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I’ve been in love with Ja’Marcus since freshman year. That was three years ago, and one would think I would’ve gotten over him, found someone new to date or hook up with, but I couldn’t get over him. If you met Ja’Marcus, you’d see why I was infatuated with him. I’m mean seriously, what’s not to like? 

Between his smooth mocha skin complexion, his broad shoulders and incredible smile. Physically he was a total dream boat. 

He looked amazing in his purple polo, and tan khaki shorts. I loved how his dark muscles stretched out his shirt cuffs and how his ass fit in his shorts. 

Needless to say, I don’t know if he felt the same about me. As a curvy plus sized blonde woman, I always figured he would be into black women. It didn’t help that my strong southern accent, made me sound like a redneck. I’m sure when he first met me, he thought I was out of my mind for hanging out in our all-black friend group, but in truth, I’ve always liked hanging out with black people. I grew up on the poor side of a country town and most people I know are black. 

I was the first in my family to attend college, and when I did, that’s where I met Ja’Marcus. Like me he was into football, and we attended the games together. For our first two years, our football team was good and made some bowl games, however last year our college team hit a rough patch and went 2 and 10, and this year, our team seem to be in the same downward trajectory as we were currently, on a five game losing streak, and if we lost today’s home game it would put us out of bowl contention and more likely our head coach would be fired. 

Standing outside in the warm October night, I clapped my hands and cheered loudly for our Purple Knights of Alabma. It smelled like fall in the southern state, and it felt one of those special evenings you never would forget about. 

I was wearing a purple tank top with our university’s logo on it. Unlike him, I wore a cute pair of ripped jean shorts. I was sweating my ass off, but honestly, I wanted to look nice for Ja’Marcus. 

We were down by eighteen, in the third quarter, but there was time left. However, even though our team was still in the game, the stadium was half empty as most fans went home after our disappointing start, even our friends bailed saying that it was hopeless to watch, but Ja’Marcus and I stayed. He didn’t want to abandon the team, and I didn’t want to abandon him. 

“Are you sure you didn’t want to leave?” I asked, pushing back a strand of my blonde hair behind my ear. 

“Nah,” he replied. “There’s still time left. We can do it.”

“Yeah, but the offense hasn’t done much to help the defense.” I muttered, watching the offense gain only two yards from a run play.

“You never know. Things could turn around... “

We watched as the quarterback hiked the ball and threw another interception.

“Damn it...” he growled. 

I shook my head at the bad quarterback play, and the crowd booed the team.  Ja’Marcus sat down frustrated. 

“There goes the game.” He sighed, stretching out in the bleachers, watching the defense trot out on the field. I could see the disappointment on his face as he stared off in the distance. 

“There’s still time!” 

He laughed. “You are full of hope, aren’t you?”

“I never give up on the things I love.” I replied, with a smile. 

He smirked, and his grin gave me butterflies. 

“Come on. The crowd may have given up on this team, but I haven’t.”

He nodded and stood next to me. 

“Defense! Defense! Defense!” I shouted clapping my hands and stomping

Ja’Marcus smiled at me, watching me cheer. “You don’t quit, do you?”

“Nope. Come on. It’s just us. Everyone has abandoned this team, but I haven’t. Have you?”

“No.” He clapped his hands and cheered like I did. The quarterback for the other team hiked the ball and handed it off to the running back, but our defense read the play and was in the backfield. After a hard hit from our linebacker, the ball popped loose, and our defenders scooped the ball up and ran it into the end-zone. 

The stadium went wild as it was now a two-score game. 

“You see!” I grinned, clapping my hands while our fight song was played by the band.  

Ja’Marcus and I laughed, and we cheered once more. We both did a little impromptu dance and smiled at each other. As we danced, he looked into my eyes and made my heart skip a beat. I’ve never seen him look at me like that. I didn’t know if it was the magic of the game or something else, but I liked the feeling coming over us. It was addictive and I wanted more.  

During the kickoff, our team came out, onside kick the football, and surprised everyone by recovering it. 

