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Scoring at a Football Game
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I was excited. I'd never been to a football game before. And honestly, I didn't even like football. Or understand it. So that's not why I was excited. I was excited because Sara and John were bringing a friend of theirs. A male friend. And I was their female friend. And I hadn't been on a date in an embarrassingly long time.

So I'm getting ready. We're all planning on meeting outside the stadium, and it was an hour away, so I had forty five minutes to get ready.

I spent the first fifteen minutes just prancing around my room naked, occasionally grabbing something and holding it up in front of myself and looking in the mirror. My boobs were small, but they had some perk to them. It was a football game, so I knew I wasn't supposed to dress fancy. But I wanted to look good. But I didn't want to look like I was trying to look good. You know?

There was a jersey. I had actually gone out and bought one. I was at least eighty five percent sure that it was for the right team. I had no idea whose name was on it, or what sport he played. But if I was meeting someone at a football game, that meant they were probably a football fan, right? Sara and John had been painfully lacking when it came to details.

The trouble was the the jersey was new. And that was obvious. There was no wear and tear. It was clear that I'd never worn it before, not even just around the house. And I hadn't noticed, but the number on it was 69. I didn't want to send the wrong signal.

Eventually I decided that it was the best choice I had. No one could judge me for wearing a football jersey to a football game. I pulled on my best-fitting jeans, and then my phone started to buzz. It was a call from Sara.

"Hello?" I answered.

"Hey," she said. I could tell from her voice that something was up right away. "So, about the game tonight."

"Yeah?"

"Me and John can't make it. The babysitter just cancelled."

"Shit," I said. "So I'll just stay home then?"

"Of course not," she said. "Don't stand up Garrett. He's a great guy. You'll have fun without us."

"I'm not so sure," I said. "What will we talk about? I don't even know what he looks like. How will we find each other?" I was admittedly panicked by the idea of not having Sara and John around.

"You both have your tickets. They are next to each other. If you just go to your seat, you'll find each other."

"Right," I said. I looked myself in the mirror. The jersey was way too big, and it didn't suit me at all. "You sure I should go?"

"Yes," she said with a stern voice. "You should go. Have fun."

"Okay," I said. "I will."

"Great. Talk to you later."

"Bye," I said. Then I hung up and slid my phone into my purse, next to my ticket. I was going on a date with a man I'd never met. I didn't know anything other than his first name. I was excited.

When I got to the stadium, the crowds were incredible. I knew that some people liked watching football, but this many? It seemed insane. I'd never been in a crowd so large.

I wove my way through it and gave a guy my ticket to scan. He let me in, and inside the building smelled like popcorn and sweat. Not exactly the most romantic smells.

I followed the huge signs to me seat. I wound through hallways and up flights of stairs, then finally emerged into the seating area. There were huge, bright lights, all pointed towards a gigantic green rectangle with some people running around. Speakers were blasting pump-up music. It was all so... attention grabbing. Everything was begging to be stared at or listened to.

I found my aisle and started walking down it, forcing people to stand up as I went by. Eventually it became clear who I was there to see. I saw Garrett. And he was... he was really hot.

Like, Sara had gone on a bit about how good looking he was. Not too much, because she didn't want John to get jealous, but she definitely used the words 'chiselled' and 'panty-flooding'. I immediately understood.

He sat there, shoulders almost too wide for the plastic chair. He sat tall, with good posture, and a smile on his face. He looked around, taking it all in. His hair was short, but not crew-cut. He was wearing a jersey, just like mine.

I sat down next to him. "Hey".

"You must be Carol," he said, turning in his chair to give me his full attention. "I'm Garrett."

"It's nice to meet you," I said. Then I wanted to say something that magically made conversation spew out of our mouths, but that has never been a talent of mine. I stared off at the field awkwardly for a moment before he gave it a shot.

"So, O'Brian," he said.

"Huh?" Then I looked down at my jersey. O'Brian is number 69. "Oh," I said. "Yep. Good old O'Brian." I looked at his jersey. "You're a fan of White?"

He laughed. His head turned away and I witnessed that perfect profile that Sara had mentioned. "I have no idea who White is. Or O'Brian. I'm not entirely sure if this jersey is for the right team."

I laughed. "Me neither," I said. "At least we chose ones with the same colours."

"Yeah," he said, "otherwise I think we'd need to hate each other for no reason." He looked back at me. "Wouldn't want that."

"Nope," I said.

Then another silence, but this one was a bit less awkward. "So you heard that Sara and John aren't gonna make it tonight?" I said.

"Yep."

