there are a thousand ways we could pay our bills.  And we’ve lived this long in a crappy dorm room.  It couldn’t be that expensive to find an apartment at least as good.”  
 
    “You…you seem like you’ve really thought this through,” Ricky said. 
 
    “I have,” Jesse said. “So, what do you think?  Should I do it?”  
 
    “We,” said Ricky.  “We’re going to do it.  We can start looking for plastic surgeons tomorrow.”   
 
    Jesse threw his thin arms around Ricky, hugging him tight.  “Thank you!” he said.  “I don’t think I could do this without your support.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    “Okay,” said the surgeon, Dr. Hannover.  He was a short, bald man with a considerable paunch, but given that he was considered the best plastic surgeon in the state, his appearance didn’t matter much.  He turned a computer monitor so they could see the screen.  “This is what I propose.”  
 
    Jesse studied the screen, then said, “That’s a lot of surgeries.”  
 
    “It’s what you said you wanted,” Hannover pointed out.  “Most of the facial work can be done in one session, but the body stuff needs to be done separately.  My recommendation is that we do the facial feminization first, then, after a couple of weeks, we do the hip and butt implants as well as the liposuction.  That will minimize recovery time.”  
 
    “This isn’t going to look like some of those butt implants I’ve seen online, right?” Ricky said.  “I don’t want to look like a freak.”  
 
    The surgeon shook his head.  “We use a better process here,” he said.  “It will look completely natural, I assure you.” 
 
    Ricky nodded, and Jesse grinned.  “Sounds good,” Jesse said. “When can we do it?”  
 
    The surgeon called his assistant into the office to handle all the scheduling, and they set the first surgery for a week after the initial consultation.  Then, the second would occur two weeks after that.   
 
    After everything had been handled, and they’d made an appropriate deposit, Jesse and Ricky left.  As they sat in Jesse’s car, Ricky said, “We’re really doing this, huh?”  
 
    “Second thought?” Jesse asked. 
 
    “I don’t know,” Ricky admitted. “I’ve never had surgery before.  But no.  I want to do this.  It’s weird, though.  Until we talked about this last week, I’d never even considered this as an option.  But now?  Now, it seems like I won’t ever be happy unless we do this.  Does that make sense?”  
 
    “It does,” Jesse said. “I feel the same way.  This is the right decision.”  
 
    Of course, if the next few days taught them anything, it was that everyone didn’t agree with their choices.  Specifically, their respective families seemed incredibly irate, with Jesse’s parents even going so far as to disown their son.  Ricky’s family wasn’t quite to that point, but his parents - especially his father - seemed to be at his wit’s end trying to understand Ricky’s decisions.   
 
    The only solace to be found was in the fact that nobody could stop them.  The college funds were in the boys’ respective names, so their parents had no say in how they spent the money.  And neither would be swayed.   
 
    So, the next week, Jesse and Ricky checked in to the surgical clinic for the procedures they hoped would change their lives.  For Ricky’s part, the surgical preparation was a harrowing experience.  The whole time - at least until the nurse gave him some valium - his heart was beating out of his chest as he thought of all the ways it go wrong.  Still, he stayed the course, and, eventually, went under the knife.   
 
    The next two weeks were a study in agony as they slowly recovered.  However, it was nothing compared to how they felt after the second surgery. 
 
    “My everything hurts,” Ricky complained, lying on the little-used bed.  Jesse lay on the flattened futon, no doubt just as miserable.  Ricky glanced in his friend’s direction; not only was his face completely bandaged, but so was most of his midsection and his hips.  They’d spent a few extra days in the hospital as they recovered, but they were a long way from getting back to normal.   
 
    “We’ll get through this,” Jesse said.  “And when we get better, we’ll be perfect.  I know it.”  
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Neither Jesse nor Ricky wanted to remove the bandages on their own.  So, they both stood in their tiny bathroom as Jesse unwound the bandages from Ricky’s hips.  They already knew the basic shape; the gauze couldn’t hide that his hips and bottom had grown significantly larger and more rounded.  However, neither knew precisely how much of that was the padding of the bandages.  And size alone wasn’t really what they were going for.  They needed proper shape, too.   
 
    “Oh, my,” said Jesse, letting the last bandage fall away. 
 
    “It’s horrible, isn’t it?” said Ricky, his eyes closed. He’d been too terrified to remove the last bandages from around his face, either, so gauze still obscured a good portion of his visage.  “It’s hideous, right?  I look like a freak, don’t I?”  
 
    “Look for yourself,” said Jesse.  “Open your eyes, Ricky.” 
 
