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Tommy Mantle stepped up to the plate and dug in. The batting coach, Dan Zimmer,  immediately ran over.

“What the hell are you doing!” he yelled.

“Taking batting practice,” Tommy said.

“Not like that, you aren’t,” Zimmer  said, boozy waves of heat coming off him. “You got no style. No stance. You do what I tell you, or you’ll never make the roster.” He folded his massive arms against a chest that hovered over a huge stomach.

“I already made the roster,” Tommy said. “Now I suggest you go sit down and leave me alone.”

“Oh, you do, do you?” Zimmer said. “I was teaching people how to hit before you were born.”

“And a good job you’re doing of it,” Tommy said. “What’s the team batting average? Never mind, it’s .242. Your expertise has resulted in no championships of any kind for the last six years. Congratulations.”

“You little bastard,” Zimmer hissed. “I’ll fix your ass. I don’t care who you’re related to. You’re shit around here until I say otherwise.”

“Get out of my face, you old drunk,” Tommy said, stepping right into Zimmer’s space and shoving him hard in the chest. “You seem to forget one thing. I have a baseball bat, and you don’t.”

“You gonna hit me?” Zimmer yelled. “Go ahead.”

“Don’t tempt me, fat boy,” Tommy hissed. “I’ll put you on life support.”

“You’re finished,” Zimmer yelled, sticking a finger in Tommy’s face. “You’re all fucking done in professional baseball.”

“If you want to keep that finger, you best take it out of my face,” Tommy said, staring Zimmer in the eye. “You have five seconds. Then I’m going to introduce a Louisville Slugger to the side of your head. One, two, three........”

“Okay,” Zimmer snapped. “You go take your cuts. You’re on report, smartass. We’ll see what Lou got to say about your worthless rookie ass. I ain’t never been  disrespected by no ball player!” he roared. “Never!”

“Go have another drink and get used to it, old man,” Tommy smiled. “It’s only going to get worse for you.”

The other players looked away as Zimmer stormed off to the bench.

“What are you assholes looking at?” he yelled. “You bastards can be next on my shit list. Rotten no good son of a bitch, I don’t believe this. Who gives a fuck what your name is,” he mumbled. Suddenly he vaulted to his feet. 

“Who gives  a shit who you’re related to!” he yelled.

Tommy looked back and gave Zimmer the finger.

“Take it easy, Dan,” Mike Evans, the assistant manager for spring training said. “Relax. It’ll work out.”

“It’ll work out when I see that piece of shit on a bus going back to Oklahoma. Fucking threaten me, will you?” he muttered, staring at Tommy. “I got your ass. You’re all done.”

“Maybe you oughta back off,” Mike said. “We ain’t never seen anybody come up from the minors that put up numbers like this. We could benefit from this, you know? We ain’t exactly on top these days.”

“We’re the New York Yankees,” Zimmer spat. “We were born on top. We’ll die on top. And that piece of disrespectful shit will have nothing to say about it.”
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Lou Terry looked down at the report, then looked up at Tommy, who was sitting across from him. He took off his glasses and sat back.

“One day,” he sighed. “You’re here one day and you’re on report. How do you explain that?”

“I don’t,” Tommy said.

“Oh, you don’t? Why not?”

“Not my job,” Tommy shrugged. “I’m here to play baseball, not figure out what’s wrong with the old drunks you hire.”

“That old drunk, as you put it, has been in this sport for almost sixty years. What do you have to say about that?”

“He should have quit forty years ago,” Tommy said. “He’s outliving his usefulness at an alarming rate. You actually pay this asshole to get out there and yell at us like he does?”

“Do you have a problem with Coach Zimmer?” Terry said.

“Not particularly, although he is one of the most miserable humans I’ve ever met. I have a problem with batting coaches in general.”

“And why is that?”

“Basically because I don’t need one.”

“Oh, so you’re the greatest hitter who ever lived? You don’t need any improvement?”

“Not from a loser like Zimmer,” Tommy said. “What’s that up there on your trophy case?”

“That?” Terry smiled. “That’s a golf trophy. I won a pro-am tournament last June. Why?”

“Oh, just curious,” Tommy said. “What was your score?”

“272 for four rounds. 68 average. Not bad, huh.”

“No. Tell you what though, I know a guy who plays golf every day. He shoots consistently in the 100 range on any course. I can arrange for him to give you some lessons, if you like.”

“Why would I do that,” Terry laughed. “I can......okay, I see where you’re going. You’re wrong.”

“I am? You put a fat drunk with a .238 lifetime batting average out there to teach me how to hit? Do you know how demeaning that is? I hit .484 in the minors. I hit 178 home runs in two years. Zimmer hit 108 in 18 years. How can you justify having this pig teaching me how to hit a baseball?”

“He is the best there is,” Terry said.

“At what? I don’t believe this,” Tommy said. “Teach me how to play the piano.”

“What? I can’t play the piano. How can I teach you?”

“Exactly. Zimmer could never hit a baseball, but you think he can teach somebody else how to do it. He cannot.”

“He said your stance is bad. He’s seen a hell of a lot more ball players in his day than you have.”

“I’ve been doing this since I was five years old,” Tommy said. “I’ve tried every variation of every stance in existence, and I charted the results. The one I use works the best for me. The numbers I put up prove it. And here comes this lush, who has never seen me hit a baseball, and he starts correcting me. How do you correct something you never saw?”