"That's too bad," I said.

"Eh." He shrugged. "If John was here, I'd have an easy way to avoid talking to you. And I'm secretly terrified of talking to beautiful women, so I'm kinda glad he's not here."

I blushed. He certainly didn't seem terrified. "You're quite the looker yourself."

He grinned. He was facing me entirely, as if the game which was about to start was the least interesting thing in the arena. "So how long do these games last? Three hours?"

I shrugged, with a bit of a giggle.

"What are we going to talk about for three hours?"

"You really think we're going to talk the whole time?"

"I really hope we are."

Then it happened. The music suddenly got ten million times louder. Everyone around us started to scream and stand up. Some little guys wearing matching outfits ran onto the field, and huge screens showed them up-close. It was very loud and distracting.

He looked around, unhappy, then back at me. Almost yelling, he said, "So do you care about actually watching the game?"

It was too loud for me to talk, so I just shook my head.

"Do you want to go hang out in the hall or something?"

I nodded, and he lead the way past all the standing and shouting people.

It was instantly quieter once the big metal doors had closed between us and the seats. The hallway was basically abandoned, I guess because everyone was there to watch the game that had just begun.

I leaned against the wall, and he stood a few feet in front of me. "That," he said, "is much better. Just make sure you check what the score was before you talk to Sara next. She cares about this stuff."

"Yep," I said. "So, now, what are we going to talk about for three hours?"

"Is it actually three hours?"

"I have no idea."

He laughed. "Well, where to start? Two people who barely know each other. Maybe we should play one of those stupid games. Where you, like, say three things, and one of them is a lie, and the other person needs to guess which one it was."

I could hear him just fine, but I wasn't listening any more. He stood there with his hands in his pockets. Back straight. Jersey tight in just the right places. He had this grin on his face. It looked mischievous. I noticed a slight bit of stubble. Like he hadn't shaven since the morning, and he was just brimming with testosterone.

But he also seemed nice. Like he actually just wanted to be my friend. That was something I never got. Guys either ignored me completely, or they were constantly trying to get in my pants. Just being talked to like I was a person was refreshing. Especially coming from such an incredibly handsome man, who must have known that he had a real chance to get into my pants.

I'd never done anything like this before. But while he spoke, I stepped forward and put my hands on his face. And I pulled him towards me, leaning back against the wall. And I kissed him, and he kissed me. I was excited.

He pushed me against the wall. Kissing on lips quickly turned into kissing with tongues. I'd just gone so long without doing anything like this at all. He wrapped his thick arms around me, pulling me close. His tongue worked in my mouth, exploring me.

He moved down and started kissing my neck. I quickly looked side to side, and I didn't see anyone. He kissed. He sucked. He nibbled. My head rolled back. My neck is so sensitive, and he was being so perfectly gentle about it.

Then it was back to making out. His lips were cushy and warm. Smooth. His body was pressed against mine, and I could feel him growing. I could feel him getting hard through his jeans. He wasn't ashamed. He didn't try to hide it. All he wanted to do was kiss.

Arms around each other, we kissed as terrible music played through shitty speakers. Suddenly, he pulled away. Then I saw someone come out of the stadium, same doors that we had used.

Garrett started speaking immediately, casually standing a couple feet away from me. "So I think O'Brian is a bad player, actually. I'm almost embarrassed to be seen with someone wearing that jersey. It's not like you're rooting for the wrong team, but..."

He continued talking until the person was out of sight, and the moment that happened I was in his embrace once again. His chest was pressed hard against mine, and I could feel his muscle tone. I wanted to just tear his shirt off. I wanted him to take me, right there. But obviously that wasn't an option, so I stuck to just kissing.

He pulled away again. "You totally should, though," he said. The person was back from the washroom. "You save so much money with a season pass. Once you've seen four games, it's paid for itself. And if you don't see five games each season, I don't think you can really-"

The person was gone, and he was up against me again. Squishing me. I could tell what he wanted. I placed my hand on his chest, and then slowly slid it downwards. Over his pecs. Past his abs. I undid his pants, and my hand went under the elastic band of his boxer briefs.

I hadn't done anything like that in so long. Not even in private. It was so warm. So smooth. So hard. I grabbed hold and slowly started to stroke, up and down. I could feel him growing harder as I did. And I could feel myself getting wetter.

A handjob. That was the endgame, I thought. But my pussy thought otherwise. It was soaking wet. And I could feel his size. I could feel what he had. And I couldn't help but think about how amazing it would feel inside me. Just to have a real, throbbing man inside me once again.

