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Halfway to the train station, I regretted my outfit choice.

The skirt really was too short. It didn’t feel too short when I was in my apartment, spinning in front of the mirror. It didn’t seem too short when I stood in front of the window, feeling the breeze tickle my freshly-shaved legs. And it didn’t feel too short when I floated down the stairs from my second-floor apartment to Leland Avenue, feeling, for the first time ever, eyes on all sides of me. 

It didn’t feel too short in my head, when I imagined myself confidently walking to the train station and going to Courtney’s ridiculous sex toy party. 

But a few blocks from the safety of my apartment, walking past all kinds of men staring at me, and having more than one car honk at me as I walked by, I felt like it was maybe a little bit too short.

Maybe. 

Probably. 

I tossed my hair defiantly as someone whistled from their car as I waited to cross at a corner. I clutched my white leather purse even tighter as I took little steps up the stairs to get to the elevated train platform (and I even pretended not to notice the guys beneath me sneaking a look up my skirt). And I tried to look bored and unapproachable on the platform, waiting for the 6 Train, checking my phone for nothing. 

I was just a girl in a short white skirt and denim jacket with better things to do.

Except I wasn’t. Most of that wasn’t even true. 

I didn’t have better things to do, for one. I was going to Courtney’s sex toy party. She had begged me. 

“Pleeeeease, Dee,” she had said in the park. “You don’t even have to buy anything, but there are all kinds of games we can play, and it’ll be fun, and I need more girls there because a few people can’t make it.”  

I was in a denim jacket, so that was true. And I’ve already told you about the skirt. The heels? They were one of my first real Big Girl purchases. Just black heels, but they were stylish, with exposed toes, and they showed off my dark maroon nail polish, sort of my send-off to summer as pretty soon I’d be covered by twenty-seven layers to fight the cold. 

My purse was real leather, or at least, the guy I bought it from said it was. It felt real. 

But that was the last real thing about me. Because I may have looked like a girl with better things to do, but I wasn’t a girl. 

I was David. “Dee” was short for David. 

The fact that I wasn’t a girl didn’t stop Courtney from inviting me to her Girls Party. 

“You’ll be fine, David. I mean, Dee,” she said. “I’ve seen you dressed up and you’re sexier than some of the ladies who will be there.”

“Please,” I had said. “This is weird.”

“It’s not weird, and I mean it,” she had said, tossing her hair as she reclined on the picnic blanket. I noted how she tossed her hair. I needed mentors for things like that. It was sexy, and it was using her body, and it was using her body to distract me, I was sure of it, and I wanted that power. 

What I’d use that power for, who knows. But I wanted it. 

“Please come.”

“I don’t want to come,” I said.

“You don’t have to come at the party,” she giggled. “But please come to the party.” 

I tried telling her I wasn’t comfortable in public. Yet. I tried telling her I didn’t know why I dressed, I tried telling her that still, after more than a year since she had caught me in my college apartment wearing her outfit, that no one else knew my girly little secret. I tried telling her all of it. 

She wasn’t listening. She had told me that it would be good for me to get out as Dee. That Dee was just as much a part of me as David was. 

That I needed to get more interaction with girls, especially girls who were confident in their sexuality. The type of girls who would go to a sex toy party. The type of girls who would welcome me even if they figured out what I was hiding from them. 

“It’s a safe space, Dee,” she had said. “A sexy, safe space.”

I didn’t need a safe space; my apartment was a safe space. I didn’t need a sexy space, either. Was my apartment a sexy space? It was a place I felt sexy, at least sometimes. Did I need a second location? 

Courtney seemed to think so. She had spent the rest of senior year of college trying to get me to go out. To go to a bar, even though my ID would have been all wrong. “Silly, you get a guy to buy you a drink.” 

Did I want that? Did I want guys hitting on me?

She also spent time trying to get me to go with her to her yoga class. “There are loads of hot girls in tight clothing,” she had said. “You know, since you’re not into guys.” 

But if yoga was a place for hot girls in tight clothing, what was I going to wear? If I got turned on, wouldn’t tight clothing kind of give me away?

So I never went there, either. No bar to be hit on by guys, no yoga to stare at women whose outfits I’d be jealous of.

No gym, no pool, no hiking, no movie, no walking around the school track, no dance studio, no class, no lecture, no sports game.

But apparently a sex toy party was fine? 

I crossed my legs tightly on the 6 Train, and I rattled off towards Manhattan, where Courtney lived. I kept up my bored attitude by staring at my phone, even though I could tell the Indian guy was looking up my skirt, where he probably hoped to see me flash him some panties. 

Mine were very light pink, by the way. A seamless thong that was invisible beneath my white skirt. 

I could also tell the couple next to me was uncomfortable. She was uncomfortable because I was a lot thinner than she was, and hotter. He was uncomfortable because he was trying not to stare and she was trying to get between us so he wouldn’t.

Was this what it was like for Courtney all the time? Was this what it was like for the women I was about to meet at the party? 

I was pretending to stare at my phone so intently that I almost missed my stop, and had to jump up before the doors closed. In my head, I could picture myself from everyone else’s viewpoint: the girl with blonde hair springing up from her seat so fast that her skirt flew up and flashed everyone a narrow crotch of pink fabric, hiding a secret that was not-so-secret to everyone who stayed on the train. 

I don’t know if I actually did flash an upskirt to everyone.

Part of me wishes I did.

