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PART ONE

Rod Parker was a horn dog. He knew it, and he knew his friends, few though they were, knew it. He went out with a few girls, but they must have figured it out fairly quicky, because they never went out with him again.

He thought it was grossly unfair.

Here he was, a handsome fellow, maybe a bit thin, and maybe his face was a bit soft, but he was handsome and he treated women right, and…why wouldn’t they go out with him?

But, no. Once people found out he was horny all the time they didn’t want to be around him.

‘Sorry, Rod. But I want to go out with somebody who’s not obsessed with sex.’ That was what they had to be thinking in their minds when they refused him.

So he lived a lonely life. A one room apartment, a good car (because he didn’t spend much money on women), and lots of nights spent in front of the computer watching porn.

But what’s a guy to do when the world rejects him?

And his life would have continued in that vein except that one day he heard a noise under his apartment. Doors opening and closing, voices, laughter.

But that apartment had been empty all summer! The student who had rented it had graduated and gone home.

Rod stopped lusting after Lisa Ann and stroking his meat and pulled up the computer’s calendar. Holy fuck! It was September already! How could that be? Just a few days before school had ended and the apartment had gone empty and…had he really spent the whole summer doing nothing but watching porn and jerking off?

Stunned, he realized that he had.

He pushed back from the computer, yawned, realized that he was going to have to do something. He couldn’t spend his whole life locked into the computer searching for a sexual thrill. Could he?

Unfortunately, he probably could. The way his love life was going, the way girls looked at him after they found out what a horn dog he was…crap!

He got up and went to the fridge. He took out a Coke and opened it, sipped. He put his nose to his armpits and sniffed. Gah! He needed a shower. He had been so locked into the internet porn show he couldn’t remember the last time he had washed.

Heck, he could have headed down to the community pool and jumped in. That was good enough for a shower, but…his train of thought was interrupted by motion outside his window, down below on the back parking lot.

He moved to the window and looked out.

Old Mrs. Grinstead was showing the new tenant the parking and dumpster arrangements.

Old Mrs. Grinstead was an ancient wreck of a woman. Two chins, a cane, a sizable butt that waddled so much she could actually touch both sides of the hallway downstairs.

The girls she was showing the apartment to, however, were WOW!

They both had nice, large, sizable, suckable bosoms. One was blonde and giggled. The other was brunette and laughed delightedly.

Freshman, no doubt.

The blonde was wearing shorts and a cut off sweat shirt that showed a narrow waist and accentuated her boobs.

The blond was wearing a skirt and a halter top.

And it was a toss up as to which one was the more well endowed.

Rod stayed back so they couldn’t see them. His pecker was hanging out, he hadn’t bothered to zip up after stroking to Lisa Ann, and he started stroking it again. His imagination began running, and he could see himself with the blonde, down between her legs, eating voraciously. Or maybe the brunette, her spanking his balls while he sucked on her beautiful knockers.

Or, heck, both of them together, with him tied down as they made love on top of him, stopping their Lesbian scissoring only to slide their delicious pussies over his hunk of burning love manhood, and…he moved back further. Mrs. Grinstead was pointing up at his window.

He watched, wondering what she was saying, then she laughed and the girls giggled and they all peered up at him.

They couldn’t see him, but it felt like they could, and it looked like they were laughing at him.

He could imagine Mrs. Grinstead talking about him. ‘Oh, he’s a horn dog. Don’t bother with him!’

He almost sobbed with the embarrassment.

Then Mrs. Grinstead and the two girls moved towards the building, out of sight, and a minute later he heard them in the apartment again.

The sound of the toilet flushing.

The sound of the garbage disposal.

They were kicking all the tires and slamming the doors.

Then the front door closed and it was silent.

And Rod had an idea.

He ran out into the hallway and sprinted to the front of the building. Mrs. Grinstead was walking down the walk towards the front office. The two girls got into an old VW bug and drove down the street.

He smiled, and ran for his apartment.

The former tenant, Billy Thorn, had once given him a key. He was going home for a week and wanted somebody to water his plants and feed his gold fish.

Rod had tried to tend to the plants and goldfish daily, but the porn had eventually got to him and the goldfish died.

But the point of all this was that he still had the key to the apartment.

And there were going to be nekkid girls down there!

Rod found the key and ran down to the apartment. He knocked. He opened. It was empty.

He ran upstairs and got out his Black and Decker 12 volt power drill.

He went to the corners of his bedroom and drilled a tiny hole in the corner.

He drilled another hole for the other bedroom, and then for the living room.

He ran downstairs, swept up the little bit of sawdust that had dropped from the ceiling, and ran back upstairs.

The summer before he had worked for an electronics store. During which time the owner had decided to throw out a half dozen pin hole cameras. Customers had brought them back, he couldn’t restock them, so into the trash they went.

And out of the trash and into Rod’s pockets.

Pinhole cameras. Teensy weensy. And wireless. They would hook right up to his computer.

Rod fed the little wires into the holes he had drilled.

The apartment below was still empty, so he went down and checked the cameras. They were just dots on the ceiling, You could look directly at them and think they were nothing.

He made sure they were perfectly flush with the ceiling, then went upstairs and wrapped duc tape around the wires to keep in place. Then he ran back upstairs to his apartment. And this time he was just in time. As he ran up the stairs the sound of a Volkswagen bug and a cargo van could be heard on the street.

He looked out the front window. Yep. The girls were back.

He chortled as he closed his apartment door. He laughed as powered up his computer. He felt like dancing on the ceiling as he connected the cameras to his computer.

He watched as the girls entered the apartment. Moved furniture in. Unpacked boxes. Put dishes in the cupboard.

Then they were gone.

He was so excited by his cleverness that he took a shower. And, of course, pleasured himself.

He was going to have a whole year, and maybe longer, of watching real, live girls. Girls in their natural habitat. Giggling and putting on make up.

Then he squirmed. He didn’t want them to have boyfriends. Already he was thinking of them as his. He wanted them to remain pure and unsullied.

They couldn’t have boyfriends! Could they?

The girls came back and brought in bags of groceries. He watched as they put the Raisin Bran on top of the fridge. He stared as they put milk inside the refrigerator. He could almost read the labels on the cans they put in the cupboard, the cameras were that good.

All afternoon he watched the girls, and he fell in love, and he wanted to spend the rest of his life just watching them.

