Ball Game
             by Allen Baker
The hard ball fouled sharply off the bat, bit the dust under my catcher(s glove, then slammed into my left nut!  I shot back onto my rump and howled.  My mitt flew off somewhere and both hands clutched my stricken groin as I rolled in the dirt behind home plate.

Most of the players laughed or grinned in perverted sympathy.  But John dropped the bat and knelt down beside me in concern.  (Oh shit, man.  I(m sorry.(
Tears streamed down my cheeks.  Like every guy in the world, I(d been struck in the balls before.  But never anything like this.  Everything I saw was tinged in red.  My ears rang.  I sobbed.  Instant nausea attacked my gut.

John got Paul to help ease me away from the play and under a nearby tree.  (Just sit here and catch your breath a bit.(  I nodded, still unable to talk.

John was back at the end of the inning to check on me.  (Man, you still look pretty green to me.(
(I feel that way, too.  I(ve never taken such a wallop as that before.(
(Look, I(ve got my car here.  Want me to run you to the doctor?(
(Oh, I don(t think so.  But I know I can(t jog the fourteen blocks back home.  Maybe you could just give me a lift to the apartment.(
(Sure thing, man.(
When I tried to stand, my knees buckled.  John grabbed my arm and flung it across his shoulders for support.  He had to practically carry me over to his car.  As we slowly inched our way, the teams hooted and made crude remarks about having ruined my sex life or ended my family line.  I could be crude, too: I flipped (em the bird.

It had been one of those Saturday pick-up games.  I(d only met this John once or twice, so I had to concentrate on giving him directions.

Back at the apartment, John closed the door behind us.  (I guess you(d better help me to the bathroom.  I(m thinking I(d better soak in the tub a bit.(
He gingerly perched me on the toilet lid.  I pulled off my tee shirt while he started running the water.  But when I reached down for my shoe laces, I knew I(d need help.

(Here, let me do that before I go.(  Paul untied my sneaks and slid off my socks.

I could stand now, but was still a little tottery.

(I think I(d better stick around a bit.  A least till you(re safely out of the tub.  I(d hate for you to slip and fall yet.(
I was grateful, but slightly hesitant to bare myself in front of this near stranger.  But having little choice, figured what the hell.

I slid down my cut offs and my jock.  He gasped.  I moaned and held on to the counter for support.  It was no exaggeration to say my left nut was swollen to more than twice the size of its mate.  And the color!  It was easy to see broken blood vessels under the skin.  Black bruises already spread across the stretched skin.  Obscene, was the only word that came to mind.  No wonder I was still in such pain.

(God, are you sure you shouldn(t see a doctor?(
(What, get dressed again?  I haven(t the energy.  Just get me into that tub.(
The water felt great on my feet, but hit my testicle like another foul.  But only for a couple of seconds.  Then the warmth began to soothe.  I sighed and slid down.

(I(ll just let you be.  Call if you need anything.  I(ll just be in the living room reading the paper or something.(  He disappeared through the doorway.

My mouth went dry, and my mind raced.  What the hell had I left lying about the living room?  Shit, I remember having some gay porn lying there yesterday.  I(d meant to ditch it in the bedroom.  Had I?  I couldn(t remember.  And videos?

Oh, what the fuck?  What does it matter?  If he gets offended or scared, he can just leave.  He(s a big boy, let him deal with it.  I was easing into a nap when I heard the TV go on.  Maybe all was ok.

* * * * *
I probably slept for only a minute or two (cause the water was still warm.  Then I recognized the sound from the video.  It was my most extreme tape!  A slave bondage flick.  Damn!  I wondered if John had even bothered to close the front door as he ran out.

(John?(  He was still there because the TV instantly went off.

(Yeah?  You need help?(
(Guess I(d better get outta here before I wrinkle up.(
He came to the door hastily pulling his shirt tail out to hang down over his enlarged crotch.   What he hadn(t noticed was the wide set spot where he(d oozed onto the shirt.  I didn(t point it out to him.  I just lifted my arm his way in a silent request for assistance.  Somewhat hesitantly, he came in and gave a hand, averting his eyes from my groin.  I decided not to let him get away with that.

(Can you towel me down?(
He gulped but grabbed for the bath towel.  And he did a great job except for avoiding my crotch till last.  Again he hesitated, then handed the towel to me.

(Ah, here.  You(d better do the rest.  I don(t want to cause you any more pain.(
I don(t think that was the sole reason.  I figured I had a latent denial case on my hands.

He helped me down the hall and onto the bed, then inched toward the door.  I wasn(t about to let him leave yet.  I looked bad but was feeling much better.  He didn(t have to know that.  (What do ya think?  Is it worse? Is it even bigger than it was?(  What choice did he have but to look?

(I can(t tell for sure.  Maybe about the same.(
(Maybe I should pack (em in ice.  Would that keep the swelling down?(
(Could be.(  He was looking everywhere but at my groin or my face.  (I(ll grab a plastic bag for some ice and wrap it in a towel for you.(  He nearly bolted from the room.

As soon as he was off on his errand, I placed some of my favorite mags on top of the night stand.  Then I pulled open the bottom dresser drawer a few inches.  Just enough to see it was a jumble of sex toys.

He returned still wrapping the bag of ice in the towel.  He started to hand it to me when I asked, (Were you enjoying the movie?  You didn(t have to turn it off.(
He froze in place and turned bright red.  Then he started to stammer.  (Didn(t mean to pry ... I was just ... It ....(
I let him wind down and run out of things to say.  It didn(t take long.  He just looked at me with that deer-in-the-headlights stare.

(Why don(t you place that for me.(  I nodded to the ice in his hand that was beginning to shake.  He paused, but then leaned forward and gently eased the bundle against my swollen privates.  He couldn(t help but see that my cock was swelling, too.

While he was till in range, I slipped my hand under his shirttail and grasped the front of his shorts, trapping his very erect prick in my hand.

(Oh.(  He couldn(t manage more.

(Yes, you definitely enjoyed that movie.  Why don(t I just help you out here a bit?(  I pulled him nearer and slid his gym trunks down his legs.  His rigid shaft stuck out the side of his jock, aimed at my face.  Beautifully hard with an inviting overhang of uncut skin.  My favorite sight.  I gave it a few strokes and peeled it back over the flange.  I rescued his bag from the jock pouch and gave it a few gentle tugs.

(If we don(t get that spunk out of these balls of yours, they might just swell up like mine.  Now we wouldn(t want that.(  I leaned forward and brushed my lips against the tip.  He moaned.  I flicked my tongue out to sample the clear goo starting to flow from his slit.  Sweet and sticky.  I couldn(t be patient any longer.  I sank him down my throat till my nose was buried in his wiry crotch hair.  His hands grasped my shoulders for support, and he began to hum.  I bobbed my head, and he started pumping his hips to the same rhythm.  All too soon, he was crying out and throbbing his load into me.  I savored every drop.  And when he finally withdrew, I pulled him down onto the bed with me.

He stayed the rest of the weekend to nurse me back to health and to play some more ball games.

