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Chapter Twenty- Six

All I’ve Got to Do

Katie emptied the last box on her bed, methodically putting things back in their original places.  As she broke down the last box, she sighed contentedly.  It’s good to be home!  She piled the stack of used boxes in the hall and was preparing to return the luggage to the basement when she remembered that she would soon need to pack for her trip to England.  Selecting the largest of the suitcases to keep in her room, she slid it under her bed for later use, and then went to work on clearing the hallway.  It was past midnight by the time she finished and all she had energy left for was a quick shower before bed.  As a precaution, she decided to check on her father before getting into the shower.  She went to his bedroom door and rapped her knuckles gently on the wood in case he was already asleep.

“Come in, sweetheart,” he answered from the other side.

Pushing the door open, she smiled when she saw him sitting up in bed, reading a book.  Indicating the reading glasses he was wearing, she joked, “Careful, Daddy, your age is showing!”

He laughed along with his daughter, his heart warmed by the way that she’d called him ‘daddy.”  Like so many kids do, she had stopped calling him “daddy” and started calling him “dad” months ago, and it didn’t go unnoticed.   Sadly, Kevin had interpreted it as yet another small indication of the many ways his little girl was growing up.  “Your turn will come one day, my dear, just remember that!”

She merely smiled in response.  “I was going to grab a shower, but I wanted to make sure you were okay first.”

“I’m fine sweetie, you go ahead and do what you need to.”

“You sure?”

“I’m sure.”

“Okay,” she replied, but, as she started to leave, she remembered something she’d wanted to confirm, “What time is the nurse coming tomorrow?”

“She said to expect her around lunchtime,” he replied without looking up.

“I hate when people do that!  I mean, what time is that, you know?  I don’t know why they can’t just give a time!” she ranted.

Kevin just listened in bemused silence, “Do you have plans for tomorrow or something, Kate?”

“Well…no,” she hesitated.  “It’s just the idea of it that annoys me!  You know, a…watchamacallit….”

Removing his glasses, Kevin look at his daughter quizzically, “Come again?”

“You know…a-a…pet peeve!” she looked relieved to have found the phrase she was looking for.

“Ah, I see,” Kevin replied as he replaced his glasses and went back to his book.

“I’ll just leave both of our doors opened a crack so I’ll hear you if you need me.”

“Sweetheart, you really don’t have to worry.  I’m settled in for the night.”

“Yeah, well, you never know…it’s just in case.”

“Alright, Katie…if you like.”  Kevin understood how traumatic his accident had been for Katie.  If it made her feel more secure leaving the doors open, then, he figured, so be it.

She nodded and, leaning over, gave her father a kiss.  “Goodnight, Daddy.”

“Goodnight, sweetie.  Sleep tight.”

She left the room, carefully leaving the door slightly ajar as she said she would and entered the bathroom to take her shower.

Less than twenty minutes later, Katie had showered and changed into her nightgown.  She was across the room towel-drying her hair when the phone rang.  Startled at first, she practically made a dive across her bed to answer it before it could ring again and wake her father.  “Hello?”  She heard the familiar flat intonation of the overseas operator, “London calling….”  After squaring away the operator, the next voice she heard was a welcome one.

“Hullo, gorgeous!”  George greeted her sweetly.

“Hey you!” she replied, a smile spreading across her face the instant she heard George’s voice.  

Reclining on her bed, she asked, “So what are you up to?”

“Not much….just relaxing after all the madness with the Fan Club here in London.”

“Oh yeah!  How’d it go?  Were there a lot of fans?”

“Were there a lot of fans….” George repeated.  “Well, I was told there were about three thousand give or take a few hundred!”

“Wait a sec!  You shook hands with three thousand fans?!”

George laughed at her reaction.  “Yeah….it was a bloody fiasco, so it was!  Katie, fer the concert they put us up on a stage they’d made special-like, and they put a steel cage around us!  We felt like sodding animals in a zoo!  And the fans!  They were pushing from the back so the ones in the front were pressed up against the contraption.  John said that if they were pushed much harder, they’d come through as bleeding chips!”