    He did, and when he twisted to inspect his butt in the mirror, he gasped.  It was perfect.  Not too big, but certainly not small, either.  That, along with his much wider hips, gave his body a perfect shape.   
 
    “I…I can’t believe it,” he said, turning around.  With his narrow waist - down to twenty-two inches, even without the waist trainer on - and newly wide hips, he looked amazing.  And with that success in mind, he couldn’t get the bandages off his face quickly enough.  His gasp upon seeing his new features was even more dramatic than the first.  Not only had the doctor raised his cheekbones and shaved down his brow, but he’d also forced his jaw into a more rounded shape.  Finally, he’d altered his nose just enough to make it look cute and petite.  In short, despite the bruising, the surgeries had been a complete success.   
 
    “Do me!” Jesse said.   
 
    Ricky quickly unraveled the bandages from his friend’s body, and he was confronted with a nearly perfect mirror image of his own body.  Sure, Jesse’s waist was slight smaller, and his hips weren’t quite as wide, but it was close enough that they’d have to measure to be sure.  And their facial features were similar enough - after all, they’d both asked for the same procedures from the surgeon - that, with their hair being nearly identical, they looked like they could be siblings.   
 
    “Twinsies!” exclaimed Jesse, throwing his arm around Ricky’s narrow shoulders.  “We’re gorgeous!”  
 
    Ricky couldn’t disagree. 
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    Ricky struggled to heft the box.  It shouldn’t have been that heavy, but he supposed that his focus on aerobics training had left him a lot weaker than he thought.  In any case, he knew he’d need help to lift the box, so he went looking for Jesse.  He found his friend coming up the stairs from where he’d just taken a different box to the car.  Like Ricky, he was showing off his new body by wearing a pair of shorts that barely covered his butt cheeks and a tight tank top.  His long, platinum blonde hair was in a ponytail.   
 
    “What’s up?” asked Jesse. 
 
    “I need some help with one of the boxes,” Ricky said, nodding to the room.  Most of the dorm room had been emptied, but there still remained a few of the bigger boxes. 
 
    Jesse quirked a grin, saying, “I think I got you covered.”  Just then, a pair of burly young men came out of the stairwell.  Jesse smiled at them, saying, “It’s this one right here, boys.  Thank you so much.”  
 
    One of them grinned like an idiot, then said, “Sure thing.  Then, maybe I can get you that drink.”  
 
    Jesse shrugged. “Maybe I can make a one-time exception to my rule,” he said, still smiling at the young man.  Thankfully, the two guys grabbed a pair of boxes each - one of them lifted the box Ricky had struggled with in one arm! - and dismounted the stairs.  When they were gone, Jesse said, “Such nice boys.”  
 
    “Who are they?” asked Ricky.  “And what was he saying about that drink?”  
 
    Jesse laughed.  “Nothing,” he said. “Just a joke, I think.  Brandon saw me struggling with one of those boxes, and he came to help me.  We talked a little, and he offered to help with the rest of the move.”  
 
    “That was nice of him,” Ricky said, a hand on his hip.   
 
    “Yeah,” Jesse said.  “Renews my faith in the world.  C’mon.  There are still some little boxes we can handle.”  
 
    They continued to move their things out of the dorm room.  Mostly, Jesse and Ricky just carried clothes, leaving the heavier items to Brandon and his friend, who turned out to be named Frank.  Both seemed incredibly disappointed when, after everything was loaded up, the two boys thanked them and left.   
 
    The new apartment was well off campus, so it took about fifteen minutes to drive there.  During that time, Jesse and Ricky discussed their job options.   
 
    “I was talking to Erin at the gym, and she said we should come by the restaurant where she works,” Jesse said.  “We could wait tables there.” 
 
    “I don’t know,” Ricky said.  “I don’t really want to be a waiter.” 
 
    “It’s just until we find something better,” Jesse said.  “I know we’ve still got a lot left out of our college funds, but that’s not going to last long if we don’t get jobs soon.”  
 
    “Yeah, I know,” said Ricky.  “Where does Erin work again, anyway?”  
 
    “Oh,” Jesse said. “It’s that new place.  Big Mike’s.”  
 
    Ricky thought about it for a long moment before realization dawned on him.  “That’s that one where the waitresses wear the daisy dukes and the tight tee-shirts, right?  They only hire girls.”  
 
    “I guess they’re doing some kind of affirmative action thing,” said Jesse.  “Erin doesn’t seem to think it’ll be a problem.”  
 
    Ricky shrugged. “I guess we don’t have much of a choice, I guess,” he said.  “We can talk to Erin on Friday at the gym.”  
 
