The Party
Troy Roemer

“So here are the rules,” some dude behind the reception desk tells me. His name tag reads Cameron in cursive letters. It’s hard to guess his age. Maybe early thirties? I’d guess younger, but the gray hair at his temples makes me wonder. He slides a blank name tag over to me. “In the bottom box, you put your name. In the top box, put something you’d like people to ask you about.”
My attention lasers to the stainless steel butt plug inertly massaging my prostate. The flared end prevents unwanted emergency room visits and boasts a tasteful sapphire rhinestone. A pair of Jockey boxer briefs and Dockers standard fit stretch khakis hide my little secret.
Ask me about the bluetooth-connected, vibrating-enabled metal plug in my ass. Ask me how someone with remote access can activate the vibration feature at their whim via the easily paired app for iOS and Android. Ask me about how the vibration strength scale ranges from 1 to 5 with optional morse code feature where you can send pleasurable messages via long and short intermittent buzzes at whatever strength you’d like. Ask me who might have access to the tastefully sized pleasure plug inserted in my stinky.
“I can’t think of anything,” I say dumbly. A group of middle aged squares gather behind me readying themselves for the same hazing I’m currently surviving. Barely.
Cameron doesn’t miss a beat. “Aw come on, don’t say that. What about your hobbies? Any kids? Pets? How about your favorite 90s movie about hockey? There’s gotta be something.”
My sphincter tightens. I grip the pen harder than I need to. I hate this kind of shit.
Don’t I work enough? As if spending at minimum 40 hours of my life every week on this corporate crap isn’t enough, I still have to attend these types of idiotic functions? I could be at home jerking off and strangling myself, but instead, I’m stuck here forced to socialize with a bunch of people I don’t particularly care for. I have to talk about who the fuck cares for a couple hours until I can get back to my life. I adjust my polo shirt’s collar over my neck and take a deep breath.
“Can’t I just leave it blank?”
Cameron, quick on his feet, pounces, “Of course not! There’s gotta be something you can put there. Looking at those khakis and polo, you look like a golf guy.”
“Yeah, I guess I do play.” I lie, even though I haven’t hit the links in over two years.
“Well how about that? You could say, ‘Ask me about my favorite club in my golf bag.’ My personal answer would be none of them, because I’m terrible at golf. My best golf club is the back nine beer!” Cameron laughs out of his belly.
I fucking hate him.
“I really don’t want to put anything,” I insist. Surely this can’t go on much longer.
“That’s no fun, man. There’s got to be something in your life you’re proud of.” Cameron looks at me with his face smiling but still somehow flat. His crooked nose scrunches from between his eyebrows skewing his whole face off center. Why is he so intent that I fill out this goddamn box on this goddamn name tag?
Fucking Cameron. First off, why the hell is he calling me, “Man?” The last thing I need is to be lectured by some overly boisterous idiot today. I’m guessing he’s a level 10? Maybe level 11? I’m a level 14. I was level 13 in the company the day after I graduated college. People like Cameron? He won’t ever be anything. He probably thinks that with some hard work, the right networking, maybe a little bit of luck, he’ll move up and have a job like mine. He probably thinks that’s something he wants. Luckily, I know better. He won’t ever be at my level, and he thinks he can talk to me like this?
My butt cheeks clinch, causing my little friend in the poop shoot to go slightly deeper. My legs tremble. Ask me why leaving a butt plug in during company events is the only possible way to survive this kind of insufferable shit.
“I’m just going to leave it blank.” I start to flip over the name tag and Cameron stops me.
“Aw Don’t be like that,” Cameron coos. “We’re gonna find something. How about a joke. Here’s one you can take from me. What kind of TV show does the shower watch?”
I look at him with a blank expression on my face. “The shower?”
Cameron peers into my eyes. “Yeah, the shower. You know, water coming out of the wall.”
I tap my foot in frustration.
Cameron persists. “So whatcha think? What does the shower watch on TV?”
I relent with a sigh. “I don’t know, what?”
Cameron pauses and glances around. “Soap operas.” He lets out another of his hearty laughs while my eyes roll out the back of my head. “That one’s free of charge.” He winks at me. If he knew what was waiting for me at home, he probably wouldn’t be such a grating fucking nerd to me. Ask me about what I’m hiding in my downstairs closet.
Cameron turns to a new victim who just checked in beside me. I snatch up the name tag, the top box still blank. Brad, scribbled in my illegible, left-slanted chicken scratch in the bottom box is the only writing on it. Cameron’s already moved on. Isn’t he going to say something? I start walking away, and Cameron doesn’t even glance in my direction. Good riddance. I reflexively squeeze my butt cheeks as the plug starts vibrating softly. Just a 1. Someone must be thinking about me. My cheeks flush. I’m flattered. I check over my shoulder at Cameron, and he’s telling a new joke to a different guest. Little whore.