Watching them undress, brush their teeth, shower, put on their clothes…their dainty underthings.

He sighed, and, the oddest thing…he didn’t have a boner.

But he always had a boner!

But the truth was that, for the first time in his horny life, he was experiencing a pure love.

Look…but don’t touch.

Watch…but that’s all.

The days passed, the weeks passed.

Instead of watching porn Rod would watch his neighbors. Hour after hour. Sometimes nothing would happen. He would watch them eat their breakfast, he would watch them watch TV. He would watch them go to and from classes and study.

He would sometimes awake in the middle of the night and watch them sleep.

The blonde was Cynthia. She was a farm girl from Iowa. Gorgeous with a pert personality that made everybody smile.

The brunette was Chloe. She was from Omaha. She was subtle, a jokester at heart, but gentle with people.

Interestingly, though he probably spent more time watching the girls than he had ever spent watching porn, Rod’s own grades began coming up.

Pre-‘The Girls’ his grades were just managing to skate by. A month in and he had passed tests and it looked like he might get up to a C average.

After The Girls he found that though he was obsessed, he wasn’t out of control. When they ate breakfast he would eat his own cereal. When they drank wine and chatted he would sip a Coke and lean forward and listen to them. and watch them. When they studied…he would lay his books out in front of the computer and study, too.

In short, though he was the perv, they were a good influence on him.

The weeks passed, the months passed.

By Christmas he was definitely a C, and it was looking like he might actually be a on line for a B.

He started keeping a journal.

He would listen to them discuss something, list the points of their discussion, then, like a father—well, more like a helpful brother—he would offer advice, his own opinion.

And his own opinion being aware of how males would act, was frequently good.

When they came to the same conclusions as he did he rejoiced. When they chose another path he would almost cry.

Didn’t they understand?

But, they didn’t.

They had visitors. A lot of females, fellow students, and they would have little coffee chats and discuss fashion and boys and classes and boys and work and boys.

Each of the girls had a job. Cynthia worked at a pizza parlor. She would come home and he would imagine her smelling like dough.

In his mind he would lick her fair skin clean. Burrow his head into her pussy. Give her hours of joy.

Chloe worked in a warehouse. She would come home and he would imagine her smelling of forklift fumes. He would give her a bath, wash her body, her hair, and then take her to bed where they would snuggle under the blankets for hours.

And they had boy visitors. He called them boys because he could see they were just horny, little boys. Grinning and trying to be clever as they tried to get into The Girls’ pants.

He hated the boys, and rejoiced when The Girls put them off.

And he about died when a boy would spend the night.

Didn’t the girls see what he saw?

He wanted to tell them, to run down the stairs and pound on their door and scream at them that Joe was a jacker, Henry was a creep, Billy looked at their backside in a lewd manner when they weren’t facing him.

And he knew because he had been them. These were the boys who spent time watching porn and jacking off.

But, of course, he could say nothing. He could only watch and groan…and occasionally cry.

Yes. His was a love that was pure.

And it was a trap of his own devise.

They went home for Christmas break.

He watched them load up their bug and drive down the street, and he sorrowed for his lost hours. He wanted to watch over them. He wanted to guide them. He wanted to live and suffer with them. But not love with them.

He was pure, too pure, and he didn’t understand that he was manifesting a fear.

He visited their apartment while they were gone. He walked through the apartment, examined their clothes, their dainty underthings. He imagined what it would be like to be the slip that lay upon the warm skin. He wondered what it would be like to wear their lipstick.

He went back upstairs and cried.

He knew that he was bad, what he was doing was wrong. He was a pervert, a creep, and he could never deserve The Girls.

He pined for them to come home. He wrote about his feelings in his diary.

One day in January, the semester having started, Rod went to the mail box. It was one of several rows of boxes, and he fiddled with the key and opened the door and peered in.

Junk mail. Not even a bill. He closed the door and—

“Hi.” Cynthia had come up and was opening their box.

“Uh…”

He was terrified, and kept a calm face. She must never know, they must never know, that he watched over them.

“Funny we haven’t met, but I’m Cynthia and we live…” she looked at his box, “Oh, gosh. We live right below you. I hope we haven’t made too much noise.

“Uh…no.” Was his face red? Would she notice?

She stared him, staring at her. “You’re one of the silent types, aren’t you?”

“Uh…I don’t…I guess.”

“Well, don’t worry.” She linked her arm in his! She was walking him back to the apartment! He could feel her warmth, her breast was actually touching his arm! He felt faint! “I know that some people aren’t talkers like my roommate and I.”

He smiled, a rictus of panic, hoping she didn’t perceive the lock of his facial muscles.

“We’ll have to get acquainted. You’ll have to come down and see us.”

She chattered a bit more, seemed unaware that he was dying a slow death, and they arrived at their apartment house.

“Well, see ya,” and she headed down the hall, leaving him to mount the steps.

His arm felt like it was glowing. He was afraid to move it, to move away from the way she had touched him. His heart was pounding.

And, thank God she hadn’t noticed his cock pressing his jeans out.

He moved up the stairs in a dream. He entered the apartment and sat down at his computer and called up The Girls feed.

“Hey, Chloe, I met the guy who lived upstairs.”

“Really?” Chloe was wearing pajamas. “What’s he like?”

“He’s nice, but I don’t think I’ve ever met anybody so shy. He was actually blushing just from me saying hi.”

“So you grabbed his cock and had a quickie?”

“Girl, you are so-o-o-o bad!” She threw a couch pillow at Chloe, and the fight was on.

Rod stared at the screen, still dazed, as the girls fought and laughed and rolled about. Then he wrote about The Great Mailbox Encounter in his journal. And how he loved how free the girls were, wrestling and laughing and joking.

When he was done he put his head down and sobbed.

January passed, and February. Talk of Christmas gone became talk of Spring Break.

The Girls studied, made plans, and spring sprang. Well, March trudged through and the first shoots of greenery assaulted the world.

Rod was on line for an A average. He couldn’t believe it. he was starting to understand his subjects. He watched the girls outlining their study plans, and when they studied, he studied, and he was gaining more and more confidence. In studies. Not in The Girls.

Of The Girls he was still terrified.

And made note of that terror in his little book.

His little book was not big, but it was succinct. And it detailed how he felt, his love for the girls and how they made him a better person.

He wished he could be like them.

The pages had little warp drops caused by tears.

Spring Break came and went, and now the big study was for finals.

