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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.
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