What part of me would wish that?
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The woman who answered Courtney’s door was shorter than me, squatter than me, had braces, and long, straight brown hair. She glowed. She was in royal blue leggings and a white tanktop. She was heavily made up, so while she looked like she just came from the gym from the neck down, from the neck up she looked like she was dolled up for a party. I felt overdressed even though I had more skin showing than she did.

“Cute blonde?” she called back into the apartment while keeping eye contact with me.

Did she mean me?

“That’s Dee!” Courtney’s voice called from somewhere inside.

“Come on in, Dee,” the woman said in a normal voice. “I’m Amanda.”

I shook her hand and smiled. Before I could say anything, she turned and was gone, back down the hallway where I couldn’t help but stare at her round, full ass the whole walk. Then she disappeared around the corner and into a babble of indistinct women’s voices. 

I had been to Courtney’s apartment many times, but always as David. Always dressed as…myself? I was still myself, so maybe “dressed like usual” is a better way to put it. I was still myself when I was Dee. Just…different. 

I sucked in a deep breath since it was just me in the hallway and I needed all the strength I could muster if I was going to turn and face these women, for this reason. 

Nothing could have prepared me for what I saw when I turned the corner. It was a lot of women.

A lot. 

Blondes, brunettes, one Asian in skin-tight leather pants. A redhead wearing a denim skirt and a lace top. Yoga pants, skirts, jeans, one pink romper, one billowy pair of harem pants. 

“Hello.” 

“Hi there!”

“Hey!”

“Welcome!”

I gave a little half-wave and looked for Courtney, who must have been in the kitchen or the bedroom, as she was nowhere to be found. I clutched the strap of my purse and froze, not knowing where to go. Were there seats? Could I start chatting people up? Could I keep this charade going a little bit longer.

Was I even keeping the charade up now?

Luckily, a few people rose to their feet and came my way. 

Was it lucky? It didn’t feel lucky. 

Pam from work. Suzie from Bayonne. Gracie from back home. They just kept coming. Ella from yoga. Kelsie from her old job at the hospital. 

It was a lot. Too many people.

What happened to “I need more girls there because a few people can’t make it”? I thought I was there because she needed to boost some numbers? Because there weren’t enough people to play whatever games she had in mind? But no, then I met Amanda in the blue leggings again, and someone named Zarah, and Sam showed me her engagement ring right away, and I had to oooh and aaahhh over it like I knew what I was looking at, and I really, really needed to sit down. 

I felt a bead of sweat form on my neck and drip the whole length of my spine. I felt prickly and hot. My skin–all of it that showed, which was a lot of it–felt hot. I wondered if I was turning into a tomato right in front of them. I needed to take my jacket off, but that would expose even more of me to the world. 

My head swam. Laurie. The Asian was Maya. Courtney still hadn’t showed herself, but her apartment smelled like her, plus the lotions and perfumes of what felt like a whole sorority. 

I needed to sit down. This was sensory overload, like all of my nerve endings were being plucked at the same time. 

Why was I here? 

The only open chair was next to the young woman I hadn’t met yet. White newsboy cap. Wavy blonde hair. Red lips. White button-down top. Slimming jeans. Long, lean legs. Gorgeous red pumps. 

“Love the shoes,” I said, walking over to her. “This seat taken?”

She gave me a little smile with no teeth and said “thanks,” then shimmied in her chair as if to give me more room. She was thin. She was nowhere near the chair I was going to sit in. I didn’t need the room. 

“They’re Louboutins,” the girl said almost inaudibly as I sat down.

“The shoes?”

She nodded and tucked her hair behind her ear. I caught myself staring, and then caught her catching me staring. We both pretended to check our phones. I searched for “Louboutin pumps” to see if I should have been impressed by them.

Yes, I should have been. 

“I can’t believe that's how he asked you!” someone screeched from the other side of the room. Sam was showing someone else her engagement ring. Laurie? Gretchen? Was there a Gretchen? 

The girl in jeans and Louboutins went back to her phone. 

“I’m Dee,” I said. 

“Tasha,” she said.

“Nice to meet you,” we both said at the same time, and then we laughed. This time she showed some teeth. It was a nice smile. 

“Is everybody ready?” came Courtney’s voice from the bedroom. From somewhere in the apartment, some exaggerated 70s porno music started playing, and all the women started clapping and shaking their hips. 

I was glad to be sitting. Tasha looked nervous. 

“What did I get myself into?” I muttered.

“Seriously,” she whispered to me. 

Just then, Courtney emerged from her bedroom to a loud chorus of “woooo!” and “hey girl!” She was dressed unlike I had ever seen her before. She was in thigh-high black boots, fishnet stockings, a very narrow teddy that made it clear there wasn’t a single pubic hair on her body, and her large breasts were being held in–barely–by a lace top that had bows all up the side. A black choker rounded it out, along with dangly earrings that almost reached her shoulders. She wore long black lace gloves, and carried a suitcase with her. 

She looked…

…slutty? I don’t know if that was the word I’d use, but it was the first word that popped into my head. She was showing way more skin than I was, and I felt nearly naked. I’d felt that way since I first stepped onto the street earlier. She was showing off a lot of crotch. Her cleavage was bigger than I remembered. Her ass was firm, tight, and I imagined myself swatting it. That when I did, it wouldn’t be jiggly like Amanda’s was, but that it would be firm, like…

…mine. I had never thought of Courtney this sexually before, and I had never known how much our bodies were similar. Was this why she wanted me here as a girl? Did I remind her of her? Was she trying to show me what I could be, too?

