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Introduction




I am a rabid sports fan. As I’m writing this, I am
watching two separate games…one is baseball. I am a Yankees’ fan,
so this anthology is a Yankee fan as well. But I am open-minded;
one of the authors is a Red Sox fan! At the end of the day, I trust
people who are sports fans, more than I trust people who are not.
There is a level of passion that only a hardcore sports fan can
embody. Sports fans know how to take that leap of faith, and they
know dedication that others can sometimes see as unwarranted and
yet they happily provide to their teams. Sort of like being in
love, no?

Not surprisingly, this anthology inspired a lot of
passionate stories. There are irresistible erotic love stories,
pure lust and a lot of action on the diamond. I say play ball, or
rather start reading—you are sure to score multiple home runs!

 


F. Leonora Solomon

New York, NY, 2015

 



 


The Slump

 By L. Maretta

 


I watched Paul Decker walk up to the plate with that
same swagger I first noticed 18 years ago when he was a rookie. I
was 13 years old at the beginning of his career, instantly I
developed a crush on the new Shark and became a diehard fan.

Paul Decker was “Mister All-American Ball Player.”
Born in Iowa, he had blonde hair, blue eyes, a perfect smile, and
the physique every athlete dreams of—six-feet-tall and 189 pounds
of pure muscle. He was dubbed the new Mickey Mantle when he started
and he lived up to that standard, breaking many MLB records in his
career.

His current status, however, was in great contrast to
his previous seasons. A man whose all-time average was .322 was now
hitting .158. The papers called him washed-up, old, and a bum. How
sad that the same people who once referred to him as God’s gift to
baseball could turn on him like that. Even fans booed him in the
stadium at times. It broke my heart. I would always remain loyal to
the great Paul Decker.

My date and I sat in the stadium that day, the sun
shining brightly, surrounded by the aroma of domestic beer and hot
dogs, wearing my number 17 jersey and cheered him on each time he
went up to bat. The umpire called Strike Two and while
disappointment rang out from the crowd, I clapped my hands and
shouted words of encouragement. Decker adjusted his grip and
prepared for another pitch, his silver helmet gleamed from home
plate.

His bat connected with this one and I stood, clasping
my hands together, hoping it would travel just far enough to earn
him a run. It sailed high in the air but I could see it was headed
into foul territory, straight to where I was sitting.

Everyone around me rose with their arms raised high
above their heads, hoping to catch the errant ball. I don’t know
how, but as I reached my own hands up, I knew. I just knew that I
was going to catch that ball. I felt it smack the palm of my hand
and I closed my fist around it, pulling it down and immediately
hugging it to myself. I jumped up and down with glee. I waved the
ball in the air triumphantly, for the big screen.

After the game, I waited patiently outside the
stadium for the players to exit. There was no way I was going to
pass up the chance to get the ball signed. Kyle, my date, wasn’t
hiding the fact that he wanted to get out of there.

“You’re really going to make me wait out here with
you?” he asked.

It was only our third date. I knew from our first one
that we weren’t that compatible and it wasn’t going anywhere, but I
invited him to the game with me anyhow. I regretted it the second
we took our seats, and he pulled out his phone. He had spent most
of the afternoon staring at it, ignoring both the game and me.

“Look, you don’t have to do anything you don’t want
to do,” I told him, “but I’m getting this ball signed.”

He huffed and leaned against the brick wall, crossing
his arms and pouting like a spoiled child. I couldn’t take it
anymore.

“You should go,” I recommended.

“What?”

“You heard me. You should go. I’ll take a cab
home.”

I admit that I expected him to argue, but I really
wasn’t that surprised when he stared at me before he simply said,
“Fine.” And walked away.

“Asshole,” I whispered under my breath.

My annoyance with him dissipated quickly though,
because the doors opened and Sharks started pouring out. I smiled
as the players quickly made their way through the small crowd; a
few of the friendly ones stopped for pictures and autographs for me
and the other fans.

Then I saw Paul. His blonde hair, now specked with
gray, was wet and slicked back. He wore a T-shirt and blue jeans,
and was as handsome as ever. My stomach fluttered when I approached
him.

“Mr. Decker,” I said, ball and pen held out in front
of me. “Would you mind signing my ball?”

He looked directly at me with his striking blue eyes,
and half smiled.

“Sure.”

He took the ball and pen from me, and I grinned like
an idiot when our hands touched.

“So you caught my foul today, huh?” he asked.