Rod was definitely on track for an A average. He couldn’t believe it. He wanted to run downstairs and thank The Girls.

Of course, he couldn’t.

And that was when Axel Blaze made his appearance.

Rod didn’t think that was his real name, and he wasn’t a nice fellow. A little too much grease in his hair. A subtle way of bullying people without them realizing it. A sly way of looking at girls. His eyes judging their flesh and canceling out their spirit.

But, as is so often, girls are fooled by The Bad Boy. They think he is cute, and they don’t see his way of fabricating, misleading, hiding his true persona.

Rod saw him for what he was at the first glance. And his opinion was backed up when he watched Axel go through Cynthia’s purse.

He didn’t take anything, but he did something with her keys. It would be a while before anybody realized that he had made a clay impression of her house key.

Axel grinned in a slimy way and visited the girls often.

When they weren’t looking he checked out the apartment, walked over to a screen and examined it. Looked for security measures. Felt the doorknobs, and Rod felt sure he was wondering if The Girls locked their bedrooms at night.

The Girls talked about Axel. They giggled and considered him as viable fodder in their daily search for boys.

He wanted to scream at them. To warn them. And he wrote of his concerns in his diary.

But there was no way to warn The Girls. Not without exposing himself. And the thought of that was impossible.

Without The Girls he would have no life.

May Fifth fell on a Monday, and after school there was much partying. It was Cinqo de Mayo, a Mexican holiday, but college kids party on any holiday.

That day students wore serape’s, and the liquor stores experienced a run on Tequila, and the party started.

There was a small party underneath Rod. The Girls invited a half a dozen friends over and poured libations. “To the Battle of Puebla!” they shouted, toasting the Mexican victory over the French.

The liquor in the bottles disappeared, slid down throats and erupted in happiness and the wonderful stupidity of being drunk.

Rod watched from above. He wanted to be down there, but he couldn't be. He was a creep. A pervert, and he knew it.

He was a horn dog, and the girls of the world were not for him.

And the night passed with him sipping Coke and wondering what would happen to him.

He would never marry. He would live a sad life of frustration, knowing he wasn’t good enough.

He made a few notes in his journal, but stopped. His hand was shaking and he wanted everything to be neat in his sacred tome.

The noise died down.

People left.

Cynthia and Chloe talked for a while. They turned out the lights and watched TV for a while. Then they went to bed.

Rod sat in front of the computer. His notebook was open, his heart was crying, and just when he was about to shut the computer down he stopped.

Below him, in the silent apartment of The Girls, the front door opened.

Rod half stood up. Maybe The Girls had left the door open…but, no. He had seen them lock it.

The figure was dressed in black. He was wearing a black ski mask. He held a key, which would turn out to be hand carved from an impression in a chunk of clay.

He walked like a cat, making no noise. Rod could feel that the intruder was hardly breathing.

Rod was standing now, his chair pushed back, his hands in fists.

“No!” he said.

But he was a silent fellow. He rarely spoke. He didn’t yell.

The black shape underneath him looked into Chloe’s room.

Rod could see him from the spy cam in the living room, and from the spy cam in Chloe’s bedroom.

“No!” He was afraid. He didn’t want to wake The Girls! He couldn’t wake The Girls! Nobody must know about him!

The intruder moved to Cynthia’s room.

Rod watched him. He watched him take out a length of rope.

“No!” He had to do something. He had to! but he couldn’t. nobody must find out…but The Girls…he had to…

He watched as the intruder crossed Cynthia’s room.

Sat on her back.

She awoke and his body weight stopped her from screaming. He began tying her hands.

No! echoed in his mind as Rod ran across the room, opened his door and went down the stairs.

No! he was crying as he turned the corner and headed for The Girl’s front door.

No! The front door was ajar, probably for a quick get away.

In spite of the struggles on Cynthia’s bed Chloe hadn’t woken up. she had had too much to drink.

Rod ran across the living room, into Cynthia’s bedroom, and launched himself at the invader.

Rod had a momentary advantage, he punched and punched, but the other fellow was strong.

He managed to get Rod off him, flipped him over, and he punched Rod. Again and again, and then he stopped and fell on Rod.

Rod was hurting. He wasn’t much of a fighter, and in spite of the first advantage, he was beaten and bruised.

He managed to push the man’s body off him and he sat up.

Chloe was standing there with a broken vase in hand.

Cynthia was underneath him, crying.

“It’s okay,” Rod said. He undid Cynthia’s bonds and used the rope to tie the attacker’s wrists, then his feet. The girls were crying, holding each other. “I saw him…he was going to…”

He took the man’s mask off. Axel Blaze.

In that moment The Girls lost all illusions concerning bad boys.

And they stared at Rod in a most disconcerting manner.

The police came.

Axel groaned and came awake, and the police called an ambulance. Axel wasn’t hurt, but that was the procedure.

Rod was hurt. He had bruises on his face, his ear was swollen, he had a cut lip that was swelling rapidly.

He sat on the couch and talked to the police while the medics worked on him. Chloe was sitting in a kitchen chair listening to his story. Cynthia had gone outside to talk to the cops.

“I heard noises from upstairs. I came down and found the door open. Then this guy came out of the room. He beat me up pretty good.”

“You did fine, son.” The cop smiled. He looked at Chloe. “You got a hero on your hands. The guy who broke in was bigger than him, and…” he turned back to Rod. “You did all right.”

Chloe started to say something, but stopped.

Cynthia re-entered the apartment.

Rod finished his tale and the police were done with him. The medics were also done with him.

As the policeman walked out of the apartment Rod made to follow him, but Chloe grabbed him. “Wait,” she said.

Rod waited, and he was terrified. The apartment door closed. The two girls stared at him.

“I’ve got to go…I have a class…” he stuttered a bit as he tried to make his getaway.

Chloe, with the help of Cynthia, pushed him towards the couch. “Sit down.”

“But I’ve got to…” she stood in front of him, blocked him, and kept him seated.

“You said you heard noises. But there was no noise.”

“Well, I had a feeling, and I didn’t think the cop would believe me so I said I heard.”

Cynthia had stepped next to Chloe, and she said, “You said the guy was coming out of my room. But he wasn’t.”

“I was confused.”

Then Cynthia lowered the boom. “You left your door open. I went up to close it and saw your computer on. I could see this apartment on the screen.”

