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I was perfectly happy with my stein of beer as I sat at the table with my group of friends. We met every Friday night drinking and laughing and having a good time. There were eight of us in the group and we were perfectly matched women to men. Well the three other men in the group had girlfriends and three of the women in the group had boyfriends, I was perfectly okay not having anyone. I was okay around my friends but around other women I was very painfully shy. Okay, don't get me wrong I've had my share of get-togethers with women but primarily if I had drunk enough beers to do so. I just wasn't interested in casual relationships. And I was too shy to dive into a serious conversation and ask a lady out who I could have a serious relationship with. I was okay with it.  My friends were not.

I had tried on numerous occasions to muster up the courage to ask a pretty lady out. I end up getting flustered and unable to speak right unless I was talking about financial statistics. I work for one of the biggest finance firms in the country. I sat in the back office and poured over statistics and algorithms after which I bring the information to the financial officers who then present to their clients who make us lots of money. I'm so shy I don't even want to speak to anybody in the public that's why I chose the profession I did. I'm a math genius and I enjoy working with numbers. 

“Warren, did you ever ask that art little blonde in your office out on a date?” Roger asked.

I sucked down the remainder of the beer in my stein and looked up at Roger. I shook my head fast sending him a telepathic message to just shut up about it.

“Oh really? Please tell us what happened? ” Cheryl asked. She was the nosey gal in our group and always in my face about trying to set me up with one of her friends.

“Nothing. absolutely nothing, because I didn't ask her out,” I said. I was hoping that my tone of voice would dissuade them from asking anymore questions, but they were like dogs on a bone and wouldn't let it go.

Cheryl tilted her head and squinted her eyes at me. I knew she wasn't going to let this go.“ Come on, Warren. You know we don't believe that for a second. If you have some good dirt dish it out to us because we want to hear it,” she said. The others around the table all looked at me and nodded in agreement.

I exhaled looking defeated. “Okay, I tried to ask her out. She was at the copier, so I got up and tried to make an excuse to be in there with her. I casually stepped up to the copier and looked down at her and smiled. Even wagged my brow to show her that I was playful and not just a math nerd. She giggled and shook her head already making assumptions about me. I invited her out for coffee after work and she just laughed and waved her hand at me and said that she already had plans. She walked away muttering sorry. I felt that that was a big sign that she wasn't interested in me. There you have it now go ahead and laugh at me,” I said. 

Cheryl looked like she felt sorry for me after I had spoken. She put her hand out for everyone to stop snickering over my pitiful love life. She lifted her hand and patted mine. “I'm sorry, sweetie. She's not the right one, don’t keep barking up that tree. There's a girl out there for you, I just know it. You just have to keep looking,” she said.

Thankfully, the conversation moved away from my love life and the sad story of where I keep trying to get a date and it just doesn't happen. That's why I feel like I'm no longer interested in trying to get a woman to say yes to a date with me. I don't think I'm ugly, or anything. I mean, I am kind of cute but I'm also very much a math nerd. Perhaps I need to find the women who are into nerds. 

I did notice one of our friends sitting at the table with me, Brittany, kept looking at me and smiling. She wasn't laughing with the others when they were making fun of me. It peaked my interest as I now consider her.

Brittany, or Sassy as everyone called her, was normally outspoken. Instead, she'd been watching me looking as if she's contemplating something to say to me. Everyone called her Sassy except for me, I called her Britany. 

“Brittany, what's on your mind?” I asked. She grinned at me and lifted her brow.

“Why do you call me Brittany? ” she asked.

“Because that your name, isn't it?”

Britney laughed. “True, but everyone here calls me Sassy. Because that's what I am,” she said as she nodded.

“Sassy frassy, she has an opinion about everything,” Cheryl said as she widened her eyes.

Brittany turned to her and gave her a silly grin.  I only have an opinion if I feel like I need to. Sometimes, you guys rag on poor Warren here until he's frazzled. The boy just needs to be taken by the hand and shown how things are,” Brittany said.

I smiled, and I nodded. “Thank you, Britney. I appreciate that,” I said.

Brittany turned back to me as she folded her arms over her beautiful chest. I couldn't help but notice she had cleavage that wouldn't quit. But I shook my head because well, I'm not exactly scoring a hundred on getting girls to go out with me. Her fiery red hair swung gracefully at her shoulders and her bangs flowed into her eyes. She kept having to move her head to get her hair out of her eyes. 


“So, what will it take to get you to call me Sassy?” Brittany asked.



I chuckled and shook my head. “Maybe if you prove to me just how sassy you are, I can change my name for you. But I have always called you Brittany and it's very hard for me to change my ways,” I said.

The others, thankfully, quit talking amongst themselves. Brittany scooted over so that she was in the seat beside mine. Her eyes trailed down my body as she looked at me like I was a piece of meat. I must admit, it turned me on greatly to have that much attention from this beautiful redhead. 

“Dearest, let me give you some advice. If you want the attention of a beautiful young lady, you're going to have to learn to change your ways just a little bit. I think your little too stiff and I don't mean in the fun pleasurable way either. It's like your set in your ways and you're an old man in a young man's body. You're not half bad looking , in fact, you're kind of cute. So, loosen up, sweet pie, and go with the flow. And when a pretty girl asks you to call her something else, you should do so. It might turn into something more,” Brittany said.

My hands trembled as I put them in my lap to stop the shaking. It wasn't too often that are pretty woman paid this much attention to me. I never thought of myself as being particularly attracted to this redhead, but she had my attention. I would like to go home and explore the possibilities before implementing them. However, here she is, telling me to just go with the flow. Perhaps I should ask her out. I wonder if she would even say yes? Or I wonder if she would turn her sharp sass to me and embarrass me further in front of my friends. Brittany is new to our group added on as one of John’s friends recently. I like her, but I don't know a lot about her. As she sat so close to me and giving me such advice, I wondered if she had a thing for me? Wouldn't that be a hoot?

Just when I was gathering the courage and the nerve to say something more, Brittany turned to our group and joined in their conversation. She had her opinion and she had to offer it to the group. I sat back and actually breathed a sigh of relief thinking no, she's not for me. I wished women were easier to read. I knew that I was clueless, but I also knew that the older I got the more desperate I felt to want the attention and affection from a woman. Even if it's the affections were from a fiery redhead named Brittany, who wanted me to call her Sassy. 

Yes, I must admit to myself first that I did have an attraction to the fiery redhead. Sassy had my full staffed attention. But I sat back and observed as I often did while all my friends bantered back and forth how her sharp tongue lashed out when she offered her opinion. she kept glancing over to see my reaction to the things that she was saying. She spoke her mind, calling people ugly, or old, or simply not worth the trouble. I didn't like that part about her. However, as I looked at her, I realized I loved her petite body. She had a nice rack that's not too big but enough to make cleavage that snaked down into the shadows under her shirt and made me want to explore. She had hips and an ass that wiggled when she walked and a petite body that made me want to pick her up and shove her over my stiff pole and take her for a spin. I shook my head and pushed those thoughts out of my brain. Sometimes, I allowed my cock to think for me and I didn’t need to do that. 

Towards the end of our gathering Sassy brightened up and looked at me. “Will you come?” she asked.

I had been deep in thought and shook my head because I didn't hear what they were talking about. I was thinking about how my hard cock was gonna make it tough for me to stand
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