The Reckoning

(© 2009)

by Terri
Chapter Two

Upon returning to the Warwick following the concert, Abby and the other two girls waited for the boys in the outer sitting room, along with countless visitors, both famous and unfamiliar.  Having just witnessed the historic concert – the largest ever - everyone was in high spirits, aided, no doubt, by the copious amount of alcohol available.  Weaving her way through the crowded room, she claimed a free wingback chair in a far corner where she could keep an eye on the door and watch the crowd milling about, meeting and greeting.
Twenty minutes later, she heard a commotion coming from the corridor while the sitting room fairly sparked with a renewed energy, and she knew that the boys had finally arrived. It both amused and repulsed her to see the way the crowd converged upon the Beatles as they entered the room.  Unsure if Paul would even try to seek her out, Abby kicked off her shoes, and tucked her legs beneath her, settling comfortably in the chair.  She waited patiently as she watched the room and sipped her Chablis.  Hell, even if he is looking for me, it will take him ages to get over here what with these swarming sycophants grabbing his attention this way and that.
Peering through the mass of people, she attempted to find where Paul was in the room.  She heard him before she saw him, and he must have spotted her right about the same time as she heard him call to her, “’ey!  Abby!”  
Looking in his direction, she saw him hold his hand up, indicating she should give him a minute to make his way over.  Show time!  Smiling sweetly, she gave a brief wave to let him know she’d understood him.  She watched as he tried to shuffle around the revelers and politely pull away from the numerous admirers who continuously latched themselves onto his arm.  Glancing in her direction, he smiled wryly and gave an exaggerated roll of his eyes.  As he drew closer to where she sat, he exclaimed, “There y’are!  I was wonderin’ where ya got to!”  Leaning down, he gave her a lingering kiss she wasn’t prepared for. She realized he must have felt her tense when he straightened and, with a faltering smile, looked at her curiously and asked, “Alright, Abby?”  Forcing a smile, she replied, “Of course, silly!”  Then, reaching up, she grabbed hold of his jacket’s lapel and pulled him to her in a deep kiss. Leaning back then, she searched his face for any trace of his previous apprehension, but found none.  Instead, his eyes glazed over and his full lips curved in to a half-smile she imagined many girls found sexy.  Mission accomplished! Grateful that she was able to cover her faux pas so quickly, she vowed to be more cautious in the future.  While his face was still close to her’s, she suggested flirtatiously, “Listen, baby….why don’t you sit here, and I can just sit in your lap, hmmm?”
Crouching down beside her, his smile widened just a bit as he covertly ran a finger up the side of her breast.  “I’ve got a better idea….why don’t the two of us slip off to me room fer a quick shag first, eh?”

“What?  And leave your party?  These people are all here to see you guys, you know…to breathe the same air!” she chastised mockingly.

 “Ah, sod ‘em!” he answered softly, still smiling.  “They’ll still be here when we’ve finished.”  Without waiting for a response, he took her hand and gently pulled her up from the chair.  Moving quickly through the crowd, he led her out of the room and down the corridor to his room.
Their “quick shag” lasted more than an hour.  Afterwards, Abby reclined against Paul’s chest while he laid back on a pillow propped against the headboard.  The two shared a cigarette in silence.  After several minutes, Paul, reached up, and running his fingers through her long brown hair, said quietly, “Y’know, I like being with you, Abby.”

Turning her head toward him, she asked coyly, “Do you?” 
“Mmmm….yeah, I do, really.”

“And just why is that?” she pushed.

She could hear him exhale the smoke over her head.  “Oh, I don’t know….I s’pose it’s because yer really…well, yerself.”

“Who else would I be?” she laughed.

Paul smiled indulgently.  “What I mean is…a lot or girls I…er, meet on tour seem to only want to talk about the bloody Beatles or how much they love me --”
“Oh yeah, I can see why that would be so irritating!” she teased.

Paul laughed good-naturedly. “Nah, what I’m saying is that they don’t seem to able to talk about anything else.  I reckon that’s what I’m getting at….I like talking to you.”

“In between all the sex, you mean!” she taunted with a giggle.

“Oh aye….yeah, that’s quite alright as well, wouldn’t you agree?”

Jokingly, Abby held her hand out palm down and shook it side to side with a noncommittal “Hmmm….”

