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There were so many of them.

“Here’s the one for you.”

Cam Show almost ran to the black sports car sitting in the showroom of Steve Stover’s auto dealership. He opened the driver’s side door and fell onto the leather seat.

Will Stover, Cam’s best friend since their early elementary school days, took one glance at Cam and the car and shook his head.

“I don’t think so,” he said.

“Are you crazy?” Cam shot back as he buzzed the passenger’s window down so Will could hear him. “This car has everything! And, unless you’re forgetting, your dad owns all the cars here!”

“That’s not really how it works,” Will said with a grin.

Will’s 16th birthday was still a month away but Cam’s was just a week off and the two had spent most of the early spring morning checking out possible new rides for Will.

“He doesn’t own the cars,” Will explained, very much feeling he’d tried to convince Cam of this before. “The dealership buys them and then has to re-sell them. That’s how it works . . . sort of, anyway.”

Will had spent countless days around both of his dad’s dealerships, which made it odder that he really wasn’t that interested in cars. Most of his time there had been spent doing different jobs for his father. He hadn’t given any thought at all to what type of car he wanted until Cam mentioned it.

“OK. What about this, then?”

Cam practically skipped through the glass doors onto the lot. With Will following behind, he finally slowed when he arrived at yet another sports car, this one in red.

“You don’t even know me, do you?” Will kidded. “Can you really see me in this?”

“Better than that, I can see us in this!” Cam shouted.

Will walked slowly around the car until he reached the sticker on the window. He glanced at the price and sighed.

“I’m not sure we’re even allowed to be looking at this one,” he said, waving Cam back inside.

Steve Stover walked out of his office and into the showroom.

“Hey guys,” he said. “How’d you get here?”

“We got our running in for the day,” Cam answered. “I thought Will should get a head start picking out his new car.”

“New car?” Steve asked with a smile.

“Sure,” Cam said. “I think you could spare one. Or two.”

“That’s not really how it works,” Steve said. He pointed toward the pre-owned lot behind the showroom. “I think those might be a little more in your ballpark.

“Besides, if you’re getting a car for your birthday, Will won’t need one,” he said. “Have you picked one out for yourself yet?”

“I’m guessing my dad will be down to talk to you this week,” Cam said. “Birthday is next week, you know.”

“Yes, Cam,” Steve said. “I know.”

He turned to Will and suddenly the conversation turned serious.

“How’s the shoulder today?”

Will shrugged and sent his right arm in a slow rotation.

“Still a little sore but it’s better,” he said. “I’m going to hit some this afternoon. Practice starts Monday.”

They were interrupted by Cam’s parents, who seemed surprised to see their son in an auto dealership on a Saturday morning.

“Wow,” Cam said. “Sooner than I thought.”

He turned to face Will.

“Should I show them the black one or the red one first?”

“Start at the high end and work your way down,” Will said with a grin. He greeted Cam’s parents and followed them and Cam back outside. Steve joined them.

“I guess Will gets the pick of the lot, huh Steve?” Mr. Show asked after saying hello.

“Not quite,” Steve said. “His sister didn’t get a new car when she turned 16, so I’m pretty sure Will won’t, either.”

“Ah, you’re kidding!” Mr. Show said. “Will, what do you think about all this?”

“I don’t really care,” Will said. “I just need a way to get to practice. I guess Mom’s probably ready for a break from all that.”

“She definitely is,” Steve said. “As for Will, we’ll find something that’ll fit his needs for now.”

“Fit his needs?” Mr. Show exclaimed again. “Doesn’t he deserve something better than that?”

Steve was growing tired of everyone thinking his oldest son would be able to point at a new, expensive car and it would suddenly appear in the Stover’s driveway.

“He’s saved a little money,” Steve told Mr. Show. “We’ll see how far that’ll get him.

“Now, how can I help you guys?”

“Cam already knows he’s getting a car, so I guess he’s the one you need to talk to,” Mr. Show said. “Within reason, of course.”

“New or used?” Steve asked. He’d never bought into the pre-owned language. If a car had some miles on it, it was used.

“We’ll start with the new and see how it goes,” Mr. Show said.

“Let’s get started then,” Steve said. “Give me just a second first. I’ll be right with you guys.”

He turned to Will.

“Something I need your help with in the office,” he said, motioning toward the showroom.

“Yes sir,” Will said.

When they reached Mr. Stover’s office, Steve looked at his son.

“We’ve had this talk before so I won’t go into it all again,” he began. “We’ll talk about a dependable car for you a little closer to your birthday. I don’t get to make parenting decisions for everyone else, which is probably a good thing. And . . . it’s good for my business.”

He grinned and patted Will on the shoulder.

“Let me know how the shoulder feels after you hit today,” he said.

