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“Another round?” Jason asked, looking at Brad, but already calling the waitress’s attention to their table.  

“Fuck yeah,” Brad said, before slapping Jordon on his back and laughing at a joke he told minutes earlier. Brad was always slow about getting jokes, but this was okay, because the three friends had a rhythm that worked for them, as much in conversation as in life. They understood each other, they really had each other’s backs, and they were just so similar that you would think they would either get along, or hate each other. 

Needless to say, they got along really well!

“Oh my fuck dee doo dash dolls!” Jordon said, looking at the door. The pub was large, but the three beauties walking into the establishment just then just seemed to fill the space. The slayed everything about their outfits, about their hair, their makeup, and took complete ownership of every man’s eyes in the room.  

Brad and Jason looked to the door, at what it was that caught Jordon’s attention so, and they also experienced the drop jaw their friend was exhibiting. God damn the three females making their way towards then were fine as all hell. They didn’t even try to recover, didn’t even try not to salivate. All three ex-footballers seemed to really have lost all control off their faculties.

Women rarely had this effect on them, because they knew that they were attractive. They knew that most women wanted to sleep with them anyway, and so they really had their pick of the litter. But every now and then, not too often, a woman, or in this case women, came into their radar who flipped them for a six and pulled the proverbial rug o their egos out from under them completely. 

The three friends were similar, in appearance. They were all identical in height, 6 foot 7 inches, and they were all exactly 200 pounds in weight. All this weight was muscle though, and even though their college football days were long gone, they still looked and acted like they still played. Brad was now a highly paid Wall Street man, and Jason and Jordon, brothers, we partners in their own law firm. All of them were dressed in tight jeans and shirts that looked a size too small. Whenever they were out, they saw it as an imperative to show off their beautiful bodies.

Right now, though, there were three women seated three tables from them who absolutely, unequivocally stolen the show. And they didn’t even care. They didn’t mind, because like all the other men in the room, they were privy to this spectacle. Allowed to look, to ogle, and to stare at them without conflict. The women had not even paid anybody any mind, except the waitress when she came up to them and took their order, three cosmopolitans and three shots of tequila.  

“Dibs on the redhead...” Brad said, looking at the hottest of the three. 

The brothers looked at him, as though he always did this, calling dibs on the finest piece of ass in the room. This wasn’t true though, because the women usually gravitated towards him. He may not have been the smartest in the group, but was certainly the most charismatic. And charisma trumped intelligence any day. He was a Wall Street broker, and he was good at it. It really was more a social intelligence that he lacked, and this was easy to fake after a few drinks. 

The three had two more rounds, watching the women closely, seeing them approached by several men, accepting rounds of drinks, engaging them in conversations that lasted no longer than two minutes, and then sending them on their merry way. They were either incredible cock teasers, or they just had high standards. It could be, of course that they were all lesbian, but this possibility was one that none of them even wanted to entertain. They wouldn’t in fact, thinking with their egos that it as just because these three fiery vixens were waiting for them to make a move. 

Jordon was the one who couldn’t take it anymore, getting up from the table and taking a deep breath. He looked at his friends, and then looked into the bottom of his empty glass, almost as though his courage were somewhere at the bottom of the glass. It wasn’t there, so he took another deep breath and ran his fingers through his imaginary hair. He had sported brush cut since his days in the navy, a short stint but at least he could put national service on his resume. He also felt that this gave him a distinct edge as a lawyer, disarming his opposing council, especially when said council was a woman. 

He walked over to the table confidently, like he was walking to them and not pretending to walk to them. He figured that there was no time for games, no time for playing anything up. He would walk up to them, and throw his charm at them, laying it on thick. Brad would have been better at this of course, but he just didn’t have the balls, just yet. So it was really up to Jordon to reel in this catch. It was up to him, actually, to bait them. Brad would be responsible for the hooking. 

He got to the table, without looking back at his friends not once. He didn’t want it to seem that it was any sort of plan, even though it certainly looked that way. How could it not, when there were three guys, three guys that these women had clearly seen, and there were three girls, who the men had definitely seen. Getting close up to the table, Jordon really took in the redhead. She really was the most spectacular specimen he had seen in a while. At least, though, since Brad had called dibs, her friends were just as attractive, albeit in slightly different ways. 

“Hello,” Jordon said, looking at one of two blondes at the table. What he wanted to say was ‘what’s a nice place like this doing around a bunch of nicer beauties like you,’ but he assumed that this would just be cheesy. He was correct, and so he didn’t, much to his relief. He wasn’t exactly known for his opening lines, but he always tended to say them before he had proceed them through his filter. 

“Hi,” came the response from both blondes. The redhead sat silently, sizing up this man who had the balls to come up to their table even after he had seen so many fall by the wayside. 

“I’m Jordon,” he said, extending his hand to the blonde he had focused on when he first arrived at the table. 

“Kelly,” the blonde said, before adding, “this is Rachel, and this fiery looking fox is Stephanie!” Kelly spoke with a huskiness in her voice that made you think she was either incredibly turned on, or that she just had the most perfect piece of toast caught in her throat. No prize for guessing which Jordon thought it was. 

He greeted the other two women that had been quite informally introduced to him, and now he looked back at his friends. They were watching him with interest now, almost as though they half expected him to fail. This was quite possible too, if the caliber of those that came before them was anything to go by. Brad gave him a subdued thumbs up, and then casually put his hand down, and focused on his replenished drink. He and Jason looked at each other now, not wanting to appear too conspicuous. It really was too late for this. 

Jordon was suddenly unsure what to do, unsure of himself, and he thought of ordering the women a round. Actually, he was the one who needed a drink, but he was not about to make the same mistake as his predecessors. The one thing about these women that was as obvious as their beauty was their fierce independence. They exuded an air of ‘I’ve got my drinks, I’ve got my checks, I pay my own bills, so you’d better come at me with something that I cannot do for myself,’ that literally screamed. So he knew he would have to come at them correct. 

“You want to join us? We could move to a bigger table, get a little more comfortable, and maybe get to know each other a little more?” he said, with all his confidence. Then he waited, and watched. He watched their faces, tried to read their body language. Anything really that would give him an idea of what they were about to say next. He brought all his legal experience into the situation, trying to read them as he had so often read his witnesses, and his clients. This was not working though
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