

  

    

      

    

  




  





  Black Sheep: Letting go of the Past




  Kia Zi Shiru




  





  Copyright 2012 Kia Zi Shiru




  





  This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please return to the store and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.




  





  All characters appearing in this work are fictitious. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.




  





  E-Book Distribution: XinXii


  www.xinxii.com


  [image: logo_xinxii]





  





  Blurb




  





  Trying to rescue her son from a destructive environment, where the end of his last relationship almost ended in tragedy, Vic’s mother decides to move them all to a new town. Vic, glad at being able to start anew, takes the chance to create an image that would make his last two years of high school a lot easier.




  But that plan is sabotaged when his new best friend, Jack, kisses him on New Year’s Eve, something Vic has been longing for and dreading in equal measure. Vic knows being gay in high school can be hell, and he’s scared sweet and innocent Jack won’t be able to handle him, or his past. It scares him more than anything now that his past has come back to haunt him, metaphorically and literally.




  Vic tries to hide the horror of his past as long as possible, knowing that when Jack finds out what happened he will leave him.




  As Vic takes a turn for the worse everybody but him realises how strong Jack and his love for Vic actually are. But is that enough for Vic to move on?




  




  
 Chapter 1




  





  ~Vic~




  





  Fireworks lit the sky as people celebrated the New Year, hugging and kissing as they went around the group. Suddenly he was there, in front of me, stepping past my outstretched hand and leaning over. His lips touched my skin, just one second on my cheek. One glance before he moved on. Then there was a girl, same ritual. Now another guy, just a simple handshake.




  Even after the fireworks my cheek still tingled. I saw him sitting at the other side of the bonfire. His long brown hair reflected the flames, as if it were burning. His blue hoody and his torn blue jeans looked so comfy and soft that I thought hugging him would have felt like heaven. His beautiful amber eyes met mine…




  ***




  The murmuring in the classroom swells and someone calls out. “Wow, Jack, what have you done?”




  I blink, shaking my head to clear it of the images as I look up. Jack stands in the doorway, his face hidden behind his hair. My jaw drops.




  This is not the same guy that I remembered just a few seconds ago. In the week between the New Year’s party and today he totally changed his style. His long brown hair is now a raven black, his comfortable and worn jeans and t-shirt now switched out for bondage pants and a body-hugging button-up. Wow.




  Jack looks at his feet, away from the stares of our classmates. When he reaches up to push the hair away from his face I see the black nail polish and his kohled eyes. His new look takes my breath away and I fall in love with him for the second time.




  The goth girls in our class flock around him, praising his daring change, making him blush vigorously.




  After a few minutes one of them changes her attention to me. “Now you’re not the only goth guy, Vic.” She smiles, licks her lips at me and winks.




  “I know, I’m not the only black sheep anymore.” I smile back. As I turn to my table I notice that Jack has taken a seat at the desk in front of me.




  “You look cool, Jack.” I nod to him while doodling nervously in my drawing book; the shape starts out vague but soon begins to look very familiar. I concentrate on detailing his shoes and the flames on them and then work my way up.




  “Thanks,” Jack quietly responds after a while. The small parts of his ears that aren’t covered by his hair turn red. “It was my birthday last Friday and I got a lot of money for new clothes.” He then whispers so softly that I can barely hear it, “I’ve wanted these clothes ever since I met you.”




  “I like them. They look great on you.” I keep my voice low.




  He leans over his bag, hiding his face from me.




  I hang my hair in front of my face to hide my own blushing. The drawing is coming along pretty well. The way he stood in the doorway had me captured and I couldn’t resist the urge to commit the image to paper. Damn creativity. I sigh.




  ***




  The bell rings for our first class, the teacher walks in and closes the door behind him.




  I keep on drawing until I feel a tap on my shoulder.




  “Your homework, please. And get your books on the table.”




  I blindly reach for my homework and hand it to the teacher, keeping my focus on completing the drawing as fast and detailed as possible.




  “Vic?” Jack taps on my table to get my attention.




  “Yes?” I look up and at the same time cover the drawing with my arm.




  “I forgot my books. Can I share yours?” Jack looks at me with a really cute smile.




  I’ve got to remember to make a drawing of that too. He never smiled like that before, it makes him look like an angel, a sexy black-haired angel.




  “Yeah, no problem,” I whisper back quickly and hide the drawing underneath my writing pad.