“Yeah. I’ve been a huge fan of yours since you
started. I’ve followed your career religiously and I’m so sorry
that you’ve been in this slump. I don’t care what anyone says,
you’re still the greatest Shark to ever play and…”

I knew I sounded like an idiot but I couldn’t stop
myself, and he just smiled graciously as I rambled.

“…I mean, you have 688 career home runs, for Christ’s
sake! You broke the all-time RBIs in a single season record...”

As I spoke he frowned, and I realized I was probably
depressing the hell out of him.

“Anyway,” I said. “I think you’re great.”

He thanked me quietly with a sad smile on his face,
and turned away.

I don’t know where my courage came from, but I
blurted out,

“Can I buy you a drink?”

I think I stopped breathing when he turned around,
looked at me, and said,

“Sure.”

 


We ended up in the bar of his hotel. It was small and
dark, and offered much privacy. Despite playing for the Sharks for
19 years, his real home was in Iowa, he told me. He lived out of
the hotel during the season.

A few hours and several cocktails later, we were both
a tipsy and our conversation gradually turned from meaningless
chitchat to blatant flirting. The liquid courage had me touching
him every chance I got, even while I couldn’t believe I was
actually sitting across from a man I had idolized since I was a
child. I wasn’t stupid enough to question it, or stupid enough to
decline when he asked me to go up to his room with him.

The second we entered his suite, I pushed him against
the wall and crashed lips into his, opening my mouth immediately to
caress his tongue with mine. As we kissed, his hands stayed on my
waist, while mine started to explore his body. I ran them through
his hair, then down to his broad shoulders and over his chest that
was hard beneath the fabric of his T-shirt, which I then pulled off
of him. I ran my fingernails over the planes of his athletic body,
eliciting a hiss from him and then a groan when I grazed the bulge
in his jeans.

Suddenly I was the one pressed against the wall and
his lips blazed across my chest, my shirt having been torn over my
head and discarded. He grabbed my breasts, squeezing and pressing
before he pulled the cup of my bra down, and attached his lips to
my right nipple. Moaning shamelessly, I held him to me while he
helped me out of my jeans.

His lips were back on mine and I felt his hand tickle
my belly, moving down, and then sliding inside my panties. A growl
came from the back of his throat, when he felt how wet I was. His
tongue swirled slowly around mine while his finger mimicked the
action between my legs, making short, gentle circuits around my
clit. I gripped his wrist, and whimpered into his kisses.

He moved his mouth from my cheek and down to my neck,
biting and kissing so I was driven further and further towards
insanity. His fingers moved more urgently, stroking me harder,
bringing me closer, until I began moving my hips against him, the
ache and need to come unbearable. I gripped his wrist, and guided
his hand back. He slid two of his fingers inside of me and, still
gripping his wrist, I writhed against his palm. My head was thrown
back against the wall as I rode his hand until I came loudly.

“God damn,” he swore and I opened my eyes to see him
staring at me with amusement. I grinned back at him, resuming my
role as the aggressor.

We were all hands everywhere as I pushed him onto the
bed, groping and pulling at each other’s remaining clothes. When he
was fully naked and lying on the bed, I let my eyes wander over his
athletic form. Every inch of him was toned muscle, especially his
arms, but his cock? Long, thick, and hard. I bit my lip and felt a
tremor run through me.

“You’re killing me,” he said, staring at me as with a
raise of an eyebrow, I climbed onto him. Straddling his thighs, I
gripped him in my hand and stroked, watching his eyes roll back and
his lips part as he moaned softly. Moving up his body a bit more, I
ran him along the slick slit of my pussy, teasing us both, rocking
a little so the head of his cock rubbed my swollen clit.

“Fuck,” he groaned.

“Yes,” I said.

I took him inside of me, not slowly or patiently. I
sank all the way down his thick erection; a slight whimper escaped
my lips as he stretched me with a glorious sting.

I moved right away, keeping him all the way inside
and thrusting my hips. Leaning back, my fingers dug into his thighs
and my breasts were on full display for him. He filled his hands
with them, squeezing and rolling my nipples. Each time I moved, he
reciprocated by lifting his hips, going impossibly deeper each
time. My cries were loud, too loud probably, but I didn’t care.

He lifted himself up so we were face to face. I
stopped moving only long enough to position my legs around him and
then moved again, aided by his hands that dug into my ass. His
mouth found mine and I opened my lips, slowly swirling my tongue
with his, in contrast with how I was riding him. I fucked him
furiously, without shame or inhibition.

