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Chapter Seventeen

Please, Please Me

George gently took the house key from Katie’s hands as she withdrew it from her purse.  Unlocking the door, he then handed the key back to her.  “How chivalrous!” she teased.  George just smiled in response.  He was feeling somewhat distracted since their conversation in the car.  When Katie had asked him how he felt about her, he’d debated telling her the truth.  In the silent moments she awaited his answer, he was remembering an earlier conversation with Louise…. 

Peter had gone with Gordon into Eldorado that morning, the kids were playing at a neighbor’s, and it was only he and Louise in the house.  George was sitting at the kitchen table reading the newspaper Gordon had left behind, and Lou was clearing away the breakfast dishes.  Having finished her chore, she fixed them another pot of tea and sat down with him at the table.

“Er…George?” she started, prompting her youngest brother to glance up over the top of the paper with his brows raised in question.  “There’s something we need to talk about, luv.”

She seemed somewhat uneasy, so George folded the paper and set it aside.  “What is it, Lou?” he asked with concern.

“It-It’s about…Katie,” she replied, keeping her eyes averted.  Whatever it was that had her concerned was clearly something she felt very uncomfortable discussing with him.  George had a sinking feeling that he knew what was coming next.  

“What about her?” he asked cautiously.

“George…I’m ever so glad that you and Katie get on so well,” she rambled quickly, “…and I’m sure that has helped to make your visit more enjoyable…”

“But…,” George pressed.

“But…I’m a bit worried, George…about Katie.”

“Why?” he laughed.  “Don’t you trust me?”

Louise smiled sadly at him.  “No.”

George stared at his sister in shock.  “No?” he asked, laughing in disbelief.

“Listen, George, you’re a healthy young man with an eye for a pretty girl.  You’ve your wild oats to sow, and I’m sure being a Beatle makes for rather…interesting opportunities.  I understand all that, and I’m not judging, please don’t misunderstand.  But Katie…well…Katie is so young, George, and she’s completely taken with you!” She paused, then added, “She told me, George, that’s she’s in love with you.”

For several seconds, George stared blankly at Louise.  She was initially relieved, thinking that George understood the seriousness of the situation, but, then, a smile slowly spread across his face.  “Did she?” 

Realizing her mistake, Louise’s demeanor grew stern.  “I don’t think you understand, George!  She is a fifteen year old girl – you’re not that far from twenty-one. She’s a schoolgirl, George – and then there’s the practical side of things… She lives here in Benton - and will for at least several years to come – you’re thousands of miles away in London.  Have you thought about what will happen to her when you go home, George?”  Louise checked herself just then, noticing that he appeared to not be listening.  She felt that she had to make him understand.  At the very least, she knew she had to try.  Pushing her chair back from the table, she stood and began pacing the kitchen as she continued to make her case.  “Do you truly believe, George, that you’re going to return home and continue carrying on a love affair with Katie four thousand miles away?  Do you?”

At last, George looked up at his sister.  “I’d like to ‘ave a go…,” he countered weakly.

Louise was growing more agitated and frustrated.  “And if ‘having a go’ isn’t enough?  You’re just going to break her heart?  Is that it?”  

George looked down at his hands loosely folded on the table in front of him.  “I would never hurt Katie,” he murmured defensively.

Louise slid back into her seat.  Reaching across the table, she laid her hand upon her brother’s and said more calmly, “Not on purpose, George, I’m sure.  But this is an impossible situation.  Eventually someone is going to get hurt, and, most likely, it’s going to be Katie!”

Running a hand through his hair, George sighed heavily, “Look, Lou….Does anybody ever know how things will turn out?  It’s a chance we take when we fall in love, ya know?”

Louise looked over at George in surprise, “When we fall in love…?  Is that what you said, George?  Are you telling me that you’re in love with Katie?”