Now Rod was beaten. The Girls were going to call the cops again. Now it was his turn to go to jail.

“I read your journal.”

“Oh…uh…” his face was red. He was destroyed. He was beaten.

“Journal?” asked Chloe.

“Yes. Rod here has been watching us. He’s got some sort of spy cameras in our ceilings, and he watches over us.”

“What?”

“Come on. I’ll show you. You better come, too, Rod.”

Rod didn’t want to return to his apartment. He wanted to run away, hide, dig a hole in the wilderness and wait for the snows to bury him.

They walked up the stairs. Cynthia holding to his arm, like she had the first time he met her, but this time it wasn’t so agreeable.

This time she was stopping him from running away.

He could feel her boobs, her warmth, and he was so scared.

He didn’t want to go to prison.

First he was a horn dog, and he had turned into a perv, and now…now he was caught.

They entered his apartment and Chloe went to the computer.

Cynthia held on to Rod.

Chloe stared at the screen, saw the three views.

“You can hear everything.”

Chloe looked at Rod, and he could feel her condemnation.

“Should we call the cops?”

“Read his journal.”

Chloe looked at the open book, turned the pages, and her face slowly changed.

Not condemnation. Worse. Pity.

Pity for a weirdo who peeped and jacked.

“Oh, my God.” She finally looked up.

“Tears your heart out, doesn’t it.”

“That’s why he’s so shy.”

“He’s scared of being found out.”

“But did you see how his grades went up? Did you read how he watches over us? How he wants to help us but he can’t? Did you read about how he overcame porn?”

“He involved himself with us.”

“He saved us.”

“He risked his life, tackled a bigger man and took a beating, but wouldn’t quit.”

Rod started to cry. “I’m sorry. I’m sorry.”

His tears were so heavy he couldn't see through them. His shoulders shuddered and he buried his face in his hands.

The girls watched him.

“He’s so soft.”

“Not like any boyfriend I ever had.”

“No.”

Chloe closed his book and stood up. “What are we going to do with him?”

“I don’t know. Grab his journal. Let’s take him downstairs and talk about it.”

Chloe picked up the journal, held it in one hand.

Cynthia was still holding his arm. Chloe linked her arm through his other one.

“Where are…where are…”

“We’re going to our apartment. And you’re coming with us.”

“But…”

“We want to keep an eye on you. They way you’re scared you’d run away at the first chance. We’re not going to give you a chance.”

“But…I’m sorry. I’ll never…I’ll take out the spycams. You can burn the journal.”

“This?” Chloe laughed. “No way we’re letting go of this. This is the gold.”

More tears flowed over Rod’s cheeks. He knew they wouldn’t burn it. It was evidence. And if they hadn’t been holding him he would have run away.

His face was burning, he felt weak and scared. They walked him into their apartment and sat him on the couch.

Cynthia took the journal and began reading it in detail.

“Do you want a drink?” she asked Rod.

“I don’t…drink….much.” He was having a hard time talking.

She mixed him a bourbon and Coke. She handed it to him. “Drink it. All of it. You need to relax.”

He sipped the drink and tried to stop crying.

Cynthia read fast, skimming through the pages.

“Hunh! He thinks he’s got a reputation as a horn dog.”

“Look at him. He’s not brave enough to be a horn dog.”

“I think it’s mostly in his mind. He’s condemned himself through his own imagination.”

“You say girls wouldn’t go out with you.”

He shook his head slowly, afraid to look up at her.

“I think they gave up because you don’t talk enough. A girl’s got to have some communication, you know.”

“I…I…know.” He gulped loudly.

“And then you watched porn and beat off.”

He didn’t say anything, just looked down at the floor. He had never been so mortified in his life.

Chloe lifted his chin. Made him look at her. She had such beautiful eyes.

Cynthia then said the most interesting thing. “You think you’re a horn dog. Heck, we’re all horn dogs. Everybody jacks off, looks at porn, thinks about the opposite sex. Drink some more.”

He sipped and Cynthia kept reading.

“You keep saying you love us, that we’re helping you, and…you want to be like us.”

He wasn’t used to whiskey, and the drink he had imbibed was already affecting him.  “You’re brave,” he explained. “You talk to people. And…and…”

“What?” asked Chloe.

He stared at the floor again. A whisper: “You’re so beautiful.”

Cynthia finished reading the book. She put it on the side table. She looked at Rod. “So what are we going to do with you.”

He shook his head.

“You’re a hero, you saved us, and reading your journal…still waters run deep, but they run pure.”

“Yeah,” he says that,” observed Chloe. “He has a pure love for us.”

“Can you let me go?” he begged.

Cynthia sat back. She and Chloe were wearing robes, and Rod had a glance of her legs, of her bare breast under the fold of material.

“Let you go? Not a chance!”

Chloe smiled. “Are you thinking what I’m thinking?”

“Absolutely.”

And The Girls grinned.


PART TWO

That night The Girls made Rod sleep in their apartment. Between them.

Nothing happened, they just wanted to make sure he didn’t run away.

Rod was pretty badly beaten. He woke up alone in Cynthia’s bed. He smelled her. And Chloe. Their smell had gotten all over him.

His boner was sizable, to say the least.

He got out of bed slowly, feeling his aches and pains. He wondered if The Girls had gone to class. When he went into the living room Chloe was sitting at the table. She had a big plate of bacon and eggs ready for him, and a pitcher of cold OJ.

“Come on, hero,” she called to him.

He looked at the front door

“Don’t even think about it.”

Her admonishment, and the smell of breakfast, convinced him. He went to the table and sat down and she dished him up a plate.

“Where…where…”

“Cynthia had a quick errand to do.”

“I need to go home,” he whispered.

“What? You’d rather look at me on the computer? Instead of talking to me in the flesh?”

If it was possible, he turned a brighter shade of red.

She put her hand on his wrist. “Like it or not, you have become our pet project. Horny or not, and it looks like you are,” she glanced down at his groin and grinned, “we are going to save you. We are going to help you slay the dragons in your mind. And the first thing we must do is talk about why you think you’re perverted.”

He ate slowly, remembering to chew, and she asked him questions.

“Why do you think you’re obsessed with sex?”

It took her long minutes to dig it out of him. And then she had to piece together his halting conversations and whispered words.

“Because…because I’m….erect…all the t-t-time.”

She laughed. “I’m horny all the time. So what?”

“Nu…nu…no.”

