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CHAPTER 1


          

          
            Chase

          

        

      

    

    
      It was sudden and almost the same sound as the crack of my bat. The stadium went deadly quiet. I didn't even say anything. Nothing came out. I think I grunted, but the pain was so intense it was as if I stepped away from myself. I'm floating away from the scene, not really processing. But the grunts aren't from me. They're from the umpire and the catcher. They're on me, specifically on my leg. It's their noises, not mine, and then I'm lifted. That's the last thing I remember.

      There was no blood, but there was also no feeling after I slid into home plate. It was the winning run. Did it count?

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      The lights are bright, and my parents are here.

      “Mom?” I croak out.

      “Darling, it's Tuesday,” she says.

      My father hands me a drink of water while propping up my head. I turn to my mom. “Is that code for something?”

      “It's a day of the week,” she says.

      “Yes. I got that. Mom, it's a twisted ankle. I get them all the time. I'm good.” But I'm not. My leg is heavy.

      My mom, who is not a crier, takes my hand and moves her head to the side, addressing my dad like I'm not here. “He doesn't even know what day it is?”

      “Tuesday. I've heard it's Tuesday,” I say.

      She rolls her eyes. “Which Tuesday?”

      “The one that comes after Monday.” I reach down to unwind the blanket twisted around my leg, holding it down. I feel it. It's a full hard cast.

      “What happened?” I ask.

      My father gestures to me with his hand. “See, he's fine.”

      A doctor enters, and words like—compound, shattered, six screws, rehab, and career-ending—circle my brain and the drain.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      I'm sitting on the edge of the old brass bed I swear my parents inherited from the colonial days of the American Revolution. It's in the guest room because I can't get up the fucking stairs. I'm on the main floor in a guest bedroom no one has used in thirty years because there's a better one over the garage. We've all moved out of this six-bedroom home. This room is like a backup, backup, backup guest room in case, for some fucking reason, my parents have my entire team sleep over.

      I toss my crutches down. The team and MLB paid for six weeks of aftercare—round-the-clock nursing and doctors for their multimillion-dollar investment. And so that I won't sue the fucking umpire who tripped over the catcher and caused the whole thing. I could afford to pay for care and drivers, but it's lonely. Everyone has already visited, and there's nothing else to say. I needed out, but this might have been a dumb idea.

      My sisters are here in Saratoga Springs. There's a specialist working with the fucking thousands of people on my medical team in Albany. The pain is manageable now, and hopefully, next week, I get the pins out and get a soft cast. Thank fucking God for CBD and THC. I hate pills. I've watched too many players get fucked up on them just so they can play another season. The moment I could handle the pain, I did.

      “Do you want some Kool-Aid?” my mother asks.

      My mother is insane.

      “Don't you have a poetry meeting to get to?” I ask.

      She writes and performs amateur poetry with a local group of older women. I've been to one of the happenings, and it was fucking brutal. But my sister Ana got laid when she went. In fact, found the love of her life. Cool dude.

      “Puppy?!” Ugh. That fucking name. My family has called me that forever because of the way I chased a ball around. And since I've played professional baseball, I can't shake the nickname.

      “I'm here,” Ana says, bounding through the door. “This room is the worst. I feel like that's a dead woman's quilt.”

      “Everything in here was a dead person's stuff,” I say.

      She laughs and sits down. “You okay?”

      “Greta left.” She was more than a ball bunny and more than a friend. She was somebody in my life, in my bed, and wearing my jersey number. But when she came by the hospital and told me she couldn't do this with me, I should have been sadder. I'm pissed she's a horrible person, but I've come to terms that I won't miss her. I'm sure she'll be married to a basketball or football player by the end of the season. I don't think my ballpark Annie is sport-exclusive. Maybe she'll have a long career as a puck bunny.

      Ana pulls me back to the conversation. “That's not surprising and also not what I meant.”

      “Oh, how am I? Besides dying alone in this fucking room, you mean?” I ask. “My team is close to getting the pennant.”