Again, he stared wordlessly at her, biting his lower lip in contemplation.  It sounded strange to him to hear it said aloud, but he realized at that moment that it was true, no matter how many arguments Louise thought up.  He hadn’t meant to say it.  He hadn’t even meant to imply it.  But…there it was.  I love Katie.  I do.  And I know Lou’s right.  It’s ridiculous!  What am I gonna do with a fifteen year old girlfriend?  An American fifteen year old girlfriend at that!  It is impossible.  But that doesn’t change a thing….

Leaning back in her chair, Louise sighed, “Oh George!  I do hope you know what you’re doing….”

Although George didn’t respond, he thought to himself:  So do I!

Pausing for a moment in the darkness of the living room, George saw Katie silhouetted by the dim nightlight glowing from the kitchen.  She was carefully making her way through the living room and kitchen toward the hallway.  He knew there was no turning back now.  He’d gone and confessed to Katie that he loved her, and she responded that she loved him, too.  That much was done and couldn’t be undone.  The question was how to proceed from here.  Katie thought she had the answer, and George desperately wanted to believe it was the right answer, but Louise’s word kept coming back to him:  She is a fifteen year old girl - a schoolgirl - this is an impossible situation.  Eventually someone is going to get hurt, and, most likely, it’s going to be Katie!”  But then he heard Katie:  “We make love….” The last thing he wanted to do was hurt Katie, yet he couldn’t deny the potential truth of Louise’s concerns.  What was he to do?  Finally, his own words came back to him:  “I love you…that’s how I feel!”  And, decided, he followed Katie through the darkened house and into her bedroom, closing the door behind them.

Katie rooted through the bottom drawer of her dresser while George looked on curiously.  Withdrawing the bottle of wine, she handed it to him along with the cork screw.  “You’d better do this part,” she smiled, “I don’t think I’d be very good at it.”  Taking the bottle, he placed it on top of the dresser and proceeded to uncork the wine.  Pouring the burgundy into the two crystal glasses Katie placed next to him, he asked, “So, where did this come from?”

“My dad’s wine rack,” she replied, grinning guiltily.  George raised an eyebrow as he glanced at her balefully.

He moved to hand her the glass of wine, but paused and said, “ ‘ere, yer gonna want to get out of yer dress.”

Katie’s head reared back in surprise, “Huh?”

George suppressed the urge to laugh at her reaction.  “Ya don’t want to go spilling wine on yer fancy frock there, Kate, especially red wine.”

“Oh!” she answered in obvious relief.  “Yeah, ok….”  She pulled her robe from the hook on the back of the door.  “I’ll be right back,” she said with a shy smile, and she left the room.

Entering the bathroom, Katie closed the door and leaned against it with her eyes closed.  She hadn’t expected to feel this nervous.  It’s just George! she mentally chastised herself.  She had been feeling confident enough in the car, right after George told her he loved her, but now, she was feeling awkward and apprehensive.  Maybe the wine will help, she thought as she stepped out of her dress, hanging it on the hook in the bathroom for the time being.  Closing the lid on the toilet, she removed her shoes, stockings, and garter belt, stuffing the two latter items in a drawer until later.  She slipped into her robe and tied it, then removed the clip and flowers from her hair, running a brush through for good measure.  As she stepped off the rug and onto the cold floor, she noticed her slippers which were still in the bathroom from earlier that day.  Almost as an afterthought, she slipped her feet into them and headed back to her room.  

George was sitting on the side of the bed, adjusting the volume of her radio.  Closing the door, she went to the bed, and sitting on the opposite side, turned toward him.  He shifted himself so that they were facing one another, and held out the wineglass out for her to take.  “Your wine, Miss Kelly,” he joked, affecting a posh accent again.

“Why, thank you, Mr. Harrison!” Katie joked in return, taking the glass from him.  As she leaned forward, George caught a glimpse of the lace trim of her new bra and the swell of the breast it held, and stifled a smile.

“Ah…a toast, I say…,” he continued.

“OK,” Katie giggled.

“…To Homecoming Dances and lovely red-headed American girls with strange habits!”

“Here, here!” 

The two toasted one another and sipped from their glasses.  “Oh!” Katie exclaimed, jumping up from the bed.

“What?”

“I almost forgot to light the candles!”

