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“I can’t believe it,” Duke said.

“What?” I asked.

“Some guy is taking you out?” Trent asked.

“Yes,” I replied as I took my shot. “And that’s game, boys!”

“A guy?” Duke asked.

“Like a man with a dick?” Sam asked.

“Yes, boys,” I shook my head as we headed for the benches. “I am a straight female, and guys find me attractive.”

“With the swearing, and the spitting, and the...”

“I am a woman under all that,” I told them. “And many of you had come onto me, the first time I came to this court, remember?”

All of them, all six guys surrounding me as I changed my shoes, had asked me out or wanted to fuck me. I didn’t want to call them out because two of them had girlfriends and one of them was married, yet they had all asked me out or sent me dick pictures or made lewd comments and texts.

“And he knows about all this?” David asked. “He knows you play sports and are more competitive than some guys?”

“Guys!” I held up my hand. “I am a woman; I work in high heels and wear a skirt all day long! I know how to be a woman.”

“Yeah, but you’re good at all sports,” Sam said. “And beat most guys, you do know some guys are turned off by that.”

“Plus you have bigger arms than some guys,” Graham finally spoke.

Graham was in the friendzone hard. He had made multiple attempts to get me, and each time I told him he was just a friend, nothing more. I even told him it would probably be best for him to move on, stop talking to me, and just go on like I didn’t exist, but he kept coming and kept asking.

“I don’t know about this one,” I stood up and looked at my watch. “I better get to work and shower up and put my lady face on.”

I waved at the guys as I got in my muscle car and sped away.

I worked in finance, and in the office, I wore regular office and professional clothing. I always either went to the gym or went to play hoops with the boys, as I called them.

I loved the feel of a skirt and heels most times, but nothing beat comfortable clothes and sweat dropping off my face as I played sports.

I had always been a tom girl, not as bad as Winona, though. When the two of us first met, I thought she had me beat in being a tomgirl.

She wasn’t a tom girl; she was a tomboy. She acted like a guy all the time, and it wasn’t an act; that’s who she was, and I admired that.

I knew when to turn it off and on. My mom was a fashion designer and dressed me up in elegant clothing when I was back home. I even tried out for modeling a few times, but it never panned out.

I liked being the woman who looked good in a nice long skirt, long hair, and an elegant dress one minute, and the next be in full football gear and playing tackle football with the men the next minute. Winona couldn’t pull off both looks; she looked good in sexy outfits, but the elegant dresses with the split down the thigh, or sequin dresses, made her feel uncomfortable.

I had many high-heeled shoes. Winona couldn’t take four steps in high heels without falling flat on her face.

Living in both the female world and the male world was tough sometimes. Especially dating. I had dating problems going as far back as high school.

None of the guys wanted to date or take me out to prom because I could beat most of them at any sport.

Even the football coach wanted to cut my hair and somehow try to hide my chest and put me in as a running back because I was faster and more agile than anyone on the team. He even let me practice with the team, and many times I left most of them in the dust.

When I went to college, it was the same story. I liked boxing, and our college had a ring and everything. I tried it out and could go toe to toe with most of the guys. They didn’t hold back either.

While my mom was a fashion diva, my father was an ex-marine; he got discharged because of an injury, but he taught me everything I knew. How to fight, how to take a punch. When he passed away, it was the hardest day of my life.

I kept him in my thoughts daily.

“Sabrina, nice going with the Davis account,” my boss came into my office.

“Thanks,” I grinned.

“Keep this up and you will be my boss soon,” Oliver winked.

“That’s the plan,” I winked back at him.

He stood there like he was nailed to the ground. “Anything else?” I asked.

“Nope, that’s it,” he smiled as he walked away.

I tried not to show anything at work, tried to be conservative about my chest and my hourglass figure, but Oliver had seen me in a bikini one time, it was at an indoor swimming pool at a hotel while we were out of town, and since that day, he was always staring at me.

I rolled my eyes and then got up and closed the door.

I couldn’t wait for my transfer to be completed. I loved Miami and didn’t want to leave, but I wanted to be close to my girls.

Damien was being nice and was coming down here for our date night. I couldn’t believe it when he told me that he was going to come down for the weekend so he could visit a friend and then come and see me.

No guy had done that for me. Sure, many online guys had said they wanted to meet me, or they wanted to know me better, but none had come through.

Most guys are intimidated by me, by my looks, my physical features; they see the tomgirl look with muscles and a toned figure, and they immediately walk the other direction or think I am a lesbian and only date women.

I didn’t have a high body count; in fact, I always felt insecure about it. Especially when I joined a group that had a big black cock as the name.

My two experiences were nothing to be happy about; the first was behind the gym of my college. I had lost a bet and met with one of the players of the football team. I was so nervous about losing my virginity that I puked on him during, he didn’t even get to finish, before he was cursing me and calling me names.