“Nu…nu…yes. Have you ever dreamed of running down the street and grabbing every man you could find by the crotch?”

He stared at her.

“Yep. I think about that sometimes. Wouldn’t it be cool to be that free. But like you I am held back by what I think in my mind. But what I think is just stupid, what you think, withholding yourself from life just because you get boners…that’s bad.”

He ate. Was afraid to ask anything, to respond, but that didn’t matter. As she had said, they were making him their private project, and she kept the conversation going, kept asking him embarrassing questions, and didn’t laugh or get shocked no matter what he said.

“Hello?” the door closed and Cynthia walked into the living room. She arrowed over to the kitchen table and plopped herself down.

“How’s lover boy?”

He looked down quickly.

She laughed. “Still shy, eh? Well, we’ll take care of that.”

Chloe smiled and said, “He thinks he’s a pervert because he jacks off a lot and has lewd thoughts about women.”

“Ha! I jack off a lot and think lewd thoughts about men.”

Rod sat, ears burning, but inside his cranium he was starting to wonder. A spark of question was eating at his soul. He was starting to question the way he thought about himself.

“Well, I have the early shift at the pizza parlor.” Cynthia. went to her bedroom and came back out a minute later holding her uniform. It was a one piece dress. Drab. With a picture of a slice of pizza on the back and her name tag on the front.

She stood next to Rod and unbuttoned her blouse. She grinned and he wanted to shrink into a speck of dust and blow away.

“Come on, Rod, you’ve seen me dress and undress lots of time. Now look at me and enjoy the real thing.”

Chloe reached across the table and turned his head and made him watch. She had to do this by standing behind him and putting her arms around his neck. Her large boobs were against his head.

Cynthia tossed the blouse away, then shimmied out of her shorts. Rod was compelled to stare at her panties, the pussy with the little landing strip barely concealed.

“That’s it, lover,” cooed Chloe. “It’s a pussy. Want to touch it?”

His mouth was open, his brain was in shock, he wanted to, but…but…

“I’ve got to get to work or I’d make you touch it. Maybe even make you eat it. Now help me into this stupid uniform.”

Chloe grabbed his ear and made him stand up. Cynthia handed him the uniform. Their hands guided him, he felt their flesh, his arms brushed against Cynthia’s boobs, and he helped her put the green work dress on.

“Thanks, stud.”

Suddenly Rod jerked. Chloe had put her hand right on his crotch.

“It’s working. He’s hard.”

“Yippee for hard ons!”

Then the girls dragged him to the front door and walked out.

They each grabbed one of his arms and pulled him across the campus. Every once in a while they would encounter one of their friends.

“Hey, Marsha, this is Rod. We had a rapist break into our apartment last night, and though he was bigger. Rod beat him up. Wailed heck out of him. See his bruises?”

Rod was almost dead of fright.

“The problem is he’s awfully shy. But if you see him without us, make sure you talk to him and help him get over his shyness. Okay?”

And the friend would agree, and smile at Rod, and then another friend would come along.

They crossed the campus, turned down the street, and headed for Binkie’s Pizza. Rod was introduced to half a dozen girls, then, when he entered the pizza parlor, Cynthia yelled, “HEY EVERYBODY!” And she told everybody, even complete strangers, what a hero he was.

And while she talked Chloe held onto his arm tightly, and whispered for him to relax in his ear, and her soft lips even brushed against his ears.

He had to lean forward to hide the hard bulge in his pants.

Cynthia went to work and Chloe walked Rod back to her apartment. On the way she chattered. She talked about classes, and she asked him questions, and when he didn’t answer she didn’t seem to mind.

Inside the apartment she pulled him into her room.

“Wait…wait…”

“Why…why…” she giggled and she kissed him. Just put her arms around him and kissed him. Her soft lips pressing against his, his eyes open in shock.

She pulled back. “Whew. I like the taste of you, but we have to work on your kissing method. First, close your eyes, don’t squinch them shut, just let them close, focus on the lips, and it’s okay if you move your lips and sample mine. Let’s go.”

She kissed him again. And again. And again.

His boner, of course, was world class.

“Man, you’ve got a real stiffie here.”

She reached down and grabbed his dong. Right through his pants. And squeezed. she looked into his eyes and said, “I think we need to get a little more comfortable.”

She reached for the hem of his tee shirt and lifted it.

He wanted to object, he was afraid, but he was also caught.

Pervert or not, what man doesn’t allow himself to be undressed by a beautiful woman?

And being a pervert actually helped.

She kissed him, and undid her blouse, wiggled out of it without breaking the kiss.

She took his hands and placed them on her breasts. She unzipped his pants and pushed them down.

Rod was frozen. He stood, lips engaged, hands full, pants around his ankles, and a big boner touching Chloe’s belly.

She backed up a little, smiled, and said, “Undo my bra.”

She had to reach around her, and his flesh brushed against hers, and his penis hit her belly again. He stopped.

She grabbed his dick and held it. “The bra.”

He could hardly breath. He was faint. He unfastened her bra and felt her large tits fall against his chest.

She kissed him again and again, then slid down his body and took his penis in her mouth.

Rod was faint, all his dreams come true, and he struggled to comprehend.

Chloe moved her mouth on him. She reached behind and touched his asshole. He jerked.

“Easy, lover. You’re going to like this.”

He did. Her digit wiggled into him, felt for his prostate, and between that and her voracious mouth…he began to shoot.

She stayed on her knees and drank every drop of him.

He shuddered and shivered, and was empty.

She rose up, opened her mouth to show him, then swallowed. Then she gave him a light kiss on the mouth and said, “We need to shower.”

She lead him into the bathroom.

Cynthia came home to find them in bed. She immediately took off her clothes and joined in the fun.

The girls chatted over him, took breaks to kiss him. Fought over who got to hold his dick.

He lay between them, reacting, unsure of himself, but learning.

Then, right in front of Chloe, Cynthia rode him. And Chloe lay on her side, head propped up by one arm, and offered advice.

“Tilt your hips Yes…that’s it. See how she hangs on and shudders? Excellent. Now would be a good time to raise your head to her boobs.

And though he had just cum that morning, Rod found himself curling his toes and rolling his eyes back.

He was a pervert, but it was okay.

Life had changed for Rod.

He walked to classes and girls came up and walked with him. They smiled and held his hand and his arm. They talked, and didn’t mind when he didn’t have much to say. They even kissed him before they pushed him into his classes.