I make my way up the stairs while a subtle buzz down below forces me to walk like the possessed human in Men in Black. My arms swing behind my back awkwardly while I half-waddle up the cement stairs leading behind the swanky museum where the other managers have already begun gathering under a rented canvas tent. My dick is going to be really difficult to hide unless this buzzing stops.
Oh the humanity.
As soon as I arrive under the tent, I search for someone I know. Now that I don’t have to bother with placating that annoying dude at the reception table, I can actually loosen up a little bit. Thankfully my little friend stopped vibrating the second my foot hit the top stair. I’m free and clear to mingle with only minor interruptions.
Before I’m able to home in on someone I’d actually like to talk to, my boss, Barbara, makes a beeline towards me. She’s a nice enough lady, but there are only so many times you can hear about her third step child getting bit by one of her twenty cats before every story blends together. She’s gotten some face work done recently. Her jawline looks a little tighter than it did before she went “on vacation.” Whatever procedure the doctors completed put new sideways pressure on her eyes. She’s edging dangerously close to yellow face. She smiles, revealing a mouth full of disconcertingly white crowns. A ridiculous A-1 from front to back, bottom and top. Business must be good. Nobody that close to retirement should have teeth that white. Nobody’s capable of flossing and brushing adequately enough to keep that level of shine into their 60s.
“Brad, so glad you made it!” She sticks out a traitorously wrinkled hand and places it on my shoulder.
I pause, then cover her Skeletor fingers with my large, meaty claw. “Oh Babs, you know I wouldn’t miss a chance to see you for the world.” For some reason, we do one of those European kiss on the cheek greetings.
I feel like I’m getting Me Too’ed.
Barbara invites me over to her table full of upper management hacks and blowhards. “I know better than to get in between a shark and her prey, Babs,” I respond flirtatiously and leave to grab myself a drink from the open bar.
The bartender is a cute girl, early 20s, with a tattoo sleeve on her left arm. Her earlobes are stretched out to 00 plugs. I’ll bet she has a clit piercing too. She’s not exactly my type, but maybe I’ll fuck her in the bathroom anyway. I smile at her and order a Heineken Light. I make sure she’s watching when I place a crisp $20 bill in her tip jar. I lean over suggestively, “This should help make everyone a little more generous tonight, huh?” I conspicuously look down at her name tag. “Thank you, Caroline. I hope you have a wonderful night.”
I walk away feeling good about myself.
The problem with girls like her is they wear their freakishness on their skin – their heart on their tattoo sleeves. Nobody gets anywhere in this world flaunting their entire personality to everyone they meet. You should make yourself earned. The only way to be somebody is to make sure you can be everything to everybody. You can’t be a good girl on Sunday if the preacher thinks you’re a whore. The reason a chameleon changes his colors isn’t to hide from predators; it’s to get closer to his dinner.
Just in the nick of time, I finally see who I’ve been looking for. Keith and Bryan stand on the edge of the party, each holding a Heineken Light, positioned at a perfect 120 degrees from each other. Close enough to show familiarity, the angle is still acute enough to show they’re not interested in something a little bit more untoward. It also provides a convenient opening for me to complete the triangle. We greet each other with overhand shakes pulled into a half hug.
Keith, the fucker, is wearing his old beige Vans shoes with navy Dickies khakis. Even after working himself through the IT gauntlet, eventually nestling into a cush VP gig, he still rides his skateboard on the weekends. I think it’s a little hack, but he’s a nice enough guy. Not to mention, he knows everybody. A good friend to have.
Bryan is your typical weekend golf warrior. His pastel blue polyester golf shirt is tucked into knee length, coral-colored polyester shorts. Boat shoes are the only logical option here, of course. It wouldn’t surprise me if he has a few used plastic tees in his left front pocket. He’s probably still reliving last month’s charity match on repeat. He got to spend a whole 18 holes with the CEO, chatting shit and acting like old friends. He’s already told half the office about it. He even drained the winning Best Ball shot with a confident 20’ putt. Lucky bastard. They’ll probably be getting drinks together later this week.
These guys are right in my wheelhouse.
Pro tip: at work parties, when associating with colleagues, use the same strategy hot women do when fucking – across or up. Never down. Keith and Bryan put me in perfect company to make some connections. Being at these kinds of events can be like pulling teeth, but even as miserable as they are, I can still make it worth my time. I can’t spend all my time downstairs with my hobby at home, after all.
I look at Bryan and Keith’s name tags. Bryan’s “ask me about” box is empty. Fucking awesome. Fuck that kid, Cameron. Keith’s says, “Ask me about my limp.” I take the bait and ask him.