      “You got them there,” she says.

      “So?”

      She takes my hand, and I give her a weak squeeze. I don't know which way is up or down.

      I'm six weeks out from surgery. The cast, God willing, will become a soft cast soon. The bones should be set, but I'm not allowed to bear weight for at least another six or so weeks.

      “Do they know?” Ana asks.

      “If I'll ever play again? No. Not until another month. I have to bear weight before they'll even talk about rehab. I condition the rest of me, but there's only so much I can fucking do with this piece of shit cast on my leg. FUCK!”

      “Language!” Mom yells from the kitchen, which, unfortunately, is right around the corner from this bonus room hellscape of red, white, and blue.

      “MOM! I'm a millionaire, professional athlete adult,” I yell back.

      “Not in this house, you're not,” she calls.

      She walks in and hands me a glass of something teal and Ana a glass of something neon red.

      “Mom. I need water, electrolytes, protein, collagen, not Kool-Aid,” I say.

      “It's all in there. Trust,” she says.

      I sip it, and it's so medical-tasting and grainy it's hard to swallow. Ana smiles and says, “Mine's just watered-down fruit punch. Yours?”

      “I think she crushed my pills in it. MA! I can swallow pills,” I yell.

      A voice floats back in the room. “But now you don't have to.”

      I hold my nose and chug it down.

      I whisper to my baby sister, “Get me the fuck out of here.”

      “I heard that,” Mom chides.

      I’ve got to get out of here.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
CHAPTER 2


          

          
            Alex

          

        

      

    

    
      Mentally ticking off the sexual encounter tales to tell tonight. Nothing too off the charts, but there was a group situation that was fucking weird. My friends will like that story. It's Thursday, so it's Tristan's for a BBQ. Tris's wife likes to call it family dinner.

      I work with Tom and often take off Fridays after these dinners. But my heart's not in it today. I put my head down on the steering wheel after a very long week. They all seem like that lately. Routine, boring, and lonesome. My closest friends will be in there. Tom, his girl Marnie, and my favorite couple on the prowl, Trina and Dan. Tristan, obviously, and Brad. Our friend Brad never makes it to the third drink at a bar before he's knee-deep in pussy. He grew up with Dan and is close to them.

      And then there's me. The five of us guys used to go bang out a club. Each looking for particular partners, and only occasionally did they overlap. Once Dan found Trina, she'd go out with us, too, so they could pick up a third for the night. Theirs is one bed I've stayed out of. Not that I don't love a threesome of any combo, but I just didn't want to fuck up my friendship.

      Tristan and Tom crossed over the most, but because Tris wasn't quite looking for a total sub, he'd often let Tom take the genuinely willing. I do know they never shared, but they are now hooked up with a pair of sisters. Each has their own personal brand of perfection.

      They're dicks with huge egotistical dicks to swing around, so sharing isn't quite who they are. For me, I say the more holes, the better. I like the fucking part of multiple partners, but true polyamory isn't for me. Too many emotions to juggle.

      Brad just broke up with his girlfriend, so we'll be the only singles at the dinner. I'm always that—single. I contemplate calling in sick to this weekly shindig, and I'm already here.

      Every Thursday. A theme dinner by Anna, our resident youngster. She's younger than Tris, and he scooped her up in a weekend and has never let go. He's almost always in constant contact with her, and I know she regularly stops by the library on her breaks to fuck him. It's like they can't go a few hours without it.

      That's great and all, but occasionally I've been left at the dinner table when they've invited me over. Once I had to leave—they were so fucking loud.

      I grab the wine from the back seat and a six-pack from the front and head around the side of the house. I hear the laughing, and I try to put all my resentment and fucking hatred of anyone happy to the side. I'm not a dick, but I'm not really all that nice, either. But today, I'm flat-out fucking pissy. I paste on a smile and head into the fray.

      Tom Kingston, my friend and boss, starts applauding. He's the GM of the local racetrack, and I'm their lawyer. “Well, if it isn't our resident bisexual.” They all enjoy the label since I've asked them to stop.

