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"I can't believe you actually gave him a door dash gift card," Elise said.

"Well, he wanted a sub," I shrugged as we walked toward the elevator.

"Submissive," Elise corrected me. 

"Don't care," I shrugged again.

"He should have told you what he was into," Elise said as we entered the elevator.

"He should have known I was not the submissive type," I smiled.

"That's for sure," Elise smiled again. "Would have love to see his face though."

We laughed as we got off the elevator and headed for our workstations.

"What are you guys laughing about?" Bonnie asked.

"Tell her," Elise threw her jacket over the back of her chair.

"Carl tried to play the dominant guy last night," I smiled. "Had handcuffs and everything, even wanted me to do what he said, when he said."

Bonnie laughed hard, spilling her coffee onto her work desk. "Bullshit!" 

Olan yelled as he peeked over at us. "Carl?"

"Yes," I said to the ever-nosey brat of a coworker.

"Didn't he tell you? Or bring it up?" Bonnie asked.

"Nope," I replied. "Been seeing each other for just over a month and not once did he bring it up."

"Well, he waited for the right time," Elise laughed.

"Pants down to his ankles," I smiled.

"Natalie!" our boss yelled. "Get in here!"

"What did you do now?" Elise asked.

"Who knows," I responded as I got up and headed for his office.

"You bellowed?" I asked as I entered his office.

"You care to explain?" Richard said, throwing a folder across the desk.

"It looks like a transfer request Richard," I said, looking at the paper inside.

"Why?" Richard asked.

"Do you have to ask?" I replied.

"I said I was sorry," Richard sighed as he sat down.

"Still doesn't take it away," I wanted to stay standing and away from his desk.

"I just assumed that we would put that behind us," Richard leaned forward. "I think you are over reacting."

"You grabbed my ass and called me pumpkin!" I yelled. "How is that over reacting?"

Richard tried to make me lower my voice.

"I assumed because you wanted to stay late that night with me, and that because some of your coworkers," Richard started to say before I put my hand up.

"Are you going to process my transfer, or do I have to go to HR?" I asked, folding my arms.

"Fine!" Richard said as he took the paper and signed it. "Good luck!" \

"Thanks!" I snatched it out of his hand and stormed out.

"What was that about?" Olan asked.

"Ask your buddy," I said as I sat down.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~
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"I wouldn't of mind if he grabbed my ass," Bonnie said as we ate lunch at the cafeteria across the street.

"Probably why he thinks that it was okay to grab mine," I sat with a milkshake. "You guys think he is some silver fox or some bullshit!"

"He does have an older James Bond look to him," Elise nodded.

"Yes!" Bonnie agreed. "Especially when he wears the suit and tie combo. Damn just makes me hot just thinking about it."

"And with that I am done," I said, pushing my food across the table. "Ick!"

"What's her problem?" Louise asked as she joined us.

"Our boss hit on her a few days ago and she put in a transfer," Elise said.

"Did you go to HR?" Louise asked.

"Thank you!" I high-fived Louise. "These horny brats talked me out of it."

"Why?" Louise asked.

"Because he is fucking hot!" Bonnie said. "In that old man, vibe."

"They think he is like James Bond, the older versions," I said.

"Ew!" Louise said. "Like gray beard, gray hair and gray everywhere else?"

"Yes," I nodded.

"Nope," Louise shook her head. "Keep all that Bengay, blue pill, and snoring at eight in the afternoon and nap time away from me."

I laughed hard as she shook her pretty red hair.

"You guys don't know what you're missing," Bonnie said. "They really know what they're doing."

"Not apparently," I suggested. "Grabbing a woman's ass might have been acceptable in prehistoric ages but it doesn't fly now."

"So, what do you like?" Elise asked. "I have known you for three years now and I have only seen with you Carl, and after Friday night I am sure that's over."

"Way over," I nodded.

"What happened with Carl?" Louise asked.

"He wanted to tie her up and have his way with her," Bonnie added.

"Now you are talking my kind of kink!" Louise smiled.

"Gross!" I said.

"She gave him a doordash gift card and told him if he wanted a sub, he could order one, from subway," Elise said.

A guy across from us nearly choked on his drink. He was listening to our conversation.

"You did not!" Louise stated as she looked at me.

"I sure did, then walked the fuck out!" I smiled.

"Okay," Bonnie said. "This Friday we are going out; it's nearly end of lunch, and I want to find out what kind of guys you like and what turns that motor."

"Amen!" Elise yelled as we got up.

~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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Even though Louise didn't work in the same place as us, she was always part of our girl's night out. Bonnie had invited a few others, and six of us hit our favorite nightclub.

"Well, you sure are going to get some attention wearing that," Louise said as I sat down.

"She gets attention anywhere she goes," Elise added. "She is a walking billboard poster for huge boobs!"

"I tried to get rid of them," I said as I stared down at my monster-sized breasts.

I had told them that when I was twenty, I was an H and decided to get a reduction. The surgeon warned me that they might grow back but said it probably wouldn't happen; he just had to warn me that it could happen.

Well, mother nature said, 'fuck you bitch, I will make them bigger!' and pow, they came back even more prominent.

"Wish you could give me some," Heather said. "Being a member of the itty-bitty titty committee isn't what it's cut out to be."

"Shut up!" Bonnie said. "I would love to be smaller, so I could wear something like that!"

Heather was wearing a strapless number that looked great on her. If Bonnie or I wore something like that, we wouldn't be able to move or fear our boobs would fall out.

Granted, I was nearly double Bonnie's size, so there was no way I could fit my boobs in anything strapless.

After the drinks came, the talking started.

