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Chapter 1: The Unusual Inheritance
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Charlie Mercer stood at the edge of the cemetery, his hands shoved deep into the pockets of his worn jeans. 

The late autumn wind whipped around him, scattering golden leaves across the rows of weathered headstones at the bottom of a steep hill. He’d never met his great-uncle Benny, but here he was, the sole attendee at the old man’s funeral.

“What am I doing?” he wondered.

As the pastor finished his generic eulogy, Charlie’s attention was focused on a small pond off to the side of the graves where he could hear the singing of frogs. His eyes then wandered to the small wooden box resting on a nearby table. According to the lawyer’s letter, it contained his great-uncle’s “most prized possession.” 

Charlie couldn’t imagine what an old hermit like Benny could have owned that was worth inheriting. After all, he knew nothing about him.

“Mr. Mercer?” The pastor’s voice snapped Charlie back to attention. “Would you like a moment alone?”

Charlie nodded, waiting for the man to retreat before approaching the grave. He stood there awkwardly, unsure of what to say to a man he’d never known. Finally, he muttered, “Thanks for whatever’s in the box, I guess.”

As if on cue, a gust of wind swept through the cemetery, rustling the trees and sending a shiver down Charlie’s spine. He quickly grabbed the box and headed for his car, eager to leave this place behind.

Back in his small apartment, Charlie set the box on his cluttered kitchen table. He hesitated for a moment, then lifted the lid. Inside, nestled in crumpled newspaper, was a brown baseball glove.

Charlie let out a dry chuckle. Of course, it was a baseball glove. What else would it be? Something that actually had value to it?

He picked it up, surprised by its weight and the quality of the leather despite how old it had to be. While weathered and clearly used, it had been meticulously cared for and broken in. The leather was soft and supple, molded perfectly to fit a left hand.

Charlie wondered if it was a glove Benny used or if it had some sort of sentimental value that made him want to keep it and pass it down.

As Charlie slipped his hand into the glove, a jolt of electricity seemed to shoot up his left arm. He jerked back, the glove falling to the table with a dull thud. Heart racing, he stared at it, wondering if he had imagined the sensation. What did he just touch in the glove?

Cautiously, he picked up the glove once more. He looked at it with concern, wondering if the same thing would happen should he try again.

This time, when he inserted his left hand into the old, mysterious glove, there was no shock, just the cool touch of well-worn leather against his skin. Charlie flexed his hand, marveling at how perfectly the glove fit, as if it had been made for him.

A folded piece of paper fluttered to the floor. Charlie bent to retrieve it, unfolding a yellowed letter in shaky handwriting:

––––––––
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Dear Charlie,

We’ve never met, but I’ve enjoyed watching you progress in your career. This glove has been in our family for generations, passed down to those with true potential. It’s brought me more joy and more sorrow than you could imagine. Use it wisely, and remember that every gift comes with a price.

Your Great-Uncle, Benny

––––––––
[image: ]


Charlie frowned at the cryptic message. Sure, he’d played baseball in high school, but he’d never been anything special. He was just another benchwarmer with big-league dreams of one day standing under the lights and surrounded by thousands of fans screaming his name. 

Unfortunately, he’d given up on those dreams years ago, settling for weekend games in the local amateur league. It was more so for the fun of the game than any hopes or aspirations to make a career out of baseball.

He glanced down at the glove again, then at the crumpled flyer on his fridge advertising tryouts for a semi-pro team in the next town over. Charlie planned on ignoring it, knowing he wasn’t good enough.

But now, as he slipped his hand back into the glove, feeling that strange energy coursing through him once more, Charlie began to wonder. Maybe, just maybe, it wasn’t too late to chase those dreams he had as a kid after all.

Little did he know, the price of those dreams would be steeper than he could ever imagine.
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Chapter 2: The First Signs of Magic
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The crack of the bat echoed across the field as Charlie connected with the pitch, sending the ball soaring into deep left field. He took off running, rounding first base with ease, then second. As he approached third, he saw his third base coach windmilling his arm, urging him home. 

Charlie dug deep, pushing himself faster than he’d ever run before. He slid into home plate just as the ball reached the catcher’s mitt.

“Safe!” the umpire called.

Charlie’s teammates erupted in cheers, rushing to congratulate him on the inside-the-park home run. As he caught his breath, Charlie stared at his left hand in disbelief. While unusual, he’d been wearing his great-uncle’s glove, even though he was batting. 

For some reason, it felt wrong to take it off. But who bats with a mitt on their hand?

“Where’d that come from, Mercer?” his coach asked, slapping him on the back. “I’ve never seen you run like that.”

Charlie shrugged, still panting. “Just got lucky, I guess.”

But as the game went on, Charlie realized it wasn’t just luck. Every swing of the bat felt more powerful, every throw more accurate. It was as if the glove was guiding his movements, lending him strength and skill he’d never possessed before.

By the end of the game, Charlie had hit for the cycle — a single, double, triple, and in-the-park home run in a single game — a feat he’d never even come close to achieving before. His teammates celebrated around him, but Charlie felt a mix of joy and unease. 

What was happening to him? Where did all of this come from?

As the team packed up their gear, Charlie noticed his best friend and teammate, Ryan, wincing as he lifted his bag.

“You okay?” Charlie asked.

Ryan rotated his shoulder gingerly. “Yeah, just a little sore. Probably slept on it wrong or something.”

Charlie nodded, but a nagging feeling of guilt gnawed at him. He remembered throwing particularly hard to Ryan during their warm-up, the ball seeming to leap from his hand with unusual velocity.

On the drive home, Charlie’s phone buzzed with a text from a number he didn’t recognize: “Great game today. Your uncle would be proud. Remember his words.”

A chill ran down Charlie’s spine. He hadn’t told anyone about the inheritance or the letter. He pulled over, hands shaking as he typed a reply: “Who is this?”

But the message came back undelivered, and the number was no longer in service. “What the...” said Charlie, confused. He put down his phone and continued driving. But the message kept playing in his head as if it were on repeat being blasted from an intercom. 

At home, Charlie examined the glove more closely. In the fading evening light, he noticed something he’d missed before: a faint inscription along the leather near the wrist strap. 

He squinted, trying to make out the faded words: 

“Fortune favors the bold, but fate exacts a price.”

Charlie’s mind raced back to his great-uncle’s letter. “Every gift comes with a price,” he’d written. But what price? And was Charlie willing to pay it?

He thought about the exhilaration he’d felt on the field, the rush of playing better than he ever had before. Then he remembered Ryan’s wincing face and the mysterious text message.

Charlie set the glove on his nightstand, his earlier excitement now tempered with a growing sense of unease. As he drifted off to sleep, he couldn’t shake the feeling that he was stepping onto a path that, once taken, could never be undone.

In his dreams that night, Charlie saw himself on a major league mound, the roar of the crowd washing over him. But as he looked down at his hand, the glove seemed to pulse with an eerie, otherworldly glow. And in the dugout behind him, his teammates’ faces were twisted in pain and anguish.

Charlie woke with a start, his heart pounding out of his chest. Was it all just a dream?

The glove sat innocently on his nightstand, bathed in moonlight. It looked ordinary enough, but as Charlie stared at it, he could have sworn he saw the shadow it cast shift and move as if alive.

Tomorrow was another game. Would he wear the glove again? The question lingered in Charlie’s mind as he fell into an uneasy sleep, the glove’s presence a
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