Or was she just trying to get a roomful of women to buy whatever was in her suitcase and needed to look the part? 

Maybe “slutty” wasn’t the right word, but “sexual” was. I knew she had dated people before. I knew Preston, her college ex. I saw pictures of Nathan, her boyfriend from high school. I even saw the guy in the dining hall she tried to hide from, who she apparently had hooked up with the night before. All of those guys had seen her like this. They had seen her as a sexual person, rather than as a friend who knew a secret. 

She was a friend who knew a secret about me, and now it seemed I knew a secret about her. 

Although so did Pam from work, and everyone else in the room. 

The music died down, and she grinned at everyone. Amanda beamed. Sam sat forward with her ring facing everyone. Maya in tight pants had her hands on her knees and sat very tall in her chair.

“Is everyone ready to get started?” Courtney asked, and she opened the clasps of her suitcase. 

“Oh no,” I heard Tasha say under her breath, and she crossed her legs very tightly, dangling one of her gorgeous red pumps off of her foot.
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The first item to make its way around the room was a pair of edible underwear. They were panties that looked–and felt–like they were made out of what my mother used to call Fruit Leather. Everyone held them up as they made their way around the circle of women, and only Maya was thin enough to actually get them on. She wiggled into them and posed seductively on her chair, sticking her tight ass out into the room. 

From nowhere, several hands gave her ass a smack, someone rubbed one of Maya’s ass cheeks, and Pam from the office got down on her knees, opened her mouth wide, and made like she was going to take a big bite out of Maya, who played along by making a surprised “O” face and fake-covered her lips. 

These women were already into it, and I was very glad that the edible panties never made it all the way around the circle. They tore in half somewhere to my right, and by the time they made it to me, people were just ripping pieces off to eat them.

Strawberry. 

Tasha took a taste too. Maybe it was her shoes, but she seemed like she’d taste like strawberry. 

The next toy to come out of the suitcase was a pair of fuzzy pink handcuffs that Courtney dangled off of her finger. 

Apparently Gracie was the only woman there who had been arrested, which came back in high school when she tried to use a fake ID to get into a bar. Courtney told the story and embellished everything, including the reason why she’d used the fake ID in the first place, which was to try and hook up with someone’s roommate, home from college and looking for a good time. She assumed that meant her. 

“That is one dedicated little slut,” someone said, and Gracie bowed.

“Did you ever get him?” someone screeched.

“No!” Gracie cried out, then fake cried. 

Then she stood and modeled the handcuffs for everyone, posing for mugshot photos where she held up a sign that read “Town Slut.” 

This party was not what I expected. 

The next toy to come out was a vibrator, and then it was my turn to cross my legs tightly. 

It was pink, and got a lot of applause as Courtney pulled it out of a top hat, like a magician. She turned it on and I swear I could feel the vibrations right then and there, through Courtney’s legs, through the floorboards, up my leg, and all over my body. 

Maybe it was just the sound. Maybe it was the way everyone acted like it was the most normal thing in the world to comment on a pink vibrator. 

“I like how it has the bump for my clit.”

“I can’t cum without someone doing something to my clit.”

“Can anyone here cum without this? That’s who I want to meet.” Then everyone laughed. 

Except me. 

And Tasha.

I was smiling politely, and maybe she was too. But what kinds of jokes could I tell about my clit? None. 

Well, the joke might be that what I had between my legs felt no bigger than a clit sometimes. It was nothing compared to the dicks I’d see in porn. Hell, it might have even been smaller than the insertable part of the vibrator. 

I ran my hand over the vibrator when it came around to me, and verified that, yes, this was slightly bigger than what I had between my legs. 

And since I was holding a buzzing vibrator, what was between my legs was coming alive even if I was trying hard to squeeze the life out of it. 

Tasha watched as I fondled the vibrator. Yes, it was definitely bigger than me.

“Dee wants one!” I heard from across the room. It was Amanda, and I turned red instantly. 

I quickly turned and handed it to Tasha. Was that sweat I saw on her upper lip? 

She gave it a wiggle and handed it to her left, and then folded her hands in her lap. Amanda kept going.

“I saw you,” she said. “You’re in a skirt. You could give it a test drive and no one would even know!” 

Courtney smirked from where she stood. “That thing can get anyone off,” she said. 

“I’ll be the judge of that,” came a voice across the room. Maya in her tight pants stood up and motioned for Tasha to toss her the vibrator. “I need a nuclear-powered jackhammer to get off sometimes,” she said proudly.

Everyone cheered.

“Me too,” someone said.

“Not me,” someone said. “I came on the subway once when we went around a bumpy curve.” 

“OK, how does this work?” Maya said, examining it in her hands. 

It took a minute for her and Amanda to get everything buzzing at maximum power, and Maya, very casually, cleared her throat, and then placed the vibrator between her legs, squeezing it tightly as she stood.

Now there were three of us squeezing our legs tightly, for very different reasons. 

“Oh my God!” Maya shrieked, and started laughing. Everyone cheered. She could not control her laughter, and started to fall to the floor. She steadied herself on Amanda’s shoulder and shrieked. 

Just a normal party, right? Just watching my friend pass sex toys around a room, watching some girl I just met test out the power of a vibrator.

