First Date
By C.L. Nemeth

We went dancing.  Hamburgers and Milk Shakes after.

Parked in front of her house, we sat and talked.  She scooted over next to me and, well, I took her into my arms and kissed her.  She drew back and began to cry.

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

“You kiss just like my old boyfriend.”

I took her to her door, bid her a good night, which I changed to Goodbye before I reached my car.
