
Focusing on the Past 

I remember one particular spring day after school when I was younger, at about the age of fourteen or 
fifteen. My boyfriend, Levi, was still new to me. The one boyfriend that wasn't anything like the nice 
boys I was used to before then. There was something about him that screamed rebel, a bad boy. He 
didn't care about the opinions of others, at least not on the surface and he dressed the part. I'm not sure 
if it was on purpose; honestly I didn't want to know. All I knew was that the leather coat of his, despite 
the worn patches, the faded areas and the little rips and creases, smelled distinctly male. It was one of 
those scents that you could wrap around you because you knew it came not because he didn't shower. 
No, it came from working hard and enjoying the feel of moving things with his hands and muscles. The 
fact that the state of his leather coat matched his jeans and t-shirt, all worn and faded just furthered the 
perception.  
 
It was more than just his clothes that appealed to me though; it was the way he walked, a strut that 
declared firmly that he was the ruler of his universe. He got what he wanted and it thrilled me to the 
bottom of my feet that I was one of those things. The fact that he was older than me by four years 
simply added to his appeal. To me Levi was, and still is in a way, the bad boy rebel that you only take 
home to make your parents realize that you're not the good little girl they want you to be. Where is the 
fun in being that?  
 
On this spring day I took a chance, I invited Levi over for some harmless television watching. I had 
begged my parents; please oh please let me have him over without the two of you hovering around. The 
compromise had been that my parents would seclude themselves in the kitchen, keep themselves busy 
and quiet and give me the requested privacy. When it became close to his arrival I waited in the living 
room, a room filled with a contrast that only the older houses had. At my feet, the red carpet that was a 
bit on the shaggy side and hardly soothing on the feet. A carpet that had seen too many years and not 
enough loving care. The large picture window towered above me, the small lattice work speaking of a 
delicacy that I never saw in that stark, old house that had more creaks and groans like a haunted house. 
The walls were a yellowish white color what used to be an ivory color, but had gone slightly sour over 
the years.  
 
On the right was a simple blue couch, one that had been with our family for awhile, still comfortable in 
many ways as all the rough edges had been shaved down until each place was just right for the person 
who favored it. It matched the house and gave a bit of a testament to the travels of my family, a 
progression through the country with so many experiences that to recount them would take longer than 
the couch itself would survive. One the left was another piece that could give the same story; a voyage 
mapped out by each scratch, chip and warped edge that had somehow continued to remain steady and 
true. To me it was just a simple entertainment center, but to my parents it was a pledge of fine quality. 
In that aspect it matched the equipment on it, my Dad's baby, and the obsession of his life. All the 
components worked; the receiver that had to be on so that we could hear whatever show or movie was 
on, the speakers that could be disguised and of course the television, the least new item in the grouping, 
but all of it seems to merge together. Without one you can't have another, much like a family might or 



at least should be. While they still had some shine to it, it was dulled by the years, but held just enough 
life to be useful, to stand out at night when everyone else was still asleep.  
 
All of it was comfortable to me, the usual items that followed my family to every location and interesting 
destination. Even the movie rack that seemed to simply grow and groan with each new addition of the 
Star Trek series or the newest movie that caught my parent's eye. While it was few and far between that 
they would purchase a movie that I fully enjoyed, they did have some good taste. Still, despite the 
comfort that the room could provide at rare moments, I never truly felt like I belong to it. It's a place I 
lived in because my parents had brought me along with it. Nothing in the house ever felt like it was only 
mine, except maybe the books that I enjoy reading; beyond that it was the property of others. These 
thoughts served as nothing more than a way to distract myself as I wait for Levi to arrive. A poor 
substitute for the more pleasurable activities I hoped would come. He wasn't late yet, but if that 
silhouette didn't show soon I just knew that I would go from standing to pacing. Just as I was about to 
give in to the nervousness the shadow finally showed, soon followed by the sight I was waiting for.  
 
Excitement bloomed as I moved to the door and unlocked it to go stand outside to wait for him on the 
porch. A silly grin was on my face as I watched him saunter closer. His own face transformed from 
someone concentrating to the smile that had the occasion to melt my knees and turn my legs to jelly. 
Seeing me caused him to move faster as I opened the door to go back in. He continued smiling as he 
walked into the hallway then; when I turned to him he took me into his arms. The kiss wasn't anything 
compared to the usual ones he gave. This time it was a simple lying of his lips against mine before he 
said in a forced husky voice, "Hi." Still, the kiss had been enough to make me a bit wobbly as we stood in 
that secluded hallway; where the only view into it came from the other side of the door he had walked 
through by way of the long oval window or if someone was spying around a corner. That thought was 
enough for me to pull away and give a quick glance to see if that had happened. I only glimpsed a small 
movement from the kitchen and had to smile before sighing slightly. The other condition my parents 
gave was that I had to introduce Levi to them; to do the simple handshake, the glare from my father 
while my mother radiates displeasure at the thought of her little girl with a bad boy.  
 
True to form Levi had on his leather coat and worn out clothes, his hair slightly greasy from the sweat 
the walk in the warm weather in a leather coat is inclined to create. During the meet and greet he was 
content to simply hold my hand, yet, due to his placement of our hands, kept me by his side. The feeling 
was possessive and I liked it, couldn't help but enjoy it. Mostly though I enjoyed the look on my parents 
face as, despite his appearance, Levi was polite, sweet even and laughed with my Dad. By the time the 
five minute conversation was over my Dad glared a little less, but my Mom still looked as if she might 
choke on the smile. She wants to be supportive, to trust my judgment, but honestly, one look at Levi and 
most parents think that just maybe he watched a bit too much of the rebel movies; that perhaps his 
favorite movie was Cry Baby and Johnny Depp was his hero.  
 