“This is intense!” Maya cried, still laughing, barely held up off the floor by Amanda. “OK, OK, I give up!” she laughed, and then her legs opened and the vibrator dropped to the floor. It was buzzing so loudly and so strongly that it did a little dance on the floor and evaded everyone’s grasp for a few seconds until Pam finally picked it up.

“How do you turn this off!” she shrieked. 

“What is happening here?” Tasha said in my ear. 

What was happening? Maya was picking herself up off the floor and giving little waves with both hands in a way to mockingly cool herself off. 

Was it mocking? Or was it real?

I could still feel the vibrations in my body. The little clit stimulator on the vibrator was wiggling up and down in a blur, and I felt how much it would tickle if it was touching me between my legs. Even from across the room, I felt the pulse of the throbbing shaft of the vibrator that was gently moving up and down, and though I had never had anything inside of me before, I felt what it would feel like if I did. 

I felt a vacancy in my body that made me feel hot again, only it wasn’t a prickly heat like it was when I walked in the room at first. No, it was an overall warm feeling, a contentment, a feeling that was spreading through my body, like walking through a house and turning on every light switch, making everything come alive. 

Everything was coming alive. My skin was aware of every shift in the room, every small shift of body weight that Tasha made next to me. I felt the concentration of energy in my panties, as my body wanted to get hard, yet couldn’t. 

I was surrounded by confident femininity, women unafraid to be sexual beings. Courtney, Maya, Amanda. Even Gracie was unafraid to admit she got arrested for chasing a guy, and everyone here had fun with it. 

My goodness, Maya even had a vibrator between her legs in a roomful of women. The room pulsed with sex. 

Like Maya, I needed to fan myself. 

Unlike Maya, my fanning was not for show, and it did nothing. 

I needed to excuse myself. 

I stood, leaving my purse behind on my chair, and walked to the bathroom, which was down a small hallway off the living room. 

With the door closed behind me, I leaned over the ink and took some deep breaths. I still felt electric, like there was a hum just beneath my skin. My thighs tingled.

Then they tingled some more.

Then it got stronger.

And stronger.

I stared at myself in the mirror wide-eyed, watching myself make an “O” face as my thighs and my little panty bulge tingled more and more, until my thighs felt like they were weightless. I felt a wave come over my body like I just went down a steep hill on a rollercoaster. 

And I watched it all happen, in the mirror. 

Holy fuck. What was that? 

Did I just have an orgasm? What the hell just happened? 

One of the girls back in the living room said she came on the subway, and while I wasn’t in motion, my body sure acted like it was. 

I lifted the hem of my skirt and looked between my legs, where a dime-sized wet spot looked back at me from the hot little bulge in my panties. 

My God. Maybe I did have an orgasm. But nothing came out of me, did it? Why was I just as horny as I would be if I didn’t climax? What was this humming level of sexual awareness that I was feeling? 

I tugged the crotch of my panties to the side and saw the clear liquid that had squeezed out of me. So no. No orgasm, at least not the way I was used to having them.

No, something else happened. 

Something that was distracting, and strange, and wonderful. 

I heard a cheer from the living room. I knew I could only stay in here for so long before people would get the wrong idea about what I was doing, or why I was here. 

I tucked my hot little girldick back into my panties and smoothed my skirt down over my thighs.  

It took a few deep breaths to calm myself, and I opened the bathroom door to find Tasha in the hallway, waiting for me. 

“Sorry,” I said. “Just needed a breather.”

“You’re not going to like this,” she said, looking at me apologetically. 

I walked back to the living room and was greeted by Amanda saying “Dee’s here! The game can start!”

What game?

I looked at the coffee table and three dildos were standing up, all in a row. Maya knelt by one of them. Pam knelt by another. 

The third, apparently, was for me.
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Everyone was applauding. Courtney looked…apologetic? Embarrassed? What was that look? 

I could feel all eyes in the room on me as I stood there. 

I also felt a little drip come out of me and join the sticky dampness that was already between my legs. 

“We drew names,” Courtney said. “We drew yours. Sorry.”

“What game?” I asked, deadpan.

“Suck for the Prize?” Courtney cringed. 

“Suck for the what?” 

Everyone laughed. 

“Everyone gets down on their knees, and I start to push some yogurt through this tube,” Courtney said, walking in her giant boot heels towards me. “The tube splits three ways here,” and she lifted up the clear plastic tube that was on the floor, “and then the tubes lead to these three dildos. It’ll only come out one dildo. Maybe yours!”

“You said ‘everyone,’” I said.

“I’m sorry?” Courtney said. 

“It’s not everyone,” I said. “It’s just the three of us. Do the rest of you…watch?”

“Oooh! That’s the fun part! We all bet who is going to win,” she said. 

A few ladies held up some pink fake dollar bills and waved them around. 

This was all covered while I was in the bathroom having some kind of crazy orgasm? 

“My fake money is on Dee,” said Laurie. “She might be quiet and polite, but she looks like she’s the life of the party, deep down.” 

Courtney laughed. We were maybe the only two people in the room who knew I wasn’t the life of the party, whether I was in a skirt or not. 

“Fifty fake bucks on Dee,” said another voice. 

“Twenty on Maya, thirty on Pam.”

Pink money flew everywhere. 

“I’m out of practice,” Pam said from her knees. She gave the fake penis two firm strokes. “Don’t put money on me. My husband hasn’t gotten this in a few years.” 

