
        
            
                
            
        

    
	

	The Curveball

	By Jerry Moreno

	Published by JMS Books LLC

	Visit jms-books.com for more information.

	Copyright 2025 Jerry Moreno

	ISBN 9798896022787

	* * * *

	Cover Design: Written Ink Designs | written-ink.com

	Image(s) used under a Standard Royalty-Free License.

	All rights reserved.

	WARNING: This book is not transferable. It is for your own personal use. If it is sold, shared, or given away, it is an infringement of the copyright of this work and violators will be prosecuted to the fullest extent of the law.

	No portion of this book may be transmitted or reproduced in any form, or by any means, without permission in writing from the publisher, with the exception of brief excerpts used for the purposes of review.

	This book is for ADULT AUDIENCES ONLY. It may contain sexually explicit scenes and graphic language which might be considered offensive by some readers. Please store your files where they cannot be accessed by minors.

	This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents are solely the product of the author's imagination and/or are used fictitiously, though reference may be made to actual historical events or existing locations. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

	Published in the United States of America.

	* * * *

	For Pat and Dennis, because Dennis loves sports!

	* * * *

	The Curveball

	By Jerry Moreno

	A little humiliation in the bedroom can be fun, but out in public? No thanks! That's something I try hard to avoid, although it sure seems like I invite it. Luckily, I have not yet made the news as a result of my disastrous ability to embarrass myself, although that may be only because I've managed to keep the audiences relatively small.

	For example, last year I twisted my ankle when I stepped off a curb. That wasn't actually my fault, per se. I was texting on my phone instead of watching where I was walking. Well, maybe I can't truly blame it on the phone. I fell, the phone slid out into the street, I tore my pants and skinned my knee. No lasting injuries, and with a new case and screen protector, the phone was as good as new. Only a handful of people saw me. I recovered, but it hurt like hell to walk on that ankle, so I hopped to a bench and called my friend, Elise, to come with an ace bandage and crutches.

	A more spectacular example of my humiliation ability came as I exited the grocery store Saturday afternoon. I'd run by Rouse's to get a few things. I can't cook, so there's not a lot of grocery shopping in my life. Milk, OJ, and cereal are my staples. PB&J in the summertime and a few cans of soup in the winter get me through. Usually, I use the little baskets to hold my stuff but on this particular day, I didn't see any. Instead, I grabbed one of the little, mini-carts--you know, the kind with an upper and lower basket but they're only about two feet deep? I actually considered taking one of the electric scooter-carts, but I was afraid people would think I was making fun of disabled people. I pushed my cart around the store collecting my goodies while carrying on a text exchange with Elise.

	Elise: Have y'all been talking? Figure anything out?

	Michael: Not really. Just telling about our days.

	Elise: What you gonna do?

	Michael: No idea but I'm bored AF. I gotta do something!

	"Excuse me," the lady behind me at the checkout said. I looked at her and she nodded at the cashier.

	"That'll be twenty-seven dollars and ninety-four cents, please."

	"Sorry," I said, not really looking at either of them. I'd been preoccupied with my conversation with Elise. A guy I'd dated had recently gotten a big promotion at work and moved to St. Louis. I was pretty heartbroken. He insisted that we were still dating and that we'd somehow figure it out, but I was definitely not convinced we were gonna be able to work it out. Why in the world would anyone want to leave the heat, humidity, torrential rainstorms, and flying cockroaches of New Orleans for St. Louis? I mean, come on!

	I paid and pushed my cart towards the door. Elise was texting back.

	Elise: Hey, I know! Me n David play softball. There's a couple gay teams in our league. Join one!

	Michael: You know I'm about as athletic as a sofa! I can't play softball.

	Elise: Sure you can! It's all just for fun anyway. You'll meet guys!

	I was angry that my relationship was in an unknown status, and I was trying to argue with Elise on my phone, so I didn't even notice that I was pushing my cart right off the sidewalk curb. Yes, there's a pattern here. The little cart tumbled forward. I saw my groceries take flight and reached forward to grab them. I successfully placed my foot in between the upper and lower baskets of the cart, which was now face down on the pavement, which caused me to then face plant on top of the cart. As I lay tangled with the metal cart, my leg throbbing in pain, I watched the spilled milk mix with the spilled OJ to make a particularly nasty mess.

