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“Congratulations!” I hugged my friend as she headed for the long white limo.

“Thank you!” Maggie grinned. She had just married Hank, and they were leaving for Cabo tomorrow.

“Don’t forget the bouquet!” Laura yelled.

“Of course!” Maggie laughed as she turned her back.

Immediately, I got out of the crowd of single women flocking to catch the bouquet.

When Maggie threw it, there was a loud cheer as Samantha caught it. We all clapped and waved as Maggie got into the back of the limo.

“One day that will be you,” Ned smirked.

“Never!” I shook my head. “Let’s get some drinks!”

I had always been a tomboy; it was bound to happen. In the house with all men after Mom split, no one knew why she left. One day she was there, the next, poof: all her clothes and everything were gone.

Dad said he knew where she went and who she was with, but he never told us, even on his deathbed, he kept it to himself.

None of us looked for her, as far as we were concerned, if she didn’t want anything to do with us, then we would wash our hands of her.

“Damn, Izzie,” one of my friends shook his head.

I could hang with the men in anything, including burping contests.

“Told you I lived in a house with four brothers, you are not going to beat me, now pay up!” I looked at my four guy friends.

I hardly hung out with my girlfriends and didn’t have many female friends, even at work. Women were always talking about other women, just walking around, you would see and hear women on their phones talking about other women. ‘She did this, she did that, she, she, she,’ that’s anyone heard if a woman was on their phones, you could bet there was another woman’s name coming out of her mouth.

The guys put their money down, and I collected it.

“One day one of us is going to beat you at something!” Niles exclaimed.

“Keep dreaming!” I laughed.

“I swear Izzie, sometimes I think you got a dick between your legs,” Tyler added.

“If I had I could probably get more girls than you do,” I fired back at him.

The guys laughed and pointed.

“Last longer too!” I added.

This is why I liked hanging with the guys, it was fun, pure fun, there were no comparisons or fighting over who should be in charge and who was the head bitch, guys just liked being guys.

Tyler didn’t talk shit about Niles being as big as a bus. Niles didn’t make fun of Ned because he was on his fourth marriage and that was failing, sure, we poked fun at each other, but that’s all it was, fun.

Maggie, the one who got married, purposely looked back over her shoulder and aimed the bouquet at Samantha, her friend, because she didn’t want Natalie, Jasmine, or Kylie to get it. Kylie talked badly about Maggie’s pick for bridesmaid dresses throughout the ceremony. Natalie made fun of Jasmine’s tits being too small and that she looked like a young boy wearing a dress.

And I knew that right now, wherever Maggie was, she was talking to one of her other friends about all of us being lame for not being married yet.

Wherever there was a woman anywhere in the world, right now at this minute, they were either talking about another woman, thinking about another woman, or ready to talk shit about another woman; that was just facts.

They always blamed it on the guys, but the truth was that it was them. Big girls didn’t like skinny girls, and vice versa. Some women at work didn’t want another woman telling them what to do, and most women didn’t like some random woman dating one of their guy friends, even though they had no feelings for that guy friend; she was the new woman, and she was invading their circle.

And that’s why I didn’t have any of their numbers saved in my phone. It was filled with guys numbers, guys knew they could call me and vent about their girlfriends, because god forbid a guy talks about his feelings or what’s bothering him to his wife or girlfriend, because immediately that woman would turn it around and make it about them, so it was easy to talk to me, the bitch! As most of the women called me.

I knew things about my guy friends that no one knew, not even the other guys. I knew Ned was on his fourth marriage because he hated being alone; it made him depressed. I knew Niles was as big as a bus because when he was a child, his family was poor and couldn’t put food on the table, so there were days no one would eat anything. I knew all of that, but I didn’t say a word.

“You fucking bitch!” Tyler laughed.

“Just saying your ex-girlfriend blabbed about your one-minute marathons,” I joked.

“I might last one minute, but I can keep going,” Tyler fired back.

“If you say so,” I smiled.

The night was filled with laughter. I loved hanging with my boys, as I called them.

“Oh no,” I shook my head.

We were heading to our vehicles to call it a night when I saw the guy who had been eyeing me from across the bar walking my way.

“You want us to stay?” Ned asked.

“No, I got it,” I waved them off.

My boys were very protective of me, and I knew even though I was shooing them away, none of them would leave the parking lot until I got in my car.

I waited a fair distance away from my car as I didn’t want the stranger to know which car was mine.

“Hi,” he grinned as he approached me.

“Hi,” I replied in my fake polite voice.

I didn’t mean to be rude, but it was obvious I wasn’t looking for someone; I was hanging out with four guys and playing crude games like belching and talking about things no woman would talk about if she knew a guy was looking her way.

“I was just wondering,” he started, and that’s where he lost me.

“Look, I don’t mean to be rude, and I hope I don’t come off that way,” I held up my hand to stop him. “I am just not in a place or position to be looking for anyone, or anything.”

