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It had been a year since we all sat down and talked to Ian about his adventures with the previous club, or as they had liked to be called, No Scrubs. It was a catchy name for a group of women, but it fit them.

They didn't want anybody that was bad at sex or life. Ian told us all about the individual members, and we found ourselves thinking about how we measured up.

After reading the book based on Billie's diary while she was in college, we formed our own group; it wasn't like Billie's group, as they took any guy that was good at sex or had a good head on their shoulders; our group was different.

We only wanted black men, well-endowed black men, but just like Billie and the others, we didn't want any scrubs, no gangsters, no guys that had their pants hanging down past their waists and acted like they were god's gift to white women. No, we wanted well-put-together, mature black men.

There was a simple reason for that, and I had got tired of explaining it to the few white men that got aggravated that they didn't fit the bill. None of us, not one of us in the group, had ever achieved a screaming orgasm from a white man.

At the age of twenty-four, it had never happened, and I was sure it wasn't going to happen. Unlike the previous group who had given up on their orgasms and settled for other men and got married and lived their lives. We weren't going to settle; we wanted what we wanted, and we wanted it every time, not just once in a while.

"How many different ways can I say no?" I asked Neil, one of my coworkers.

"You are hot!" Neil said. "You can't blame guys for trying to get with you."

"So, I have a good body, most of them only want to get into my pants, or up my skirt!"

"Can you blame them; your group is called Bunnies!" Neil stated.

"Don't forget the first part, BBC, or big black cock!" I said. "There is a key word there."

After graduating from college, I was accepted by a law firm in the city. While I wanted to do more than collect everyone's coffee or research for an upcoming case, I knew everyone had to start from the bottom and work their way up.

There were already signs that when the next opening came up, I would get a chance to prove that I wasn't just a pretty face and a nice body.

"I don't get it," Neil said as we waited in line at the coffee shop.

"It's not for you to get," I shrugged. "Women deserve to have orgasms every time just like men."

"I get that part," Neil said, "I do, it's the other part."

"Ask your wife, if she orgasms every time, you guys have sex," I smiled. "I bet she will lie and say it's okay, or she enjoys it, or some other excuse."

"I am not doing that," Neil shook his head.

"Do you orgasm every time?" I asked as the line moved forward.

"Yes, but that's different," Neil said. "It's not our fault; we are built differently."

"There we go, an excuse," I laughed. "All of you blame the physical ability for men to achieve orgasms easier than women, ever think there is another reason other than just the physical?"

"Like what?" Neil asked.

"The want and need for men to fuck and go, or get theirs then bale," I smiled.

"Hit it and quit it," the woman standing in front of us said.

"Dump and go," I added.

"Okay," Neil nodded. "I get it."

"Ma'am," I said to the mature woman in front of me. "You understand, right?"

I now knew she had been listening to the conversation, so I wanted her view.

"I am married," she smiled. "I could probably count on one hand the amount of times I have orgasmed in the last ten years of our marriage, the first two years I would need all my fingers and toes, now it happens maybe once out of ten, maybe less than that."

"Six," the young blonde in front of her said. "Six times since me and my husband got married four years ago."

Two men got out of line and stormed off. "You are just proving my point!" I laughed as they shook their heads at me.

"The female orgasm is a myth to most men," I laughed later as Neil and I gave everyone their coffee. "It's too much work, and it's different for each woman."

"Way too much work!" Neil exclaimed. "Just the foreplay alone takes up too much time."

"But," I smiled as we sat down at our desks. "How long do you want your wife to suck your cock?"

"Until she..." Neil stopped. "I walked right into that trap."

"Yes, you did," I smiled. "You want her to keep going until she finishes and swallows all of your cum."

Neil stared back at me.

"We want you to do the same, bury your head and keep going!" I grinned.

"This conversation again?" Beatrice said as she joined us in what we called the rookie room.

It was where all the interns had their desks, where we talked and waited for one of the lawyers or their secretaries to summon us.

I was researching a client.

"He started it," I smiled.

"Neil, honey," Beatrice said. "My husband, my black husband eats me out like I am ho ho, and he wants to get to the creamy center, every time, not once, not twice, but every single time, and then he pounds me into the center of the Earth and back up again."

"That's because you have a large ass," I smiled as I looked at my monitor.

"Don't be jealous this black girl has a bigger ass than you!" Beatrice laughed as she twerked her big ass.

"I am white, I am allowed to not have a huge ass," I grinned.

"You are doing okay with that little peach," Beatrice smiled.

"Why, thank you, I do like my little peach," I responded.

We both stared at Neil. "Okay, I give!"

"Thank you," I said, returning to my work.

"He will bring it up tomorrow," Beatrice shook her head.

"I know," I laughed.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~~~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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The group was holding a video call later today, so I didn't have time for my full workout at the gym, but I got my cardio done, so I felt good about that. Since the talk with Ian, we decided to make sure our meetings were every week instead of once a month.

We didn't want to be like the others, lose touch, get together only sometimes, and only be reunited after one of us found a guy.