“Candles, eh?”  George asked smugly as he reclined back on the bed.  Hmmm…wine, candles, and lacy personables…I’m starting to get the idea this was no happy accident!  he thought, and the thought pleased him immensely.  He watched her as she went around the room, using his lighter to light the small white candles one by one.  As she moved, her leg would flash through the gap where the robe came together. Noticing the way the satin material clung to her body, accentuating her breasts and the curve of her waist and hips, George felt himself grow hard.  He looked on in admiration.  He took in the way her titian hair flowed softly over her shoulders….the way her gown plunged low enough to expose her cleavage….he imagined himself untying the belt of her robe and letting it fall at her …FEET!  Almost choking on the mouthful of wine he’d just swallowed, George burst out laughing.  Katie turned and looked at him in bewilderment.

“What?”  she asked, but George just laughed harder.

“WHAT?”  She stood with her hands on her hips, looking very aggravated as he continued to laugh at her.

“Dammit, George!  What the hell is so damn funny?!” she demanded to know.

Sitting up and wiping the tears from his eyes, George tried his best to talk. “W-What the bloody ‘ell are THOSE?!!” He continued laughing as he pointed toward the floor in front of Katie.

Katie looked down, trying to determine what he saw that was so funny.  Suddenly, she realized. Oh my God!  What was I thinking? After all the hours of careful preparation…the wine, the music, the candles, the lingerie she’d spent an hour shopping for…she’d gone and slipped into her fuzzy pink bunny slippers – a birthday gift from Jeanie last year.  She looked up at George who was still laughing at her, her face growing hot with embarrassment.  “They’re my slippers…,” she explained lamely .

“S-Slippers?!  It looks like mad bunnies are eating ya from the feet up!”  George yelled, throwing himself into another fit of hysterics.  Katie’s embarrassment was giving way to indignation.  This is not how this night was supposed to go! she thought in frustration.  “What?  They’re comfortable!” she yelled defensively.

George struggled to bring himself back under control, but little chuckles kept erupting.  “Aw, luv!  Don’t be upset,” he said good-naturedly, “…tell ya what…cage up the bunnies, and come sit by me,” he patted the bed, grinning widely - glad he’d managed to get that all out without having another fit of giggles seize him.

Katie narrowed her eyes at him, but did as he asked.  As she saw him giggling softly, she snapped at him in a huff, “Oh…drink your wine, George!”

Pulling her back against him, George teased, “Ah, see that? Yer just trying to get me pissed so you can take advantage of me, aren’t ya?  C’mon, admit it!”

“W-What?  No!” Katie protested, oblivious to the fact that he was just teasing her.

“Well, let me tell you a thing or two, missy…,” he leaned in closely toward her… “You don’t ‘ave to get me drunk!”  

“You’re a riot, George!” Katie said sarcastically as George kissed her neck.  Pulling back, his smile turned pensive, and he grew more serious.  Running his hand through her hair, he gazed deeply into her emerald eyes.  Katie returned the smile, her nervousness mounting.   Oh God… this is it!  she thought as George took the wineglass from her hand and set it beside his on the bedside table.  Slipping his hand behind her head, he pulled her closer and kissed her again, leaning her backward onto the pillow.  

Pulling her legs onto the bed, she shifted her body into a more comfortable position.  One arm was pinned under George’s, her hand flat against his back. The other arm was propped loosely around his neck, her fingers entwined in his thick hair.  Katie willed her body to relax, reminding herself that this was no more than they had done at the drive-in, and she had quite enjoyed this part.  Yeah, but I wasn’t lying half undressed on a bed and alone for the night with him before! She tried to push the unwanted thought from her mind, but it was insistent.  And…I as good as promised him that we’d be going all the way!  Even at fifteen, Katie knew that a girl didn’t lead a boy on that way and then expect him to stop when she changed her mind.  There was a name for girls like that, and Katie didn’t want George thinking that she was a “tease.”  No…now I have to go through with it…no matter what….  