“Oh,” he said, his voice sounded defeated and embarrassed.

“I am sorry, but maybe the next time we are in the bar you can come over and hang out with us, and see where things go,” I shrugged. “We would love the company.”

“Thanks,” he smiled. “I would like that.”

“So, would I,” I grinned.

I waited until he left so that I could walk to my car.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~
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I hadn’t lied to him; I was still trying to get my feet back under me after losing my job and restarting at a new one, plus I wasn’t the relationship type. I liked men, of course I did, but most men wanted the girly type, the girlfriend that did girl things, and did what they said when they said it.

That was not me, not at all. I liked doing my own thing and having my space to be me. I didn’t want someone in my space.

The last boyfriend I had called me so many names after we broke up. He said it was like dating a guy in a female body. He said I should start playing for the opposite side, but there was no way that was going to happen. I had been around females, and I always wondered how men could do it, so many mood swings, and pity parties, and the attention needed to make some of them happy was unbearable.

I wasn’t like that, set me down in front of a video game system and I was good. Didn’t want to go out to a restaurant for date night, fine, take me to a bar with hot wings, a pool table, and some beer, and I was good to go.

I didn’t own one pair of high-heeled shoes; actually, I didn’t even have a shoe collection. I had a pair of boots for work, some sneakers for the gym or sports, another pair of sneakers to go jogging, and two nice shoes for nice occasions. I had zero makeup items; I hated putting on makeup.

The only sexy thing I owned was a naughty nurse outfit that I wore two years ago as a dare at a Halloween party. That was it. No sexy underwear, it was a good day if my bra and panties matched when I left the house.

I burped, swore, farted, and did anything I wanted to do around a guy, and if I liked a guy, I would approach them, and not wait for them to approach me. I was as far from being a girly girl as they could be.

Now, that didn’t mean I looked like a butch. I was very feminine-looking, which is why I got a lot of looks.

I liked my hair long, I did take care of my nails myself, and I wasn’t paying someone to cut, file, or paint my nails.

I wore female shirts, sometimes I would wear a hoodie in cold weather, but mostly I wore a regular shirt and jeans. I was told I had a nice ass, but my best asset was the girls. I had to admit I loved the girls; I often sat watching television with my hands on my tits.

I often caught myself looking down my shirt at them; they were awesome. Perfectly shaped, even though pinkie was bigger than brain. I had named my girls. Sometimes they were a pain in the ass as my back would hurt from lugging them around, but they were mine, no silicone or plastic parts.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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‘Are you serious?’ I texted Maggie.

‘Yup, in two months,’ she replied.

Samantha, the bitch who caught the bouquet, was getting married. That wasn’t the kicker; the thing that got me was that she was marrying Travis, the new guy in our group.

‘I introduced them less than four months ago!’ I angrily texted her back.

Travis was the guy who approached me outside the bar.

He quickly lost interest in me when I told him I could beat him in a race in high heels. When I did, he didn’t even look at me. He still hung out with us, but he was all in his man feelings.

Now he had proposed to the girliest girl of the group. Samantha had a full closet of shoes, she had dresses for every occasion that she only wore once, and she wanted any man she was with to take care of her every need. She was the exact opposite of me. I once saw her makeup collection; it was like walking into a Sephora store. She kept bringing out more of it.

‘Well, I am not going to do it,’ I texted.

‘Yes, you are!’ Maggie quickly responded. ‘You look good in dresses, plus Dillon thinks he has someone that he thinks you will like.”

“Oh no!” I quickly shook my head.

‘No!’ I typed back. ‘Not again!’

People were always trying to set me up with someone, their cousin, their coworker, their best friend, or someone they met.

No one understood that I liked being single. I liked being alone, yes, sometimes it got lonely, but that’s why they had bars and nightclubs. I was fine going to those places alone. Especially bars, I could go to a bar alone, see the group of guys hanging out, and have fun without any problems.

Guys who hung out in a group were much safer than one guy by himself; most likely, he had broken up with someone, was depressed about something, or was trying to get laid.

Guys hanging out and shooting the shit were usually married, in a relationship, and wanted to get out of the house for a bit. Sometimes there was one among them looking for something, but the moment I kicked their ass in pool or some other game, that was immediately a turn off for them.

The phone rang, and it was Maggie.

“Liz,” Maggie started.

I knew she was serious when she called me Liz, or Elizabeth, my real name. Most people called me Izzie.

“I am happy,” I sighed as I fell backward onto my bed. “I have Chesire,” I looked at my fluffy cat, meowing at the birds outside.

“No, Chesire has you, that ball of fur runs your house, more than you do!”

She wasn’t wrong; the cat did run my life.

“And you’re not happy, you’re in a comfortable rut,” Maggie stated.

I don’t know who voted her as head queen bitch, but that’s what she acted like with all of us. Even though I didn’t have her number saved in my phone, she would call me often.

“Okay, fine, I like my rut,” I told her.

“No, you don
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