      “Hello to our resident Dom,” I say. “Is that how we're greeting each other these days? You fucking cis male.”

      He laughs and pulls me into a hug.

      Tristan bristles. “Hey! I can top with the best of them.”

      Marnie grins and says, “Yeah, but he's got better equipment.”

      We all yell over each other. “Whoa!”

      “Yes!”

      And then I hear a loud groan from the corner of the patio that seems to come from a lounger.

      “I cannot. I can't get up fast enough to beat all your asses. Tom, I'm begging you. Please don't bring up anything about beating my sister's ass.”

      They all laugh, and I glance behind Trina, who is hugging me. My dark bangs fall in my face, and I swear the fucking sun is beaming through the trees, spotlighting this man in the best light. His blond hair shimmers as if he has gold woven into it. His soft blue eyes sparkle in the sunlight. Who is fucking with me?

      Ana tugs the wine and beer from my hands.

      “Alex!” She's always excited about one thing or another. I smile and kiss her on the cheek.

      “Hello, darling.”

      “What's your choice this week?” she asks.

      I look back at the man who is conversing with Marnie. She's sitting on the end of the lounger chatting.

      “Men,” I say, as a matter of fact.

      Ana laughs, thinking it's a joke, but specifically, that man. That man is my preference.

      “Wine, beer, or a gin and tonic?” she asks.

      “G&T, please.”

      I hadn't seen him before, and I'd remember seeing someone that fucking blisteringly hot. My dick twitches. My dick wants inside that man with all of his sunshiny goodness. His smile is bright and kind of tells you that all is right with the world. And his laugh. That's enough to make my balls suck up tight to my body. It's not broad but a specific laugh that cuts through bullshit.

      Ana turns away, and I grab the sleeve of her peasant blouse. “Who is that?”

      “Chase.”

      I think I will.

      “My brother.”

      And my dick shrivels.

      He's a very straight baseball player. She mentioned he was coming to town because of an injury, and he referred to Marnie as his sister. It's all snapping into place. I want to fuck the disabled star pitcher who's been struck down in the prime of his career. What I'd like to do is play doctor with him. I could save him with my cock.

      But he laughs again, and I realize he doesn't need saving. But I may do it anyway.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
CHAPTER 3


          

          
            Chase

          

        

      

    

    
      The sisters have hooked up with some cool people. I'm kind of living for Ana's Thursday night BBQs. I don't want to hang out with any of my high school friends because that's a lot of pity coming at me all at once. Or they like to talk about the celeb chicks I've banged. There are a few, but no one ever felt real. With these people, no one cares or is waiting for me to pick up the check.

      “Just the one?” someone asks.

      I shrug. Everyone's sharing sexual stories, so I lay mine out there. “I didn't realize Greta was in it for the fame and money because she fucked like a dream and didn't mind anal. I fucking love to take an ass. She had fabulous tits, too.”

      They all laugh.

      “I realized!” Ana tosses a baby carrot at my head, and I catch it easily.

      Tristan looks at me. “Premiering the soft cast. I'm liking this look.”

      I'm sitting on the lounger with it propped up. No more fucking pins.

      “Yes. I can actually scratch an itch now,” I say.

      Tristan laughs and then says, “You mean get laid, right?”

      “No. Literally, scratch my fucking legs without shoving a yardstick down the cast.”

      There was talk that my bones needed a couple more weeks in the cast to set, but those crazy bitches knitted together much faster. Thank God. I'm showered completely for the first time since the accident. That stinky, itchy piece of shit has been sawed off. That was quite the olfactory delight when it came off. The problem was I continued to work out. Sweat building under the cast, so that's a fetid mess right there.