      
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
      
 
    Ricky looked down at the garment in his hand.  It was a black, lace padded bra.  In his other, he held one of the silicone breast forms Jesse had bought as soon as they’d gotten the job at Big Mike’s.   
 
    He looked up to see that Jesse had already donned his own black bra and was busy stuffing the cups full of silicone.  When he’d finished, he bounced a few times, grinning to himself.  After that, he slipped the tee-shirt emblazoned with the restaurant’s logo over his torso, then stepped into the cut-off and faux-distressed daisy duck shorts.  He had to tug a few times to get them over his perfectly plump rear, but when he finally slid them into place, the effect was mesmerizing.  Finally, he looked up to see Ricky staring. 
 
    “What?” he asked, still smiling. 
 
    “Bras are for girls,” Ricky said. 
 
    Jesse shrugged.  “So?” he said.  “It’s part of the uniform.  We have to wear it.”  
 
    “I know, but…” 
 
    “Look,” Jesse said, stepping closer.  “There aren’t a lot of jobs available.  You know that.” In fact, they’d both been looking for the better part of a month, and neither had found anything that could pay their bills.  So, desperate, they’d decided to take the waitressing jobs at Big Mike’s.  “You heard Erin.  The money is good.  So, what’s the problem?”  
 
    “I…I don’t know,” Ricky admitted.  “Something just feels off.”  
 
    “That’s a little vague,” remarked Jesse.  “Besides, I think this uniform looks great.  I’m kind of eager to see how people react.  Aren’t you?”  
 
    Ricky was.  Still, something felt wrong.  He couldn’t put his finger on it, but it was there, all the same.   
 
    “Listen - we’ll work this first week,” said Jesse.  “And then, if you’re still not into it, we’ll find something else.  I don’t even care what it is.  Okay?”  
 
    Ricky smiled. “That sounds fair,” he said. 
 
    “Good, now put your uniform on or we’re going to be late,” Jesse said.   
 
    Ricky complied, and he had to admit that, though he wasn’t used to wearing a bra, it kind of felt comforting - probably because he was so used to wearing the waist trainer, which had been relegated to overnight wear because he’d reached his goal of a twenty-one inch waist.  Still, when he slipped the silicone falsies into the cups, the weight tugging against his chest felt more than a little strange.  After only a few minutes, though, it kind of faded into the background.  And by the time he and Jesse made it to the restaurant, it wasn’t even on his mind.   
 
    Over the next week, Ricky and Jesse got a crash course in waiting tables as well as the art of fending off handsy customers without seeming too standoffish.  They both mastered the act, and by the time their probationary week had passed, neither thought about working anywhere else.   
 
    Then, after one shift, Erin asked, “You two want to come out with us tonight?  We’re going dancing.”  
 
    Jesse agreed before even asking Ricky, which was probably by design, because he knew Ricky would only find reasons not to go.  So it came to pass that they went out dancing with some of their coworkers.   
 
    At first, it was fun.  Sure, many of the men got pretty blatant with their groping - Ricky never knew there were so many gay guys around - but they were easy to put off.  However, he couldn’t quite escape the feeling that something was missing.  And then, out of nowhere, it hit him.  He wasn’t wearing his breast forms.  And he missed the weight.  More, he wasn’t terribly happy with the fact that his better endowed friends - even Jesse, who’d opted to wear his falsies - got a lot more male attention.   
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    “Should I be nervous about this surprise?” asked Rikki, eyeing his friend as he turned an envelope over in his hand.  The pink envelope had his name on it, which was spelled R-I-K-K-I for some reason.  It was his twentieth birthday, so he had expected a gift of some sort, but Jesse had that look in his eyes that told him he should probably be a little cautious. 
 
    “Have I ever let you down before?” was Jesse’s response. 
 
    Rikki shrugged.  “Not yet,” he said. “But there’s a first time for everything, right?”  
 
    Jesse, whose makeup still looked fresh despite a long day at work, said, “Ha, ha.  Just open the stupid gift.  You’ll like it.  I promise.”  
 
    Rikki shook his head, then pushed his long, blonde hair behind his ears.  He opened the envelope, which revealed a gift certificate inside.  He studied it, then asked, “The Ryan Clinic?  What’s that?”  
 
    Jesse grinned.  “It’s this awesome place one of the girls at work recommended to me,” he said.  “They do lip fillers, laser hair removal, that kind of thing.  They even do anal bleaching!  I thought it’d be kind of perfect for us.  I’ve already made us an appointment.”  
 