Momentum was on our side, and it felt like we couldn’t be stopped. 

As time clicked down in the fourth quarter, no one expecting the the trick play from the offense as they performed a flea flicker. Watching the wide receiver toss the ball in the air to another open receiver we all held our breath when the ball lingered in the air. However, when the receiver caught it and ran into the end-zone, the stadium roared once more. 

Even though the place was only a quarter full it sounded like there were 50,000 rabid fans in there. Ja’Marcus and I screamed like we’ve lost our minds. Once more we locked eyes, and he smiled at me. 

Was there a connection there? Was I going crazy or am I seeing something? 

I knew I was in the friend zone with him, but something in my heart told me there could be more. 

I didn’t question it at the time. I was too consumed on the potential comeback the team was having. 

After the kickoff, our defense held the opposing offense and got the ball back with only two minutes left to go in the game. 

The whole stadium was on edge because it was up to our offense to score. If we scored a touchdown we would win.

“Do you think we can do it?” Ja’Marcus asked. 

“Honestly think we could do anything. I think we’re the good luck charm because we stayed and cheered on this team. When everyone else left, we didn’t. We stayed...”

“Yeah, we did. I’m glad we stayed.”

“Me too...” I replied giving him a bright smile. 

“Together?” He asked, holding out his hand. 

“Yeah, together...” I grabbed his warm hand and trembled touching him. I’ve never felt closer to him than I did at that moment. 

Holding hands, we watched as our quarterback led the team down the field. With only ten seconds left in the game everyone stood on pins and needles. I clutched Ja’Marcus’ hand, and he smiled at me.

“Yo, we got this.”

“You sure?”

He nodded, and with bated breath we watched as our quarterback hiked the ball and threw a fade to the corner of the endzone. Our wide receiver made a one-handed grab and tip toed in the corner of the field for a touchdown. As soon as the referee's hands went up, we screamed. 

The stadium was electric, and my ears rung from everyone screaming. Ja’Marcus and I jumped up and down. 

We both screamed, “we won! We won!” 

He smiled looking down at me, and I didn’t think as I hugged him. I was caught up in the emotions as I clutched him tightly. By the time I realized what I’d done I pushed myself away. 

“Sorry Ja’Marcus I...” before I could say another word he kissed me. I was shocked feeling his lips on mine, but I didn’t protest it as I leaned into the kiss. I held his back and deepened the kiss. He groaned and I slipped my tongue in his mouth, and he massaged my tongue with his. He groped my ass, bringing me closer to him. 

When we finally broke, he gasped and smiled. 

“Sorry, I couldn’t help myself...” he grinned. 

“No, it’s fine...”

“Really?”

“Yeah, I’ve been wanting to kiss for years.”

“Bullshit.”

“Yeah, I didn’t think you like me.”

“I do, after watching the team win, I was just caught up in the moment with you. I didn’t mean to press but...”

I caught him off guard and kissed him again. He grabbed me by my ass and picked me up. I heard people behind us whistle and cheer, but I didn’t care. Our team had won. Ja’Marcus was kissing me and as far as I knew it, this was the happiest day of my life. 

When we finally broke apart, Ja’Marcus didn’t put me down as he hoisted me up in the air. I was surprised at how strong he was given I was a bigger woman. 

“I can’t stop kissing you.” He whispered. 

“Neither can I...” I grinned. 

In the background I could hear our fight song being played as the team celebrated the win, but in that moment all I cared about was him.

“Hey, I don’t mean to sound forward, but after this win, I really don’t want to go downtown to hang out with everyone at the club. Did you want to come back to my place?” He asked.  

I smiled, “yeah, I would like that.”

“Good.”

We kissed once more before he placed me down on my feet. Holding my hand, he nodded towards the exit. 

“Come on, let’s celebrate this victory in style.”

I smiled and brushed a strand of my hair back. Following him my heart raced. Ja’Marcus was finally mine and I don’t plan on letting him go. 
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