I lived in New York, Winona was in Maine, the furthest away, Gemma lived in Vermont, Linda lived in Alabama, Michaela lived in Boston, Sabrina lived in Miami, and Teresa stayed with me.

I didn't trust Teresa to be alone; she was too easily led astray. The other day, one of the apartment doormen told her that it would be sunny all day. Teresa wore her white top and white bra, and it rained. 

Poor Teresa was stuck at work with a see-through shirt, and everyone was staring at her huge boobs. When she called me, I rushed over and brought her a change of clothes. I scolded the doorman and told him that if he ever did that again, I would get him fired.

It wasn't Teresa's fault. She was very naïve, but she was one of the kindest souls on the planet. If it were up to Teresa, our apartment would be filled with stray animals and homeless people. 

I blamed her family for the way she was. Teresa was raised in the sticks of Louisiana and never went to school. She was homeschooled, and they had done a terrible job of it.

Until Teresa met us online, she believed everything anyone said. From mechanics telling her that she could pay them by sucking their cocks, to her boss at the hair salon telling her that the nightly closing duties involved her cleaning the whole place topless while all the guys watched to make sure she was doing a good job.

As long as someone could make a convincing excuse for why Teresa had to do what she had to do, she would do it. Slowly, we were turning her around, and recently, she got hired at a better salon, so the wheels inside her head were beginning to turn on their own.

"Hi," Teresa said as I came through the door.

Sometimes, I was jealous of Teresa. She could eat a large pizza and not gain a pound. I even looked at it, and I would gain six pounds right away.

She had a high metabolism, and it burned through calories, carbs, and everything else.

"I made dinner," Teresa beamed.

"Thanks," I smiled. "What is important about tonight?"

Teresa stopped and started to think.

"Meeting!" she said after a few moments.

"Yup and tonight's meeting is about?" I asked as I sat down for dinner.

"What Ian said, about getting closer," Teresa nodded her blonde head.

It was good for Teresa to be asked questions constantly. One of us was always calling or texting her to ask her anything and everything. We knew sometimes she hated being treated like a child, but she was going on twenty-six, had the education of a ten-year-old, and had no street smarts at all.

Her parents said that we were the type of women destroying good old American values and that women were not meant to think on their own. That's why they got married to men, and their husbands did the thinking for them. All they had to do was keep a clean house, a well-fed man, and take care of the kids.

Teresa could cook and clean and was very good with children. She also knew how to knit and fix most things in the house, and I am sure she could take care of farm animals if we had them.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ 
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"Thanks again, Ian," I said as the meeting closed.

"No problem," Ian smiled as I stared at my screen.

Ian had gotten Winona a job at his office, but it was still a few hours away from New York to Detroit. At least it was well within driving distance.

The others were making plans to move closer. I had the job that paid the most, although Michaela had all the money; she didn't brag about it. I knew she was waiting for us to ask for money or help with our finances.

Ian also told us about one of his security guards, a strapping young black man who worked in the New York office.

Rumor around the office was that he was what we were looking for. I didn't like the idea of Ian trying to set us up. We had all but given up on the idea of a real person, though we did like fantasizing about it.

I told Ian I would meet him and go from there.

I didn't have my hopes up as I was used to being proven right that our ideal man was not out there but only in our heads.

If anything, Ian was what we were looking for, but he was older than our age range, and he was still missing his old group. I knew that's why his recent relationships had failed.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ 
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"Wow, he is attractive!" Winona said after I had sent everyone the picture of Ian's pick.

"Remember," I said.

"Yes, we all know," Sabrina chimed in. "Attraction isn't everything!"

"I mess up one time and you have to throw it in my face every time!" Linda said.

"One time?" Gemma exclaimed. "Try seven."

"I really wish you would stop counting my mistakes," Linda said.

"Why, should I? You make them so easy to count!"

"Ladies!" I said, interrupting the usual back-and-forth between Gemma and Linda. I am meeting him tomorrow, and we will go from there."

"Ian hasn't steered us wrong yet," Michaela said. "So, I think we should move forward if you do have a good meet."

"Absolutely," Sabrina added.

"Okay, since Teresa is the closest, she will go on the second date, and then Michaela can fly up for the third," I said.

"No offense," Winona stated. "But I don't think Teresa should be part of the deciding factor."

"Here we go again," Linda said.

"You really need to let it go," Sabrina sighed. "It happened once!"

"And we got there in time to stop it," Gemma added.

"I have talked to Teresa, and she understands the rules," I said.

"I won't try to marry someone I meet again," Teresa said.

"You were in Vegas about to get married to a man you met on the internet and had never seen!" Winona said. "How is that not a disqualification from the deciding factor process!"

"Do you want me to state your mistakes?" I asked. "I remember them well; we went to college together."

"Please do, you keep threatening her with it, and she always backs down, we would like to know also!" Sabrina said.

"Here," the rest of them said.

"Ian did say the others had no secrets," Gemma said.

"He also said Billie knew most of the secrets and kept
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