Memory 5610
I don’t believe in messing with another man’s woman, but I remember a couple times I was tempted. I had a friend back in the day whose wife was so pretty. She had these big-ole, brown eyes. She would just stare at me all the time when he wasn’t looking. One time I saw her out and about. She just ran up and said hello. She had a low-cut bra and the biggest, most wonderful set of breasts. I was very much tempted, but I decided against it because he and I are friends and we have cut up a lot of money on deals. We cut up some just the other day. We’ve been doing this for 25 years or more now. I’m glad I didn’t do it. I was so very, very tempted, though. The only thing that saved him was I considered him as a friend. I don’t believe in smiling in a man’s face, speaking to him and all the time I’m behind his back sticking his wife. I don’t like wives, period. I think if she had had me in a room or something and grabbed me or something, I don’t know if I would have been able to resist. She was pretty and just as fine as she could be: nice rear end, that color, big brown eyes. One thing if I don’t know nothing else: I know that look when I see it. I could have had some. He’s the type of guy, you know, he would have beat her to death if he had ever caught her, and he would have tried to beat me to death, because he is very, very athletic. The athletic part did not stop me; I was considering him as a friend. I don’t go around there as much as I used to. I think he could have felt the look, the way she gave it to me.