“Oi, you!” he exclaimed in mock indignation.  “I haven’t heard you complain!”

“Well, not to you…,” she taunted.

“Really?  To who then?” he asked, playing along.

Putting her finger to her lip thoughtfully, she answered, “Uh…now what paper did that guy say he wrote for…?”

The two of them laughed easily.  Wrapping both of his arms around her, he squeezed her gently, kissing the top of her head.  The gesture caught her off guard.  Sexual advances and innuendos she could handle, but she simply didn’t know how to deal with those moments when he’d turn affectionate and tender.  She needed to see him as a womanizer…a heartbreaker…a monster. Mentally conjuring the image of her sister as she’d last seen her, Abby allowed the coldness to wrap its hateful tendrils around her heart, effectively dousing any warmth she might have felt toward Paul.
Sitting up suddenly, she swung her legs over the edge of the bed.  Paul reached for her arm before she could stand.  “Where are ya going?” he asked in surprise.

“I want to get a shower before we go back out there,” she answered impassively.

Paul thought he’d sensed a change come over her, but he was unsure if he was imagining it or not.  “Hang on, I’ll come with ya.”  He was already up and out of bed before she had a chance to object.

In the tiny bathroom, he turned the shower on and adjusted the temperature while Abby stood naked before the mirror, pinning up her hair.  Sitting on the closed toilet, Paul scanned her body appreciatively.  Placing his hands on her hips, he turned her to face him.  “Ya really are a beautiful girl, Abs!  I’m glad we met.”
There it is again!  Jesus!  If I didn’t know better, I’d swear he was being sincere!  As she gazed into his eyes, a disturbing thought occurred to her.  Could he actually mean it?  She didn’t want to think about it.  Questions could lead to doubt….doubt could lead to confusion….confusion could lead to guilt….and guilt could keep her from doing what she came to do.  Steeling herself against the barrage of emotions, she murmured, “Me too, Paul….let’s get in the shower now, huh?” 

Perplexed at the change in her demeanor, Paul shrugged to himself and followed her into the tub.  Wordlessly, they showered in turns.  When she finished, Abby stepped out just as he was rinsing off.  Reaching for a towel, she dried herself, offering him a towel when she heard the water stop running.  He took it with a soft, “Ta, luv.”  Just as she was about to head back into the bedroom, Paul leaned out of the tub, and gently grabbed her arm.  “Abs….did I say or do something that upset you?”
“No, why?” she replied coolly.

“Er…I don’t know…ya just seem to be acting sort of…off…suddenly.”

Think quickly, Abigail!  With a deprecating smile, she replied, “I’m sorry, Paul.”  Going to him, she wrapped her arms around his neck.  “It’s just that I have to go home for the night --”

“Do ya really have to?” Paul asked, disappointment coloring his tone.
“I do,” she responded apologetically.  “So, you see, I just hate the idea of having to share you with all those people out there at the party.”
“So ya just had a sulk on, eh?” he goaded affably.
“Yeah, I guess,” she laughed.

Relieved, Paul grinned widely, pulling her closer.  “Listen, luv, I’ll tell ya what….we don’t have to stay out there long, eh?   We’ll just go out fer a bit, say hello, then sneak away….what d’yer say?”
“I say that sounds wonderful!” she said, stretching up and planting a quick kiss on his lips.

“Great!” he exclaimed.  Glancing down at the towel wrapped around his waist, he arched his brows and said, “Reckon we’d best put some clothes on first, though?”

“Unless you really want to give the press something to write about!” she smirked, adding, “You go on ahead, Paul – I’ll be right out.”

“Right then.”  Leaning down he returned the peck on her lips and left the bathroom, hearing the door close behind him.

As he walked toward the closet, his foot tangled in something, causing him to both trip and stub his toe.  Yelping in pain, he dropped onto the edge of the bed and swore profusely while he rubbed the injured toe.   Once the throbbing had alleviated, he looked around the floor for the offensive item.  He found it lying next to the bureau from where, he assumed, it must have dropped.  Abby’s purse! Picking it up from the floor, he hoisted it a couple of times, marveling at the weight of what lay hidden within. ….but what the hell does she have in here that’s so heavy?!  With a furtive glance at the bathroom door, he debated only a moment before curiosity got the better of him and he unzipped the bag and peeked inside.  What the fuck…?!
