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Chapter Three

Hello Little Girl

Hurriedly, Katie clumsily adjusted her purse and pile of school books as she attempted to close and lock the front door of her house.  She had to be at school by 7:30, and it was already 7:15 – she had only 15 minutes to walk the two blocks to school, retrieve what she needed for class from her locker, and make it to homeroom on time.  What a great way to start the day!  

Just as she’d anticipated, her dad had kept her up until 10:30 last night “discussing” her plans with George and making it clear just how much he didn’t appreciate being the last to know about them.  She loved her father dearly, but his over protectiveness was driving her mad. I am almost sixteen, and he still treats me as though I were a child!  Also, as she’d anticipated, he was not especially thrilled that she would be seeing George at all.  He’d tried to pretend it was because of their age difference. 

“Katie, he is a man, granted he’s a young man, but still, a man.  You are a still just a girl!” 

She knew that her father was just grasping for excuses.  She was a bit taken back, however, when he played the “he’s a rock and roll musician” card, insinuating that George was just some sex-crazed wild man who spent his life on the road drinking, chasing women, and doing God knows what else.  As the discussion lingered on this subject, Katie slowly came to realize that this was the real reason her father didn’t care for George and didn’t want her seeing him.  What happened at dinner was only icing on the cake serving to confirm her father’s impression that George was not to be trusted, especially with his daughter.

“But he’s Louise’s brother, Dad, you know he can’t be like that!” Katie argued.

“I know no such thing, Kate!  I don’t know him – and you don’t either,” her father shot back.

In the end, though, Louise was right.  If only out of respect for and obligation to Louise, Kevin would not forbid Katie to escort George around Benton – “Only during the daytime” was the condition – nor forbid her to have him accompany her to the Homecoming Dance, the only exception to that condition.  She wasn’t happy with the truce, but she felt that it could have gone much worse, so, in the end, she had agreed.  She’d stayed awake half the night trying to think of ways around her restrictions, and she was paying for the lack of sleep this morning.

Lost in her rumination as she began her short journey to school, she didn’t see George sitting on the front step as she walked past the Caldwell’s house.  

“Oi!  Schoolgirl!” he called out to her with a smile.

Startled, Katie responded, “Oh!…Hi George.”

He stood and walked down the short path from the stoop to the sidewalk where Katie stood.  His disheveled appearance implied that he had not been awake for long.  His hair had not been combed, and his youthful face was darkened by a shadow, indicating a much needed shave.  He was barefoot and dressed – or half-dressed rather – in blue jeans and a white cotton shirt, its long sleeves rolled up to his elbows and worn completely unbuttoned, exposing his chest.  He walked toward her carrying a mug of tea in one hand, the other tucked loosely into his front pocket.  Overall, the effect of his sudden appearance was….Incredibly sexy!....a bit overwhelming.

“G’mornin’ gorgeous!” he replied.  She could feel herself blushing furiously at this.  God, he is such a flirt!  “Off to school then, I see?”  Before Katie could answer, he leaned over and peering at the emblem on the blazer of her uniform, he asked, “What’s ‘ICHS’ supposed to mean?”

Katie glanced from George to the emblem and back again.  “Oh, that….it’s the initials of my school, ‘Immaculate Conception High School’ - ‘ICHS,’ see?”

George straightened up, pretending to be impressed, “Ah, a Catholic schoolgirl, eh?  Oh, I know all about your sort!” he added jokingly with a leer.

“Oh, you do, do you?  And what might that be?” Katie played along.

“Everyone knows Catholic school girls are up to all sorts of naughtiness, it’s just that nuns keep it all quiet-like.  It wouldn’t do to have all those hijinks known about, see?”

“Ah,” she nodded, as if she, in fact, did see.

“So?” he asked, looking at her expectantly.

Tardiness forgotten, Katie stood there in a daze, “So…what?” 
“What did yer Dad say?” 

“About what?”

“Me,” he responded slowly.  Seeing her continued confusion, he leaned in and clarified, “Us…?”