“All fifty on Dee.”

“Dee.”

“Fifty on Dee.”

Oh no. This wasn’t going well. I needed to…what? Suck real yogurt out of a fake dick? 

Everyone started chanting “Dee! Dee! Dee! Dee!” 

Talk about peer pressure. 

Except some lady I hadn’t seen before was sitting in my chair, my purse over the back of Tasha’s chair. And I had a throbbing problem in my panties, and if I knelt on the floor, would it absolutely stay out of view? Would giving head to a fake dick cause my erection to go away? I felt like I could easily have another orgasm; if I was sitting there and had one, could I hide it? Or could I at least play it off if I was giving a fake blowjob? I could say I was acting, right? 

“Fine,” I sighed, and everyone cheered. 

I assumed the position on the end of the coffee table, and looked down at the dildo that was suction cupped onto the table surface. A single clear plastic tube came out the end of it, then disappeared to my right and then wandered off somewhere behind me. 

I’d be sucking yogurt through that tube. Or trying to. 

Everyone placed their bets, and then Pam, who was in the middle, put her arms around both me and Maya.

“You both suck, ladies,” she said, and everyone cheered. 

“We all suck,” said Maya. 

Tasha was looking at the floor. 

“On your mark,” Courtney started.

What did I say yes to this for?

“Get set,” she continued.

Could I even fit this in my mouth? 

“Go!” she yelled, and then it was a loud chorus of cheers, immediately, as the three of us bobbed our heads down and got to work. 

It felt…real.

Not that I knew what that felt like, but it immediately made me think I had a real dick in my mouth. It was soft-skinned, firm, and warm. It was girthy, filling my whole mouth, and as I ran my tongue over it inside my mouth to feel it out, I forgot that my job was to suck. 

So I started sucking.

“Lube it up, ladies,” someone yelled. How could I see who? I needed to change my angle, so I spread my knees a little wider on the floor, exposing my entire bulge more than I wanted to. 

No one could see it, obviously, but it was no longer something I could squeeze between my legs to control. For the duration of the game, it was uncontrollable. I could only hope I did not find this hot, and that I could keep myself composed.

If I actually came this time, and actually dripped to the floor, how do I play that off? 

I was overthinking. Instead, I sucked. 

Hard. 

My mouth was creating a lot of saliva, and I felt like it was helpful to create a tight seal. I didn’t want to be sucking air in; I wanted that yogurt.

For some reason. 

I never even asked what the prize was. But it was too late, because my mouth was full of cock, the whole room was cheering us on, and I was only slightly distracted by the growing pressure building up between my legs.

Uh-oh. 

I had hoped that my level of horniness would subside after my surprise climax in the bathroom. I was hoping that having a thick cock in my mouth, fake or not, would bring me further away from being turned on. Instead, it was bringing me hurtling towards it with no brakes. 

I sucked harder. How long was this game supposed to last? And if Pam was as bad as she said she was, shouldn’t Maya have won already? 

I wondered what it would be like to have a cock in my mouth that was throbbing, rather than still. 

I wondered what it was like to have a cock in my mouth that someone was thrusting into me.

I felt another little squirt.

I wondered what it would be like to have a vibrator inside of me, rumbling away, pushing whatever magic buttons women had in there that let them climax on a subway. 

I wondered what it would feel like to have someone grab my hair as I was doing this, instead of the lifeless bobbing motion of my head, up and down, up and down, slurping on a wet shaft that would maybe, eventually, possibly, result in a stream of yogurt.

And then it did.

It erupted into my mouth with such force that I gagged, and it exploded out of my mouth. I felt it hit me in the eyebrow, and it shot onto my chin.

The room cheered, and I pulled my skirt down as far as it would go as I felt another small dribble down there. 

I sat back on my knees on the floor, kneeling in front of my winning dildo, and wiped the yogurt off my chin. Someone handed me a paper towel, and I dabbed at my eyebrow while people collected their winnings.

“Told you I sucked at sucking,” Pam proudly said, getting up off the floor.  

“Mmmmhhmmm!” Maya said, giving me a sultry little grin.

I sucked some yogurt off my finger with a pop. 

My body was buzzing again. 

Maybe I wasn’t the life of the party, but I had a sign of life. 

I got a high-five from Laurie, a fist bump from Gracie, and some lady I don’t think I had seen before jokingly told me to stay away from her husband. 

“Let’s take a little break here, ladies. If someone can help me with the yogurt, I’d appreciate it!” Courtney said, and people wandered off to the kitchen or the bathroom. 

Courtney gave me a pat on the butt as she walked by, then gave me an evil-looking wink. 

I couldn’t help but look at her ass in that outfit as she walked past to the kitchen. I was revved up, I was ready for anything, and I was very aware of how sexualized my friend had become in about an hour. 

And when my gaze went back from her ass to my chair, who did I see looking at me but Tasha, tightly crossing her legs, tapping one of her red heels in the air, and looking me up and down. 

Then she patted the now empty chair beside her.
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“Well, well, well,” she said as I sat back down. “I was going to ask how you fit in with all of this, but you seem to fit in just fine after all.” 

“Whatever do you mean?” I asked innocently. 

She leaned in close to me. She still smelled like edible strawberry underwear. “You have yogurt cum on your cheek,” she said. 

I wiped it off with the back of my hand. 

“I felt a little ambushed by that,” I said. “It’s not like I knew that was going to happen, and I felt like I couldn’t say no.” 