During the night, when he wasn’t down in The Girls’ apartment, he watched Chloe and Cynthia on the computer. They walked around nude a lot, and they grinned and waved at his cameras.

But they made sure he spent most of his time in their apartment.

He was making progress. He didn’t turn beet red when a girl merely looked at him. But he still didn’t talk much.

The Girls, of course, decided that that had to end.

“You’ve got to pick up your end of the conversation.” Chloe pointed out.

“You’ve got to learn how to initiate a conversation.”

“When they asked how you’ve been say something, then ask them a question back.”

“But…what kind of question?” He no longer stuttered, but his voice was so very soft.

“Anything. How’s the weather. How’s class. Does your pussy smell.”

He turned red and The Girls laughed hysterically.

“To start a conversation just say hi and ask them something.”

“I…I don’t…”

“Ask them if they understood the latest assignment. Or, if they aren’t in your class, ask them what class they are in.

“Well, I guess I could.”

“Of course you can. Just look them in the eye and blurt it out.”

Unfortunately, though he was learning, he just couldn’t seem to get the  ‘conversation’ bit.

He tried, but he fumbled, and he died away. And it didn’t even help that the girls on campus were so willing to be with him and talk to him.

On a Friday afternoon, the end of finals week, with three days of nothing to do, not even work, the girls had reached a breaking point. They sat Rod down and began talking to him.

“Rod. We’ve had it. We’re going to sit here for the next three days and you are going to initiate every conversation we have.”

Rod went into lockbrain.

“I…I…”

The girls threw up their hands, and…knock knock.

“Come in!” yelled Chloe.

Sandra Bingham entered the apartment.

Sandra was a knock out gorgeous babe who had taken a deep interest in Rod. She sat down at the table with everybody and asked, “What’s the haps?”

“We’re trying to get Rod to initiate conversations. He’s doing well in everything, but he tends to fade away and drop his end of the communication.

“Rod! Do you do that?”

Rod nodded.

Sandra laughed. “That’s an easy one to cure.”

“What?” The Girls looked at their friend.

“Look, he’s afraid of women, and the reason he’s afraid is that he doesn’t understand women. We’re a mystery to him. So what’s the easiest way to make a man understand what a woman is?”

The Girls looked blank.

“You simply have to…” and she outlined the process.

Mouths opened. Everybody was learning something new here.

Cynthia turned to Rod. “Are you willing to try?”

Rod nodded.

Sandra said, “ But remember, you have to take him all the way through it.” She looked at Rod. “Are you willing to do everything?”

Rod nodded.

Heck. These girls meant so much to him, and they had helped him so much…he had to try, not just for his sake, but theirs.

“Okay. When do you want to do it.”

“We’ve got three days off. Let’s get everything we need tonight, and we can start tomorrow.”

And so it was agreed.

On a Saturday morning everybody met in The Girls’ apartment. Sandra was there, and a few other girls had heard and wanted to be part of the great transformation. At nine Chloe went up and retrieved Rod.

She brought him down in a bathrobe. He had used Nair and was bare of hair. She sat him down at the kitchen table and the girls went to work.

Over the course of an hour they painted his toe nails red, gave him fake fingernails, and painted them red.

Rod was no longer eternally blushing, but he did blush a but as they worked on him. He was naked amongst seven girls. He was sitting down fully exposed, and they ignored it, except to comment on how beautiful it was.

They giggled, they talked, they discussed his transformation.

Then they had get rid of his hard on, and they played an endless game of rock, paper scissors while Rod waited. Finally, a girl named Jenny outlasted the others, and right in front of everybody she hopped on to his lap and started grinding. the rest of the girls started hooting and shouting equal parts insults and advice.

When Rod took his time on cumming one of the girls reached under Jenny’s buttocks and started playing with his balls. It wasn't long before he spewed into Jenny.

She kissed him, said he was good, and hopped off.

“This is called a gaff, baby,” Sandra started pulling an extremely tight pair of underwear up his legs. “Cross dressers use them to keep their ding dongs down.”

She tucked his penis back between his legs, actually shoving his balls up into the cavity from which they came, and pulled the panties tight. He was stunned. He didn’t know you could do that with balls.

“How do you know about this?” he asked, finally initiating his first conversation.

To the side Chloe and Cynthia smiled at each other.

“I used to date a guy who dressed like a girl. Man, did he know his way around a pussy.”

There were chuckles at that.

“Now try to control yourself. It doesn’t feel good to get a hard on when you’re all bound like this.”

He nodded. As if he could control his cock. Ha!

“Okay, boob time.”

Two girls put a bra on him and Chloe stepped forward with a pair of large breast forms.

Rod gulped on seeing them. “Those are huge!”

“Got to match your dick, lover.”

Then nylons and garter. He stared down at the sheen of his legs. They looked very sexy, and very female.

They helped him into a summer dress. It was very light, yellow with stripes of blue and red. He marveled at how his new tits jutted out in the dress.

“We’ll put shoes on later. Put a couple of towels around his neck and we’ll do his make up.

They primed him and put on foundation. They worked on his eyes and made them into little caves from which glinted sexy lights.

They plumped his lips and he was stunned to find how swollen they were.

“This is the good stuff,” one of the girls explained. Better not put it on your dick.”

Everybody laughed at that, and several of the girls asked, ‘why not?’

They put a wig on him. Glued it to a tight, little skull cap, and he suddenly had long tresses.  They pierced his ears and hung a couple of hoops from them.

“Let’s pierce his nose,” quipped Sandra, and they all laughed at the expression on his face.

Then they were done.

The girls took him out for lunch. They went to a nice place on Third Street, and before they went in Chloe asked him to open his mouth and say ‘boogety boo.’ When he drew in his breath to say the phrase she spritzed something into his mouth.

He coughed, burped, then said, “What did—“ He stopped. His voice was an octave higher.

“It’ll last about an hour,” Chloe explained. “Let’s go have lunch.”

They ordered salads for the most part. Rod got a chicken salad with Blue Cheese dressing. He nibbled, and listened to the girls talk around him. He still wasn’t expressing himself. Then two boys walked into the restaurant.

“Hey, guys!” One of the girls recognized them.

The guys pulled up chairs and started chatting. Just like that.

Rod was envious, then he was curious, then he whispered to Cynthia, who was sitting on his right. “Do you like those guys?”