      I arrange myself to face the others who are milling about or at the picnic table. I look around for Alex. He's fucking hysterical. I've got such a bro crush on this guy. I haven't made a friend outside of my team in forever. He is a freaking legend, and I have to ask him about his body stuff. I need a trainer here, and the man is cut. Alex keeps his hair longer, and it suits his dark hair and the Mediterranean thing he's working. He must crush so much ass. He's so well-groomed. I need to know who keeps his mane of hair in check. My blond locks are growing out, and I don't love it. I like it shorter.

      And then there's that cool guy smell. I need to smell that good. He's like the center of all of them, and they orbit around him. Things seem a little more dull when he's not here. Last week, he had to travel to a work conference in Manhattan and missed Thursday.

      Ana sits down with me and hands me another beer. “Thanks.”

      “So?” she asks.

      “I'm allowed to stand on it for a minute, that's it. But the good news is I'm ahead of my healing schedule.” I pump my fist in the air. “Suck it, timeline!”

      “You're competing against your doctors?” she asks.

      “Hell, yeah, and smashing all expectations.”

      “You're insane. Hey, can you ride in a car?” she asks.

      “Not with my knee bent, but I sling it across the back seat. You've seen me. You've driven me. Fuck, I miss driving.” It's my left leg, and it all sucks.

      “I know that, but can you ride in a car for like three and a half hours-ish?” she asks.

      “Is this a competition? Because I'm down. I've still got endurance.”

      “No. It's an outing for two nights, three days.” She bites her lip. “It's our anniversary, and I want to do something with everyone who has helped make this year wonderful.”

      “I was barely around,” I say.

      “But you're here now, and I feel obligated to invite you.”

      I grin widely as the smell hits me. It's that woodsy, citrusy, fucking leather thing he's got going on. I have to figure it out and get some. It's just too good.

      “What? Sure,” I say.

      “You'll go?” she asks.

      “Yes. Okay, we leave tomorrow.”

      “Where? What?” I ask.

      “Finger Lakes wine country!” she says.

      If Alex is going than maybe it won’t suck as hard as I think it will.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            
CHAPTER 4


          

          
            Alex

          

        

      

    

    
      I was home last week, but I didn't tell anyone. I just stayed in my sad little life and jerked off to the thought of him. He's sporting new crutches and a soft cast. I walk over to him. He makes me laugh, and I enjoy having another man to discuss things with. That's my excuse so I can get close to that All-American fucking dream boy. He literally smells of hot dogs and Ivory soap.

      I sit down on the chair next to him and clap his back just so I can touch him. I'm a fucking mess over this straight boy. “New wheels? Like the fit.”

      He smiles a little bigger than I thought he could and says, “Damn. Good to see you. Where the fuck you been? And who have you been fucking?”

      He raises an eyebrow like he's judging or jealous. He asked the question, so he's not judging. I am imagining things. And the answer is only my fist, and I only come when I think about sliding my dick into his home base. Jesus. I may have watched a game or four. It's the pants. His ass in those pants.

      “Been too busy to fuck,” I say.

      I sit back, and he offers me a sip of his beer. What is that about? But I take it and hand it back to him like we always do this.

      “That's disappointing, since I'm living vicariously through your exploits. You and the married couple who have no problem telling me all about how wet she gets and what he likes to do when that happens,” he says.

      “Pay no mind. They're feeling you out,” I say.

      He sits up. “Like grooming me?”

      “In a way. They like to flirt and take a third to bed.”

      “Have they ever really done it?” he asks.

      My eyes are wide. “Why? Interested?”

      I cross my arms and hold my chest tight. I think I might flip a table if they get to have him, and I don't.

      “Nah. I'll leave that kind of stuff to you guys,” he says.

      I exhale. Chase doesn't want to be in bed with some big-titty woman, but is he asexual? Shit, did I give him the wrong impression? I rush my words.

      “I don't do that all the time. Most of my sex is one-on-one. The guys just like to hear about the outrageous stuff. Most of my sex is, you know…”

      “Vanilla?” he asks.

      I rear back from him. “Bite your tongue.”

      He grins, and I don't think before saying, “Or better yet, let me bite it for you.”

