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Chapter Three: Tommi Meets Her Match
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“That’s, going to get it done,” Linda smiled as I showed her the outfit I was going to wear for my date with Damien.

“Someone has to step on the gas,” I shrugged as I put it away for tomorrow night.

“Tell me about it!” Linda exclaimed.

While Linda was the sex fiend of the group, I wasn’t far behind her. I needed some sexual release, and the tight outfit I had bought was bound to get me some action.

Sex was out of the question until all of us voted that Damien was the guy, but there were a lot of other things on the table.

I didn’t care if it was just a blow job, or a tit fuck, or if we dry humped, I was getting something. There were many things I was thinking about, and I had made sure Damien knew I was no prude.

I had sent him some cleavage pictures as well as some inappropriate GIFs. I wanted him to be ready for what I had planned.

“Are you still going out then going back to your place?” Linda asked.

“I am not telling you,” I smiled.

I knew that would drive her crazy. Linda looked at me on the video call.

“What?” I asked.

“Don’t chicken out on me!”

“I didn’t spend all that money on that outfit to chicken out,” I stared back at Linda. “And when I find out just how big it is, you will be the last to know, just because of that comment!”

“Fuck you, bitch!” Linda laughed.

“Love you too freak!”

~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
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I had always been a loner for a long while, not because I wanted to, but just because I was more like a guy than a girl.

I typically wore jeans and a shirt. I was a tomboy at heart. I loved playing video games and talking trash.

I had my own stream account online, and anytime the guys heard I was a girl, they always made fun of me, up until I started kicking their ass, and then they started saying I was really a guy.

I wasn’t like some of those gamer girls that sat in the chair nearly naked and my boobs showing just to get views, likes, and followers. I wanted people to follow me because I was good at the game, not because I had huge tits.

It started with being raised by a single father with three brothers. I learned quickly that if I didn’t want to be made fun of, I needed to be just as good as the boys.

While I couldn’t be as physically active as they were or excel at throwing a ball, I realized I was better at other things. My eye and hand coordination were off the charts.

I beat them in skill games, poker, chess, video games, and any other activity that required hand-eye coordination. I was leaps and bounds over them.

The other thing I excelled at was reading, not the love story books most girls read; instead, I enjoyed reading comic books, fantasy books, and anime and manga.

Some of the guys hated that I knew video game lore better than they did. I loved it when one of them would say something, and I would say, 'Where did they read that?' And they would make up some bullshit trying to fool me or make me look dumb, and then I would go to my bookshelf and get the book and prove them wrong.

My game room wasn’t like most, with just a nice computer and a game chair. I had miniatures of comic book heroes, anime characters, and much more. I also had a huge collection of books, ranging from game manuals and game lore to fantasy books and everything in between.

I was a nerd and looked the part. I didn’t have the best vision, so I wore glasses for everything. Although I loved playing video games and relaxing, I also enjoyed going to the gym. However, my version of working out involved playing basketball at the gym or down the road at the park. I also played football and tennis.

Sabrina and I were the gym rats of the group, and although I loved to play sports, it didn’t mean I was good at any of them. Sabrina, on the other hand, was a monster in every physical game. Sabrina was the bitch who could play tackle football with the guys during the day and wear a little black dress at night and slay at both looks. I was envious of her.
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