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Hitting the showers

Chester E. Middleton Veterans’ Park Field, home of the Wasconaway Wildcats, wasn’t the kind of place a ball player stayed for long. For a young player who just missed the drafts, it was a place to spend a season - maybe less if you made a good showing of it - before getting picked up by the Zenith Zephyrs or, less likely but still a possibility, catapulting into the majors, unless you realized after a disappointing game or two that baseball just wasn’t in your future. For veterans coming off a series of stumbles and in a seeming free-fall from the majors to the minors to something a hair better than a VFW pick-up league, it was one last chance to draw some positive attention and get some traction for a late-career climb up or accept a career-ending stumble out, graceful or otherwise.

The Wildcats’ dugout was a place of constant churn, which made Cassie Snow’s job as batting coach - already difficult because she was the only woman coaching in the Mudskipper League - a monumental challenge. She felt like her best work - helping a young player fix the stance or swing issues that were keeping him just shy of his best - was always for the benefit of the Zephyrs or some far-away big league team, because her most talented batters rarely stayed with the Wildcats for a full season. And the most difficult work - going over the basics again and again with a hopeful but hopeless player, only to discover that fixing one problem uncovered a tangle of worse habits - benefited no one when the inevitable finally dawned and the batter accepted that real estate or engine repair was a better career fit than baseball. It would probably be a lot less stressful coaching for the Bellville Bombers softball team, where there was less turnover and more raw talent to work with, but that was a terminal job, and Cassie had her own up and out goals - what good was baseball if it didn’t foster big dreams of the big leagues?

And so she was in her Wildcats’ clubhouse office again, late on a Friday night, instead of dancing at the Spangled Boot or watching the shooting stars at Pickman Lake with some handsome hunk - not that there had been a handsome star-gazing hunk in her life for quite some time. The league opener against the Freeburg Freebooters was still a month away, but there was an exhibition game against the Zephyrs in just over a week. That game drew not only a sizeable crowd from both Wasconaway and Zenith, it also attracted a fair number of talent scouts; though she hated to lose her best players early in the season, a good placement could also mean a bonus check and a little traction when it came time to negotiate her salary with Harvey Nichols, the team’s owner. The exhibition game was a showcase not only for her players but for her coaching, and she puzzled over just the right batting order like a chess player faced with a knotty puzzle: the Zephyrs’ pitching coach, Mac Turngood, had a talent for upending her best plans with a surprise leftie or a mysterious stranger with a shockingly fast curveball.

Cassie crumpled up yet another roster and tossed it into the overflowing bin in the corner, making bemused little jazz hands when the ball of paper dropped into the wastebasket without touching the rim. Maybe she should look into coaching basketball instead? The clock on the wall was ticking toward 11 PM, and she couldn’t look at another sheet of paper without going cross-eyed; heaving a sigh, she pushed herself up from her desk and grabbed the robe and shower caddy she kept by the door - a hot shower would either clear her head or convince her it was time to pack it in for the night. The clubhouse showers had two entrances - one from the main locker room and one from a smaller alcove next to her office - and Cassie liked to make the most of the amenities if she had to work late.

The hot water beating on her back - whatever else you could say about the Wildcats’ clubhouse, it had great water pressure - did clear her head a little, but the steam rising around her face lulled her into reveries. The last star-gazing hunk in her life - actually more of a late-snoozing, friend-banging hunk, and not even quite a hunk, with a bit of a beer belly starting to develop - had been a firm believer in shower sex. Before she had discovered that he was frequently banging a (now-former) friend, Cassie had started many mornings with her hands pressed against the tiles and one foot on the edge of the tub with Carl standing behind her, hard cock thrusting into her and his thumb and first finger strumming her clit. She almost always came before the water started to get cold, which put her in a good mood for the rest of the day. Now she let her own fingers fiddle about in her trimmed blonde bush and gently slide along her pussy lips, sending a tingle up her belly to her nipples. Cassie dared a quick flick of her clit, getting hard and sensitive, before deciding that jilling off in the clubhouse shower wasn’t quite as professional as she would like to be; better to dry off and head home for a session with her favorite pink vibrator before bed.