  Jack grabs his coat and his bag and sits down next to me.




  Well, so much for finishing that drawing now.




  ***




  Drawing has been a passion of mine ever since I was little. I have boxes full of drawings of everything I could ever come up with. Aliens and pretty boys alike, all boxed up in my room.




  There is one box hidden under my bed, a box full of doodles of Jack: Jack smiling, Jack standing on the back of a bench in the park, Jack sipping from a bottle of water, Jack happy and Jack sad. I also made sketches of him in situations that didn’t actually happen: Jack pierced and wearing a fishnet shirt, Jack bound to a bed, Jack sitting on his knees in front of me naked...




  Obsessed much? Yeah, maybe a little. But he looks so frigging cute. It is not just the way he looks but also the way he acts, he is always happy and cheerful.




  Too bad he is straight, not that he is dating anyone as far as I know, but he looks too good to be gay.




  ***




  I catch Jack glancing at me as I turn my head. What did I do? I didn’t talk aloud, did I? Or moan, because that would be even worse, I guess. But he just smiles at me and looks away. What the fuck? Okay, odd.




  In the next class I catch him looking at me again, but now I see something else too, he is not just looking at me, he is Looking at me. His eyes are all dreamy and faraway, but when he notices me watching he quickly turns away, blushing hard. He stares at his book like it’s the most interesting thing in the world.




  The next time he looks at me I smile at him. He smiles back but then hides behind his hair, colouring deep crimson.




  Oh, wow, that never happened before. It clicks together in my head: Jack kissing me at New Year, his change of style and now the looks he is giving me... Maybe not so straight after all, eh?




  If only I was worthy of him...




  





  




  
 Chapter 2




  





  ~Vic~




  





  When I get back home from school, I just can’t stop smiling. Jack has been eyeing me all day. He almost got kicked out of one class because he wasn’t paying attention. Even after the warning he didn’t stop for more than a few minutes. Every time he saw me looking back he hid and blushed. That was often, because I love looking at him and his behaviour was adorable.




  I bounce around the house and my little sister, Chris, looks like she wants to strangle me if I don’t sit down. So I go up to my room and start my computer. While the computer is booting and the chat program is loading I put away the doodles I made of Jack today. I pull the box from under my bed and stuff the papers in it. Hiding the evidence before anyone can find it is usually the safest way. I push the box back under the bed as far as possible and jump onto my chair.




  As I look over my contacts list I see that Adam is online. His screen name and the fact that he didn’t jump on me as soon as I logged on turn my hyperactivity to worry.




  Vic, Why are school holidays so damn short? What’s wrong, babe?




  Adam used to be my boyfriend, back when I was younger. He has been my older sister’s best friend since they were kids, but at some point in pre-puberty I fell in love with him and he in love with me. We broke up when he went to college. We’re almost as close as brothers now.




  A couple of nerve-wracking minutes pass before I get a message back.




  Adam [ill] I just put him in bed




  Adam [ill] He had an attack a few hours ago and didn’t seem to really get over it




  Tears form in my eyes. That explains why the reply took so long, Tom was taking care of Adam. Adam has been ill for a couple of years now. At first it was just shortness of breath, but now his breathing actually slows down and stops. The only thing that has kept him here is his medication. It doesn’t prevent the attacks from happening but it does keep them from getting so bad he chokes to death. The doctors don’t know what is wrong with him and the attacks have gotten worse. Times like these I’m glad he lives with Tom. They met at college where they are both studying medicine and have been together for the past three years.




  Vic, Why are school holidays so damn short? What did the doctors say?




  Adam [ill] He’s got to rest a lot




  Vic, Why are school holidays so damn short? Nothing else? Nothing in the new tests? :(




  Adam [ill] Nothing. they gave him some new medication though, but he hasn’t taken it yet




  Adam [ill] He’s gonna start on it tomorrow




  Vic, Why are school holidays so damn short? No adjusting time? He just has to stop what he’s taking and take the new ones? That’s weird :/




  Adam [ill] Yeah...




  Vic, Why are school holidays so damn short? Anything else?




  Adam [ill] they ADVISED him to take it slow with school




  Adam [ill] they say he’s improving bit by bit, but also if he doesn’t rest enough it could just turn around again




  Adam [ill] He looks so weak right now and I can’t help him.




