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His lips touch mine, and I am paralyzed. He pulls back, looks at me affectionately and asks, “Was that okay?” I don’t know what to say. I can’t say anything. For what seems like hours I sit, listening to the porch swing creaking, the crickets chirping, the electric street lamps humming. Small movements in the dark beyond the lit porch catch my eye, as I think about anything but him. He brings me back from the distractions with a light touch on my hand, causing me to croak out, “I don’t know.” He leans in to brush my lips with his a second time. No! I scream inside. My muscles clench as though I might run away, but I remain as a vice tightens on my stomach. This is wrong, this is wrong, my mind chants.

Once again he pulls back, this time saying, “I love you.” What? Love? No, this isn’t love. Love is trust and respect. Love doesn’t steal thoughts or movement, not the love that I’ve experienced. Go away! I want to yell in his face, but I don’t. I sit there quietly, helplessly, dismayed that he can’t see that something is wrong. I refuse to think why everything is so wrong, so twisted. That might make it more real.

He’s still looking at me expectantly, wanting some response, his blue eyes twinkling behind the clear glass of his rectangular spectacles. I shake my head, refusing to think too much. Wrong, wrong, wrong… my mind drones, but all that comes out is a barely whispered, “I don’t know.” Just saying it makes my insides clench like I’ve been punched in the stomach. Lodged in my throat, the truth is suffocating me. My breaths don’t provide enough air. He’s puzzled; I can see it in the tilt of his head, the slight frown at the corners of his normally smiling lips, and the squint that dims the sparkle in his eyes. “Well,” he hesitates, clearly hoping that I will think of something else to say. I want to cackle and howl at him for his confusion. I’m the one who’s hurt and confused, my mouth dry and my fingers clenching my knees.

Eventually he makes some lame excuse to leave, getting up from the swing as I remain sitting, unable and unwilling to move. He lingers though the discomfort between us is almost a tangible wall. I can think of nothing more or anything different to say, amplifying the uncomfortable moment. At last he finally makes his way to his vehicle. The tension that leaves with him is a welcome end. As his car rumbles away, I turn and walk slowly, uncertainly, into my house. 
As I wander by my parent’s room, my mother asks, “Are you okay?” 
“Fine,” I tell her with a faked smile, “John kissed me though.” She focuses on me, drawing her eyebrows together in a look of concern. I shrug. I don’t know any more than she does, and I can’t bring myself to tell her the truth. 
My mother is still looking at me, and eventually she ventures cautiously, “He’s in his twenties, isn’t he?” When I nod the disapproval creeps into her voice. “If he wants to be a teacher he can’t have a relationship with a fifteen-year-old high schooler.” I smile weakly and nod again, but the vice on my stomach loosens and breathing is easier. A relationship! That would explain the affection, the kiss and the declaration of love. If he had only explained, things wouldn’t have felt so wrong.


The night is a sleepless one, wrestling with my new perspective. My initial reaction must have been one of uncertainty. I should have known that’s what it meant. Kisses and love mean dating. My fists still clench, though, when I think of the moment on the porch. Pushing those thoughts away I finally fall asleep, almost satisfied with my reasoning.

Waking up, I’m content for a moment until the events of the previous night rush into my mind. My throat constricts, my eyes tear up, and I barely fight down the urge to stay in bed for the next week. I lie in my bed a little longer, forcing myself to breathe deeply and fight the tears, once again running through my rationalizations. It’s okay. I’m okay. Once we talk, things will be okay. Thinking this, though, I find the last thing I want is to talk to him. I just want the situation to have never happened. My eyes begin to tear once again, so I push away all thoughts of him and last night.
Early in the afternoon, John calls. As I see his name on the phone my heart speeds up and my hands begin to shake. In this call we may begin a relationship. I may find out that he has always secretly liked me, and only now had the courage to tell me. I should be elated. I should be willing to give dating a try. But why am I so scared? Why are my hands shaking? Why do I hesitate to answer? He begins the conversation as though nothing is different or wrong. “How do you feel about last night?”


I can’t assume my guess is correct, opening the path to rejection and confusion. Maybe he will have a different, satisfying explanation. Maybe we can forget the whole thing ever happened and move on. Trying to sound playful, I ask, “Why did you do it?”


I can almost hear his smile. “I wanted to. I wanted to be closer to you, and I’m very open with all my good friends.” A lump develops in my throat at the same time that something squeezes tight inside my chest once again, and I feel like throwing up. This is not the response I expected or wanted. Laughing, he adds, “I even hug and kiss my closest guy friends, if they are comfortable with it.”


“I see,” I choke out, attempting to sound unconcerned. I quickly end the conversation under some pretext, my heart pounding. He wanted to. He thinks kissing friends is acceptable. He wants us to be close, emotionally and physically. I can’t. Why can’t I? I don’t know. That’s not a reason. I feel sick, disgusted, but I don’t want anyone to know. I don’t want them to wonder why I didn’t say no, why I couldn’t say anything. Twice I did nothing; twice I was silent when I knew it was wrong. Tears come, and my stomach churns. Feelings of helplessness well up in me again.

Slowly, the helplessness gives way to anger. He should know better. I am fifteen, desperate to be accepted, to find my place. He is twenty-three, confident in who he is and what he wants to be. If he does not respect or understand my boundaries, even unspoken ones, then we cannot be friends. I believe that kisses and love are for the closest of family members and lovers, and would not accept another kiss from him. I will not be a victim for the sake of one friendship, as close as it may be, with a friend who should know me better. I will not see him again.
As the days and weeks go by I begin to forget exactly what happened, exactly how my trust and friendship were compromised, but never to forgive the man who betrayed me with a paralyzing kiss.