She had just finished wrapping a towel around her hair and slipping into her robe when Cassie heard the showers running again. Though she was pretty sure she had turned off the water, she went to check anyway, as she had been a bit distracted. In the shower she saw the muscular back and tight buttocks of a man, his face turned up toward the water. From the hint of gray in his hair and the ropy muscles in his shoulders, Cassie recognized him as Zane Dillinger, a former major leaguer who had recently signed on with the Wildcats, though Cassie wasn’t sure what his intended trajectory was. They had met briefly at practice that morning, when Cassie made a quick review of the latest additions to the roster, and she thought that he might have a shot at getting back to the majors, or a bigger minor league, if he wanted it: though there were a lot of younger players with more energy, there was no denying a veteran’s grit if he could overcome the inevitable ravages of time.

Cassie was just about to turn back toward her office when she noticed that Zane wasn’t just showering off. When he shifted his footing she could see that he had one soapy fist wrapped around his cock, slowly stroking up and down the length of an impressively long and thick shaft. For a moment Cassie thought she should interrupt him - if she resisted jilling off in the clubhouse, then surely Zane should resist jacking off - but then she decided to wait a minute and see how this proceeded. She took a step behind the doorway and peered around the corner, breathing as quietly as she could.

Zane was oblivious to his audience. His other hand joined his pumping fist, rolling around the dark purple head of his cock while he gently rocked his hips back and forth. His breathing was slow and steady, his eyes closed, his mouth slack. Cassie felt a tingle between her own legs, and let a finger slide up her thigh and brush her pussy lips.

Cassie had seldom watched one of her partners jerk off, but those few occasions had always stuck with her, working their way into the images that ran through her mind when she settled in with her vibrator. She loved to see a man oblivious to anything except his own pleasure, eyes squeezed shut while he cradled his balls and rubbed his shaft. She also liked a man who would absentmindedly play with his cock while waiting for her to join him in bed, keeping it just on the edge of being fully erect with little squeezes and slides. Zane was definitely in the former mode now, one palm pressed against his lush pubic hair with the fingers clutching his tight scrotum while the other hand pumped along his cock in varying speeds, first fast and urgent and then slow and gentle. Though she had never witnessed it first hand, Cassie imagined this must be the “edging” she had heard about: Zane was bringing himself to the brink of orgasm and then backing off so he could ride the pleasure a little longer. Almost unaware that she was doing it, Cassie was matching his rhythms now, rubbing her pussy faster and slower, flicking her clit with her thumb and then backing off to feel the tingle subside. She imagined what it would be like to be spread wide in front of Zane right now, that thick cock stretching her cunt while her muscles milked the shaft; she imagined his hips thrusting against her pubic mound, the spongy purple head of his cock brushing her cervix and then pulling back, almost but not quite leaving her pussy before sliding back in. She closed her eyes for a moment as she slid two fingers into her vagina and tickled the front wall.

When she opened her eyes, she saw that Zane’s hip thrusts were growing more urgent and erratic, his head thrown back so the water poured down his face. He suddenly let out a ragged moan as a thick stream of cum shot out of his cock and splashed against the shower wall. Cassie bit down on the towel wrapped around her hair to stifle her own grunt as her knees buckled and a short, sharp orgasm rippled through her. She shook her head to clear it and was suddenly terrified that Zane would notice her watching him: it was one thing to interrupt someone masturbating, but something else entirely to be interrupted oneself. Thankfully,  Zane was still coming down from his own climax, hands pulling the last drops of semen out of his cock, so Cassie pulled her robe around herself and hurried back to her office, as quickly and as quietly as she could. Whatever else came of this strange experience, she had certainly added some new images for her next fantasy vibrator session, which she expected to indulge in as soon as she got home.