“You didn’t look like you wanted to say no,” she said.

“Did Courtney really draw names?”

“From her magic top hat,” she said. “Three names. That part is true.”

“What part isn’t true?” 

“I never saw the names. No one did. She could have made it up.” 

“Oh goodie.” 

What kind of a sick joke was this? Was this true? Did she do this to make fun of me? Did she do it to make me uncomfortable? Or was she doing it to force me all the way to being a woman? What the hell was going on? 

I had to pretend I wasn’t bothered, which was doubly hard because I was still buzzing with excitement from my successful blowjob. 

I had never even received a successful blowjob much less given one. 

Tasha helped me dab away all the stray yogurt. I let her get awfully close to me while she did it, but I handled the yogurt in my hair on my own; I did not want her feeling my hair and discovering it was a wig. 

After a few minutes of cleanup, I sort of wanted the party to be over, though a part of me wanted to go someplace just with Tasha. She seemed nice, and quiet, and more proper than I was. She didn’t cheer much, had no stories to tell, and wasn’t nearly as confident or outgoing as a lot of the other guests.

What gives? 

“Let’s get back to it, ladies!” Courtney called as she walked from the kitchen back to her suitcase. This time both Tasha and I stared at her ass, and we shared a little smirk. 

Maybe Tasha was more outgoing than I thought. 

The second half of the party went about the same as the first half. More toys were passed around: nipple vibrators, nipple clamps, vibrating panties, a riding crop, and a dildo shaped like a giant pickle. They played a guessing game with different blindfolds, and there was a very energetic game of Pin the Cock on the Fireman that only resulted in two big holes in Courtney’s living room wall. Maya tried to pin the cock into nothing and fell over, flashing everyone a little bit of her red thong as she stood back up. 

One of the ladies who came late handed out some lube packets, people got to sample the warming lube and the regular lube, and then everyone pretended to play a foreplay dice game that would tell you what part of the body on your partner you should pinch, suck, kiss, rub, pat, or bite. 

Then we all got out shortbread cookies shaped like people and we drew bikinis on them with icing. 

I had to admit, that part was fun. Tasha and I made pretty slutty cookies, and we even licked frosting off of one another’s fingers. I wondered if she felt me shiver when she did it to me. She had come out of her shell a little over the course of the party, and so had I. 

I would never say that frosting cookies made me horny, but everything we did had an undertone of sex to it, so it kept me at the same level I was at since the vibrator demonstration. 

Which, to be honest, was the longest I had ever spent being consistently horny. 

Did other guests feel the same way? Were other women here feeling a sexual ache between their legs that they needed to take care of, and people were only staying out of politeness? Were the single girls going to go home and masturbate with their new toys, and were the married ladies going to go jump their husbands? Was Pam’s husband about to get a huge surprise? 

Before too long, people started to leave, placing orders for things before they did, and once Courtney came out of her bedroom in a hoodie and pajama pants, I knew it was time to go. 

I grabbed my purse from where it still hung on Tasha’s chair, and said my goodbyes. 

“Oh,” Courtney said. “I thought you were leaving with Tasha.”

“No,” I said, looking around and not seeing her. “She might be gone already.”

“Darn,” she pouted. “I was hoping you two would get along.” 

“I think we did, just not enough to be besties,” I said, a little disappointed. 

Courtney leaned in for a hug, then whispered into my ear. “You did great. And I have to come clean. I didn’t draw your name for that game.”

I pulled back and stared at her, wide-eyed. 

“You didn’t?”

“No,” she said. “I drew Tasha’s name. I’m sorry. But I panicked. There’s no way she would have done it, and it would have been super awkward.”

“But I would have done it?” 

Courtney shrugged, and held her arms out. I took her hands. “I thought you might do it, and it would maybe be good for her.”

“That makes no sense,” I said. 

“I have to say goodbye to Pam,” she said. “I’ll text you later. We’ll have a lot to talk about.” 

Is that what girls did? Talk about this stuff? Like, debrief? Did I have that now? Were we now Girl Buddies who would dissect and deconstruct the whole night? Courtney said she didn’t want me to buy anything, and my only souvenirs were some yogurt in my hair, some sticky fingers from frosting, and a few free samples of lube in my purse. 

I knew I needed to take care of myself when I got home, but it didn’t seem right to lube up and do it like a guy.

How then? 

I had a whole subway ride to think it over, and if I got really lucky, maybe I’d get off right there in my underwear as the train went around a bumpy curve. 

Why not? Apparently I had a little orgasm in the bathroom. 

A girl could dream. 

I hit the street with some new confidence. I felt it immediately. It was not the same walk to the station as it was when I left my place earlier. Then, a few hours earlier, I wanted to disappear into myself as soon as I had spectators. 

But now? 

I radiated from within. I felt that same heat from my breakthrough. Not the uncomfortable, embarrassed overheating that came from humiliation, but that same, warm hum that I maybe never paid attention to until now. There was so much to be attracted to. There was so much to feel. There was so much to look forward to, back in my safe space.  

That’s when I heard a small voice behind me.

“Dee?” 

I turned around. It was Tasha, rushing towards me, red heels clicking on the sidewalk. “Wait up.” 

I stopped and waited for her.

“Oh, I thought you had left,” I said. 

“Sorry,” she said, slightly breathless. “Courtney told me we lived in the same neighborhood. Are you going to the 6 train? I thought we could ride together.” 