“You think you’re going to make numbers like that up here?” Terry laughed. “Never happen. Nobody ever has.”

“I’ll lose some points,” Tommy shrugged. “I’ll probably bat around  .390. Not because of the pitching, but because the defense is better at this level. How many home runs I hit depends on whether or not these overpaid cowards will pitch to me.”

“Cowards? What’s that mean?”

“They pay these guys what, 10 million a year to pitch? And what do they do when they get somebody in front of them who really knows how to hit? They walk them. Waste of money, you ask me. You could get a fan out of the stands to walk me for free.”

“It’s basic strategy,” Terry shrugged. “Everybody does it. They’d rather see you on first than circling the bases after you put one in the parking lot. Besides, you ain’t been up against real pitching yet. Wait until you come up against a guy like Ralph Desrosiers from the Orioles. Ever see a 99 mph fastball?”

“He must be slowing down,” Tommy said. “I played against him in Atlanta. He was throwing 102 then.”

“Yeah? How’d that look coming in?” Terry grinned.

“It looked better going out,” Tommy said. “I had five at bats against him. Three home runs  and two intentional walks. They never did find the last one I hit off him.”

“Maybe Zimmer can show you a couple of tricks,” Terry nodded. 

“You keep that fat drunk away from me,” Tommy said. “Or else.”

“Or else what? Are you threatening me now?”

“No. I am stating a fact. I will sue you if he doesn’t back off.”

“You’ll sue the Yankees?” Terry laughed.

“Yes, and then I’ll quit and go sign up with the Red Sox, then you can look forward to me beating your ass for the next twenty years. How would you like that?”

“You can’t sue us. We own you. You have to do what we say.”

“Nobody owns Tommy Mantle. You read that contract, and see what you have to say then. Page 17 says I don’t have to listen to any batting coaches.” Tommy got up and bowed slightly. “Have a nice day.”

After Tommy had gone, Terry took out the contract and turned to page 17.

“Son of a bitch,” he sighed. “I don’t believe this.”
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“Hey, hot shot,” Zimmer said when Tommy came up for batting practice. “How about you put on a little show for the sports reporters?”

“How about they put one on for me?” Tommy said. “Maybe they could show me how to gain fifty pounds in a week, then write stories about baseball, which of course they could never play themselves.”

“These guys can make you or break you,” Zimmer said, pointing to the three reporters, one of which was trying to dig something out of his ass.

“Yeah, I’m impressed,” Tommy laughed. “Are they going to win the Triple Crown for you this year?”

“No, and neither are you.”

“Wanna bet?” Tommy smiled. “One hundred grand cash bet.  Come on fat boy, put your money where your mouth is.”

“You better do what I say,” Zimmer said. “Or the big boss will have a talk with you. These guys want to see some of them 600 foot home runs you supposedly hit.”

“Then tell them to come back when the regular season starts. Until then, sorry, I don’t waste my energy entertaining overweight douche bags. You should know,” Tommy said, eyeing Zimmer up and down. “You’re douche bag number one.”

Zimmer stormed off to where the reporters were. Tommy could see him gesticulating wildly and pointing at the batting cage. One of the reporters waddled out near the dugout and held out his arms, staring at Tommy.

“What’s your problem?” he yelled. “You too good for us? Whaddaya got besides a big fucking reputation against second raters?”

Tommy gave a hand signal to the batting practice pitcher for a fastball low and inside. He smiled and wound up. The ball came in perfectly; Tommy cranked it and pulled it hard to the left, way over the foul line. The fat reporter took the line drive in the forehead, and went down like a sack of shit. He didn’t move. Zimmer ran over and looked at the fallen man, then called 911. He looked at Tommy and shook his fist.

“Don’t worry, he’ll live, he got hit in the most useless part of his body,” Tommy yelled, and put the bat away. The rest of the players tried not to laugh.

“You did that on purpose!” Zimmer yelled. “You’re on report!”

“Big deal,” Tommy said. “What’s next, no dessert with dinner?” 

Zimmer looked away as he tried to revive the fallen reporter.

“I got no time for you,” he yelled. “I’ll fix you later.”

“Go fix your pants, Tubby,” Tommy laughed. “Maybe next time it’ll be you.”

Yankees Training Camp

Spring Training

Office of Team Manager Lou Terry 

Florida

March

––––––––
[image: ]


“The bullshit just never stops with you, does it,” Terry sighed. “Why don’t you just move in here? I’ll give you a desk.”

“Why am I here?” Tommy said.

“Because you.....who cares,” he sighed. “You’ll just make up some crazy defense. You should have been a lawyer.”

“I am a lawyer. I went to law school nights when I played in Atlanta.”

“That explains a lot,” Terry said. “What did you do to that reporter? They’re talking law suit.”

“I hit a foul ball. The foul ball hit the reporter. He was over by the dugout, where he didn’t belong. Reporters and other visitors are supposed to stay behind the batting cage. He has no case, it’s his own fault. There is even a big warning sign on the cage.”

“Zimmer said it was intentional.”

“I’m good, but I’m not that good,” Tommy laughed. “You go try to hit somebody with a foul ball and see how it works out.”

“Why couldn’t you just hit a few for the guys? Come on, you know how it works. They’ll bury us in the papers now. I can’t imagine what they’ll say about you.”

