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My Biggest Fan 

Chapter 1
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I was used to always being ignored. Standing there at the party, you wouldn’t even know I was there. Which was odd to say considering I stuck out like a sore thumb. I was the only black guy at an all-white people party. I was sad to say I was used to it. As a baseball player in a predominantly white sport, all my life I was used to being surrounded by white people.

As I stood there, drinking my beer, watching my teammates celebrate, I sighed. Personally, I would rather just be home studying or watching tv, but my team won regionals and was on their way to the super regionals, so naturally we were partying before practicing for our next game in four days. 

I watched my teammates dance and kiss multiple white girls as they had a good time celebrating our win. I didn’t partake in any of the revelries. Honestly, I felt out of place being there. While I liked the school for academics, I was starting to feel like a fish out of water in the private North Carolina university. The school had one of the best college baseball teams in the nation, but it also had the lowest African American enrollments in the country too, making me feel like I didn’t belong. Hell, it was 2024, but the college felt like it was trapped in this strange 1950s segregation era. 

Nodding my head to a country song, I finished my beer and was about to leave when my teammate, Zack stopped me. 

“Jaylen! Where are you going, bruh? The party is just getting started!” My teammate, Zack shouted as he swam through the crowd to see me. He was wearing a backwards baseball cap, a white tank top and shorts. In his hands was two cans of beer. 

“I’m out. This ain’t really my speed. I’m going back to my dorm to study.”

“Study?” He laughed drunkenly. “Bruh, it’s summer! There’s no rules! Schools out!”

“Not for me. I’m taking summer classes.”

“Oh, bruh, I didn’t even know this school offered summer classes.” 

“Yeah, they started last week. Remember I’m trying to get my MBA while I’m here.”

“Yeah, yeah, I got you. Mr. Smarty pants. I thought you wanted to go pro?”

“Nah, I’ll leave that you y’all. I mean, I’ll play professionally if my name gets called and I get a good signing bonus, but let’s face it, if I’m not playing as a freshman, I ain’t going to the major leagues.”

“Bruh anything is possible. You got some skill you could do it.”

“Thanks Zack.” I smirked. 

He patted my back and added, “You should at least enjoy college. You only get to do this once. Trust me. School can wait, you need to enjoy this, bruh. Have another beer...” he pushed a beer to my chest, and I looked down at the open canister wondering whose lips had already touched the metal surface. “...and enjoy the party. You only get to go to college once. “

“Seriously, I gotta go.” 

I began to walk away when Zack placed his hand on my shoulder. 

“No, listen, as captain I’m telling you to stay. Come on man, don’t be like that. At least finished the beer.”

“Fine, I will, however, you never specified how quickly I have to drink this. I’m chugging this and leaving.”

“Do it then!” He smirked as if he knew something I didn’t.

I smiled at him and began to chug the beer. I coughed as I struggled to finish the cold contents. As nineteen-year-old, underage drinker I was still getting used to drinking. 

Zack noticed my struggle and laughed. 

“Take that as a sign. Don’t rush it. Enjoy it.” He winked, waking away. “Finish that beer and then you can go. Don’t rush it.” He grinned, disappearing in the crowd. 

I rolled my eyes and took another sip of the beverage. I struggled to try and put down the beer when a beautiful slender blonde strolled next to me. She was wearing a spaghetti string black top, with a black push up bra making her large breasts appear plump. Along the sexy top, she wore a pair of ripped blue jean shorts, that were so damn short that I could see her tight pale ass cheeks hanging out of the fabric. 

“Hi, I’m Mary-Beth...” she grinned. Like everyone else in this town, she had a strong southern accent, but this one was different. It was dreamier and smoother, like a singer’s voice. It captured me like a siren would catch a sailor. 

“Hey, Jaylen...” I burped out. I covered my mouth and gave her a small smile. “Sorry.”

She giggled. 

Damn did her laugh sound sexy. 

“It’s cool. Struggling to chug that thing?” She asked, pointing to my half empty can. 

“Yeah, drinking is new to me.”

“It helps if you relax your throat. Open your mouth wide, and let it slide in. You’ve given head, right?”

I choked on my beer. 

“What?”

“Head? You know, like a blow job?” She made the gesture with her hand and used her tongue like she was imitating a cock going into her mouth. 

“No, I’m a guy...”

“Just checking...I’ve seen you at several parties and you’ve never spoken to one girl here. You’re always on the wall, looking like you rather be anywhere but here. If I didn’t know better, I’d say you batted for the other team something...”

“Nah, I’m into girls.”

“Oh, that’s strange because you never speak to any of them here.”

“That’s because, I didn’t think any of them like me. I’m black, and it’s all southern white girls here. In my experience, y’all don’t date outside your race.”