      His eyes get wide, and his smile disappears.

      “Sorry. That was. Sorry,” I say.

      Chase puts his hand on my forearm. He's fucking touching me. I'm fucking liquid. I feel like that happy place between just enough wine and too much.

      “It's cool. Man. You were joking. I can take a joke,” he says.

      But can you take a cock up your ass? No. Do you want to put your cock in mine? Any hole on your body. Give me that. I shift and cross my legs so my hard-on can be masked somewhat. He's not gay, so he will not look, so I'm safe.

      “Cool. Tell me about your week,” I say.

      And he does. I actually want to hear it. Ana flits around filling drinks and delivering steak tacos to us.

      “My trainer is PT certified. I used him when I rehabbed my knee,” I say.

      Chase holds his hand up to high-five me. Yeah, I'm a frat bro to him instead of a hot lawyer.

      “Knees! I know that pain,” he says.

      “He can get you back up and running. I can set it up for you. Is tomorrow cool?”

      He nods and turns his attention to Marnie, who is bitching about their mother recovering her couch in red hat purple, whatever that is. I can't stop watching his mouth and the way his lips glisten. He licks them every minute. I run my hands through my hair and turn to Kingston and Tristan, arguing over who has to do the dishes.

      “It's Kingston's turn,” I say and pull out my phone, replaying a conversation two weeks ago when they had the same argument.

      “Fuck me, a lawyer? You hired an attorney to make sure I scraped guac off your plates?” Kingston says.

      Tristan sits back and smiles. “Yup. Thanks, man.”

      There's a laugh from across the table, and my dick jumps. He's pure fucking joy, and it's pissing me off. I can't have it. Thank God we're going on this dumb-ass anniversary trip tomorrow. I'll have a few days to stop thinking about him or trying to run into him at his gym. I don't even belong to that gym. He'll find out when he meets my trainer at a different location. Christ. Thank God for time away from that man's clean, soapy pine tree scent. I'm bi, I should fuck a woman. I'm going to fuck a wine woman on some kind of machinery and get him the fuck out of my head.

      I stand up and wave. I don't even say goodbye. I can't because now that he can kind of stand, he'll do so. And he hugs now. He fucking hugs me, and I can't be that close to his neck and not want to bite down on it until he's a mess under me. So nope. Gotta go.

      I'm halfway home, and I get a text. It pops up on my screen, and Siri reads it with her robot voice.

      
        
          
            
              
        Chase: Hey. It's Chase. Just wanted to get that trainer's name, and you left really fucking quick.

      

      

      

      

        

      
        
          
            
        Chase: We cool? Did I do something? I thought we were going to sip brown liquor with the men.

      

      

      

      

      

      Oh god. It's like I've ghosted him, but it's only a date in my mind, so now it just makes me a shitty friend who didn't say goodbye. I've known the man for almost six weeks now, and I should have his phone number and not be freaked out. He has no idea that I'm obsessed with him.

      I text back to him.

      
        
          
            
              
        Alex: Chase. It's all good, man. I just had something come up. Sorry. I'll send the info when I'm out of the car. I'll see you later.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Chase: When?

      

      

      

      

      

      “WHAT IS THAT SHIT?” I scream at the car and the screen with the text. Seems I've put myself painfully in the friend zone.

      
        
          
            
              
        Alex: When I get back. Cool?

      

      

      

      

      

      Cool? What am I, fucking twenty? I'm a forty-two-year-old bisexual who leans queer with a constant hard-on for a straight thirty-one-year-old fucking baseball player. I'm in so much trouble. If he rehabs any more here, I may have to move.

      
        
          
            
              
        Chase: OK. Call me when you get back. I'll be here. We should hang out. Good to see you tonight.

      

      

      

      

      

      He's killing me as I read into every fucking syllable. Hang.

      
        
          
            
              
        Alex: You too. I'll call when I get back

      

      

      

      

      

      Because by then, I'll have fucked multiple women on our trip and be out of my Chase Era.
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