“I don’t care what they say about me. I was hired to play for the Yankees, not the Daily News. I have a contract to fulfill, and I can’t do that if I’m warming the bench for six months because I blew out a rotator cuff entertaining reporters.”

“Okay, that makes sense. Maybe you should tell them that.”

“I don’t do sports interviews. I have nothing to say to them. They insult me, swear at me, and demand that I perform for them like a trained seal. Then when I won’t do it, they slander me in the press and call me every name in the book. Screw them. I won’t do it.”

“What if I order you to do it?”

Tommy took off the Yankees ball cap and replaced it with one from the Red Sox.

“Jesus,” Terry sighed. “You ever have an exorcism?”

“Yeah,” Tommy grinned. “It didn’t take.”

“Could you possibly consider getting through one training day without causing trouble?”

“I’ll think about it. You seem to forget one thing. Zimmer started this, and he won’t lay off me. If he keeps it up I’m going to do something bad to him, and neither of us needs that kind of trouble.” 

“I’ll tell him to make nice nice then,” Terry grinned. “I’m sure he’ll listen.”

“Fire his dumb ass and do everybody a favor.”

“He has a lifetime contract. I can’t fire him unless he does something really bad.”

“Singling out one player and harassing that player endlessly should fit the bill.”

“This is baseball, not court. Coaches are supposed to lean on players they think aren’t cutting it.”

“Okay,” Tommy shrugged. “You’ve been forewarned. I won’t take this shit from him. I put up with this kind of abuse ever since high school. I wanted to play for the Yankees because Mickey asked me to if I ever made it big. I was five years old and didn’t know anything about professional sports, only that I wanted to be a baseball player. I told him I would, and here I am. Don’t make me leave, Lou. It isn’t fair.”

“I’d never do that to you,” Lou said. 

“Okay,” Tommy said. “But like I said, I’ll take care of him if you don’t. It wouldn’t be the first time I did it. There are a couple of coaches in Atlanta that will never piss standing up again.”

“Ouch,” Terry said. “I’ll see what I can do. And stop calling him fat boy.”

“Put him on a diet, and I will.”

Tommy left as  General Manager Bart Littlefield came in. Littlefield looked at Terry and nodded towards the door.

“Who’s the blonde chick?”

“Your next superstar,” Terry said. “Tommy Mantle.”

“That’s the Mick’s relative? Are you kidding? She’s a fucking girl.”

“Yeah,” Terry said. “Tell me about it.”
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“Come on, sweet cheeks,” Zimmer chided. “Try to hit the little ball out of the infield.”

“Come on out here and pitch, fat boy,” Tommy grinned. “Without the net. Then you’ll see what I can do.”

“You ain’t shown me shit since you got here. What was all them fancy numbers in Atlanta, a fluke?”

“A fluke is a fish,” Tommy smiled. “A bit fat one, like you. The only difference is the fish has a brain.”

“Hit the damn ball,” Zimmer scowled. “If you can, that is. Jeez, even the practice guy could strike you out.”

“Highly unlikely,” Tommy said. “Put down the bottle and read my stats. I struck out 32 times in 1100 times at bat. You don’t have anybody good enough to strike me out.”

“Stopelletti!” Zimmer yelled at the dugout. “C’mere.” The six foot seven monster relief pitcher came out, his  cleats scratching ominously on the concrete.

“What’s up, Coach?”

“See that little twerp in the cage? She thinks she’s a big time hitter. Go show her what a real pitcher can do.”

“Sure,” he shrugged. He grabbed his glove and headed for the mound. Tommy stepped out.

“If he’s going to pitch me, I have to change.”

“What, your panties too tight? Five minutes.”

Tommy went into the clubhouse and put on one of the special uniforms she’d had made for the Majors. It had fiberglass protection sewn in at the shoulders, elbows, knees, and left rib cage. She’d had quite enough of pitchers trying to cripple her. She put on her helmet  and went back out. Jimmy Stringfield came out to catch. Stopelletti leered at Tommy  and nodded.

“Where you want it?” he said. “As if it matters, you won’t see it anyway.”

“Any place you want. Just remember something, Stopelletti. You bean me and I’ll take your ass out. That’s a promise. We’re both on the same team. Play it straight, or take your chances.”

The fireballer wound up and delivered a fastball that had to be in the 100 mph range. Tommy took a moderate swing and sent it into shallow left field. Stopelletti looked down, then wound up again. This time, a wild hanging curve ball streaked toward the plate at 90 mph. Tommy cracked it into right field. Stopelletti shook his head and turned away for a minute. It was obvious that he was becoming frustrated. His next two fastballs were sent into shallow center field.

“That all you got?” Tommy called out. “My mother throws harder than that.”

Stopelletti reared back and uncorked a tremendous cutter, aimed at Tommy’s head. She had expected this, and squatted down as the ball whistled past her ear. She stepped out, stared at Stopelletti for a minute, then stepped back in. “Last chance,” she said. Stopelletti delivered another horrendous fastball, right down the middle. Tommy stepped into it as she had been taught to do years ago, and unloaded on the pitch. There was a tremendous crack as the ball soared upward. It disappeared over the scoreboard in center field and went into the parking lot. She threw the bat down and went back to change.

“What the fuck,” Zimmer whispered. “How’d she do that? She ain’t more than a hundred and twenty pounds soaking wet. That ain’t possible.”