    Rikki’s initial reaction was to be offended.  On the surface, he didn’t think he needed any of that.  However, it only took a moment’s self-reflection to tell him that wasn’t necessarily true.  Deep down, he knew his lips were too thin.  He was also incredibly self-conscious about the dark ring around his anus, an issue he’d only just opened up to Jesse about.  And, of course, he hated that shaving was necessary.  So, the gift was kind of perfect.   
 
    Rikki threw his slim arms around his friend’s delicate shoulders, saying, “Thank you.  When’s the appointment?”  
 
    Jesse awkwardly patted Rikki’s back, saying, “Calm down.  It’s not that huge of a deal.  Besides, it’s kind of half selfish because I’ll be there, too.”  
 
    Rikki let Jesse go, then shrugged. “I wouldn’t want it any other way,” he said.   
 
    A few days later, they arrived at The Ryan Clinic, which happened to be a generic-looking, single story building on the other side of town.  It was entirely non-descript and looked more like a doctor’s office than anything else.  And that exterior aesthetic flowed inside as well; the interior was tastefully decorated, but the decor and layout were extremely basic.  
 
    The two boys approached the clinic’s front desk.  Both had chosen to wear the falsies from work, and they were dressed similarly in yoga pants and hooded sweatshirts.  Rikki insisted the outfits were for comfort, but they both knew it was to show off the curves they’d developed over the previous eighteen months.   
 
    “Oh, twins,” said the receptionist, a young woman with short, black hair and a pierced nose.  She wore a pair of baby blue scrubs, leaving her arms - and a full-sleeve tattoo - exposed.    “Names?”  
 
    Jesse took the lead, telling the receptionist their names.  Then, after a short wait, they were escorted down a nearby hallway to separate rooms.  Rikki sat on a padded table and looked around; it wasn’t all that dissimilar from a doctor’s examination room.  Thankfully, he didn’t have long to wait before a short, heavyset woman barged into the room, her eyes glued to the tablet in her hands.   
 
    She said, “So, you’re getting the works today, huh?” 
 
    “I…um…I guess,” said Rikki. 
 
    The woman looked up from her tablet, then narrowed her eyes.  “Your gender is listed as male,” she said.  “There must’ve been some mistake.” 
 
    Rikki shook his head.  He was used to being mistake for a woman; nobody paid attention anymore.  “No, that’s right,” he said.  “I’m a boy.”  
 
    The woman was obviously unconvinced, but she wasn’t going to argue with Rikki.  So, she went on, “Very well.  Today, we’ll take care of the lip fillers, the anal bleaching, and the first round of electrolysis.” 
 
    “First round?  You can’t finish today?” Rikki asked. 
 
    “No,” the woman said.  “It has to be done in stages, especially when we’re doing full body.  Even with localized areas, it takes multiple sessions to fully eradicate the follicle.”  
 
    “Oh,” Rikki said.  “I guess that makes sense.”  
 
    “So glad you approve,” the woman quipped.  “We’ll take care of the lip injections first, then move to the electrolysis.  After that, we’ll do the bleaching.  Any questions?” Rikki had none, so the woman went on. “Good.  Let’s get started.”  
 
    Over the next few hours, Rikki experienced more than a little pain.  It wasn’t as acute as when he’d had surgery, but the various needles associated with his procedures were anything but comfortable.  On top of that, the cream the technician smeared on his anus stung like nothing else at first.  The sting faded after a few minutes, but it still wasn’t entirely painless.   
 
    “Now,” said the technician - an older woman who looked like she’d never seen the inside of a gym.  She placed a white bag on the counter next to Rikki, who was still putting his yoga pants back on.  “You’re going to have to apply this cream each day, and then, in a week, we’ll hit it again.  It should only take a few sessions before the procedure’s finished, and those should coincide with your electrolysis appointments.”  
 
    Rikki tried not to wince.  Laser hair removal, as it turned out, hurt, and it had left his skin looking incredibly blotchy.  But it was for a good cause, he thought.  Soon, he’d never have to shave again - an attractive prospect by anyone’s measure. 
 
    Over the next month, he and Jesse visited the clinic six times, and at the end of it, they were incredibly happy with the results.  They both had perfect, plump, and kissable lips and smooth, hairless bodies.  And, almost as icing on the cake, their anuses weren’t the disgusting brown they’d been.  They were pink and cute in all the right ways.   
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    Jesse clutched his breast form as he tried to mimic the complex dance maneuver Jamie, the dance aerobics instructor, had just demonstrated.  “Ugh,” he muttered, just loud enough for Rikki to hear.  “These things are the worst.”  
 