Oh, that was the secret. 

“Sure,” I said. 

We started walking towards the station. It was silent, and I decided I needed to re-break the ice. Was I still in party mode?

“Did you have fun?” I asked her.

“Sure,” she said. “Some of those ladies really need to get laid though.”

“The married ones most of all,” I said.

Tasha giggled. 

“I have to say,” she said as we waited at a crosswalk for the signal to change. “I really admire your confidence.”

“My what?” 

She smiled. 

“Your confidence,” she said. “It probably wasn’t easy to do that, right?” She inched a little closer to me so our shoulders touched. 

Courtney did say that Tasha never would have done the yogurt game.

“Well,” I said, watching a couple across the street looking at their phones. “I figured, people were taking slut mugshots and testing out vibrators. The vibe was supposed to be fun. I’ve never sucked yogurt like that before.”

“That’s not what I meant,” she said. “I mean–” 

The signal changed, and we walked across the street. We clicked our heels through the crosswalk and kept going towards the station.

“I mean,” she said when we got to the next corner, “that I admire your confidence to, you know, dress up and be yourself. Not just the yogurt.” 

The signal changed to let us cross, but neither of us moved.

“What…do you mean?” I asked. I wanted an answer, but didn’t.

“Courtney asked me to try and guess the other trans girl,” she said shyly. 

There it was. The real reason Courtney invited me. It wasn’t because people couldn’t come; there were plenty of people there. It wasn’t even for my own confidence. It partly was, but not totally. No, it was to meet Tasha. Or for Tasha to meet me. I’d find out later.

“How…did you know?”

We still hadn’t moved to cross the street even though the signal had changed. People were slipping by us on their way to wherever they were going.

“I didn’t. Not at first. But after a little bit, I felt that you felt the same way I did.” 

“What way was that?”

“Electric. Like I found a frequency. My whole body was tingling. It felt more alive than ever.”

Mine still did. I still hadn’t figured out how I was going to deal with that when I got home, a place I’d never get to unless we actually crossed the street. “I just looked around until I found the other woman who looked the way I felt. And since you were sitting next to me, I didn’t have to look far.” 

There was so much to say. That I didn’t know what I was. That I was turned on practically the whole day. That I was intrigued by her, and I thought she was cute. That I loved the tiny bikini she made on her cookie, and that I imagined her wearing it.

That I imagined me wearing it, and someone licking it off of me the way she licked my finger. 

“It…was hard to stay composed,” I said. “Very hard.”

She nodded and bit her lip. 

“You seemed so at ease.”

“I didn’t feel that way. Not the whole time.”

“You looked like you had done that before.”

“Done what?”

“All of it. You know.” She was blushing and looking away from me. 

We needed to wait for the signal to change again. We had a lot of time to talk some more. 

“I had never done any of that. At all.” 

“I was the only one there who could imagine that you were doing that to me,” she said quietly, as if testing the air. 

No, this was why Courtney invited me. Why she invited both of us. 

She leaned in close, grabbed my denim jacket with both hands, and whispered “I’m so horny I could fuck a fire hydrant.”
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We held hands on the subway and didn't mind the looks. I was too distracted anyway by how she was running her fingers up and down the inside of my arm. It kept my arousal level up, my whole body on high alert. 

We didn’t say a word. We didn’t have to. 

I don’t remember the walk to my place. I remember we got off at St. Lawrence instead of Parkchester, and the walk back to Leland was a blur. 

Did anyone honk at us? Did it matter?

If anyone saw us, and I’m sure they did, they would have seen two confident young blonde women walking, holding hands, looking like they had someplace important to be.

We did. We were pulsing with sexual excitement, we were throbbing with want, and we were going to fuck each other’s brains out. What that looked like, I still had no clue. I’m sure she didn’t either. 

But by the time we closed my apartment door behind us and I slid the deadbolt into place for some reason, our hands were on one another’s cheeks, and our lips were pressed together tightly. 

Someone moaned. It might have been me. Before I could figure out if it really was me, she moaned. 

She worked her hands onto my hips and held them there. 

“I need you...so badly…right now,” she said as we kissed. 

I dropped my hands to her waist and undid her pants, which fell to the floor. She stepped out of her shoes first, breaking our kiss as she lost a few inches of height. 

After she got my skirt off, we stood looking at one another’s bulges, running our hands against each other’s thighs. 

We each had big wet spots in front of us that gave away how worked up we were, and how much we wanted the other.

How much we needed the other. 

I ran my hand over hers as I stepped out of my own shoes, and joined her at her new height. 

We brought our lips together again, and we ground into one another.

“Fuck,” I said, feeling a day’s horniness finally receive some attention. “I am not going to last long at all.” 

“Then you’d better start me off slow,” she said, and she reached to the floor for her purse, “with this.” She pulled out one of the dildos I sucked on at the party. 

“Did you buy this from Courtney?” 

She nodded and grinned. “Bring your lube,” and she started walking down the hallway to my bedroom. I watched her tight, perfect ass most of the way, and watched as her panties fell to the floor and she disappeared into my bedroom. 

“Oh my God,” I whispered to myself as I reached into my own purse for Courtney’s lube samples. I dropped my own underwear on my hurried walk to join her in the bedroom, adding to the trail that led from the front door to my bed…

…where she waited for me, on all fours, with her giant cock hanging down between her legs. The cock I didn’t see when she took off her panties because she was facing away from me. The giant cock I assumed she did not have because she was like me.