Charlies slump and Zane’s bat

Monday morning found Cassie at Middleton Field, clipboard in hand and whistle hanging around her neck, putting the batting lineup through a round of calisthenics while the battery practiced at home plate. It was a little strange seeing Zane in his workout clothes after he had played a starring role in last weekend’s vibrator sessions and a couple of very vivid dreams, but Cassie did her best not to give any hints of the scenes that still threatened to invade her thoughts. It wasn’t Zane who was her professional focus at the moment anyway; it was Charlie Maple who needed all the attention Cassie could provide.

A few years ago, Charlie had been the local high school phenomenon, a batting, fielding, and pitching triple threat who seemed destined for greatness. The Wildcats would never even have considered making a bid for him, so certain was he to go straight to the Zephyrs or one of the major league farm teams, if not to the majors themselves after a few proving games. But then his parents had died in a terrible car crash just weeks before graduation, and Charlie had all but disappeared from the sports scene, putting in at best a lackluster showing on the community college’s intramural teams.

But now here he was on the Wildcats’ roster, an eager volunteer signed by Harvey Nichols, either out of unfounded optimism or simple pity, or maybe a combination of the two. Cassie remembered scouting Charlie when he was still in school, and being mightily impressed at his raw talent; but while she could still see some of that talent peeking through, it was buried under years of disuse. There was no way that Charlie would be ready for the Zephyrs game in a week, no matter how much Harvey, and probably the rest of Wasconaway, wanted to see him take the field for a triumphant return.

His jumping jacks were out of time with his neighbors, his arms flailing about; his pushups were too fast, and he never quite lowered himself all the way; when she had them do laps around the field, Charlie started fast and ended winded, apparently unable to pace himself. He was eager - she couldn’t fault his enthusiasm - but he was fitful, somehow both restless and fearful at once. When it came time for batting practice, the disaster got worse: he swung at anything, even the most obvious out-of-the-zone pitches, and when he connected it was anyone’s guess whether the ball would pop straight up or careen wildly out of bounds. Charlie Maple was a walking foul machine, and Cassie wanted him nowhere near her batting order.

Zane, meanwhile, was calm, cool, and collected. His pace was steady, his movements controlled, his eye for pitches impeccable; he serenely let bad pitches go by, and when he chose to swing he sent the ball unerringly high and far. What he wasn’t was fast - Cassie could see the stiffness in his knees when he ran, and the pain in his shoulders when he swung the bat too many times. She didn’t think he had a chance at climbing back into the majors; maybe the Zephyrs would see something in him worth a season or two, but even they might be reluctant to snap him up. But he definitely had a place in her batting order, not to mention in her daydreams.

He might also, she discovered, have a place in the bullpen as a sort of mentor to the new players like Charlie. She watched him offer a steady hand to the shoulder when Charlie looked dejected about another poor showing in the batter’s box, and a proud smile and raised fist when Charlie made a solid line drive off a tricky curveball. Cassie remembered that her father used to use an old steer to calm the bulls on his farm, though Zane was certainly no steer, not with the equipment she had witnessed last night. But maybe she could take advantage of Zane’s rapport with Charlie, and offload some of her frustration with the young player’s erratic ways.

“Hey Zane,” Cassie called as practice came to an end. “Can I talk to you for a minute?”

“Sure, Coach Snow,” said Zane. He broke off from the group heading toward the clubhouse locker room and walked toward Cassie with an easy lope.

“It’s about Charlie Maple,” she said when he stood beside her. There was a light scent of perspiration on his shirt that gave Cassie a tingling feeling; she was around sweaty men all the time, and usually she found the smell annoying, but there was something about Zane’s smell that tickled her senses.

“Good kid,” said Zane, “but a little nervous.”

“Yeah, I think his nerves are really getting in the way of what could be some great performances. I saw you spending a little time with him during practice.”

“He looked like he could use some encouragement.”

“Do you know anything about his history?” Cassie asked.

“Only what he’s told me,” said Zane, “which is pretty much nothing. The kid’s awfully quiet.”

Cassie filled Zane in on Charlie’s history - his phenomenal high school career, his parents’ tragic deaths, his disappearance for the last few years from the local ball scene.

