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* * * * *
I was proud of my car, a fifteen year old Chevrolet with a blazing ‘redneck’ stripe along both sides. Nothing to do with racial crap, though, I’m not a believer in all that bullshit. But this was my first car, bought from a previous owner who evidently was a fan of the old cop series Starsky and Hutch. They used to rip around in a car with a stripe like this one rounding up the bad guys. Stupid plot, but the stripe was something else, it made my car stand out, a symbol of me. “Look, Gavin’s coming,” they would say as the saw the red Chevvy with the white blaze race round the corner. It was the first car I ever owned, bought for me by my parents when I passed my driving test.
“Now you can drive it to school and impress the co-eds,” my Dad, Saul Baker said. He was a good father, always concerned to bring up me and my sister Kate as well as he possibly could. Like the car, if he could do it for me, or for Kate, he would. I guess the car may have impressed the co-eds, but I was just far too busy with my life to worry about girls right now. Sometimes I wondered what it would be like having a girl friend, but other times I just put it out of my mind. Something to think about later.
“There’s a new family just moved in across the street, Gavin,” my Mum said. She had come out on to the veranda where I was sitting at the table on this warm spring evening, doing my homework.
“Oh, yeah, that’s nice,” I said.
“Oh, Gavin, try and show a bit of interest,” she laughed. “They’ve got a son around your age, I want you to try and welcome him to the district, and you know what it’s like for new kids when they don’t know anyone. Life can be pretty lonely and kids can get picked.”
“Yeah, sure, I will,” I said automatically.
“Will what?”
“Mum, I will go and say hello to this kid. Ok?” I gave her my exasperated look, Jesus Christ, I was working here, didn’t she realise.
“Thank you, Gavin,” she smiled. Thankfully, she left me alone.
The following day I was in school again, a Friday. A pretty hectic day, I’d made the team and coach worked us pretty hard most days. On top of that I was determined to get to college, so it was a busy time for me. When I got home my mother announced that she had invited the new family over for drinks, I was to go out of my way to be especially nice to the kid. Right, a snotty brat with an acne face and bad breath, I expect. We finished dinner, I got changed into a fresh shirt and went downstairs with some misgivings. The doorbell rang, my dad answered it and in they came.
“Hi, I’m Max Schreiber, this is my wife Helen,” an elegant lady in her late thirties. She was still beautiful, despite her age, which to me a kid of seventeen, seemed positively ancient. Her husband too was a good looking guy, this was obviously a family that took care of themselves.
“And this is my son Ashley,” she said.
She pulled the boy into the room, “say hi to everyone, Ashley.”
He shook hands with all of us, but I hardly noticed, except when he held my hand in his cool palm.
He was beautiful, truly beautiful. The most beautiful boy I’d ever seen, his skin was olive coloured, like his mother’s, who looked as if she had Middle East blood in her. Surmounting his flawless skin he had medium length, glistening black hair, dropping in loose curls around his head. His eyes regarded me steadily, was that amusement in them?
“I’m Ashley, please to meet you,” he said.
“Gavin,” I croaked.
Then he turned to greet the rest of my family. My mind was whirling. If he had been a girl, I would have said it was love at first sight. But Ashley was a guy and I was definitely heterosexual. Absolutely. No doubt about it.
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