“Us?” she echoed in bewilderment.

George looked at her in confusion of his own, wondering if he had misunderstood Louise – wondering if the plans involving Katie were only tentative.  But no, we talked about it just last night, he reasoned as his perplexity grew.  

For her own part, Katie felt her heart sink as George’s meaning dawned on her.  Shit!  He knows Dad doesn’t want me seeing him!  This thought had no sooner formed in her mind then another, more embarrassing thought floated in.  Does he know that I like him?  Is that why he’s asking?  Did Louise tell him?  Katie wanted to dismiss the possibility.  Louise, after all, was a woman.  Surely she wouldn’t have betrayed Katie’s confidence like that.  But he is her brother.  At this realization, Katie swallowed hard, trying not to let her awkwardness show, but she felt her face grow hot, and knew immediately she was blushing – and, worse, that George would notice.

She tried to appear unfazed and laughed dismissively, “Oh that…,” she replied with a wave of her hand, “No, things are fine! You know how fathers can be.”

George studied her face, “Yer sure?” he asked as though he didn’t quite believe her.

“Yeah, really, it’s no problem,” she lied unconvincingly.

George cocked his head to one side, “Well,” he started, “if that’s true, then I’m glad.”

At first, Katie felt the flare of angry indignation.  What does he mean “if that’s true”?  Is he calling me a liar?  How dare he?!   She hadn’t given a thought to the fact that she was lying.  Then, something hit her, quelling her mental tirade, He’s glad?  Did he just say he’s glad?  The giddiness she felt at this was as effective as a bucket of cool water thrown on the irritation she’d felt only a moment ago.

Biting her bottom lip, she looked up at George and smiled, “Me, too,” she said softly.

George gave a curt nod as if the case were closed now, “Right then, so we’re still on, eh?”

“Mm-hmm.”

“Fab!  So, what’s the plan then?”

Katie considered this for a moment, “Well, I get out of school at 2:30.  Perhaps we can meet up and I’ll give you a tour of exciting downtown Benton.”

“That sounds nice,” George replied with a chuckle.  “Louise tells me there’s a club here.  I was thinking that maybe we could go and hear the band there.  I’d like to see what the clubs and bands are like here.”

“Sure!” she readily agreed, feeling that the day was shaping up quite well.

George seemed pleased as well.  “Great.  We’ll go downtown this afternoon and hit the club tonight then.”

Uh-oh.  “Tonight?”

Something in Katie’s tone caused the smile to slip slowly from George’s face, “Erm…yeah, why?  Is there a problem?”

“Ummm…,” Katie tried to think of an excuse other than the truth.  “It’s just that I have a big test at school tomorrow, George.  I really have to study tonight.”

“Oh,” he answered in disappointment.  “We could just come home early,” he offered hopefully.

Katie desperately wanted to say yes, but wasn’t sure how she could pull it off.  Suddenly, an idea occurred to her.  “Well…,” she started slowly, “if I study first, we could maybe go out later.”  Uh-huh….If I can delay long enough, Dad will leave for work, and I can just leave.   

George regained his animation as his head shot up and answered with a big grin, “Gear!”

Katie laughed nervously.  “OK.  Well, I’ve got to get going now. Nuns, you know!”  She dared not look at her watch and see just how late she was.

“Right,” George responded with a chuckle and started backing down the path back towards the house.  “We’ll see ya later then, Katie.”

God, I love the way he says my name.  “OK.  See ya later,” she called out as she started walking away.

“Cheers,” George called out lifting his empty mug in her direction.

Katie waved and quickened her pace.  As she turned the corner, she looked back and was surprised to see George still watching her.  She lifted her hand in a small wave before she was out of sight.  Once she was, she blew out a nervous breath and started planning her strategy, but not before she realized that, in less than twenty-four hours of knowing George, she’d already argued with her father, lied, disobeyed, was late to school, and was now planning to sneak out of her house.  It hit her then that her father might have been right.  Maybe George is dangerous….  