When my parents released us to go and watch the movie, we were both grateful. The air between us felt 
slightly electric in light of the completed test that seemed seriously in doubt at first. Sitting on that 
reliable blue couch communicated the desire we both had for closeness. For once something seemed to 



be on our side as the cushions gave slightly to us. The dip was just enough to be useful as an excuse, but 
as I turn on the television Levi's hand slips around my shoulder to pull me against him, all pretense out 
the window. One of the best things about Levi in my opinion had been that the clumsiness of previous 
boyfriends hadn't been there. He had been sure of himself and sure that I had wanted him to hold me 
like that.  
 
My movie of choice had been something that was more about action than romance, though the 
romance was definitely a factor. The last thing I had wanted was to force Levi to watch some chick flick 
that was about feelings when I knew that was too much at the beginning of any type of relationship. 
Some things you do to keep the boy interested and some things you do when you want to chase him 
away. Since I still had wanted him around at that time I made the right choice. While the movie was able 
to retain our attention for a bit, the closeness between us began to pull against us; waging a silent war 
and knowing that in the long run, it would win out.  
 
Gradually Levi's fingers on my shoulders began to move, to trace light circles along the fabric as I 
claimed his other hand in my own. Our fingers threading together so I could feel the calluses that came 
from working with your hands. It felt good, tempting and hinting at something more sensual. During our 
subtle pawing we could hear, distantly but quietly, my parents keeping to their promise to stay out of 
the way. Yet they couldn't seem to resist the occasional peek; just to make sure that we were behaving. 
Each time we caught them peeking we would freeze our hands; wait while focusing to catch another 
snip of the movie.  
 
It was inevitable that the simple contact wouldn't sustain us, and sure enough one of the times after my 
father's head had disappeared back around the corner Levi shifted me so that he could kiss me, his lips 
full of a promise of more if I wanted. It had tasted of his hope, his sustained belief that eventually I 
would cave into the sensual nature of our relationship despite my young age. That he would win just as 
he did with everything else. I had kept that distance with my words, but I had never really managed it 
with my lips. I knew even then that I wouldn't cave; that I hadn't been ready for that type of relationship 
with anyone, but the idea that I could cave was enough to be intoxicating. When the kiss passed we 
moved back into position, cuddling slightly without being too attached just as my Mom looked in on us.  
 
My breath and heart raced, worried that we hadn't moved soon enough, that we had been busted. 
Instead of the exclamation that I had been sure of, my mother disappeared back in and I sighed in relief, 
sagging against Levi. His chuckle was distinctly male; the type of laugh that they give when they know 
that it was their actions that had caused the tension. The type that makes you smile and blush a bit. Two 
more peeks from my parents went past as we re-focused on the movie. Finally it was too much for Levi 
and he began to play with my hand and shoulder again before moving to something a bit more intense. 
Instead of my lips though, he leaned in to my neck, stooping slightly to reach his destination.  
 
His lips were slow, sensual before his tongue joined the assault, making me light headed as my breathing 
increased. My fingers pressed into his hand and jeans as my teeth captured my lower lip. It was 
delicious, but more than that was the idea that it was happening with my parents in the other room, 



waiting to catch us. It intensified the feeling, made them more intoxicating as I leaned my body to give 
him better access. His hand pulled on mine, drawing his fingers up my wrists to tease the skin with them 
and my body turned to jelly.  
 
The next jerk of my stomach doesn't come from him though, but from a rough noise that sounded like 
sand paper scratching up a brick, a rip of sound that causes both of us to look and find my Dad, staring 
with a look of serious disapproval. The heat from the blush almost scalds me, and realizing that I was 
caught, I pulled back a bit from Levi and tried to communicate my chastisement with my facial 
expression. After a healthy stare my Dad disappeared back into the kitchen, but the air of the encounter 
changes between Levi and me. While we don't pull completely apart, I reclaimed my hands and held 
them in my lap despite the itch to go back. His own fingers on my shoulder stayed still and his hand 
went a bit lax until eventually, the strain to behave becomes too much and we opt to take the easy way 
out.  
 
Standing up smoothly, Levi held his hand out to me, pulling me to my feet beside him without a word. 
Slowly I walk him to the door, biting back words of apology when I know that while it wasn't my fault I 
was very sorry that it had to end so soon. I saw the same in his posture, but also saw the amusement as 
he turned back to me with a smile. Despite the taboo on it now, he leans down to kiss me again. It's a bit 
longer than the very first he had given me upon arrival, but less intense than the ones that we shared on 
the couch. After pulling back he said softly, "Bye", winked then left. I closed the door behind him and 
just watch as he jogs down the five steps covered by peeling blue paint to the slightly broken concrete of 
the sidewalk. He continued to walk, stopping slightly before disappearing out of sight, turned to give me 
a slight wave before disappearing completely.  
 
Despite knowing he was gone I waited, trying to plan how to handle my parents and finally decide 
against it. Perhaps if I snuck up the stairs I could have avoid it and them until they forget what they had 
seen. It was only when I had turned around that I had realized that I just wasn't that lucky. 