“People in Wasconaway really like Charlie,” Cassie concluded, “and I want to see him succeed out on the field, but the way things are going right now …”

“Yeah, he’s struggling.”

“I was wondering if you could help me out with him?” Cassie asked. “I don’t know if he’s intimidated because I’m a woman, or because he’s still nervous about being back on a team, but I just can’t get him to communicate with me. He seems to like you, though; could you kind of be an intermediary between me and Charlie, at least until he gets more comfortable?”

“Well, you don’t seem too intimidating to me, Coach Snow,” said Zane with a chuckle, “but I’d be happy to help a young man achieve his dreams.”

“And what about you, Zane Dillinger?” Cassie asked. “Are you looking to achieve some dreams here, too?”

“Me? Oh hardly; I’m just here to play ball.”

“I looked up your history,” said Cassie, “not prying or anything, I just wanted to figure out who I’m working with on the team. You’ve had a pretty good career, a lot of years in a lot of clubs. Are the Wildcats your stepping stone to get back to the majors? That’s the case with a lot of the veterans who come through here.”

“No,” said Zane with a wry smile. “That’s a fool’s errand, and I’m no fool. I was never going to be a hall-of-famer, and when I couldn’t keep up with the game at that level, I decided it was time to move on. I still love the game, but I don’t love the aching muscles or the crushing defeats.”

“So you want to stay with the Wildcats?” said Cassie. “No one stays with the Wildcats – we should have revolving doors put on the clubhouse!”

“I might be the exception, then,” said Zane. “I kind of like Wasconaway. I’ve got a little savings socked away, I was thinking I might even buy a house in town. It would sure beat staying at the Happy Traveler.”

Ah, thought Cassie, that might explain the late night clubhouse shower. The Happy Traveler was notorious among the players passing through the Wildcats for its unreliable plumbing and paper-thin walls.

“Well, I sure hope you do decide to stay,” said Cassie, then checking her eagerness, “I mean, if Wasconaway’s a good fit for you; it’s not a bad town.”

“It’s a nice change of pace,” said Zane, “the people are nice and I hear they’ve got a good ball team.”

Cassie smiled. “I’d better let you get showered,” she said.

Cassie sat in her office going over her practice notes, but she couldn’t concentrate. She kept replaying her conversation with Zane, worrying first that she had seemed too forward - “I sure hope you do decide to stay” - and then worrying that she hadn’t been forward enough. In the six years she had been coaching for the Wildcats, she had never pursued a player, but then none of the players had ever really interested her - they were all either showboating to move up, or bitter that they were moving down. Now here was a player who seemed to actually like baseball for baseball’s sake, and wasn’t unhappy to be on a Mudskipper League team; that was something refreshingly mature, which was sexy in its own right.

But clearly it wasn’t just some high-minded respect for Zane’s maturity that had Cassie’s head turned around - no indeed. Those five minutes she had spent watching Zane in the shower kept playing through her mind, conjured up unbidden, and she had taken to imagining it from many angles: seen from above, where she could watch the spray from the shower bouncing off his fist as he stroked his cock; seen from below, watching his balls tighten as he approached climax; better yet, seen from right in front of him, cock pointing right at her, where she could stare into his eyes while she stroked her clit.

Which, she suddenly realized, she was on the verge of doing right now, one hand sliding against the front of her jeans, seeking just enough friction to heat up her crotch. She shook her head, slammed down her notes, and went to the corner where she kept her robe and shower caddy; maybe a cold shower to clear her head, she thought, and then back to work.

Her best intentions disappeared, though, as soon as the water hit her back. The team's post-practice showers had primed the tank, and the water was sumptuously warm as soon as it came out of the head; she simply couldn’t force herself to turn the handle to cold. Instead, she nudged it just a little warmer, enough that the hot water turned to steam on the tile floor. She took her favorite lavender-scented shampoo from the caddy and luxuriated in the aroma and the heat as she lathered her hair, her arms, her chest ...

Soon she






