Keith dives into a story detailing how his left ankle is currently inflated like a balloon. His foot turned over after going ass up on a boardslide in his driveway. He starts pulling up his pant leg to show us the purple and blue appendage when my worst nightmare becomes reality. From the edge of my peripheral vision, I catch just enough of a vaguely familiar white shirt for me to hold my breath. His voice hits me like a punch in the solar plexus.
“Yo lads.” Goddamn Cameron.
Keith, ever the nice guy, replies coolly, “Hey, Cam.”
Bryan looks him up and down and smirks. He lets out a barely audible “Mmhmm,” and waits. I barely even look at Cameron directly. He’s undeterred.
“Hey guys, sorry to interrupt. The lady at the front table told me to ask folks to head over to the kudos cam and record a little video.”
Bryan stops him. “What’s the kudos cam?”
“I’m not sure, to be honest,” says Cameron. “I think it’s just an iPhone on a tripod, where you record yourself giving kudos to another manager. They’re going to show it at some other manager’s meeting in a few weeks or something. I’m not invited either way” He shrugs with a smile.
The buzzing in my ass starts again. It begins at a gentle 1, a subtle zzz that sends a shiver up my spine. Nobody notices that I start shifting back and forth on my feet.
Cameron finishes his lecture about how we all need to go to the kudos cam, but because the universe hates me, he doesn’t leave yet. Instead, he takes this opportunity to point out that two of us haven’t put anything in the “ask me” box. Luckily, since teacher’s pet Keith put something in his, Cameron takes the opportunity to ask about his limp. Keith launches back into his boardslide story when suddenly, the vibration intensity is turned up three notches. That puts me at four. My calves tense up and I bring my hand to my chin to covertly bite my finger.
Ask me about how long until I jizz my pants.
Keith lifts up his pant leg and pulls down his cactus print crew sock to reveal his disgustingly injured ankle. Streaks of black and blue stretch practically up to his knee. Cameron and Bryan take a closer look and simultaneously emit an “Oooff.” I take this opportunity to also let off some steam, my forehead and hands covered in a layer of grimy sweat.
“Uuuhhhuhhhuh,” eeks out of my mouth. Cam, Bryan, and Keith, look at me funny but continue chatting.
The vibration is turned up again. I’m at a full-fledged code red, level 5 buzz in my pooper. Do you think they notice?
Did I say that out loud?
Cameron, ever the dweeb, turns to Bryan and me. “How about you two?” he asks, pointing to our empty boxes.
I’m in the clear.
“Why’d you leave your box blank? It can’t be that hard to think of something to put there,” he prods insufferably.
Ask me about the true meaning of torture.
Bryan, thank Jesus, provides his explanation. He postulates how he wants to leave his box blank to keep conversation open. He talks about how he’d rather discuss what the other person wants to – let them bring up something interesting. He’s really just taking the attention off himself, he insists.
His backwards logic doesn’t really work, in my opinion, but Cameron seems to be buying it. He puts a bow on his bullshit pie with this masterpiece, “I’m here to talk about others instead of myself.”
Classic Bryan.
Cameron, clever little shit, cuts him off. “So let me get this straight,” he probes. “You’re pushing your responsibilities off on other people, expecting them to do all the legwork? Then, when things don’t work out, you can just blame them for it?”
Bryan, Keith, and I are dumbfounded. I’m starting to like Cameron a little bit. The silence creates a palpable awkwardness only magnified by the vibrations below my belt. I’m only holding on by a thread.
Cameron tops off his little retort devastatingly. “Sounds like a manager to me.”
Keith and Cameron roar with laughter. Bryan looks like he wants to murder Cameron. His eyes are fierce, but he’s not really clever enough to think of a decent clapback, so he just seethes instead. Cameron, with all his faults, really pegged Bryan’s nonchalant yet tyrannical managerial style that, admittedly, has been treating him well financially but not socially. The buzzing butt plug continues vibrating full force.
Ask me how much more of this I can take.
It feels like my organs are being scrambled from the inside. If you’ve ever used a Theragun and accidentally hit a bone, you know the bumpy reverberations coursing through every inch of my body. My brain is being short circuited. My legs can’t hold anymore. Blood rushes to my face. Liftoff in t-minus 10. 9. 8.
Cameron puts his hand on my shoulder and asks if I’m OK. He says I look a little flush. Do I need to sit down? I desperately cling to my hate of Cameron while spiraling into pre-orgasmic shivers. Goosebumps cover every inch of skin on my body. I can only imagine the pallid look my face must have.
“Hey, man, you look pretty rough. Maybe you should come inside and take it easy,” Cameron insists.
“I remember my first beer,” jokes Bryan.
Fucking Bryan. The vibrations suddenly stop. Hallelujah. I’ve never prayed for blue balls in my life, but at this point, a couple days of soreness would be a miracle. Just as my body relaxes, the buzzing starts again, this time in staccato. Someone’s sending me a message.
Ask me how up to speed I am International Morse Code.
