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Pia Tallisico loved this time of the year.  Her passion had always been sports, with baseball at the top of the list. She spent most of her teen years going to baseball games, keeping out of trouble with her best friend Lisa Caluco. 

Not many girls could recite a team roster, let alone the batting averages of each player along with the pitchers’ earned run averages. She wasn’t a groupie. She didn’t wait on the sidelines for the players to leave the stadium, nor did she arrive at the games two hours early to sit and watch batting practice. She loved baseball, she loved the New York Pelicans. 

As a kid, she would save her allowance to buy bleacher seat tickets in the outfield, and then make her way toward her seat before the game had started. Once she opened her real estate agency, her first major investment was purchasing season tickets on the first base side of the diamond, one box up from the railing, the perfect seats.

Tonight the aroma of hotdogs and pretzels got her in the mood to indulge once the game started and the vendors came around. Pia loved the summer but always looked forward to the pennant race each September. Usually Pia and Lisa went to the ballpark together, taking turns driving. They always sat in traffic on the Grand Central Expressway, which often made them late for the game.  As teens, they would put the car in park, raise the volume on the car radio and get out of the car to dance on the highway.

This became their ritual.  What Pia found funny was how others also got out of their cars to join them.  They made a horrendous drive into a fun and entertaining ride for themselves and other drivers. Those trips were great memories.

Tonight, Pia decided to go to the ballpark alone. Her partner in crime, Lisa bailed out the last minute because she needed to work on her defense case for court in the morning. 

Pia ventured out a little earlier than usual. After making a stop at the bank and the gas station, she was off to Queens. The twenty-five mile trip turned into a long ride with the usual traffic jam-ups on the highway. No matter what time she traveled, there was always some sort of construction leading to bumper-to-bumper traffic. She listened to and sang along with some late 1970s disco before switching to classic rock, making the trip a little more bearable, arriving at the ballpark just fifteen minutes before game time.

The only parking spots left were in the back of the stadium. She hated parking in the back, as it always took longer to get out of the parking lot. The game went by quickly, being played in a little over two hours. The Pelicans won two to nothing. Games like this, wound up taking more time traveling than the actual time she sat there. Pia bought a cup of coffee from the vendor cart before making her way through the crowd back to her car. 

Pia got into her car, carefully placing the coffee cup in the holder. Next she reapplied her bronze lipstick onto her plump lips before sliding the key into the ignition. She turned the key and nothing. She turned it again to the same silence. Oh boy, this meant disaster. Getting out of the car, she looked around the lot. Most of the cars in the area were already gone. Pia swore under her breath. This was the first time in years that she came to a game alone and now had gotten herself stuck in the middle of a deserted parking lot. 

She decided her best course of action was to return back to the stadium to seek help.  Under her breath she cursed.  Why had she kept putting off renewing her roadside service for only fifty dollars a year?  Now she had to hope someone would be able to help her, at least get the car started, so she could get home.

She locked the car. As she turned to go back toward the stadium, she heard someone call out, “Miss.” Pia turned around.  Walking toward her was a tall, gorgeous, muscular man with dirty blond hair, dressed in jeans and a white buttoned down cotton shirt.

“I see you have a problem with your car,” the blue-eyed stranger said. “Is there anything I can help you with before I leave?”

Pia turned and pointed at her car. “I don’t know what’s wrong with it. It just won’t start.” 

“Let me try.” He held out his hand. 

Pia placed the heart-shaped keychain in his hand. She watched him get into her car. He tried numerous times to start it, but to no avail.

“Do you live close by?”

“No. I live in Staten Island.”

“Hmm.” He shook his head. “Let me start by introducing myself.” He held out his hand. “I’m Lorenzo Marcus.”

Pia shook it. “I’m Pia Tallisico.”

Lorenzo chuckled. “Nice to meet you. Let me give you a hand.”

“Lorenzo Marcus.” She smiled, checking him out. He looked just as gorgeous out of his uniform. “You just came up from Triple A ball a few weeks ago.”

“That’s me,” he said and grinned. “I can arrange to have your car taken care of tomorrow. I have no problem giving you a ride home.”

“I don’t know about that,” Pia shook her head. “That’s a lot to ask of you. I can call an Uber.”

“Not a problem. I’d like to take you out for dinner.”  Lorenzo took his cell phone out of his back pocket.  “Give me a few minutes to call my brother, who’s a mechanic. He’ll take care of everything. If it isn’t anything major, he might have it ready by tomorrow afternoon.”

“That would be great, thank you.”

Lorenzo tapped a few times on his cell phone before bringing it up to his ear.  She heard him asking if he could come pick up her car down at the stadium by the players’ lot.  Then he proceeded to tell him the make, model and her license place number. 