“Oh, they’re hunks.”

“Jim there is just in it for sex. Dan is a creep.”

“How can you tell?”

“First, it’s the feeling I get. Girls know girls, but guys know guys. Look at Dan’s eyes. See how they’re close set? It gives him the creep look. It doesn’t have to, but with the feeling…”

“So all I have to do is look for something off in their face…then trust my feeling?”

“Every time.”

She looked at him and frowned.

“What?” He was unaware that he was initiating all sorts of conversation. This was just common sense to him.

“Can you do that with girls?”

“No,” and for a moment he shut down. Totally shut down. His face a blank.

Cynthia touched his forearm. “Why not?”

He stuttered, he whispered, he tried to speak.

“Look at Jenny. Her eyes are too close together. What would that be on a guy?”

He looked at Jenny, came out of his shell, and said, “On a guy that might be not quite bright. But you can’t bet it all on one feature.”

“What other feature would you use to read her?”

He pondered. “Her ears.”

“Why?”

“They stick out a bit.”

She didn’t pursue it. She knew that he was feeling a little funky. The girls were his friends and he didn’t want to get into making judgements on them. And the type of observations he was making could easily become judgements.

“Okay, what about our waitress.”

Their waitress was an older woman.

“She’s tired. She’s worried about her son, or daughter. She’s eating too much, probably because she’s worried.”

Cynthia watched Rod closely. “I know her. Everything you said is spot on. How do I read the guy at the register.”

Rod talked, and she listened, and they started comparing notes. Fifteen minutes later, done with the meal, the other girls were listening avidly, getting his analysis of guys, and sharing their own about girls. Rod was totally unaware that he had broken through. He had finally been engaged and was fascinated. He talked and talked and talked.

From the restaurant they went shopping. They went through the mall, girls asking him about guys they saw, discussing dresses and make up, and having a great time.

At one point Cynthia asked one of the girls to ask him about classes. She wanted to see if Rod could sustain the breakthrough to other subjects.

He could. He became involved in a long discussion concerning the philosophy teacher, the value of philosophy, grades, and whether it was unethical to hack the system and change grades.

The consensus to this last question was that it depended on whether the techer was really fair or not.

One of the girls made the interesting point that in politics, and other fields, lying and cheating was expected.

But they all knew that.

Finally, dinnertime, and they picked up some wings and headed for the apartment.

Rod sat in the circle of girls and licked his fingers and they discussed everything under the sun.

They asked him about cars. He asked them about which nylons were best and how to size a bra.

The night went on and booze reared its ugly head.

Interestingly, Rod wasn’t much of a drinker, but the girls all were. They began making different drinks and trying them out on him, laughing when he made a face, and nodding when he grinned.

It was near nine o’clock when the party came to a peak.

“Well, girls,” said Sandy, including Rod in her gaze. “We have met the enemy and he is ours.”

“Hey!” Rod protested, but was laughed down.

“And the real reason for our gathering tonight is to take Rod on the final step, to welcome him completely and utterly to the sisterhood of girls.”

“Here, here!”

Catcalls.

Congratulations.

One of the girls kissed Rod on the lips and had to be pulled off.

“So, who wants to be the first to deflower Rod?”

Rod was now embarrassed again. But he could now handle it. He had known this was coming, and he was mentally prepared, and he had made it through the day as a girl. It was time for the final step.

“Rock, paper, scissors,” suggested Jenny.

“Draw from a hat,” came another suggestion.

Sandy looked at Rod. “Who do you want?”

Rod shook his head. “There’s no way I can choose. I love you all so much…I don’t want any hint of choosing one over another.”

“Fair enough.” She looked at an aquarium that had been prepared for a fish, but which fish had not been bought yet. “Cynthia, six white stones. One black.”

Cynthia picked out the stones. They were all polished and perfectly round. There was no way to differentiate by feel.

Sandra put them in a small box and rattled it and held the box up.

“Just so there’s no hint of scandal, I’ll go last.” She held the box up and girls began reached up and in. They held the stones tightly in their hands and waited until everybody had one. Then they stood in a circle and opened their hands at the same time.

Groans, and one cheer.

Chloe had the black stone.

She smiled and looked at Rod. “Since I am about to be the male in this relationship, lover, let me tell you how it’s going to go.”

Rod gulped. His face was once again blushing. But that wasn’t bad. What virgin doesn’t have a few emotions upon being deflowered?

“We’re going to throw you over the back of the couch. The other girls are going to want to play with you while they’re waiting their turn. Got it?”

Rod got it. And he didn’t have to wait long until he really got it.

The girls ganged him, laughing and pulling him along, and they threw him over the back of the couch.

Chloe walked into her room and walked back out a minute later. She had a strap on harness and a big dick protruding from her junction.

This was the point at which Rod truly learned what sex fiends girls were. the girls were all laughing, excited, and feeling his body parts. His dress was up over his back and his gaff was pulled down and off. Two girls were playing with his balls and dick, and one girl was laying on the couch, head up, kissing him madly.

Cynthia stood behind Rod and began pushing lube into his bottom.

Rod groaned. He had been frightened, but it actually felt good. His cock was getting quite large at the way his asshole was being handled.

Chloe stepped up behind him, her fake penis pointing out and aimed right for his brown button.

“All right, lover. Are you ready for your final lesson in how to become a woman?”

Rod couldn’t talk, he was being kissed, but he raised a hand and waved.

Chloe stepped closer and Cynthia held her cock and helped guide it into Rod’s hole.

Rod groaned, breaking his kiss, groaning right into the girl’s mouth who he was kissing. She giggled and  kept right on chewing on his mouth.

Chloe was balls deep in a moment. Rod was tight, but he was ready, and the lube worked extra well.

Rod’s eyes were now open, and the girl he was kissing was laughing on his mouth.

Chloe began going in and out, going up on her toes and back on her heels. Rocking as she plumbed his depths.

Rod couldn’t help it. It felt so good and he began to involuntarily shiver.

Cynthia put her hands on his ass and stopped him from wiggling. She didn’t understand that he was trying to wiggle back, to take more cock, and not to wiggle away and escape.

Behind Chloe Jenny was putting on her strap on. She stroked lube onto it and waited her turn, eyes flashing with desire.

Chloe tired and stepped aside, Jenny stepped in.

Somewhere around the fifth girl Rod felt his semen leak out. It was like pissing, and the girls actually fought over who got to suck him at that point.