Our positions changed again; Paul flipped us over so
I was on my back and he was the one doing the fucking. He moved
with less urgency than I had, in long, smooth strokes, sliding all
the way in and then all the way out. The air was punctuated by his
gravelly voice each time he entered me which was the sexiest
fucking thing I’d ever heard.

He lifted himself to his knees and hooked my leg over
his arm, actually lifting my hips from the bed. He fucked me harder
now, fully intent on making me come again which I was so very close
to doing. His cock went so deep; I continued to moan while my hands
clawed at the bedsheets. When he found my clit with his thumb and
pressed, I came absolutely undone.

My spine bowed, my eyes closed, and I screamed. My
orgasm tore through me, making me pulse and quiver. It didn’t end
right away and neither did his movements, so it kept circuiting
through me, each one a little less intense until I was humming with
euphoric energy. I was too far gone to notice when he came. When he
did, he collapsed on top of me, panting and sweaty.

We didn’t say anything when he rolled off of me,
draping his arm across my belly. We just lay there, entirely spent
and sated, an intoxicated look upon both our faces. All I could
think was, Oh my God, I just fucked Paul Decker.

After a while I felt like I should leave. He was
totally silent and his eyes were closed, I thought maybe he had
fallen asleep. When I moved to leave the bed, he flexed, though,
gripped my hip and kept me in place.

“You’re not leaving, are you?” he asked, opening his
eyes.

“I thought maybe I should,” I said.

“I’d like for you to stay. I’m not finished with you
yet.”

Here’s the thing about athletes, they have stamina
that is unmatched by mere mortals. We fucked in that hotel room all
night: in the bed, on the floor, against the wall. He placed me on
a dresser, spread my legs and went down on me. He bent me over the
mini bar, and then the bathroom vanity. I sucked his cock, as he
reclined on a chaise in the sitting room of the suite.

 


*****

 


At some point, we finally passed out on the bed and I
awoke the next morning to find him freshly showered and dressed. He
smiled and the embarrassment of my behavior finally hit me. I
blushed.

“Now you’re gonna get shy on me?” he asked. He sat on
the bed and touched my cheek. “I really enjoyed last night.”

“I did too,” I said.

“I have to head over to the field. Stay as long as
you’d like, order room service.”

I nodded.

He kissed me goodbye, and then he was gone. He didn’t
ask for my number or tell me he’d like to see me again, which was a
little disappointing. What did I expect, though? He was Paul
fucking Decker. I’d chalk up the experience as one of the best of
my life, and something I’d always remember.

The following evening I watched him play against San
Francisco on television. Each time his face flashed on the screen,
my body tingled at the memory of what he’d done to me. That night,
he hit two home runs. It looked like his slump was over.

I like to think I had something to do with that.

 



 


Lucky

 By Malin James

 


Callie sat on the edge of the couch, fingertips
steepled in front of her face. That’s how she looks when she’s
watching baseball…well, actually, no. That’s how she looks when
she’s watching the Dodgers lose.

Callie’s a Dodgers fan, and by fan, I mean fanatic.
I’ve been a baseball widow for five years, since before we were
even married. You’d think I’d have picked up a love of the game by
now, but I haven’t. What I have picked up is a love for
watching Callie watch the game. It’s spectacular. Callie might be
tiny and she might be a femme with nine million tubes of lipstick,
but she’s got the mouth of a teamster when it comes to the Great
American Pastime.

“What the fucking fuck?!”

Callie threw her hands up in abject disgust. I looked
up from my book and glanced at the screen. Some batter I didn’t
recognize swung for the bleachers and hit a pop fly. Easy catch.
Third out. The seventh inning ends.

Dodgers, 0. Diamondbacks, 2.

“Way to be a hero, dumb ass,” she said, berating the
batter as he slunk off the field. “A line drive could’ve put us on
the board. Fucking moron.”

She kept grumbling, sounding like a grandma with a
kid-infested lawn.

“Hey, babe,” I said, stroking her ponytail. (She’d
tucked it through the back of her Dodger’s cap. Freaking adorable).
“I’m gonna grab a beer. Do you want something from the fridge?”

“Yeah. An end to my freaking misery,” she said, jaw
still clenched. She looked legitimately pissed—so pissed I’d have
been worried if she were aiming that look at me. Lucky for the TV,
it doesn’t know to be concerned.