    Rikki couldn’t disagree.  The falsies, even when they used plenty of adhesive, were incredibly temperamental, especially when sweat got involved.  More often than not, the things came unstuck and threatened to escape the confines of the sports bras they wore.  Still, though, they persevered through the workout; both Rikki and Jesse had mastered walking and dancing in the ridiculously high heels, and they’d even progressed to taking a pole dancing class.  Like most of the other girls, they found it incredibly overpowering.  There was just something about twirling around that pole that brought a smile to Rikki’s face. 
 
    After class, Jesse and Rikki went back to their apartment to relax before going to work.  And when Jesse threw himself down on the couch with a dramatic sigh, Rikki asked, “What’s got your panties in a twist?”  
 
    Jesse complained, “It’s these breast forms.  I hate them.” 
 
    “You don’t have to wear them outside of work,” Rikki reminded his friend as he pushed Jesse’s legs aside so he could sit on the couch.  Jesse just threw his legs across Rikki’s lap.  “That’s a choice.” 
 
    Jesse fixed him with a glare.  “Don’t be stupid,” he said.  “I like wearing them.  I just don’t like…you know…wearing them.”  
 
    “You realize those are opposite statements, right?” Rikki said. 
 
    Jesse groaned, then said, “You know what I mean.  I love the way they look, you know?  But everything that comes with wearing them?  It’s so annoying.  And the worst thing is that I wish they were actually bigger.  But forget trying to contain anything else in a bra, right?  It’d be so annoying.”  
 
    Thoughtful, Rikki tapped his lip, saying, “What if they were permanently attached?”  
 
    “We’ve tried every kind of adhesive, and none of it lasts more than -” 
 
    “No - I mean, what if we got implants?” Rikki asked. 
 
    “Like, breast implants?  Really?” Jesse said. 
 
    “Well, yeah,” was Rikki’s answer.  “I mean, why not, right?  We deserve to look good.  And it’d be a good investment, too.  You know the girls with bigger boobs get much better tips.  They’d kind of pay for themselves in the long run.”  
 
    It certainly wasn’t a new train of thought.  In fact, Rikki had been considering it for weeks.  Jesse had enumerated the problems quite well.  The breast forms were uncomfortable and inconvenient, and getting implants would solve both problems.   
 
    “How would we pay for them, though?  Sure, I get that we’d get better tips and everything, but they’re not going to take an IOU, are they?” said Jesse, obviously interested.   
 
    “We probably have enough left over from the college funds,” Rikki suggested. 
 
    “There’s no way we could get decent implants for what we have left,” Jesse said.  “And I refuse to go cheap.”  
 
    “Don’t they do financing?  We could use it as a down payment, maybe,” Rikki said.  “I don’t know.  I just…we could save the money or something.  I just want this, okay?  I really, really want it.  We just need to figure out how to make it happen.” 
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    Dr. Hannover smiled, then leaned forward.  “I think we can accommodate you,” he said.  “What size are we looking for?”  
 
    “D-Cups, at least,” said Jesse without a second’s hesitation. 
 
    Hannover’s smile didn’t fade, but he said, “Are we sure about that?  With your build, they may look a little too large.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” Rikki asked.  He and Jesse had discussed the implants at length, and the first thing they’d settled on was size.  “Bigger is better, right?”  
 
    Hannover laughed.  “Some people think so,” he said. “But there are a lot of factors that go into appropriate size.  Most notable is shoulder width.  You both have extremely narrow shoulders, especially for transgender women.  So -” 
 
    “We’re not transgender,” Jesse said. 
 
    “I’m sorry?” was the surgeon’s bewildered response.  “But you want -” 
 
    Rikki said, “Moving right along.  Narrow shoulders.  What does that have to do with breast implants?”  
 
    “Right,” said the doctor.  “There are two things you have to consider.  The actual size.  That’s constant.  It’ll be the same on everyone.  And then there’s the relative size.  You both have petite frames, so they’re going to look bigger on you than they do on a lot of women.”  
 
    Jesse leaned forward.  “D-Cups, doc,” he said  “We want D-Cups.”  
 
    The surgeon nodded.  “Very well,” he said. “Now - the process if pretty simple.  We use saline implants, so we can go in through the armpit.  You’ll have a small scar under your arm, but nothing on the breast itself.”  
 
    “Okay,” said Jesse.  “When can we set the appointment?  Sooner is better.” 
 
    “Right, sure,” Hannover said.  “Let me get my assistant in here, and we’ll get everything set up.” 
 
