
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Adventures with Married Women:

Game Day.

By: Alexander Martin


Copyright 2022 Alexander Martin.

Author’s Note: 

This is a work of fiction, none of the characters are real or are they based on real people or events. Please do not take the actions or expressions noted in this story as the Author’s outlook on life or respected behavior of anybody alive or deceased.

All Characters in this story are eighteen years old or older!

Please have fun and enjoy reading these stories.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Game Day

[image: ]




The four of us took our seats at the stadium. We hardly ever got out together anymore. We were high school friends. Back in the day, we were inseparable. But with new lives, families, and jobs, we hardly ever got to say hi, let alone get together, so when Howard sent a group email that said he had tickets to a home football game. We all made plans to get that day off.

Terrence was the group leader. Well, that's how he acted anyway. He was a tall kid back in high school. But now he was overweight, with graying hair. He had been married for a few years but then got divorced. Then life hit him with all she had. He was barely keeping himself above water with everything he was going through.

Howard was the timid one of the group back then. He had always been shy around women. So, when he told us he had hit it big with an online cam site, none of us believed him. That was until we got all access passwords.

Some of the women he got to go on the cameras were unbelievable. He was always short, but now he was short, balding, and filthy rich.

Damien, well, Damien was a troublemaker. No one thought he would see his twenties let alone his late thirties. In high school, he always dared people to do things. But his bad-boy image always got him the girls.

That changed when he met Desirae. He said he met her through an online website catering to people behind bars. While locked up for his last brush with the law, he talked to her. When he came out, she set him on the right path. Since then, he had been clean and sober.

Myself, what can I say? I was the token black guy of the group. I was into all the sports. Got lucky a few times in high school. But after I graduated, I made a few bad decisions that got me nowhere. Now I was a shift manager at the local grocery store.

"Come on!" Howard yelled. "Pass interference, my ass!" he shouted down.

"They can't hear you," Damien said.

"They can't see either," Howard laughed.

We had great seats near the fifty-yard line and a few rows back.

"No thanks," Terrence said as the hot dog vendor walked by.

"I got it," Howard said, leaning over. He bought two for all of us.

"You didn't have to," Terrence said, a bit embarrassed.

"No big," Howard said, stuffing his face. "How many times you saved my ass from being stuffed in a locker?" he shook his face. "I owe you."

Terrence smiled.

"You should have told me, you were hard up," Howard said. "I got plenty of room at my house, you can stay there, until you get on your feet."

Terrence looked relieved but also embarrassed.

"Don't give me that look," Howard shook his head. "We're friends, remember that!"

They shook hands.

"Think I am going to cry," Damien laughed, making the crying face.

"Shut up you!" I nudged him. "Wasn't too long that you were hard up."

He nodded back at me.

"You're right. Thanks," Damien nodded, patting me on the back.

I stuck my neck out for him the last time he was inside. It was what got him to use the computers at the prison. If he hadn't, he wouldn't have met his wife.

"I owe you big time for that," He nodded at me.

I was taller than all of them, standing just over six foot seven inches.

"Four," Terrence counted.

"Four what?" Howard asked.

"Four times that brunette down there has looked up this way," Terrence said, motioning his head close to the field.

We all looked but couldn't see which one of the ladies he had described.

"You're going to have to be specific, there are a lot of brunettes," I told him.

This was true. Looking over the area, there were dark brown brunettes to light brown.

"The one on the right of the huge muscle dude," Terrence said, pretending to look at the field.
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