I rack my brain. Boy Scouts was a long time ago. I clench my eyes and desperately try to follow the long and short bursts of vibration in my netherregions. If my eyes were open, I’d probably see Bryan, Cameron, and Keith staring at me. Every calorie of food I’ve eaten today is dedicated to keeping my muscles tensed up. If I relaxed, every buzz would make me jump like I’m sticking a fork in an electrical outlet. I take a deep breath and try to keep up with the smoke signals.
Short, short, long short. F.
Long, long, long. U.
Pre-orgasmic spasms well up from my belly. The countdown continues. Liftoff in 7. 6. 5. I try to distract myself by counting the length of the buzzes and translating them.
Long, short, long, short. C.
I’m able to force one of my eyes open, and a crowd’s gathered. I see Bill from underwriting, Cindy from corporate accounts, and Maya from HR. I blink the one eye I can control. Ginny from sales, Brad from IT, and Liza from marketing have joined the circle. Someone I don’t recognize screams that I must be having a stroke since only half of my face seems to be working. If only she knew what a stroke would do to me right now.
Long, short, long. K
Space.
Long, short, long, long. Y.
I think I’m starting to get the message. Someone’s upset with me. I’ve resigned myself to my inevitable embarrassment and await my fate. Liftoff in 4. 3. 2. My knees start to buckle as a deluge of blood rushes to my crotch. I’ve never felt true regret until this very moment. The only sound I can hear is blood pumping in my temples. I must look ridiculous. My single open eye rolls around uncontrollably. A shrill voice screams that I’m dying. That someone should help me. A different voice screams to grab my tongue to keep me from swallowing it.
Don’t tease me with a good time.
Long, long, long. O.
Knowing what’s coming next doesn’t help me. Nobody can save me. Abandon hope all ye who enter here. I prepare myself for the inevitable short, short, long: U. The first short comes quick like a jab to my nose. The follow-up short lands like a side punch to my chin quickly after. The haymaker winds itself up from the depths of my chest. My asshole puckers. The swelling feeling gathers from between my thighs. I’m drenched in a cold sweat. Here comes the uppercut. Long.
I hit the floor.
Unexpectedly, the final dash doesn’t end. It just keeps going and going. What I’m experiencing is a coordinated, high-effort mission to destroy my life. It’s true what they say, to keep your friends close and your enemies closer.
Plug still vibrating wildly, I black out. The party grinds to a halt. The music stops. My body convulses on the ground. Somewhere between my jizz-induced rigor mortis and blissfully relaxed rectum, the butt plug pops out of my duke shoot. My body begins its recovery, shivers overtaking me every few seconds. I open my eyes, and the first person I see, goddamnit, is Cameron, cradling my head in his lap. He tenderly keeps my neck aligned. He asks me to wiggle my fingers.
At this point, the party has created a breakdancing-like circle around us. I’ve always enjoyed being the center of attention, but forgive me for saying this particular scenario doesn’t quite seem to scratch that itch. Cameron asks me if I can feel my toes. I nod my head yes. My pants are wet and the butt plug protrudes from the back of my pants creating a suggestive mound at the seat of my pants. Cameron asks if he needs to call an ambulance. I shake my head no. I meekly tell him I forgot to take my epilepsy pills. I tell him I haven’t been as stringent on my keto diet as I should have been. I tell him this hasn’t happened to me since Middle School. That last one is true.
The party is completely silent. 163 eyeballs and an eyepatch watch me struggle to my feet. The plug vibrates bulky and insane in the cradling hammock of my Jockey boxer briefs. Cameron seems to be the only person who notices the vibrations. Everyone else is standing too far away to notice, afraid that they might smell what they believe must be a giant log turd in my undies.
“Sounds like someone’s trying to get in touch with you,” Cameron notes. Unable to look him in the eyes, I just nod my head almost imperceptibly. He’s holding my elbow and asks if I need a ride home. He says I probably shouldn’t drive home in this condition. He must not know what caused my little performance.
Ask me what I’m going to do when I get home.
I waddle out of the party, 163 eyes still watching me. As soon as I’m towards the edge of earshot, the murmurs fire up. Whispering. Rumors. I’m already anticipating the email from Maya in HR in the morning. The company will be worried about liability. Did Cameron wink at me when he said someone was trying to call me?
I limp down the stairs, shuffle down the sidewalk, sneak past the valet, and inch towards the parking garage. When I’m finally shielded by some blooming bushes, I reach into the seat of my pants and pull out the butt plug. The slimy device hasn’t stopped vibrating. Modern battery technology is amazing.
I consider tossing this little devil device in the river, but I reconsider. I just experienced the most mind-blowing orgasm of my life. Maybe it would be a bit premature to make such a rash decision. I tear off my name tag and discard it on the ground. I’ll have to deal with Cameron later, but for now, I have something at home to take care of.
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