Will heard a pop in his right shoulder two days before while taking ground balls at shortstop. The shoulder had been extremely sore and he’d had a couple of sleepless nights, both from the pain and from wondering if his baseball season was in jeopardy.

“I will,” he said.

“OK. If it’s not better, we’re going to need to let Dr. Stotts take a look at it.”

Will had never suffered a serious injury, even after playing three different sports nearly his entire life. Dr. Stotts was the Valley Tech team doctor and an old friend of Steve’s. Valley Tech was located in Greenfield, an hour south of the Stover’s home in Baltic. It was also the home of Steve’s other car dealership and where he had been a college star in both football and baseball. Will’s sister, Chelsea, was a Valley Tech cheerleader.

“I don’t think it’s anything serious,” Will said. “We’ll see this afternoon. A bunch of the baseball guys are going to get together so Kyle can throw some today.”

Kyle Britton was the Bearcats’ ace and one of the best pitchers in the state. Baltic High’s season likely would largely depend on how well Kyle – and Will – performed.

“Just take it easy and see how it responds,” Steve said. “This isn’t something to mess with.”
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Will’s injured right shoulder was the talk of the small town.

Coach John Peterson had mentioned it to a reporter and the morning newspaper passed along the news. The story had read something like an obituary for the Bearcats’ baseball season, which wasn’t scheduled to begin for another week.

The shoulder wasn’t better during Will’s afternoon session in the batting cage. It wasn’t necessarily worse, either. In the field, Will took ground balls but hesitated before unleashing serious throws from his position at shortstop over to first base.

It didn’t go unnoticed by Kyle, who shared time both at shortstop and on the mound with Will.

“You been to a doctor yet?”

“I’m probably going Monday morning,” Will replied, “if it isn’t better by then.”

“Man, this isn’t good, Will,” Kyle said, slowly shaking his head. “From what the story in the paper said, it sounds like Coach is pretty worried about you.”

“It’ll be OK,” Will said. “I probably just slept on it funny or something. It’ll be better before our first game. I can assure you of that.”

“Whatever you say,” Kyle said, still shaking his head. As one of the only seniors on the team, Kyle was hoping this was the year Baltic High’s baseball team made a serious run at a state championship. “Just get that thing looked at, will ya?”

Will nodded, then quickly took two steps to his right and backhanded a grounder. His right foot already planted, he turned toward first base, where Bryce Locklin was waiting for the throw.

Will regained his balance and stuck the baseball back in his glove. He glanced at Kyle, whose frown had grown while watching. Slowly, Will rolled the ball back toward home plate.

“No sense taking any chances, right?” he said.

He still felt soreness in the shoulder during his second round of batting practice. Primarily hitting left-handed, Will fought through the irritation and managed to hit three balls over the fence in right-center field, the deeper of the two alleys on the Bearcats’ home field.

“You don’t look hurt,” Bryce said with a grin.

Once the informal practice session ended, Will packed his equipment and met Shelby in the parking lot. Shelby Sparks had been Will’s girlfriend throughout the basketball season, since her return from a short stay at their rival high school, Greenfield.

Will opened the passenger-side door to Shelby’s car, a small sport utility vehicle she’d received for her birthday just days earlier.

“I’d let you drive . . . but you’re way too young,” Shelby teased. Will had recently noticed that Shelby being a month older than him had never been an issue. Until now . . . when he was forced to bum rides from his girlfriend. Fortunately, it was a chore Shelby enjoyed.

“So . . . how’s the shoulder?” Shelby asked.

“Fine,” Will said. “I think it’s getting better.”

“Well, good,” Shelby said. “Are we still on for tonight?”

The two had planned a night out, which included dinner and several trips around the small town in search of their friends.

“Sure,” Will replied. “Looking forward to it. We’ll have to go by Cam’s later if that’s OK. I think his dad was going back to get the car he picked out.”

“How was it?”

“Let’s just say it suits his personality,” Will said. “He’s like 6-3 now and he wants a car the size of you. Nothing he does makes sense to me.”

“And, why do you care?” Shelby asked.

“Because I have to ride around in it for the next month,” Will laughed.

Shelby dropped Will at his house, said goodbye and went home to prepare for the couple’s date. Will showered and was almost finished dressing when his dad called him downstairs. Will immediately recognized Dr. Stotts, who was standing in the entry with Steve Stover.

Steve re-introduced the two and announced to Will that Dr. Stotts had agreed to stop by for a look at the injured shoulder. The examination in the family room was brief and Dr. Stotts left Will with direct instructions and good news.

“It’s nothing serious, Will,” he’d said. “I work almost daily with the Valley Tech baseball team and I look at a lot of shoulders. There doesn’t appear to be anything torn. I think you just need to give it a few days’ rest and that’ll take
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