“Thanks for making me look like an asshole,” Stopelletti scowled as he trudged by. “Fucking girl comes out here and creams my best stuff? What’s up with that?”

“I don’t know,” Zimmer said. “You tried to hit her, Stop. That ain’t right.”

“Just a brush back,” Stopelletti said. “If I wanted to hit her, she’d be in the morgue right now.”

“That wasn’t no brush back,” Zimmer said. “You threw it right at her head.”

“Hey,” Stopelletti shrugged. “She wants to play in the big leagues, she better get used to pitchers throwing at her once in a while. How the hell did she get in here, anyway? We never had no dames on the team before.”

“She’s some kind of grand niece to the Mick,” Zimmer said. “He taught her how to hit when she was a little kid.”

“Shit,” Stopelletti sighed. “Just what we need.  A broad with a  big name.” He shook his head and went back into the dugout.

Zimmer elbowed a bat boy. “Go out in the parking lot and find me that ball,” he said. 

Two nights later, at the Hyatt Hotel in Tampa, Stopelletti had just finished a shower.

“Whoa! Who the fuck are you?” he  yelled as he stepped into the living room, a towel around his waist. Before him stood a shadowy figure in a Ninja costume. He dove for the phone, but never made it. The Ninja was on him in seconds and grabbed his arm. His right arm. His pitching arm. Two brutal karate kicks to the chest and face dazed Stopelletti. He collapsed to his knees.

Tommy grabbed Stopelletti’s wrist, and grapevined his arm into a weird pretzel hold. She stepped over his shoulder with her right leg, spun in a half circle,  and cranked up the pressure. Stopelletti screamed in agony as his elbow was torn out and his shoulder ruined.  He fainted, and Tommy stood over him for a minute. Finally, she threw the phone next to him and disappeared into the night.
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“Seems our star closer had a little incident at his hotel,” Terry said. “You know anything about that?”

“Nope. Who you talking about?”

“Stopelletti. Name ring a bell?”

“Yeah, Zimmer had him try to strike me out a few days ago. They’re still looking for the last pitch he threw,” she grinned. “Too bad your pizza sucking reporter friends weren’t around to see that one. What happened to him?”

“Somebody in a Ninja costume attacked him and ruined his pitching arm.”

“Oh, that’s too bad. When will he be back?”

“Tenth of never,” Terry said. “Doc says he’s all done. He’ll be lucky he can wipe his ass, never mind play baseball. I hear he threw one at your head.”

“I knew that pitch was coming. I studied all your guys when I was in Atlanta. You hit  Stopelletti and he’ll try to dust your helmet to intimidate you. No big deal, I had plenty of guys throw at me. Keeps you on your toes.”

“He said you threatened to take him out if he beaned you.”

“Yeah, and I would have, but he didn’t bean me.”

“Take him out how?”

“Baseball bats are very effective against relief pitchers,” Tommy said. “If I was able to get up, he never would have made it back to the dugout. He wouldn’t be the first, either.”

“Where do you bury your dead?” Terry laughed.

“I told you, Skipper, I don’t take anybody’s shit. I don’t have to. I took enough already.”

“How did you hit that ball so far the other day?”

“Clean living and Flintstones vitamins. Got anything else for me?”

“No,” he sighed. “Don’t leave town,” he winked. Later, Zimmer came in and slumped into a chair.

“I don’t need this shit, Lou,” he said. “You gotta do something about that broad.”

“Like what? You rag on her all the time, then you send Stop in there to make her look bad. It blows up in his face, and she sends one into the next zip code. When are you going to learn?”

“She don’t show me no respect.”

“She doesn’t think you deserve any. Look, Dan, she’s Mickey Mantle’s relative, and she got first hand knowledge from the Mick himself. She has been called the greatest ball player ever to step foot into a  minor league batting box. If she can back it up here, she could be the best thing that happened to this team in thirty years. They’re going to take the Mick’s number out of retirement and let her wear it.”

”Jesus,” Zimmer whispered. “That’s blasphemy.”

“That’s baseball,” Terry said. “Leave her be, and let her do her thing. Stop riding her.”

“She did something to Stop,” Zimmer scowled.

“Yeah, she hit him like she owned him, from what I hear. You find that last ball she hit?”

“No,” Zimmer said. “I don’t know how she did that. Must be  a trick. No girl can hit a ball like that. It  ain’t physically possible.”

“You see her do it?”

“Yeah, but I don’t believe it. It’s voodoo or some shit. It ain’t right, Lou. She’s a fucking girl, for Chrissakes. She should be getting us coffee or sleeping with us after the game, not fucking around in our business.”

“This isn’t 1950, you know. We have a multi billion dollar enterprise and it’s going down the tubes. We’re a second tier team. Why? Ever think about that? Because we got no spirit. We got nobody who will fight for the Yankees. These bums we have are high paid traitors looking for the next best deal. They could give two shits less about us. They aren’t like you and me. We love this team. And so does that girl. She had her pick of all the teams in both leagues, and she chose us. That means a lot. Let her have her shot, Dan.”

“Okay, but she gotta be nice to me. Stop her from calling me fat boy.”

“Then stop eating,” Terry grinned. 

“She yells shit at me all the time,” Zimmer said, looking down. “I don’t deserve that.”