	I was trying to get up and not having much success, so I wasn't particularly surprised that a crowd gathered around me. Two guys grabbed me by the arms, lifted me onto my feet, and that's when I knew my right leg was broken. I couldn't even stand on it. I couldn't even stand on my own--I had to hold onto the two guys that helped me.

	"I'm calling 911," a well-meaning lady said.

	"No, please don't," I implored. "I'm fine!"

	"You can't even stand up," she said, dialing the emergency number, "and your foot is pointing the wrong way."

	Another lady who was at least a hundred-and-twenty-five years old, if she was a day, came over pushing her rollator. "Here," she said, "have a seat on this."

	"Oh, I can't..." I started as she shoved it under me and the guys holding me up lowered me onto the little seat. "Thank you," I said meekly, feeling judged for taking poor Mee-Maw's rollator.

	As the paramedic and his partner helped me onto their stretcher, a well-meaning bystander handed me the remains of my groceries--a box of Frosted Flakes and a can of chicken noodle soup. Mee-Maw escaped with her rollator before I could even say thank you.

	The paramedic's name was John, and he was good looking in a rough around the edges sorta way. He asked me how I broke my leg and I told him the whole, unvarnished, awful story. At first, I told him I didn't need anything for the pain. When he explained what I'd have to go through at the hospital to get my leg x-rayed and put into a cast, I reluctantly agreed. He started an IV and gave me a dose of fentanyl. I'd never had that kind of medication before. It came on quickly and felt like I'd taken Benadryl and NyQuil together. I was sleepy and loopy and no longer cared about the very public shopping cart ballet that resulted in my broken bone. I was happy and I knew it, but I didn't clap my hands.

	At the hospital, the nurse came into my room and asked me how I broke my leg. Again, I told her the whole, unvarnished story. I could see she was trying not to laugh. "X-ray will be down to get you in a minute," she informed me. She said her name was Jolene. I started singing the Dolly Parton song. She just held up her hand and said, "Please stop. Like I've never heard that before." I thought I was funny. She didn't say a word as she helped me out of my clothes and into a hospital gown that was not a flattering color.

	The X-ray guy was named Mauricio. With such an exotic name, I thought he should've been much better looking. He was pleasant enough, though. "How'd you break your leg," he asked. Dang! Don't these people talk to each other? I wasn't going through the whole, awful story, so I said, "A terrible mishap with a shopping cart." When he helped me onto the X-ray table, I could feel in his arms and shoulders that he had some muscles. Dude was buff under those scrubs! However, sadly, as he walked away, I noticed that he suffered from a debilitating disease called noassatall. Man had absolutely no derriere whatsoever! He had a back with a crack! Apparently, Mauricio and I would not be running away to whatever exotic country he was from. "Where are you from?" I asked as he wheeled me back to my emergency department room.

	"Plaquemine Parish," he answered. So much for being exotic!

	I had just settled down and was enjoying the fentanyl when the doctor came in. "Mr. Gauge," he inquired as he extended his hand to shake mine. "I'm Dr. Randolph Martin. Nice to meet you."

	"Doc Martin?" I asked, giggling. "Aren't those shoes?"

	He pointed at me, made a little clicking noise with his tongue, and said, "Good one!" A clear and unmistakable indication that he, too--like nurse Jolene--had heard that joke before. This man was good looking! A solid six feet with a nice frame. I couldn't really see the details because he wore a white lab coat, but he had broad shoulders and he certainly wasn't fat. He was older than me--probably late forties I was guessing--but he had a distinguished charm about him, a soft, pleasant face and just a hint of salt in his mostly pepper hair. I wanted him to take off his coat and turn around so I could check out his ass but even in a fentanyl fog, the shiny gold ring on his left hand swayed me off that request. "So, your leg is broken," he announced as if that would be shocking news to me.
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