She was not like me.

Not exactly. She was more than me in very significant ways.  

I looked down at my own, standing at attention down below, another drop of glistening precum at its tip. My fully-erect dick wasn’t as big as her semi-hard one. 

Suddenly I wondered how I was going to satisfy her, especially if I felt like I was going to pop if someone so much as breathed near my cock. 

“Get over here,” she said, wagging her ass at me. 

She handed me the dildo and I squeezed some lube over the tip of it, and got on my knees behind her. 

As I worked the lube over the head of the dildo, I couldn’t help myself: I fluttered my tongue right up against her asshole. I heard her yelp with pleasure, and my own little cock jumped in response. 

I licked slow circles around her as I stroked the fake cock in my hands. It was the second time that day I played with a fake cock; did I want a real one? I had two right in front of me; why not?

I probed her opening with my tongue as I held the dildo in one hand, and needed something to do with the leftover lube.

I did what any desperately horny girl would do: I gripped my own cock, and I slowly stroked myself in time with my licks. 

Now both of us were moaning, her into my pillow and me into her perfect, gorgeous ass. 

I went slow. Slow. Slow on myself because I didn’t want to cum before we got going. And slow with her because she loved it. She pushed back into my face, burying her head on my pillow and holding her cheeks open for me.

I worked her over until I felt her start to arch her back, then she snapped out of her trance. 

“Oh God,” she gasped. “You are waaaaaay too good at that!” 

Was I? Today was a day I learned more about myself than I ever thought I would. What else was I going to learn? 

She turned herself and laid down on her back, wanting me on my side so I could reach between her legs while we kissed. She guided the lubed-up dildo right to her opening, and gently, holding onto my hand, eased it inside of her.

I felt it enter her because she yelped a bit while we kissed, and again, I went sloooooow.

Long, drawn-out strokes of the dildo, all the way out, then all the way in. All the way out, and all the way in. Again, and again, and again, all while our lips stayed pressed firmly together and our tongues worked their way into each other’s mouths. 

She broke our kiss and closed her eyes, pushing her body towards the ceiling and squeezing herself tightly around the dildo; she was making it harder for me to work it in and out of her, but I could tell she was getting close to the edge.

“You have got to feel this,” she gasped, and suddenly, without warning, she shoved me down to the bed.

I was on my back looking up at her, and she grabbed the lube from where it fell on the comforter. 

But instead of putting the dildo inside of me, she did something I never expected: she lubed up her own giant cock, and began teasing my own opening with it. 

“Ahhhhhhhhh, fuck!” I moaned as she did it. If this is what she was feeling when I tongued her asshole, then she was right; I needed to feel it.

She gripped herself hard slowly riding the dildo that was still inside of her as she poked herself inside me just a little bit, then withdrew, then did it again. 

I felt that growing pressure again, right behind my cock, which had never been harder. 

I felt the entire head of her squeeze into me, and I felt myself open up. 

It was instant euphoria. Immediate bliss. I felt spread open, wide, ready to take anything, and what she was giving me was her. Her whole self. And as soon as I was fully open, she gave me her whole length, and my thighs began tingling like they did in Courtney’s bathroom. The lower half of my body exploded with pleasure, and I bucked my hips into her, and while I wanted this feeling to last forever, my body was already overwhelmed and I wasn’t going to last long.

“Oh God,” I cried out. “I’m going to cum!” 

I felt it rise from my knees, to my thighs, to my lower body, and as I arched my back and squeezed tightly around her length, the first blast of cum came out and hit me in my own eye.

Tasha let out a giggle, and I had to direct my own cock away from me. Which meant the second spurt of cum hit her in her eye, and she yelped in surprise. 

“God, I can’t hold it in any more,” she gritted through her teeth, and she began pumping faster and faster, gripping my hips as tightly as she could. 

Spurt after spurt of cum shot up between us and landed on my belly, just as I felt the first blast of her orgasm hit somewhere deep within me. I felt it all: each spasm of her as she bucked through a giant orgasm. Each blast of ejaculate hitting somewhere inside me. 

It took both of us over, and I almost blacked out as I rode another wave of pleasure. When I came to, I realized we had both been crying out together. 

We slowed our breathing. She slowed her thrusts, but stayed buried in me. 

I felt her start to soften, but I didn’t want her to. I wanted her to stay there. I felt the cum starting to run down my body, and I looked down at where our bodies joined. My cock was twitching as we breathed together. 

She fell down next to me, and we held each other in silence. I could feel her heartbeat right next to mine. Soon we were breathing normally again, and everything was fine.  

My God, what did we just do? It was everything. 

I don’t think either of us wanted to speak first. I felt myself start to get soft, and looked down at her. She was no longer hard, but her big cock was flopped against my hip, pointing at my little dribbler. 

“I kind of feel bad,” I said, playing with her hair, looking at the evidence of our lust below.

“Why?”

“Because that dildo wasn’t that big, and having you inside me felt so fucking good, and I feel like I let you down.”

She looked up at me from where she was running her painted fingernails all over my belly, still slick with lube, sweat, and cum. 

“That felt amazing,” she said. “But if you really want to get something bigger…”

“Oh?” I said.

“I happen to know someone who sells sex toys, and I’m sure she could help us size up. You know. For next time.”

Next time.

Of course there’d be a next time.
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