“Okay, I’ll come to practice tomorrow and watch her take her cuts. You two can yell at each other all you want. Maybe you need to get a sense of humor.”

“It ain’t funny, what she done to Stop. He’s all finished.”

“You think that skinny girl could do that to that moose? Come on.”

“She ain’t normal, Lou. Really. I know. I seen girls try to play ball. She don’t play like no girl. She got the Heebie Jeebie or something.”

“She got the Mick’s spirit,” Terry said. “See you tomorrow.”
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“Hi, Tubby,” Tommy giggled as she sauntered past Zimmer. “Hi, Lou. Nice day, huh? The wind feels  just about right,” she said,  a dreamy look on her face.

“What’s that mean?” Terry said.

“It’s March 26th,” Tommy said. “Don’t you guys know anything?” She picked out a bat and went behind the cage to wait her turn.

“No,” Terry whispered. “She can’t mean that. The Mick hit one in California spring training in ’51 on this day against a college team. It went 656 feet.”

“Nobody can hit a baseball that far,” Zimmer scoffed. “Especially  no girl.”

“The Mick did it,” Lou said. “It was an exhibition game, so it didn’t make the books. But he did it. He hit two that day, big ones.”

Tommy came back and sat down between the two men while she waited for her turn.

“I have something for you, Danny boy,” she whispered breathily at Zimmer. She reached into her tunic and took out a Styrofoam container full of pancakes. Terry turned away, choking back tears of laughter.

“See what I mean, Lou?” Zimmer yelled. “She got no respect for nothing.”

“Oh come on, lighten up,” Tommy said. “No pun intended,” she said, eyeing him up and down. “Do those pig farmers still call asking for your diet?” she said curiously.

“You get away from me,” Zimmer snarled. “You......you.....you’re the Devil. You got something wrong with you. The hex, or something. You ain’t normal. No girl can do what you done the other day. That was luck or the wind, or some curse you put on Stop.”

“Stop cursed himself,” Tommy said. “You don’t think I can hit another one? Watch me. You got another hot shot pitcher for me? How about that loser you paid the Cubs forty million dollars for? Portman, is that his name? The guy with the ERA that  looks like a zip code. Bring him out here. He’s the best you have, right?”

“He’ll take care of your ass,” Zimmer nodded.

“Been there, done that,” Tommy said. “He gave up more scores than the hookers you chase at Hunt’s Point. Tell you what, fatso, let’s make a little wager. I hit another long shot, and you sell Port-a-Potty to the highest bidder. I will then bring you one of the best hitters on this planet. You pay him Portpig’s salary. Deal?”

“Who you gonna bring?” Zimmer scoffed. “You don’t know nobody in the majors.”

“He’s not in the majors, but I guarantee you, he’s almost as good as me. Between the two of us, you should get a World Series win. Want to take the bet?”

“Lou?”

“Take the bet,” Terry shrugged. “Portman ain’t produced shit considering  what we paid for him.”

Zimmer called for Portman, then looked at Tommy. “Get up and make your bones,” he nodded. “But I got one more thing to add to the bet.”

“What’s that?” Tommy said.

“You don’t make that home run, you quit the team.”

“Deal,” Tommy nodded. “And I’ll go you one better. If I do make it, you kiss my ass on the pitcher’s mound.”

“Oh my God,” Terry screeched. “My sides, please. You two are killing me.”

“Beat it,” Zimmer said, pointing at the cage. “Go face your fate.”

“Face yours,” Tommy said, wiggling her butt at Zimmer, who looked away. “You’re going to be wrapping your lips around it, instead of a meatball grinder. Who knows, you may even like trying girls,” she cooed. “First time for everything.”

“Damn her,” Zimmer said as Lou wiped his eyes on his sleeve.

“Shit,” he gasped. “You two oughta be on television.”

Portman came out and warmed up with Stringfield, smirking at Tommy all the while. She closed her eyes and took herself into a meditative state which she had learned in her martial arts training. It had served her well in the past; it allowed her to slow down time dramatically, and to concentrate all the energy in her body and from the surrounding universal powers into one focus, the bat she held in her hands. It had always worked, and the results were quite alarming.

At five foot eight and approximately 120 pounds, Tommy had tendon strength rather than muscle strength. She also had a tremendous grasp of batting style and technique, thanks to one of the greatest players of all time. Combined with her martial arts skills, the results were devastating. Most of the pitchers she had faced had laughed at her mere presence; after she was finished with them, they weren’t laughing any more.

Several managers and opposing pitchers had demanded that she be drug tested, and several newspapers had suggested that she was using performance enhancing drugs. She gladly submitted to testing, and promptly sued everybody who had falsely accused her. The accusations quickly stopped.

“Batter up,” Portman grinned. “Come get some of the best there is.” Tommy looked around in feigned confusion, then looked at Portman.

“Where is he? I don’t see Nolan Ryan, I just see a dude with a 5.0 ERA.”

“That’s against real ball players, not girls,” Portman smiled. “I hit a slow patch.”

“Oh,” Tommy shrugged. “Well now, I guess I’ll have to convince you. Let’s see what you have.”

She stepped into the batter’s box and went through the traditional warmup swings.

“Cripes,” Zimmer whispered. “That’s the Mick’s warmup.” 

Portman wound up and threw a hanging curve ball at the outer part of the plate. Tommy let it go.

“Ball one,” she called out.