Her inner dialogue had only served to make her more nervous, so that when George slid his hand up her bare thigh, she actually jumped a bit.  Rising up to see her face, he asked with concern, “Ya alright, luv?”  She nodded mutely. Not wanting to spoil the mood, she then drew him toward her in a kiss while raising her body into his, eliciting a soft moan as he felt her hip press against his hardness.  He moved his hand from her thigh to the sash of her robe and untied it.  Parting the covering, he ran his hand up her torso and gently pushed the material from her shoulder, trailing kisses from her mouth, across her face, and down her neck.  Loving the sensation of his mouth, tongue, and teeth on her neck, Katie turned her head, exposing more flesh as she pushed the back of his head closer in invitation.  Taking the cue, George increased his attention, enjoying the physical response he was provoking.  

He shifted them both onto their sides with a small roll, and pushed the robe completely off her arm.  Katie froze.  No…wait…this is too fast!  Feeling the renewed tension in her body, George once again pulled up so he was looking at Katie face-to face.  “Kate?” Though he was half-smiling, confusion was clearly etched in his face.  She then began to panic for a different reason.  Please, no!  Please, George, don’t ask!  But the distress she tried to conceal was too obvious, and George pulled back a bit more, propping his head on his hand.  

“What is it, luv?” he asked gently, reaching out his other hand and running his fingers through her hair.

“N-Nothing,” she lied.  “Did I do something…wrong?”  

“No, Katie…no, not at all,” he stated emphatically, but she looked away, her embarrassment apparent.  

She’s not ready fer this…What the bloody hell made me reckon she was?  Christ, I was the first boy to really kiss her, so why did I expect she’d be ready to make love so soon? And I know it’s not just coz she’s afraid of losing her virginity.  I’ve shagged more than my share of virgins before, but I knew – I could just tell – they’d wanted it…they’d wanted a Beatle to be their first! Funny…I really never thought about it before!  If a girl offered a shag…who was I to question it?  I just did it…”pleasure to serve ya” and all that.   Oh, I was still gentle and tried to make sure they enjoyed it as well, but I never gave a second thought to it….never felt I had to….after all, I was never gonna see ‘em again!  But, with Katie…well…it’s different….I love her, and I want her to be sure.  I mean… even if we did it now, how’s she gonna feel later?  Will she regret it? Will she blame me?  Worse yet, will she hate me? But Christ!  Look at ‘er!  She looks so beautiful…so sexy…she did all this fer me tonight…just to please me…and I’ve wanted ‘er so much…so very much….

After a few moments silence, George finally spoke again.  “Baby, I want to ask you something, and I want you to tell me the truth, yeah?”  She nodded her head in agreement, even as she felt her heart sink.  “Why did you say you wanted to make love tonight?”  He tried to keep the challenge out of his tone.

“I told you, George, I love you!” she replied desperately.

“OK,” he smiled, “…but yer not answering me question, Kate.  Why?”

“Because…it’s what you wanted,” she replied meekly.

Without moving, George glanced away, “I see….”  Though he tried, he couldn’t keep the disappointment from his voice.  Once again, they lapsed into several moments of silence.  “I can’t do this, Katie,” he gently told her.

Katie’s head snapped up, as she looked at him in disbelief.  “WHAT?!”  

This is NOT happening!  Here I am lying half-naked, allowing him to as pleases – practically throwing myself at him -  and he’s telling me he “can’t do this”?!  

Her mind was reeling from the rejection, but all she replied was “Oh….”  

Feeling tears of humiliation stinging her eyes, Katie sat up and reached for the missing half of her robe.  Avoiding any glimpse of George, she pulled the robe back on and secured it with the tie.

“Kate?” he called to her tentatively.  Then, as she began to move from the bed, he reached out and grabbed hold of her arm, keeping her where she sat.  “Katie?  Please, luv, let me explain.”

“There’s no need, George,” she started, her voice quivering.  “I get it.  You only wanted me as long as you thought I didn’t want you.  I guess you just liked the challenge.  Well, congratulations…you win,” she finished as fat teardrops plopped onto the back of her hand. 