  Adam [ill] I hate this




  I rub my hands on my face and sigh. He’s not the only one in that. Knowing he has Tom around lifts the worry slightly but Adam’s illness still scares the crap out of me.




  Vic, Get well Adam, we need you! I can’t imagine Adam not bouncing around the house. It’s scary to think about >.<




  Vic, Get well Adam, we need you! How are you coping?




  Adam [ill] I’m doing okay, I guess... Just don’t like that Adam can’t go to college. He loves the classes and now I can’t be at his side in a few seconds if he needs me




  Vic, Get well Adam, we need you! You could just call when you have a break




  Adam [ill] but what if something goes wrong? what if he gets an attack and doesn’t feel it coming? It’s scary >.<




  Vic, Get well Adam, we need you! I know...




  I hear my little nephew storm up the stairs and crash into the door. I turn around as he comes into my room, red from running through the house. He climbs onto my lap and smiles, all excited. I ruffle his hair.




  “How are you doing, little man?” I smile back.




  “Today the teacher gave me a candy because I cleaned up my desk so well.” He jumps up and down on my lap, almost head-butting me in the face in the process.




  “Kevin, get down here right now,” my older sister yells from downstairs.




  “Coming, Mum.” He slides off my lap and walks back to the door. “Mum says Adam and Tom are coming over this weekend.” He trots down the stairs, leaving me behind with my thoughts.




  Adam and Tom coming over? I would love that. I can’t get rid of a gnawing feeling in my gut that started as I came into the house. As I turn back to my computer I see that Tom is waiting for me to answer.




  Adam [ill] I just hope he will feel better this time




  Adam [ill] How was school today?




  Vic, Get well Adam, we need you! Kev just told me you are coming over this weekend?




  Adam [ill] We were planning to, but Adam needs to be at the hospital on Friday and Saturday




  Adam [ill] He had a call this morning while we were on our way to the doctor’s appointment




  Adam [ill] He was distracted on the way back so he hasn’t called your sister yet to say that we can’t come.




  Adam [ill] I’m sorry babe




  Adam [ill] I got to go, need to go to placement




  Adam [ill] See you soon




  Vic, Get well Adam, we need you! Talk to ya later. Give Adam my love.




  Adam [ill] Will do.




  ‘Adam [ill]’ has logged off.




  I sigh and lean back into my chair. The day began so well and now this again. Will Adam ever be okay?




  Fingers snake up into my hair and I feel myself relax into them. As I open my eyes I see my sister looking down at me, worry written on her face.




  “They’re not coming. Adam has to be at the hospital this Friday and Saturday.” I put my hands on hers, squeezing them softly. “I don’t feel well. I think I’m gonna take a nap. Wake me up for dinner, okay?” I stand up and my sister pulls me into a hug. “Thanks, Anne.”




  “He’s gonna be okay,” Anne whispers in my ear and lets go of me.




  I flop down on my bed as she quietly leaves the room. I close my eyes and drift off into sleep, the gnawing in my gut increasing every second.




  ***




  I wake up drowsily and moan. Not again.




  Anne is holding me tightly.




  The twitching is my fingers is the only reminder of what happened and with the gnawing feeling subsiding I’m finally able to relax.




  “You awake, little bro?” She releases some of the pressure she was applying to my body to control the more problematic shaking.




  “Yeah,” I choke out, trying to keep the trembling in my voice at bay. Tears form in my eyes, fear getting the best of me. The attacks were supposed to come less often, not more often and with increased severity. This is not good.




  “That was unexpected,” Anne whispers, “this new medication doesn’t seem to be working yet. The doctor said to give it three weeks and it’s been a month.”




  “Leave me alone, please,” I beg her, not wanting to be around her in this weak state. I look at my hands again. The trembling is almost gone.




  “One thing, do you want to eat dinner downstairs or do you want to eat it in here?” She puts her hands over mine, pausing for a moment and then deliberately pulling my sleeves down so they cover my hands up until my knuckles, making me look up at her in surprise.




  I quickly look down again, not able to bear the pain in her eyes. “I’ll be down in a few minutes.” I pause, unsure what to say. “I’m sorry.” I let the tears flow freely over my face, hiding them behind my arm, too tired to try and stop them.

OEBPS/Images/cover.jpeg
LETTING GO OF THE PAST E

KIAZIS P





OEBPS/Images/logo_xinxii.jpg
XinXii