“You wish,” Portman laughed. “That caught the corner. Try this one.” He then delivered a knuckle ball that floated in towards her hands. She deftly swatted it into foul territory.

“Bad pitch,” Tommy said. “The plate is over here,” she said, pointing. Portman responded by delivering a sidearm slider that bounced in the dirt a foot in front of the plate. “Use your good eye,” she laughed.

Portman’s next pitch was at eye level; Tommy swatted it into the dugout.

“We can do this all day if you like,” she said. “I once hit 46 foul balls against one pitcher in one at bat.”

Portman nodded and went into a different windup. Tommy stepped out. What’s he doing. He’s going for the kill. She stepped back in, and Portman went through the same windup again. Tommy closed her eyes for a split second and called in the troops. The energy she suddenly felt in her body was amazing. Portman uncorked a monster fastball, right down the middle. In Tommy’s state, it looked like it was going 5 mph. She took her time and adjusted her stance. The ball inched forward as she shifted her weight and prayed for the intervention of the Mick. When the ball was the perfect distance away, she broke the spell and swung.

“Jesus!” Terry yelled when he heard the impact. He jumped to his feet and watched two things; the barrel of the  shattered bat flying over the pitcher’s head, and the ball headed for infinity. It was 399 feet to the left center field fence at Steinbrenner Field. The ball cleared the barrier by at least a hundred feet, and soared off into the stratosphere. It finally came down in the general parking area, where it broke a trainer’s windshield. The distance would later be confirmed as 622 feet.

Portman just stared at left field, then shook his head. He came off the mound and headed for the dugout.

“Let’s go, Tubbo,” Tommy called  to Zimmer as she sauntered up to the mound. “Pucker up.” She turned around and slipped her uniform down, revealing pink panties to the catcalls of the team. Zimmer didn’t move. “What, can’t keep your end of the bargain?” Tommy yelled. “Come kiss my ass.”

“I’ll do it,” the second baseman called out.

“You shut up, Peterson,” Tommy laughed. “He lost the bet, not you.”

“You call that losing?” Peterson said. “I’d pay big money to lose that bet.”

“Didn’t your wife just have a kid?” Tommy said.

“Yeah. So what. Just because I own a restaurant don’t mean I can’t have a snack someplace else.”

“Eat this,” Tommy said, giving him the bird. “And tell you what, let’s start a pool. Five bucks a shot. The winner is whoever identifies the real father of Peterson’s kid.”

“You are so bad!” Peterson laughed.

Tommy looked back at Zimmer, who got up and went to the dugout.

“Oh well,” she sighed as she fixed her pants. “I guess he wants to stick to Boy Scouts and bums he picks up downtown. His loss.”

“Sure you don’t want me to take care of that bet for Zimmer?” Peterson leered.

“Your bat is too small,” Tommy grinned. “And your balls don’t meet league standards.”

Later that day, Tommy made a phone call. “Leon? It’s Tommy. Yes, that Tommy, you asshole,” she laughed. “I’m good. Come to Steinbrenner Field in Florida, I got you a spot. You’re going to collect the rest of Billy Portman’s forty million dollar contract. No, I’m not kidding. What do you have to do? Just do what you do best. Kill. Bye.”
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“Jesus, who the hell are you?” Terry exclaimed as the seven foot tall, 350 pound monster came through the door and grabbed a chair.

“Leon,” the creature said in a deep voice. “Leon Sokolowski. You like Polacks?” he grinned.

“I like everybody,” Terry said. “What are you doing here? I don’t know who you are.”

“Tommy called me up,” Leon said. “To take Portman’s place. And his paycheck,” he grinned. “You better keep that deal,” he said, a stern look beaming out from  eyes set well back under a primitive brow. “Or else.” He grabbed a round glass globe with fake snowfall in it and started to squeeze. The globe burst, and Leon licked the blood off his hand. He picked up a shard of glass, popped it into his mouth, and chewed away, staring at Terry. “We on?”

“Wait a minute there, Leon,” Terry laughed. “I’m the team manager. I got no say over contracts.”

“Yeah, you do,” Leon said, leaning forward. “You sign me, you tell the boss what I get. Otherwise, me and Tommy might just call the Red Sox. They kicked your ass all last year, how good do you think you’d do with the two of us against you?”

“I don’t know what you can do,” Terry said. “All I got is Tommy’s word.”

“You saying Tommy’s word ain’t no good?” Leon said, leaning back.

“No. But I got to see you prove yourself up before I can go to the bosses. You know how it works. How did you eat that glass?”

“Wanna see me eat the rest of it?” Leon said. “Listen, Terry, I came  here on my own dime because Tommy said to. You take me as a player, or you’ll be sorry. I can prove myself,” he shrugged. “You wanna see me hit? Name the place. I’ll do it. Bring the bosses if you want.”

“Tomorrow,” Terry said. “Okay?”

“Sure,” Leon said. “See you tomorrow. Your pitchers got life insurance?”

Terry waited until the huge man had left, then called for Tommy. She appeared in his office ten minutes later.

“What do you want?” she snapped. “I’m still waiting to have somebody kiss my ass. I like to have my ass kissed,” she pouted.

“Yeah, I bet you do. Who’s that maniac you sent in here? That Leon character. He ate my globe.”

“You’re lucky that’s all he ate,” Tommy said. “A couple of Atlanta managers are missing family members. All they found was some bones.”