“That’s not true. I see tons of interracial relationships. It’s all over tv and stuff.”

“Yeah, but not on campus here. They ignore me, so I ignore them.  It’s like every white girl is afraid of black men here.”

“I’m not afraid of black men...”

I chuckled. “Really?”

“Yeah, I actually think you’re sorta cute. You’re on the team, right? I’m a huge fan of baseball. I grew up watching the sport, that’s why I like coming to parties like this to hang out with the team.”

“Really?” My interest in her perked up finding that we had similar tastes. “That’s dope you like baseball. Yeah, l’m on the team. I’m just a freshman, I play outfield.”

“Really? Strange, I don’t recall seeing you out there. The student section is in the outfield and I’m well aware of the guys out there. Especially number 24, fuck that man’s ass you can stack quarters on...”

I laughed. “Yeah, you’re talking about Zack. He plays center field.” I looked over at my teammate and saw him dancing with two girls. I shook my head as my team captain was always a ladies' man. 

“Oh, why don’t you play?” She asked. 

“I’m a freshman. First years usually don’t start. They either pinch hit or pinch run depending on the game. If I’m lucky I’ll get to play for an inning or two if it’s a blowout.”

“Oh, do you like sitting on the bench?”

I shrugged. “It’s different. In high school, I was the top dog, but coming here, I feel like I’m lower than dirt.”

“But you're still a part of the team, perk up, y’all won and are going to super regionals.”

“Yeah, but it was because of the players like Zack who won the game. I didn’t do shit. While I know I’m probably not good enough to go pro, I would like to at least play some before graduating.”

“I’m sure you will. You’re only a freshman.”

“Yeah, but honestly, this year ain’t what I thought it would be. When I was recruited this place seemed different, but after this year...”

“Not what you expected?” She guessed. 

“Yeah...” I hesitated and looked back into her blue eyes. “Why am I even telling you this. I barely even know you. Plus, you could easily tell my teammates about this...”

“First off I’m not a snitch. This right here...” she pointed to her lips. “Is Fort Knox. Ain’t nothing getting out.”

“Sure...”

“Seriously!” She laughed and playfully slapped my shoulder. She crept closer to me to the point where we bumped elbows. Even though we were complete strangers, I could tell she felt conformable with me. 

“Would it help if I shared a secret about myself?”

“Sure...”

“When you looked at me, what do you assume? Nineteen year old blonde bimbo, right? Wrong, I’m actually pretty smart and here on scholarship. I just like playing dumb horny blonde to talk to guys, because for some strange reason guys are intimidated by a beautiful smart woman.”

“I’m not. I actually think it’s hot.”

Mary-Beth blushed and brushed a strand of her blonde hair back. 

“What are you studying?” I asked. 

“I’m trying to go to med school.”

“That’s pretty dope. Biology or Chem?”

“Biology major...” she smiled, as if she was impressed that I knew the career path for a premed student. She shrugged and replied, “it’s a lot of school, but I’ve always wanted to be a doctor. Okay, I shared my secret, spill the beans...”

I chuckled, as I was beginning to feel more and more comfortable with Mary Beth. I sighed, preparing to admit something to someone I’ve never admitted aloud before. “I’m thinking about transferring.”

“Really?” She gasped. “You don’t like it here? We have one of the best teams in the nation, I mean, you’d be going to a lower tier program.”

I shrugged, “Between not playing and not making many friends outside of baseball, it’s actually pretty lonely on campus. I just don’t feel like this school is a good fit for me.”

“I’m sorry.”

“I just wish I had someone besides my teammates. When I got to college, I thought I’d, be experiencing something like that...” I pointed towards Zack who was now making out with one of the girls he was dancing with.

“Aw, well that makes sense...” she nodded. “You’re looking for companionship?”

“Yeah, it’s tough, most of the guys on the team have girlfriends or hook up all the time. They trade stories about the woman they’ve been with and when they ask me, I have nothing. Unlike them, my bed is completely empty. I wish that it wasn’t. I wish I could have someone. Someone to talk to. Someone to cuddle with and just hang out with all day.”

“Aww...” she gave me a large smile and rubbed my shoulder. 

“It’s not like I haven’t tried either. At the beginning of the school year, I would try and talk to the women, to get their number or just hang out with them, however none of them seemed interested, thus, I’m stuck on the wall, watching everyone dance without me.”

My voice trailed and I sniffed, wiping my face. I was surprised at how supportive Mary-Beth was considering I was emotionally unloading everything on her. 

“Honestly, I don’t even know why I’m telling you this. We just met and I’m pouring out my soul to you.”

“No, it’s actually sorta of attractive. I like when men show their emotions.”

“Really?”
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