“I win? What do ya mean? What are ya talking about, Katie?  Christ girl!  I want you so badly, it hurts!  Really…it bleeding hurts!  Yer daft if ya think I don’t!”

She turned and looked at him, “Then why, George?”  Only when he saw the tears and hurt in her eyes did he fully appreciate the tremendous amount of courage it cost her to do what she had done, and his heart broke a little.  Reaching out, he softly brushed a tear from her cheek.

“Katie, if ye’ll just listen….I know how much this means to you….you think you’re ready to do this, but, baby, ya aren’t.”

“I was just nervous, George…” she interrupted.  He placed his finger against her lips to hush her.

“No, Katie,” he said kindly but firmly, “…yer not just nervous. Ya said as much yerself.  Yer doing this because you think I want it.”

“So, what’s wrong with that?  Don’t you?” she demanded defiantly.

George gave a soft laugh, “More than anything…but I don’t want you to make love with me just because you think I want it….When we do make love, Katie, I want it to be because you want it, too.”

“I don’t believe you’re doing this!” she exclaimed softly.

“Neither do I,” George murmured to himself.  Knowing he said something, but not knowing what, Katie looked at him in question.  He just waved the question away.

He wanted to make sure that she understood, so he tried to clarify it further.  “It’s just this, luv,” he said, cupping her face.  “Yer all set to do something yer not ready to do just because you love me, yeah?  Well, I’m set to not do something I am ready to do just because I love you. Do ya see?”

Katie considered his words for a minute, then asked, her voice breaking, “But what if you leave here, and I never see you again?”

George paused as if he’d been caught off guard. All traces of his prior gentleness were erased from his expression, replaced instead by an austerity that frightened Katie a bit.  His chocolate brown eyes appeared to grow several shades darker, and, when he spoke, the timbre of his voice grew even and intense.   “First of all, if that were to ‘appen, then I think ye’d be just as glad that you didn’t give yerself to me….”

“But…,”

“’ANG ON!” he yelled at her.  “I’m not quite finished…,” he added, lower but still sternly.  “Ya see…I’d think only a right prick would tell a girl ‘e loves ‘er only to shag ‘er and then run off his merry way to ferget all about ‘er.”

He paused a second time and just glared at Katie, who, by now, was too afraid to say anything at all.  When she said nothing, he continued, his voice still intense, but not quite as angry.

“So, I s’ppose the question is….Do ya really think that I would do that?  Coz, if ya do, Kate, then ya musn’t think very highly of me!”  The vehemence of his words led Katie to feel ashamed.  She could see that her doubt really hurt and angered him.

“Oh George, I’m so sorry,” she murmured.   Looking at him again, she added more honestly than she’d intended, “I’m just so afraid I’ll lose you forever!  I-I’ve never felt this way about anybody in my life!  It scares me to think that in less than two days, you’re gonna leave me, and, if it doesn’t work out with us, I might never feel this way again!”

Her sincerity and vulnerability softened his attitude toward her.  “Katie, I’m leaving America, not you…and even then, I’ll be in New York fer two days before going ‘ome.  Yer a clever girl, Kate, and I know that you know I can’t promise we’ll always be together.  But…what I can promise is that I will not go home and just forget you.  I’ve told you that I love you, and I do.  I wouldn’t say it if wasn’t the truth!  I want to try to make this work out between us…,” he gave another laugh, “I’ve no idea how, but I want to try, ok?”

His words brought her a small measure of reassurance.  “I guess so,” she answered dejectedly.  As the two of them sat in the early morning silence, Katie looked around the room she’d so carefully prepared in anticipation of this night, weighing all that George said. Breaking her contemplation, she asked him, “So…now what?”

George laid back against the pillow, pulling her toward him.  “Oh, you leave that to me!” he said with a wry grin, “There’s quite a bit we can do short of actually…erm…shagging.”

Looking at him, Katie couldn’t keep from smiling back at him, “You’ll have to show me these things, professor…,” she joked flirtatiously….And so George spent until the break of dawn doing just that.