“Enough,” Terry said. “Can he hit?”

“You can’t be serious,” Tommy laughed. “Did you see the size of him?”

“Some big guys can’t hit. What can he do?”

“He broke the façade at Atlanta Stadium with a line drive,” Tommy said quietly, leaning in. “He put three pitchers in the ICU with line drives back at the mound. He is the most feared hitter in the minors. They call him Leonderthal.”

“I never heard of him.”

“That’s because he’s too dangerous, and they won’t release his records. They let him play, and they look the other way when he cripples somebody. You want to win the World Series this year?” Tommy said, peering at Terry curiously.

“Yes. Of course I do.”

“Then you sign Leon, and pay him the rest of the forty million. Then clear off a spot in your trophy cabinet. Nobody in baseball has a chance when faced by me and Leon. Nobody. If I’m wrong, you don’t have to pay my contract.”

“I can’t do that,” Terry sighed. “You proved yourself. You get paid.”

“Not if Leon doesn’t get paid,” Tommy said. “I’ll quit. I’ll refuse to show up if you don’t make this deal. He is that good.”

“Okay,” Terry sighed. “When I see him hit tomorrow, I’ll go to the big boss.”

“Make sure you stay behind the cage,” Tommy smirked. “You think I can hit? Wait until you get a load of Leon.”
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“What the fuck,” Zimmer growled as Leon went over to the batting cage. “The circus in town? Who’s this asshole? He looks like that actor that played Jaws in the James Bond movie.”

“That’s Leon Sokolowski,” Terry said. “He’s part of the kiss my ass bet you welshed on. She’s still waiting, you know.”

“And she’s going to have a long wait. I ain’t kissing no girl player’s ass, no matter how cute it looks. Bitch would probably sue me for sex harassment.”

“She could, she’s a lawyer.”

“Great,” Zimmer said. “We don’t got enough trouble, you got to sign a girl hitter who’s a lawyer.”

“She can hit,” Terry grinned. ”You saw what she did.”

“Yeah, I did. I still don’t believe it. What can this big zoo escapee do?”

“Dunno,” Terry said. “Ain’t seen him yet. Tommy said he’s dangerous.”

Leon took a bat from the rack, grinned at Zimmer, and snapped it in half with his bare hands. He took another bat and went to the plate. Ronnie Margold, the practice pitcher, looked at Leon, then at Zimmer.

“What?” Zimmer said, holding out his hands. “Pitch to the big fucker.”

Margold nodded and smiled at Leon. “Don’t hit nothing back at me, Lurch,” he said. “This is just practice. Me friend,” he laughed.

“You dead,” Leon smiled as he dug in. “Give it up, you bum.”

Margold wound up and threw a moderate fastball down the middle. Leon swung; the crack of the bat sounded like a gunshot. The ball whistled past Margold’s ear at over 180 mph. Margold held up his hands and walked off the mound. “I don’t need this shit,” he said. “You kidding me? I throw batting practice, not suicide.”

“Fucking chicken,” Zimmer mumbled. “Perez! Get out here and pitch to this guy.”

“Why me, boss?” Perez whined. “Me a starter. I don’t do no practice, Homes.”

“You do practice today, you spic loser!” Zimmer roared. “Get out here and earn your money. Strike this big Polack bastard out.”

“Okay, boss,” Perez said. He came out and threw a few warmup pitches, then dead stared Leon.

“I got your big Polack ass,” he sneered. “I own you, Homes.”

“Bring it, Paco,” Leon laughed as he dug in. “Hope you got good life insurance.”

Perez delivered a 99 mph fastball on the outside part of the plate. Leon hit it so hard the cover came off the ball. The remains  rocketed back at Perez, missing his head by inches. Perez threw his hands up in the air and walked off the mound.

“No me,” Homes,” he said, looking at Zimmer. “You pitch this big dummy.”

“Get back in there or you’re fired!” Zimmer roared. Perez stopped, then returned to the mound. He looked at Leon, and delivered another fastball. Leon swung under the ball and drove it into one of the supports for the light gantry over center field, over 400 feet away. The gantry wiggled back and forth, then collapsed into the scoreboard. Both units fell down into the upper deck.

“Stop,” Terry said, looking at Leon. “You’re hired.”

“I thought so,” Leon grinned. “You need some better pitchers.”

Later, Terry called Tommy into the office.

“Can you control this Leon guy?” he said.

“Control what? You think he’s going to bite you? This guy is programmed to do one thing. Hit a baseball, harder than any other living human can do. Except for maybe me,” she smiled. “You saw what he can do. He cannot sustain my batting average, he barely hits 300. But what he hits, they never find again. He put one into San Francisco bay, a fisherman swears he saw the ball hit the water. It was 800 feet from home plate. Do what you want, Lou. This man is the best long ball hitter alive. He is......I don’t know what he is. He’s primitive, but he loves baseball. He always comes through when you need him, too. His batting average with men on base is over .400.”

“Okay,” Lou sighed. “He’s in. I don’t know why I’m doing this,” he sighed.

“Look up there,” Tommy said, pointing at the trophy cabinet. “You see a World Championship up there? You will next year.”

“They all say that,” Lou said.