After that, I stayed away from all males. I kept playing sports but never got too attached. The second time was with my only what I would call a stable boyfriend. I had dates, but nothing came out of it. Most of them didn’t like that I talked, cursed, and acted like a guy sometimes, but could put on make-up, high heels, and a nice dress.

Kevin was what I called my only time; even though there was penetration on the first attempt, there was no finish or feelings involved.

Kevin and I were together for four years, and sex became routine and boring. I tried to tell him I needed more excitement in the bedroom, but he took it as I wanted someone else, which led to him asking another woman to join us in bed and in our lives.

A woman who was his ex-girlfriend. I told him that I wasn’t interested, he quickly dumped me. I was confused for a while and buried myself in sports and my job; that’s how I met Michaela.

I was short on cash at the grocery store, and Michaela was in town on one of her business trips. She paid for my groceries. We hit it off immediately after that. Michaela was all brains and no street, and I was all street and hardly any business or money savvy.

Michaela taught me everything I know about finances, and that’s how I landed this job.

Michaela joined the group as a dare from one of her rich friends, and I joined because of her. We were both happy we did, Micheala for the plain reason she didn’t get to meet normal, or as she said it, financially dependent people. Everyone she knew outside of the group was filthy rich.

I liked being part of a group just for the fact that it was much better than trying to impress new friends on a daily basis.

I didn’t get along with most women; never had. Most saw me as competition to get their man, or they saw me as a woman trying to be a man.

I liked all the girls in the group, even Teresa it took some time for me to accept that Teresa was Teresa and even though I didn’t understand all of her past, it helped that I could see the growth in her, from being totally dumb and worthless to being able to hold a job and not sexually please the first man she saw or talked to, that was the most annoying thing about her when I first met her. How could someone be so dumb!

That’s where Michaela came in; she understood all of us, and apart from Rachel, Michaela knew us like the back of her hand. Sometimes we all saw the power struggle between Michaela and Rachel; they both were what I called Matriarchs, wanting to be the lead bitch.

I had to tell Michaela that I knew when to back down from a fight, and Rachel was one tree she didn’t want to go up. I knew Michaela took all these self-defense and other things to be in shape and be able to fend for herself, but Rachel was street, pure street, and that outfoxed any discipline on the planet. Michaela had tried to outwit Rachel the first few months after joining and failed miserably, so her only other option was physical, and everyone knew that would fail as well.

“I knew you would call,” I smiled as I looked at my phone.

It was Rachel.

“I know,” Rachel replied.

“Of course you did,” I grinned.

“I am meeting Damien first thing in the morning,” I told her.

“I was wondering when, and where,” Rachel said.

“Wait,” I stopped in my tracks. “You don’t know everything?” I chuckled.

“With most, yes, but sometimes you surprise me,” Rachel admitted. “Just sometimes.”

“Oh, that’s nice to hear,” I popped the trunk of my car and put everything inside.

“So, what are you guys going to do?”

I got in my car and started it. “Well, he said his friend lives near a skate park I used to go to, so I thought we could meet there early in the morning and go from there.”

“Skate park, see I didn’t think of that,” Rachel was laughing on the other end of the phone. “I was thinking you would take him to that bar you like where you throw axes or tomahawks or whatever.”

“Not on the first date,” I laughed. “Don’t want to scare him off completely.”

We both laughed.

“Michaela is calling me, keep me updated,” Rachel said as I pulled onto the highway.

Some would think that the way Michaela and Rachel argued or continually challenged each other meant that they would be at odds, but Michaela loved the challenge, and I knew Rachel loved it too; that’s why it worked, the power struggle was give and take, each one pressing the boundaries just enough to see what would happen, without breaking it.

As for me, I was happy with where I was. I felt like I was the protector of the group; anyone fucked with any of them would have to deal with me. And I knew Rachel, Michaela, and even Winona could probably take care of themselves.

I was very protective of Teresa and Gemma, especially Gemma. She looked strong on the outside but was timid and let people hurt her and walk all over her.

‘Looking forward to tomorrow,’ Damien texted me as I walked inside my place.

It was filled with boxes and moving things. I was looking forward to the big move.

‘We will see,’ I replied as I sat on my couch. It was the only thing left in the living room.

‘You don’t think I can skate?” Damien asked.

‘You’re a big guy; I don’t think you can do the things you say you can.’

‘We will have to bet on that.’

I sat up. ‘Damn he is good!’ I thought as I stared at the text.

‘Okay, I am interested.’

‘If I can skate and better than you think, then the rest of the day you do what I want.’

Damien knew the rule: there was no sex allowed. ‘And if you can’t?”

‘The reverse.’

“Fuck me!” I crossed my legs. He already had me turned on, and I hadn’t even
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