I put my book aside, and ambled towards the
kitchenette. I didn’t hurry—they still have two innings to go.
Plenty of time to turn it around. I pulled two beers out of the
fridge and brought them back into the living room, but when I try
to hand the bottle to her she ignores it. I put it on the table,
and glanced at the TV. The Diamondbacks have runners on second and
third, and one of their big hitters is up. (See? I pay
attention).

“Huh. That’s no good,” I said, watching the big,
jolly Santa of a slugger take a few practice swings. He looked like
a modern Babe Ruth—all steak dinners and crazy-ass power.

“No. No. No. It’s no good at all. And there’s no
relief in the bullpen. Fucking unbelievable. Why’s the rookie still
pitching? What the fuck?”

I love the way she says what the fuck during a
game. It’s totally different from the way she says it in
non-baseball situations. Any other time, there’s a laugh behind it,
but while she’s watching a game, it’s got a knife-edged pop. It’s
as if she’s punching athletic stupidity in the face.

On the TV, the pitcher wound up and Callie leaned in.
First pitch. The slugger nailed it. Homerun.

“ WHAT THE FUCK????”

I winced. Might as well have been a grapefruit lobbed
by a toddler. Even I could have hit that fat, lazy
pitch.

Callie jumped up and whipped off her hat like she was
going to throw it at the TV, but she clutched it instead. She
looked like she literally didn’t know what to do with herself. She
just stood there, crushing her baseball cap with her pretty,
white-knuckled hand as she watched the first base runner, then the
second, and finally the big hitter come lumbering home.

Dodgers, 0. Diamondbacks, 5.

“I can’t…” she sputtered. “This is ridiculous. What
the fuck?! We’re gonna lose our shot at the pennant!”

She would have been near tears if she weren’t so
angry. Veins bulged in her neck, and she turned a pretty unhealthy
shade of red. In fact, she was nearly apoplectic (a word I
generally reserve for my lectures on the 19th century novel). I’ve
seen her like this before—it’s been a tough season. I set my beer
aside and moved slowly, as if she were an irritated tiger. I don’t
want to set her off.

“C’mere, babe. It’s ok. You know how it goes. They
could still get lucky.”

She was so fixated on the screen that she doesn’t
respond, so I tugged at the hat she still clutched in her hand.
Slowly, she let me draw her back toward the couch until she plopped
down on my lap. I loved the way she felt on my lap. If I had a
cock, it would get me hard every time.

She still glared at the game, so I gently stroked her
back. She was so pissed, she was nearly vibrating. When she got
like this, too much touching annoyed her, but a little…a little did
the trick, so I let my fingers drift up and down her spine in long,
soothing strokes. She relaxed—only slightly, but it was something.
A commercial came on, and she snuggled back into me, proof that the
thread that held her rigid was connected directly to game.

Still moving slowly, I let my hand drift under the
soft, stretched cotton of her tee to the downy skin at the base of
her spine. It’s one of my favorite spots on her body. It was warm
and just a little damp there, even though the air conditioner was
on. I stroked her there, following the knotted curves and lines of
the tattoo she got when she was twenty-one. She hated it now, but
I’ve memorized that tattoo. I knew every coil by heart.

Unsurprisingly, I was already wet. As over-the-top as
that sounds, this isn’t an exaggeration. I’d been wet for hours
watching her, because I knew how riled up she got watching the
game—riled up in an emotional sense, I mean. But that combative,
competitive energy riled her up in other ways too. With Cassie,
emotional-riled and sexy-riled up went together like coffee and
cream. More often than not, she was happy to mix them up,
especially when the Dodgers were losing hard.

I took off my glasses, and kissed the side of her
neck. She wriggled in my lap. I smiled and nuzzled her skin.

“Jess,” she said petulantly, “we’re up and our
batters suck and—”

“I know, babe, I know…”

I kept kissing her neck and she kept squirming. But
now, instead of squirming away from me, she squirmed closer. I
could work with that.

“Hey,” I whispered against her skin. “Is that your
lucky tee?”

“C’mon. You know it is.”

Callie was massively superstitious when it came to
the Dodgers. Her lucky tee must be worn for every important game.
She knew that I knew this and was trying to sound all sassy, but
she didn’t quite pull it off. She was either distracted by the
Nissan commercial blasting across the screen in a blaze of 0%
financing, or she was more riled up than I’d thought.

“Sure,” I said. “Just checking.”
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