Pia had to be crazy to entertain the thought of going with Lorenzo. Yes, he was a professional ballplayer, but she didn’t know a thing about him except that he went from A ball, to triple A and up to the majors during the current season.

“My brother Nick said leave the car unlocked and place the key under the passenger seat. He’ll take care of repairing the car and return it to your home and leave the key under the seat.” 

She laughed. “How many women have you saved? You have this routine down to a science.”

Lorenzo chuckled.  “My brother is ten years older than me.  During summer vacation I would help him down at his shop. I’d help him by picking up cars and dropping them off.”

“That’s awesome you have such a great relationship with your brother, with him being much older than you.”

“I come from a close knit family.”  Lorenzo opened the car door. Leaning over the driver’s seat, he slid the key under the passenger seat. “Now let’s go grab some dinner across the street,” he said.  

“I’d really like that.  I always wanted to eat there, but it seems to be quite the exclusive restaurant where you need a reservation weeks in advance.” 

“True. But the owner always has a table or two available for his regular patrons.”

Lorenzo slipped his hand under her elbow and led her to his car in the players’ parking lot behind the bullpen area.  He drove through the stadium parking lot, pulling up in front of the restaurant.  The valet opened her door.  When a group of female fans saw Lorenzo they started screaming. 

“I’ll just sign a couple of autographs as we walk to the door,” Lorenzo said.

Pia couldn’t help but hear some of the comments coming from the young girls, ugly, tramp, what does he see in her, yuk, referring to her. These girls didn’t know anything about her, yet they had a lot to say.  She ignored the comments as she walked along side of Lorenzo. 

The closer they got to the restaurant’s door, the louder the music became. Lorenzo opened the door, holding it open for her.

“Wow, is it crowded tonight,” he yelled about the music.  “If I weren’t so hungry, I’d suggest we go someplace quieter.”

“This is fine.”

“What?” he yelled.

Pia leaned closer to him.  “It’s okay,” she nodded her head.

A tall thin redheaded woman led them to a table in the center of the restaurant.  As quick as they sat was as fast as their food came out.  Within an hour, Lorenzo led Pia out of the crowded restaurant. Pia tried her best not to show her disappointment.  The music had been so loud they weren’t able to carry on a conversation. When the music took a slower, softer beat, before they could even talk, fans would approach him, asking for his autograph.  Pia hoped on the ride home, they could talk and get to know each other better.

The valet pulled his BMW up to the curb. Lorenzo opened the door, waited for her to put her seat belt on before closing it. Pia watched Lorenzo walk around the front of the car and slid in next to her, buckling up.

“Sorry we didn’t get to do much talking in there. I never expected the restaurant to be so crowded.”

“Not a problem. I had a wonderful time.”

“I know of this outdoor café in downtown Brooklyn. Would you like to grab a cappuccino? I promise the environment will be quieter.”

“That would be nice. But I don’t want to keep you out too late if you have an early workout in the morning.”

“I’m good. Thanks for caring. Tomorrow we’re off.  No practice.”  He gave her the thumbs up. “On Thursday we start a four game series with Houston.”

“Okay. Just checking. I don’t want to be the cause of any bad games.”

“Not to worry. I have the next three games to rest and recuperate after a long night.”

Pia gazed at Lorenzo.  She vaguely remembered him coming in to close a game a few nights earlier, not realizing he was a starter. If Lorenzo got regular playtime, picking up saves, he would win the hearts of the fans. He was on the road to winning her heart too, but only on a professional level.  Her days of dating and falling in love were a thing of the past. It seemed that every time she settled into a relationship, opening up her heart, she wound up being taken advantage of and then dumped. Her boyfriends always had the same excuse, she worked too much, except for Larry. She shook her head erasing all thoughts of Larry out of her mind.

Lorenzo touched her hand before pointing to the empty highway. “This is the best time of the night to travel. The Brooklyn Queens Expressway, no matter what time of the day you travel, is usually a parking lot. It’s a treat to breeze straight through Queens into Brooklyn.”

“I couldn’t agree more.”

“I am excited about bringing you to this café, Brooklyn’s best kept secret.”

“Really.  Why do you say that?”

“Because if you don’t know where it is, you’ll never find it.  These streets can send you driving in circles if you don’t know where you’re going.”

“I bet.  All I have seen so far are “Do Not Enter” signs all over the place.”

Lorenzo made an abrupt left turn pulling up in front of an outdoor café. He opened Pia’s door and the valet handed him a number coin. 

“What do you think?”

“I love it.”
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