I was hardly paying attention as he began to return the favor. His hand gently undid my jeans and went under my panties. His hand was soft, but strong. He had big hands.

He didn't go straight for it. Didn't start rubbing my clit right away like I do when I'm trying to get off. He stayed out the outside, just rubbing the whole thing at once. It felt incredible, and I wanted more so badly. I wanted his fingers inside me. I wanted his cock inside me. 

My eyes rolled back in my head. My hand had a mind of its own, rubbing up and down, playing with the balls when it got a chance. I couldn't think of anything. My eyes were shut and all I focused on was the feeling he was giving me.

He went in for a neck kiss, then a second later his hands were out of my pants. He tugged down my jersey to make sure everything was covered, then crossed his hands in front of his own open jeans.

This time it was two female friends, headed to the bathroom together.

I was out of breath, but Garrett managed to speak as if we'd been in the middle of a conversation. "It's not like I wanted to stay late and send those faxes, but sometimes you have to do what your boss says. Someday, though I'll be the boss. And I won't have to stay late. I'll tell other people to stay late."

The second the girls had entered the bathroom, he grabbed my hips. And he spun me around. He pulled down my pants just enough.

I knew what he was doing. I knew that he shouldn't have been doing it. I knew that those girls wouldn't be in the washroom forever. But we both wanted it so bad. I wasn't about to stop him, and he wasn't about to stop.

He pulled down the front of his pants enough that his zipper wouldn't get at me, and then he slid into me, fast. There wasn't any time to spare. He stretched me open inside. It was like he was scratching an itch that I'd had in me for months. At any second, another person could walk out of the arena. Those girls could come back out of the washroom. But he didn't care. He needed me. Right then.

He began to thrust. Slowly at first, but when he realized how wet I was - and I was incredibly wet - he sped up. His cock was warm and so hard inside of me. His hands gripped my hips hard enough that it would have hurt had it not been accompanied by such pleasure.

I spread my arms out across the wall, and I started to breath heavily. I tried to stay quiet. I could tell that Garrett was doing the same. As he sped up, I could feel that it was going to happen. Normally I had to spend a whole evening reading dirty stories to get off. Apparently public sex does it for me as well.

His hand slid up my jersey, and he started groping my chest. Squeezing me. Enjoying me. Then I could feel he was about to finish. And the thought of that - the thought that he had just wanted me that badly - was enough to push me over the edge too.

Suddenly my knees gave out from under me, but I didn't fall. He was holding me. My whole body convulsed. I could feel his cock pumping into me, deep. I could feel myself squeezing him. A huge shiver ran through my whole body, and then he pulled out. Pulled my pants up, spun me around.

I saw him zip up his own pants. "Of course, I don't follow the news that closely." The girls were back in the hallway, finished with their bathroom break. I tried not to collapse onto the floor from pleasure. "But I'm not entirely sure that our politicians are doing everything quite right. I think I might vote for someone else next time around. Hopefully there will be some good candidates on the ballot..." He watched as the girls entered the stadium again. "Oh my god that was the best thing ever."

He was looking me straight in the eyes. My cheeks were flushed. My breast was heaving. I looked back at him, and I nodded. He wrapped his arms around me again, but this time it wasn't for kisses. He just held me there, tight in his embrace.

I wanted him to hold me there forever. Then he said, "I, uh... I need to go clean up a bit."

He pulled away. "Me too."

"Cool," he said. "Meet back in our seats?"

"Sounds good."

I cleaned up, and then went back to our seats. The score was 3-1, but I'm not sure if our team was winning or not. A minute later Garrett showed up, huge smile on his face. He sat down next to me. "Who's winning?"

"I have no idea."

He laughed, and then grabbed my hand. We sat there, holding hands, and watched the rest of the game in silence. But I don't think either of us were really paying any attention. I was just thinking back to what we'd done. In the hallway. Anyone could have walked in on us. But he just needed me so badly that he was willing to risk it. And I needed him just as badly.

"So," said Sara, on the phone that night. "What do you think of Garrett?"

I paused. I wanted to laugh, but I didn't want to tip Sara off. "He seems nice. Definitely as handsome as you said he was."

"I know, right? God, he just has that look to him."

"He does," I said. "And we hit it off pretty well."

"Oh yeah?"

"Well, you know, it's kind of hard to talk during a football match, but I think there was enough chemistry to merit another date."

"Awesome," said Sara. "Maybe we can start doing double dates!"

"That sounds good," I said.

"And you might finally get laid again. How long has it been?"

It had been an hour and a half. "Too long," I said.
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