Day 4-Love interest[Type here]		Stella Nahatis
Two long whistles followed by a short one announced that Nikos was close by. I could picture him looking in the opposite direction of where I was as to not attract attention to me. In 1963 in Greece, girls were not allowed to date. Any communication with a boy that was not a relative was taboo. It was an unfair rule because it did not apply to boys. Boys did not get in trouble at home if their indiscretion was revealed.
I suppressed my desire to dash to the direction of the whistle sound. Excitement consumed me with the knowledge that I would see him. When I reached him, he shifted his head, almost rolling upward toward our secret meeting place. Teenagers had figured out their own language to communicate for the clandestine and forbidden rendezvous. 
Nikakis, the diminutive of Nikos, walked in the opposite direction. But I knew he would be at the soccer field behind the abandoned building. As I approached the building other impermissible couples came to view with enough distance between them for privacy. They were in various stages of contact. I tried to avoid looking at the couples who were kissing or in a tight embrace. I did not have to wait for the soft version of Nikakis’ whistle. I spotted his almost two meters tall slender figure when I reached the building.
“Come here Amerikanaki” he reached for my hand before I could get close to him. When he whispered Amerikanaki, the diminutive of American, he followed it with a sucking-in-air sound. I loved hearing that sweet soft sound. A sound I only heard from him. Of course, maybe all boyfriends did that. At fifteen, my first experience with a boy I didn’t have the criteria to compare. It was our second time together. My cousin who was as inexperienced as I was in the dating field had given me advice. “Be careful he is older, and we heard rumors he has gone out with other girls.” I wasn’t even in high school; he was a junior. I was a visitor in Greece, and I had a feeling the allure of America may have played a role in his interest in me. I didn’t care about that. I was attracted to him from the moment I saw him performing with his class during a Mardi Gras parade. He stood out above the crowd. He was the lead in the line dances. He moved with agility that was provocative. I told my cousin I had to meet him.
“So, Amerikanaki,” was followed by the slurping sound. “How long will you be with us?”
He had both of my hands in his. I didn’t know what to do with the fluttering in my stomach, I wanted to behave like a junior. I assumed he expected that. I looked up into his eyes and I was sure he could tell I was nervous. 
“Until the end of the summer.” I managed to say.
He let go of my hands. He put his arms on my shoulders, bend down, and planted his mouth on my lips.
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