“Yeah, they do. There is one difference. I deliver, and so does Leonderthal. Let your stupid fucking reporters deal with him. I can’t wait to see that.” Tommy got up and headed for the door. Before she left, she turned around. “Better reinforce those light gantries,” she said. “And that scoreboard. You’ve been warned.”

\
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“Well now,” Richie “Mad Dog” Collaretta said. “We got us a new hot shot player, this guy is supposed to save the Yankees from another last place finish. We heard this before, with this girl Tommy Mantle, who won’t even talk to us. All we get is rumors about how far she hits a ball, yadda yadda. Me, I ain’t so sure. Girls ain’t that strong, and I got no belief in her until she proves herself. She got some good minor league numbers, but who knows. For now, forget her. Let’s bring Leon  in here and see who he is and what he can do.”

Leon came in and looked at Collaretta without saying a word.

“Hey,” Collaretta said. “Have a seat, big man.” Leon remained standing, and just glared at Collaretta.

“Okay,” Collaretta laughed. “Don’t sit down. You came out of nowhere, and you got a forty million dollar contract with the Yankees. How did that happen?”

“None of your business,” Leon said.

“Okay, fair enough. But you have to understand, the fans support the game. They like to know about their favorite players.”

“Fuck the fans,” Leon growled.

“Bleep that!” Collaretta yelled. “Leon, we’re on the air. Please don’t swear. Where did you last play?”

“Prison. Why?”

“Well, usually anybody who gets a forty million dollar contract is a player with major league experience.”

“First time for everything,” Leon shrugged. “All the dopes who get sent back down to the minors got major league experience, too.”

“Can you hit major league pitching?”

“I can hit anything any pitcher on Earth can throw at me.”

“But you only hit .284 in Atlanta two years ago.”

“What did you hit last year?” Leon snarled.

“Uh, I never played pro ball.”

“I didn’t think so. You got something to say about my batting average?” He reached out and grabbed Collaretta by the front of his shirt, and hoisted him into the air at arm’s length.

“Uh, no. Please put me down.” Leon looked over at a window and smiled.

“Open the window and I will,” he leered. “I’ll put you down. In the fucking  parking lot.”

“That’s it,” Collaretta said, sweat streaming down his face. “Cut. The interview is over, Leon.”

“So’s your miserable fucking life if I ever hear from you again,” Leon said. “Got it?”

“Yeah, sure, anything you say.”

“Good,” Leon said, and set Collaretta down. “And don’t go near Tommy Mantle, either. Unless you got a death wish.”

“Sure. Thanks for stopping by.”

The next day, Terry called Leon in to sign his contract.

“That was some interview the other day,” he said. “You could try to be a tad more polite to the sports writers. They aren’t bad guys, you know.”

“They’re assholes,” Leon said as he signed his name. “All they know how to do is run you down. Ain’t one of ‘em ever picked up a bat like Phil Rizzuto done, or Tim Mc Carver, and some of the football announcers. Them I like. These other guys, I got no use for. Fucking newspaper guys,” he said, shaking his head. “Who needs them.”

“You got this  attitude from Tommy, didn’t you.”

“I got a lot of things from Tommy,” Leon said. “Like this deal. I like Tommy. She’s the best there is. I owe her. Anybody fucks with her, they got to answer to me.”

“I didn’t know you were in the joint,” Terry said. “The big boss won’t like that. What happened?”

“That was bullshit,” Leon said. “I got no record. I was just fucking with the little jerk. I sat out most of last season with a hamstring pull.”

“Oh. Okay, but don’t say shit like that. People will believe you.” 

“Like they believe all the shit these jerks write about us? They’re already on Tommy, saying she can’t hit. Where they get off lying about her like that?”

“Freedom of the press. They can write whatever they want as long as they don’t cross the line.”

“They already did,” Leon said. “They crossed my line when they jumped on Tommy. Bad place to be.”

“Lay off them, Leon. Tommy can handle herself. You’re a good ball player. The fans will see that right away. They’ll see what Tommy can do, too. That will make the reporters look bad.”

“I know how to make somebody look bad,” Leon said. “I know how to make them look dead, too.”

“Don’t do anything illegal,” Terry said. “You do that and you’re finished in baseball. Is that what you want?”

“No,” Leon said, looking down. “I love baseball. Probably the only thing I ever loved.”
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“Where are they?” Tommy said as she stood at the plate, looking around. There was nobody on the mound. She tucked her hands under her armpits, flapped her arms, and started clucking. “Chicken bastards,” she said, staring at Zimmer. “Hey Slim Jim, where’s my pitcher? Better be one that can run fast, because Leon is next after me.”

“Nobody will pitch to you two psychos,” Zimmer said, waving her off. “Throw the fucking ball in the air and hit it yourself.”

“I’ll throw you in the air and hit you myself,” Tommy said. “I have a contract. That contract specifies that I will participate in batting practice as thrown by a pitcher, not by me. Get me a pitcher, or I’ll sue you.”

“You can’t sue me,” Zimmer said. “I ain’t the boss.”

“You’re the batting  coach,” Tommy said. “It’s your responsibility to provide the pitcher. You have an agency relationship with the team. I certainly can sue you as a co-defendant.”

“Hear that, you tub of guts?” Leon leered from behind the cage. “She can sue you. Imagine what I could do to you. You’re what, 76? That’s long enough for you. Get us a pitcher, or pick out a burial plot.”

“You can’t threaten me!” Zimmer yelled. “You big
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