    Over the next hour or so, they went over some of the particulars, including scheduling, some cosmetic preferences, and surgery locations.  In the end, they set the procedures up to occur on consecutive days - Rikki would go first, then Jesse on the next day - a week hence. 
 
    The next week was difficult for Rikki.  He couldn’t stop thinking about his upcoming surgery.  Some of that was pre-surgical jitters and anxiety, but there was plenty of positive anticipation there as well.  The fact was that he very much wanted breasts of his own, and he was eager to get through the surgery and recovery process.   
 
    Eventually, the day dawned, and he went through a similar process to what he’d gone through during his previous surgeries.  However, this time, he felt like an old hand, and he didn’t freak out quite as much while being prepped.  Still, he required a bit of valium to soothe his nerves, same as before.   
 
    The surgeries, according to the surgeon, went incredibly well.  Both Jesse and Rikki came out of it with minimal complications, and the recovery process, while painful, couldn’t hold a candle to what they’d gone through before.  Once the bruising and swelling had all faded away, Rikki found himself standing naked in front of a mirror, Jesse right beside him.   
 
    And they looked perfect.   
 
    Sure, some people might’ve said their breasts were too large, but Rikki loved the way they hung from his chest.  More, with the addition of identical implants, he and Jesse looked even more alike.  In fact, an outsider might have assumed they were actual twins.   
 
    “Best decision ever,” he said, grinning. 
 
    Jesse just smiled alongside him, saying, “You can say that again.”  
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    “Ohmigawd!” exclaimed Christina, one of their coworkers.  “They look ah-mazing!”  
 
    They were in the small locker room at Big Mike’s, which meant that they were surrounded by women in various states of undress.  Some of the girls already had their tight tee-shirts on, but others were just in their underwear.  However, both Jesse and Rikki had opted to show off their brand-new boobs to their friends.  So, they were both proudly bare-chested, with their D-Cup breasts on full display.   
 
    Rikki grinned as the others admired his chest.  Sure, it wasn’t like it was natural - nobody in their right mind would look at his breasts and think they were anything but implants.  But they were big and round and everything he’d hoped they would be.  In fact, his entire body was, as far as he could see, perfect.  And Jesse’s was nearly identical, save that the other boy’s waist was still a half-inch smaller - a fact which Jesse never let Rikki forget.   
 
    After a few more minutes of showing off, Rikki and Jesse both dressed in their typical uniforms, then worked their shift out.  As predicted, they both got much better tips, no doubt because most of their customers couldn’t stop staring at their breasts.  After the shift, Christina pulled Rikki aside, saying, “You’re coming out with us tonight, right?  We’re going dancing.”  
 
    Rikki agreed without a second thought, and Jesse wasn’t far behind.  They were both eager to show their new assets off in a more casual setting, and going out to a club was the perfect opportunity. 
 
    Soon, Rikki and Jesse were at home and storming their closet for appropriate attire.  They tried on a variety of clothing - Rikki particularly liked a pair of sleek, leather pants when paired with a glittery, backless top that, without a generous helping of body tape, would’ve left his nipples exposed every time he moved.  Jesse, however, insisted that they wear a pair of incredibly short mini-dresses with plunging necklines that neither would’ve even considered wearing before their latest surgery.  But now?  Now, they were just what the doctor ordered.  So, once they’d paired the dresses with matching high heels, they left the apartment to meet Christina and the rest of their coworkers at the club.   
 
    When they arrived, the other girls were appropriately awestruck by the boys’ appearance, but their reactions were nothing compared to what they experienced in the club itself.  While they danced, they were the center of male attention, and more than once, they found themselves being blatantly groped.  Neither Jesse nor Rikki minded, either.  It was just their way of showing appreciation.  And when they were invited join one of the men at a private table, they jumped at the chance.   
 
    Curiously, he wasn’t the same type of man they usually attracted.  Instead of the tall, handsome, and muscular men who usually pursued them, this man - his name was Dylan - was short and a little scrawny.  In addition, he wore thick, horn-rimmed glasses and had a disheveled mop of brown hair on his head.  In short, he kind of looked like a dweeb.   
 
    Both Jesse and Rikki thought he was adorable, and they were drawn to him in a way neither could quite explain.  It was like human magnetism, and they spent most of their night draped all over him as they drank expensive alcohol in his private booth.   
 
    Eventually, Dylan said, “I think it’s time to get out of here.  Don’t you think so, ladies?”  
 
    Neither Rikki nor Jesse even considered correcting his misgendering mistake.  Instead, they both nodded, with Jesse cooing, “Maybe we can go back to your place, daddy?”  
 
