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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."
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