By the seventh girl he was done.

He was satisfied. He had had a bunch of tiny, little explosions, which one of the girls had said were mini orgasms. Rod didn’t know a man could orgasm from taking it up the ass, and he was surprised when it happened. He looked forward to more.

The last girl pulled out of him.

All the girls were sitting on the couch and at the kitchen table. They were sipping the last of their drinks, discussing this, that and everything…and especially how good Rod’s ass was.

Rod rocked back over the back of the couch and found his feet. He felt awkward, like his coordination was off, but considering that he was gaping that accounted for that.

He walked around to the kitchen table, picked up the last of his drink, downed it, and then went pushed his way onto the couch.

If he had been a man the girls would have pushed him away. But since he was now a girl they accepted him. And when they finally all departed he was left on the couch, a blanket to cover him, and having the best dreams of his life.

END
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“What the fuck!”

I roused myself from a deep and very deserved sleep, only to see Roscoe standing next to the bed, looking down at his feet and cursing.

“Wha…” I mumbled, pulling the covers over me and trying to look like I was still asleep. In truth, though I was tired, I was as awake as I had ever been.

“Did you do this?” His voice was going up. “Is this your idea of a joke?”

“Shut up,” I whined. “I wanna sleep!”

“No! Wake up! Why’d you do this?”

“Do what?” and I finally rolled over and made my eyes sleepy and tired.

Oh, baby, was I acting. And I was acting in front of the fellow who had created a half a dozen Best Actor Oscar winners. This was going to take all my prowess to pull off.

“My toes! Look at my toes.”

I blinked, and edged towards the side of the bed so I could look down to where he was pointing. And I exulted. He had felt he had to explain that it was his toes, so he was just working off emotion and blaming whoever was closest. He didn’t have any clue as to why his toes were red.

“What the fuck!” I opened my eyes wide and stared at his tootsies.

“Why’d you do this?”

I looked up at him and put a tiny edge of anger in my voice. “I didn’t do that! Why the hell would I paint my sissy husband’s toes red?” Very important to get the word sissy into the conversation as quickly as possible. “Do I look like I’m the kind of girl who’d marry a sissy?”

He kept trying to look fierce, but I could tell that my arrows had hit the mark. In some odd, almost invisible way he shriveled. He withdrew slightly into himself. I had met the challenge and acted my way out of being the culprit.

“Okay, okay,” then he tried again. “You did this because I jacked off on you the other day.”

“First, I just said I didn’t do that!” I pointed at his toes. “And, I already got you back, and, husband of mine, practical jokes aren’t my forte.” At least they usually weren’t. I was enjoying this; I was thinking of a career change. Sandy Tannenbaum, Practical Joker Extraordinaire!

“So who did this?”

Now I looked at him suspiciously. “There’s only two people in this room.”

He sputtered in outrage, so I kept up the attack. “So why did you paint your toe nails red?”

“I didn’t!”

“There’s nobody else here!” I was pushing him now. I had been accused unfairly (he thought) so I had to act the outrage. I narrowed my eyes. “Are you going pervert on me?”

“I didn’t do this!” he wailed.

“Well I didn’t, and I didn’t figure on waking up next to Bruce Jenner.”

Oh, Jesus!” he almost ran to my make up station and started looking for polish remover. “Where is it!?”

I got out of bed, and went to him. I didn’t want him making a mess, so I handed him a bottle of polish remover. He grabbed at it like a sailor grabs a life preserver after jumping off the Titanic. He sat down and lifted his foot up to the edge of the chair.

“Hold on,” I said. I took the remover out of his hands. “I don’t want you making a mess. Come here.”

I led him into the bathroom. “Put your foot here,” I pointed to the john. He placed his foot on the toilet and I sat cross legged in front of it. I giggled.

“What?” he groused.

“It is sort of cute. Hubbie gives himself a peddie. Make a good TV series.”

He let his breath out in disgust. “I’m a man’s man, not a girly man.”              

Yeah, that’s right, you like to get young girl’s pregnant. how manly. But I didn’t say that, I just thought it, and kept manipulating him.

“Well, you might say so, but Roscoe Junior says otherwise.”

Now, truth, he wasn’t really all that hard, just sort of a morning half woodie, but I reached up and grabbed his meat and in a second he was throbbing in my hand.

“Hey!” he said. But he wasn’t really protesting. What man would object to a pair of sexy hands fondling his man pole? “Take the polish off.”

“Oh, okay.” but the damage was done. He was now erect, and associating that erection with nail polish. Manly man. Huh!

So I hummed a tune and stripped the polish off and returned his toes to their ‘manly’ state.

“Okay,” he said. Standing and looking down at his repaired manhood, uh, nails.

“Not even a thanks?”

“Thank you,” and he did sound abashed. “But I have no idea how…somebody must have broken in and done it.”

“While you slept? They painted your nails and you didn’t even wake up?”

“Well, I was pretty drunk.”

I’ll say.

“Not that drunk,” I lied. “You never get that drunk.”

“Well, yeah. But somebody did it.” We left the bathroom then and re-entered the bedroom. He walked over to the double windows, which led out to a small patio. He tried the doors. “See! they’re open!”

“We’re on the second floor.”

“He had a ladder.”

“He?”

“Well, you don’t think a woman did this?”

“Those nails were done pretty well. Men don’t know how to apply polish that well.” Then I cocked my head and it was obvious what I was thinking.

“Don’t look at me that way! I didn’t polish my own nails.”

I shrugged. “Okay. So Spiderman left off fighting crime for one day so he could paint your nails.”

He made a grimace.

“Or maybe somebody just walked in because our door is unlocked.” I swung the bedroom door opened.

“Well, I don’t…”

“Forget it, Roscoe.” I use his name when I am angry with him, or irritated, and he took notice of that. “just admit that you did some sleep walking.” Then I giggled, “Or sleep toenail painting.”

“Oh, shut up.” he brushed past me and headed down the stairs. It was a mark of how irritated and upset he was that he had forgotten to get dressed.

“Ahem!” I cleared my throat.

He turned at the top of the stairs and looked at me. Oh, the look on his face. Irritated, confused. Priceless.

I looked at his groin, placed an elbow in a palm and wiggled my index finger in the air.

He looked down at himself, mumbled a curse word I dasn’t dare repeat, and stomped back into the bedroom.

This has been an excerpt from
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