    Daddy?  Seriously?  Jesse had never called a man that.  However, Rikki couldn’t think of a good reason that they shouldn’t give Dylan the respect he was due.   
 
    “I think that would be acceptable,” he said, rising from the booth.  The two blondes stood up beside him; in their bare feet, they would’ve been a little taller than him, but with in the heels, they towered over him.  “Follow me, ladies.”  
 
    Mmm.  Ladies.  Rikki liked the sound of that. 
 
    He and Jesse followed Dylan out of the club and into a limousine which was waiting outside.  Once they were all safely inside and the vehicle was moving, Jesse and Rikki were all over Jesse, kissing and groping him at least as blatantly as he’d groped them in the club.  He just sat back, enjoying it for the few minutes until they arrived at his estate.   
 
    Rikki hardly noticed the wrought-iron gate, the manicured lawns, or the expensive mansion.  He was too enraptured by Dylan, who suddenly seemed like the most perfect man in the world. 
 
    Soon, Jesse and Rikki followed him into a giant mansion, hardly noting the expensive decor as they quickly found their way to his expansive bedroom.  Once there, Dylan instructed them to strip.  They complied without a second’s hesitation.   
 
    Then, disappointingly, he ordered them to play with one another.  Jesse and Rikki were well-experienced at pleasing one another, so they put on a good show, eventually ending up with Rikki sitting on Jesse’s face as the other boy’s tongue darted in and out of his asshole.  However, neither of their hearts were really in it.   
 
    They wanted Dylan, not each other.   
 
    After what felt like an eternity during which the two boys went through the motions, Dylan finally rose from where he’d been sitting and watching.  Rikki’s breath caught in his chest as Dylan slowly undressed to reveal a very ordinary - perhaps even scrawny - body.  But to Rikki - and Jesse, too - it was perfect.  They climbed all over one another to worship at his feet.  Or, more appropriately, his cock.   
 
    That was probably the only real notable part of his appearance, and when compared to the rest of his body, it seemed even bigger than it really was.  Rikki couldn’t wait to wrap his lips around it.   
 
    For the briefest second, he wondered what he was doing.  Sure, he’d played with Jesse plenty of times, but that was different.  It wasn’t really sexual.  It was just two friends helping one another out.  Other than that, he’d never done anything sexual with a man before.  And now he was eagerly licking some scrawny nerd’s oversized cock?  It didn’t make sense. 
 
    The thoughts were gone almost as soon as they’d appeared, and soon, Rikki’s lust took over.  Jesse was in a similar boat, kneeling right beside him, darting in to suck Dylan’s cock whenever Rikki gave him the slightest opening.   
 
    “Okay, enough foreplay, pets,” the man said. “Now’s time for the main event.  On all fours.”  
 
    Jesse and Rikki both complied without question, kneeling on all fours like a pair of obedient dogs.  Rikki’s asshole spasmed in anticipation.  He didn’t just want Dylan to fuck him.  He needed it in a way he could never articulate.  He let out a low, quivering moan of need, which must’ve gotten the man’s attention, because he chose Rikki’s ass first. 
 
    Rikki let out a sigh of relief, which quickly turned to a trembling squeal of pleasure as Dylan plunged his saliva-slick cock deep inside of him.  It filled him in a way his various toys never could’ve.  He almost cried, it was so beautifully perfect.   
 
    Dylan thrust inside him, pistoning in and out with ruthless efficiency until, at last, Rikki came.  The orgasm far exceeded any other Rikki had experienced.  He thought he’d felt earth-shattering before.  He was wrong.  With Dylan still fucking him, he came, and everything else just ceased to matter.  He lost himself in the cascading waves of pleasure that enveloped him.  It felt like it would go on forever, that he would live in that ocean of ecstasy for the rest of his life.  So, when those waters finally began to recede, he felt like weeping.  No, he was crying - tears of joy poured down his cheeks as the aftershocks - more powerful than the orgasms he’d experienced at the hands of his toys - rolled through him. 
 
    And then Rikki was empty.   
 
    It took him a few seconds to understand what had happened, but eventually, he understood - Dylan had pulled out, and he was fucking Jesse right beside him.  And judging by his friend’s cries of pleasure, he was feeling the same things Rikki had.  For a brief second, Rikki was jealous.  He wanted Dylan all to himself.  But then, after only a few moment’s thought, he decided he didn’t mind sharing with his best friend.  Jesse’s pleasure was his pleasure, as far as he was concerned.  With that in mind, he leaned over and kissed his friend just as Jesse let out a cry of pleasure. 
 
