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Chapter Five

I’ll Get You

Katie wrapped the large towel around her body and made her way down the dimly-lit hall toward her bedroom.  Opening the door, she instinctively raised her hand to flip the on the light switch, but froze midway as she noticed that the curtains on her window were still parted.  That, alone, wasn’t what caught her attention.  She often left them parted
since the only view from her window was Caldwell’s unoccupied spare bedroom.  Except, tonight, it wasn’t unoccupied.  

Taken off guard, Katie stood in her doorway and watched as George moved about the room in the opposite house.  Clad only in his blue jeans, he had just closed his empty suitcase and retrieved his guitar.  Reclining on propped pillows behind him, George was softly picking out a tune, oblivious to his exclusive audience.  Though thin as a rail, he had surprising well-defined muscles in his chest and arms.  Katie found herself wondering what it would feel like to be laying against that chest, those arms around her.  Falling deeper into her musings, it suddenly occurred to her that, should he look up, he might notice her silhouetted by the soft hall light behind her.  No sooner had the thought entered her mind than she took one backwards skip back into the hallway, pulling her bedroom door shut.  She stood in the hallway, still clutching the towel around her and considered what to do next.

She certainly wanted George to notice her, to see her as more than just a kid, but she didn’t want to appear obvious or “easy.”  It then dawned on her that this seemed like an opportunity tailor made for her purposes. She weighed her situation as she nervously chewed on her nail.  She knew that there was one thing she could do here, tonight, just on the other side of the door, that would ensure George would never look at her the same again, but… Do I have the nerve to go through with it?

She walked the few steps to the bathroom and switched off the light.  Walking back to her bedroom, she quietly opened the door and looked towards her window.  Disappointment flooded through her as she scanned the darkened room beyond.  Just then, an approaching car’s headlights briefly illuminated the familiar figure sitting in the window.  He was sitting on the sill, facing the backyard, one foot raised against the frame.  His face was raised toward the sky as if contemplating the stars, and, as the light receded, she could see the glowing tip of his smoldering cigarette.  Closing the door again, she returned to the hall and leaned up against the wall.  Wiggling her toes in the plush carpet, she debated the pros and cons of the idea that had taken hold. Remembering the humiliation and heartbreak of only a couple of hours before, she vacillated on the plan that was forming.  After a few minutes, she pushed away from the wall, took a deep breath to steady her nerves, and, nodding her head as if in assent to a silent question, opened her bedroom door, flicking on the light, and set about her task as if she had taken no notice at all of the young Englishman across the yard.

She crossed to her desk and flipped on the radio -  Etta James’ At Last poured out of the small box...Perfect!  Taking a bottle of lotion, she sat on the edge of her bed and poured the liquid into her palm.  After bathing, it was usual for her to massage lotion over her freshly shaved legs.  This time, however, all-but-certain George was watching, she took care to begin her ritual slowly and sensuously, including her arms and neck, lingering for a while as she smoothed the sweet smelling lotion over her collarbone and cleavage.  Glancing surreptitiously out the corner of her eye, she ascertained by the glowing ember of his cigarette that George was indeed watching her.  Right…here goes nothing…literally.  She stood slowly and moved to the mirror over her bureau.  Feeling slightly foolish, she raised her arms to the back of her head and removed the two large pins that held her hair up. Just as she’d seen in movies dozens of times, she shook her head slightly as her auburn curls cascaded down around her shoulders.  Then, turning slightly sideways from the window, Katie let the towel drop from her naked body. Modest by nature, Katie had to force herself to keep her movements deliberate and seductive.  She reached over to her bed and, picking up her white cotton nightgown, she pulled it over her head and down her body.  Leisurely, she walked around to the side of her bed and slipped in between the sheets.  Reaching over to the lamp on the end table, she allowed the strap of her gown to slip from her shoulder, and, with that, she switched off the light and laid down.  Without rising from the pillow, she turned toward her window.  Just as she did, she saw George’s cigarette being flicked out into the yard, knowing then for sure that he was watching the entire time. She smiled and closed her eyes to sleep.