"So, we are getting attention from four guys by the bar," Melanie smiled.

She was the hot librarian of the group, as we called her. She always wore glasses even though she didn't need them,

"Oh, wow!" Bonnie said. "Those guys look good!"

They all looked at me. "Go ahead," I shrugged.

"Seriously!" Louise said. "Are you into women?"

"No!" I yelled.

"I can attest to that," Elise said. "I tried to hook her up with one of my bi friends and she said no."

"Hey ladies," one of the guys came over. "I saw that you guys were..."

"We are busy right now," Louise interrupted him.

"Yes, we have a crisis, go bark up another tree," Bonnie added. "So, what guys are you into?"

The women stared right at me, ignoring the man standing before them. 

"No," I shook my head. "I'm not getting into this right now."

As much as I tried to get them to drop it, the more they continued. They just couldn't accept that I didn't have a kink or something that drove me to be with a guy. It was much later in the night when they gave up, and we went our separate ways.

'Meet me tomorrow night at the meeting place,' Louise texted me.

'Why?' I replied as I turned over in bed.

'I have a hunch,' Louise replied. 'Don't bring Elise.'

Elise was my girl; she was my best friend. I couldn't imagine going out without her. Something about this made me curious and even a bit more daring.

Louise was different than the others, except for her friend Melanie. The two of them were very outspoken, like me. They knew what they wanted and went out to get it.

'Is Melanie coming?' I asked.

'Of course, it was her idea,' Louise said. 'You will understand tomorrow night.'

I put my phone down, and part of me was excited. The other part wanted to tell Elise. She knew Louise from a previous workplace, and maybe she could shed some light on what was happening.

'Nah!' I thought, as I had always liked surprises, and something told me I was in for something big.

~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~
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"So, what's the big surprise?" I asked as I got into Louise's SUV.

Melanie was in the passenger seat.

"Going clubbing!" Melanie smiled.

"We went to a nightclub last night," I replied as Louise drove away.

"No," Louise said. "We went out last night, we are going clubbing tonight."

"What's the difference?" I asked.

"You will see," Melanie grinned.

As we drove, we got onto the highway and headed for the city. We lived in the suburbs, and I hardly ever went into the city. I tried to avoid it at all costs.

The news was always about what happened on the streets and among the gangs. I made sure my seat was buckled as we got off the highway, and I saw people hanging on the street corners.

"Guys, I don't think we should be down here," I said as I saw graffiti on the buildings' walls.

"Where is your sense of adventure?" Melanie asked as she applied lip gloss to her lips.

"Nearly there, anyway," Louise said as we parked in a lighted underground parking lot.

"Come on," Melanie said as she got out.

The two of them were dressed like total sluts. Thigh-high boots, tight mini-skirts, and even tighter tops. I thought what I wore on nights out was revealing. These two had me beat.

"Come on!" Louise grabbed me and pulled me toward the loud nightclub across the street.

The neon light nearly blinded me as I got close.

"Louise, Melanie!" the large black man at the door shouted. "Go on in!"

"Thanks Tank!" Melanie waved.

"Guys, I don't know about this," I said as Melanie had taken one arm and 

Louise took the other as the bouncer opened the large door.

The loud music was rap music, and it was nearly deafening. 

"I can't hear myself think!" I yelled.

"You're not supposed to!" Louise smiled.

I could feel eyes on me as we walked through the large crowd. Nearly everyone was either drinking, dancing, or smoking.

I coughed loudly as the smell of weed hit me. "I can't breathe!"

"Then take a deep breath!" Melanie laughed as we finally sat down at a large booth.

"Melanie!" a tall black man said as he sat beside her.

"Tyson!" Melanie yelped as he hugged her tightly. His hand went straight to her ass as he hugged her.

My eyes were locked on him as he sat down.

"So, who is this?" Tyson asked.

"A close friend," Louise said.

"Any friend of my two favorite white girls is a friend of mine," Tyson said as he reached out his hand.

I shook it and smiled.

"I bet you say that to every white girl in here," Louise said.

When I looked around, there were many white women but not many white men. A lot of the black women were dancing and laughing.

"Does your friend talk?" Tyson asked.

I couldn't keep my eyes from wandering around the whole place. Everyone was enjoying themselves.

"She's taking it all in," Melanie smiled. "First time out on the town."

"Ah, a country girl," Tyson nodded.

"Yeah," I said. "Not used to all of this."

"Wow," Tyson exclaimed as I talked. "That's a thick country accent you got there."

"Alabama," I said proudly.

"Don't say that too loud, some people might think you are," Tyson stopped. "Too white."

I didn't want to say that where I was born and raised, just him being this close to me would get him in serious trouble, even today. 

Interracial dating or friendships were still frowned upon in my old neck of the woods.

"Not anymore," I said.

"That's good to hear," Tyson called for one of the women walking around. "Their first drinks are on me," he told her as he got up. "Have fun ladies."

Tyson was gone and disappeared in the crowd.

Melanie and Louise were staring at me. "You were right," Melanie said.

"About what?" I asked, still looking around.

"You have a thing for black guys," Louise said. "I saw your eyes light up when the valet gave us our keys last night."

I didn't know what to say; she had caught me.

"I," started to say.

"Nothing to be ashamed or embarrassed about," Melanie said as she touched my knee. "Just a few pointers though."

"Rules shall we say," Louise added.

"First, nope," Melanie said.

"No, what?" I asked.

"They don't have huge ones," Louise said. "I have been dating black guys since high school and not all of them are hung like a horse."

"Not even close," Melanie added. "Definitely thicker for some, but on the average all men are
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