    And that was only the beginning of the most perfect night of Rikki’s life.  He lost track of how many times Dylan fucked him.  He certainly didn’t know how times he came.  In fact, the night just seemed like one long orgasm that didn’t stop until everyone simply collapsed in exhaustion, asleep in mere seconds.   
 
    When he woke up, sore and still a little exhausted, it took him a few moments to remember what had happened.  However, when he did, Rikki allowed himself a small smile.  The night had been life-changing in a way he couldn’t describe.  And lying naked next to Dylan, his arm draped over his thin chest while Jesse lay on the other side in an almost identical pose, everything just felt right.  He contended himself to lie there, just enjoying that feeling until, finally, Dylan woke up.  When he did, Jesse wasn’t far behind.  Both remained on the bed as Dylan extricated himself from their arms and climbed off the bed.  His cock, even flaccid, seemed huge. 
 
    “I want to make a proposal,” he said, pulling on a pair of black boxer briefs.  Rikki was sad to see that python concealed beneath the fabric.  Still, he enjoyed looking at the man’s impressive bulge.  “Feel free to tell me if I’m barking up the wrong tree, though.”  
 
    “What kind of a proposal?” asked Jesse, taking the words from Rikki’s mouth.   
 
    Dylan turned on them and grinned.  Then, he explained what he wanted.  With the memory of the night they’d shared fresh in their minds, neither of them took more than a second to agree.   
 
    And that’s how they willingly became Dylan’s sex slaves. 
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    Dylan stood between a pair of his peers, a glass of wine in hand, as they discussed business.  He hardly heard the conversation.  Instead, his every attention was focused on the pair of naked sissies weaving through the crowd, offering refreshments to his guests.  It wasn’t an unusual sight.  Many of his friends and business associates kept slaves.  But, as far as Dylan was concerned, none were nearly as perfect as the pseudo-twins he’d created.   
 
    He could hardly even tell them apart.  Both had ideal proportions; with incredibly narrow waists, wide hips, and a distinct lack of muscle in their upper bodies.  With their blonde hair and gravity-defying breasts, they looked like a pair of Barbie dolls, save for the miniscule remnants of manhood he’d allowed them to keep.   
 
    Their collars, which they wore at all times, marked them as his property, though Dylan caught more than one of his friends eyeing them with jealous hunger.  And well they should, he thought.  They were masterpieces, even without considering the backstory which had driven their creation.   
 
    Neither Rick - or Rikki, as he preferred to be called - or Jesse remembered, but that wasn’t surprising.  It had been four years since they’d seen him.  However, Dylan certainly remembered the pair of bullies that had haunted his middle school existence.  More, he certainly remembered the suicide attempt they’d pushed him toward.  Thankfully, it had been unsuccessful, but his parents, finding out how difficult his time at school was, had chosen to homeschool him.  So, he’d left that middle school behind, and eventually, he’d excelled in a variety of subjects.  While his peers were all entering their sophomore year in high school, he’d already surpassed them by enrolling in college.  A couple of years later, he had a degree in biology.  And by the time his former classmates graduated high school, he was already the CEO of his own bioengineering firm.  However, it wasn’t until he made his first million that he began to hatch his plan for revenge.   
 
    Dylan, you see, had never forgotten his tormenters, and he’d long ago vowed to make them pay.  To that end, he hired a team of specialists to slowly manipulate Jesse and Rick into becoming a pair of perfect sissies.  Using hypnotic conditioning cleverly embedded in every piece of media they consumed, a few fake contests which had given them all the excuses they needed to make the decisions he dictated, and his own proprietary blend of various hormones that had robbed them of anything resembling masculinity, he’d transformed the two college students, changing them from a pair of meatheads to perfect representations of sissihood.  And now, they were his to do with as he pleased.   
 
    “Master?” said Jesse, holding up a tray filled with glasses of champagne.  “Would you like a drink?”  
 
    Dylan shook his head. “No,” he said.  “But I’d like for you and Rikki to put on a show for my friends.”  
 
    He nodded at a raised portion in the center of the room, on which was a double-ended dildo.  “Ass to ass?” asked Jesse. 
 
    “Ass to ass,” Dylan concluded.   
 
    The sissy smiled, then grabbed her fellow slave’s wrist, guiding her to the low stage.  A second later, the two were on all fours and rocking back and forth, connected by the dildo.  They moved in perfect sync, their asses slapping together with practiced perfection.   
 
    Dylan just smiled. 
 
    “If anyone ever said revenge wasn’t sweet, they were fools,” he said to no one in particular.  “It’s everything I hoped for and more.”  
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