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Chapter Seven  
A Taste of Honey

George rang the doorbell a mere five minutes after Kevin Kelly’s car left the driveway.   Katie ran to the door making a mental note to make sure she made no further arrangements any earlier than ten thirty.  Although Kevin’s aversion to George appeared to dissipate somewhat over the past few days, she didn’t want to tempt fate by getting caught blatantly disobeying her father.  Grabbing her sweater, she opened the front door and greeted her date.

They reached the drive-in fifteen minutes later.  Arriving so close to start of the film, George found the lot almost filled to capacity and had to settle for a parking space near the back.  As he pushed the shift lever to “park,” he said, “I hope yer eyes are good enough to see from back ‘ere.”

“I think it will be ok.  I can see the dancing hot dog just fine,” she replied with a giggle.  Looking around the area they parked in, she added with concern, “It sure is dark back here, though.”

“Mmmm…it sure is,” George said with a furtive glance at the teen.

This time, Katie noticed George’s tone and asked in mock challenge, “And just what is that supposed to mean?”

George stretched his arm along the back of the bench seat and playfully lifted a lone ringlet from Katie’s hair, wrapping it around his index finger, “Oh, just that I reckon you enticed me out here to this den of depravity to have yer wicked way with me.”  Taking in her expression of astonishment, he added coyly, “Or, at least, that’s what I’m hoping….”

“Oh, are you?” Her attempt at flippancy came off sounding flirtatious instead. She desperately wanted to play it cool, but her heart was hammering against her chest, and her stomach dropped to her shoes when she felt George’s hand brush the back of her neck.

Caught in a situation she wasn’t sure she was ready for, Katie felt both panicked and thrilled.  She felt her face grow hot as she struggled to regain some sense of equilibrium while George looked on with a bemused expression, still twirling the strand of hair around his finger.
They sat like that for several seconds more, but then George leaned in toward her.  Moving his hand from her hair to her face, his finger swept an arc across her cheek, “Yer so pretty,” he whispered huskily, so close she could feel his hot breath on her ear.  He slipped his hand to the back of her neck and tilted her face up to his gently.  He moved closer, parting his lips slightly, his eyes open imperceptively as he pressed his lips to hers.  Katie felt a rush of heat radiate throughout her body as a small moan sounded in her throat.  Taking his cue from her response, George pulled her body closer, slowly leaning her backwards until she was semi-reclining with his body partially covering her. His tongue parted her lips further, intensifying the kiss.  Nervously, Katie slowly slid her arms around him.

Katie had known what a “french kiss” was, but, until this moment, had not experienced it herself.  She remembered laughing at the seeming absurdity of the act when her friend, Jeanie, had first explained it to her.  She also remembered Jeanie’s wistful countenance as she assured Katie that she would understand one day…and love it!  Katie felt certain that this was that day.

So deeply was she concentrating on each sensation of the kiss, she hadn’t noticed that George’s other hand was busily – and quite deftly - unbuttoning her blouse. Only when she felt the coolness of his hand on her exposed flesh, did she realize what was happening.  Trying to control her rising panic, Katie attempted to stop him.  Unfortunately, the attempt at speaking while still very involved in the passionate kiss resulted in her “no” sounding remarkably similar to a moan of pleasure.  Again, George took this as a signal to continue his exploration of her young body.

Katie’s anxiety was escalating. Turning her face away, she placed one hand against George’s chest, struggling to push him off of her. 

“George…” she whimpered, as he continued his attentions, trailing kisses down her neck as he caressed her bare midriff.

“ ‘salright, luv,” he whispered in placation, his hand skimming her side as it rose higher.

“Please…,” she implored with more urgency, pushing against him with both hands.

“Shhh….just relax, baby…,” he murmured seductively, as he slid his hand over to cup her breast.

“George…, NO!” she cried. George froze instantly as he heard the panic in her voice.

He bolted upright and slid back behind the wheel of the car.  Sighing deeply, he ran one hand through his hair. Then, pulling a cigarette from a half-crushed pack, he lit it in jerking motions that revealed his frustration, noisily snapping his lighter shut and all but throwing the pack of cigarettes on the dashboard.  Inhaling deeply, George momentarily closed his eyes, allowing the nicotine to soothe his frazzled nerves. Opening his eyes again, he stared at the movie playing on screen, not really seeing any of it. 

Once George had moved, Katie pulled herself up.  Awkwardly, she fastened the buttons on her blouse, a task made difficult by her trembling hands. When she finished, she hazarded a glance at George.  He was staring straight ahead, his expression blank.  Wanting to salvage the earlier intimacy, Katie said in a small voice, “George….I’m…I’m sorry….”

“Ferget it - ‘salright,” he snapped without moving his eyes from the screen.

Katie fought to control herself as she felt the first sting of tears welling in her eyes.  Blinking them back, she waited until she felt she could speak without her voice quivering.  She made a second attempt….  “George, please don’t be angry with me.”

No response.

“We could still kiss if you want to….I - I liked that…it’s just that….” she offered sincerely.  

Sighing loudly, George replied, still without looking at her, “Let it go, Katie, and let’s just watch the film, eh?  It’s my fault, really.  I should have known better.”

Katie pondered this briefly, then asked, “What do you mean?  Known better about what?”

George slid down a bit in his seat, leaning his head against the back with closed eyes as he let out a slow groan.  “Aw, fer Chrissakes, Kate, will ya just leave it?”

Her own humiliation coupled with George’s brooding got the better of Katie’s temper as she demanded, “No!  Known better about what?”

“About you,” George raised his voice, and, finally looking at her, he added, “Known better than to try anything with a bleeding kid!”  

He regretted it the moment he said it, but it was too late to take it back now. Katie looked as though he had struck her.  Immobilized at first by the shock of hearing her worst fear confirmed by this boy who had come to mean so much to her, Katie was up and out of the car before George even fully comprehended what was happening.  The noise of the slamming door drowned out his voice as he called out to her.  She had already disappeared into the darkness of the back lot by the time George was able to exit the car himself.