Katie simultaneously winced and laughed at the image that George was describing.  “Oh!  It sounds just awful!”

“Well, it wasn’t much fun, I can tell ya that!  We weren’t half furious!  Bleedin’ idiots!  That wasn’t what we’d agreed to!”

“Aw, I’m so sorry, George!  I wish you’d had a better day!”

“Yeah well…,” he said allowing the subject to fade out.  “Enough about me.  How are you and yer dad?  Ya get settled back home?”

“Oh yeah….Everything went really well.  Mr. Clancy and Gordon came along to pick my dad up from the hospital and help with all the luggage and equipment and stuff.  Oh, and Jeannie and her mom, bless their hearts, brought all of my stuff back to the house for me while I was in St. Louis….”

George cut in, “Aye, they were glad ta be well rid o’ ya!” he joked.

“No they weren’t!  And that was really sweet of them to do that!” she laughed as she argued defensively

“An’ the nurse?”

“Tomorrow.  I cleaned out the spare room for her to move right in to.  Amazing how much junk one accumulates!” 

“Well, it sounds like everything is all taken care of then.”

“Uh-huh.  You know, George, it really is terribly sweet of you to hire that nurse to take care of Dad.  I really don’t know how we would have managed it all.”

“It was my pleasure, luv,” George replied softly.  “I wish I could do more.”

“You’ve done more than enough, George.  Really, you’ve made things worlds easier for us.  I can’t tell you how grateful I am.”

“Well….When ya get here, you can show me how grateful ya are!” he replied saucily, making Katie giggle.

“Pig!”

“What?!  It’s been almost a whole three months since I had you – I mean – saw you last….”

“George!”

“….an’ I’m just looking forward to…er…seeing you again!”

“You’re incorrigible!”

“Whatever that means!”  The two laughed softly, the lull in their conversation allowing both ample opportunity to remember the time they’d spent together.  Then George suddenly asked, “‘ey Kate?”

“Hmmm?”

“Tell me what yer wearing,” he asked in a softly seductive voice.

“What?  Why?”  Katie laughed.

On the other end of the line, George smiled at the idea that had taken hold.  “Just tell me.”

“A nightgown, silly.  It is the middle of the night here, you know!”

Pausing for a moment, George whispered huskily, “Take it off.”

Katie froze.  What?!  What is he up to?  Still smiling, but matching his tone, she asked, “Why do you want me to take it off?”

“Coz I want to make love to you.”  There was silence on the other end of the phone, and George, smiling madly, found himself wishing he could see the expression on Katie’s face.

After an extended pause, Katie decided to play along.  “Hold on,” she whispered.  

She went to her bedroom door, pausing a moment to listen for any sound from her father’s room.  Hearing nothing, she gently closed the door and needlessly locked it.  Going to her window, she pulled the curtains closed, and, for good measure, went to her table and turned off the light.  Lit only by a shaft of moonlight peeking in through the top of the window, she stood in the darkened room, and pulled the gown up and over her head.  Lying back naked on the bed, she picked up the receiver, and softly said, “Okay.”

“It’s off?”  There was no trace of the earlier silliness in his voice.  Whatever they were playing at, he was playing for real.

“Yes.”

“Panties?”  His voice sounded huskier.  Katie recognized the tone, and it excited her.

“No,” she whispered in reply.

“Yer naked?”

“Yes,” she answered self-consciously.  She could hear George moan softly and knew immediately what he was doing.  The idea quickly shifted from embarrassing to arousing.  

As he slowly stroked his shaft, he instructed her, “I want you to imagine that I’m touching you….Your hand is mine….And you are to do exactly as I say….Do you understand?”

“Yes.”

“Okay….I’m running my hand through your hair….and now down your face….my fingers touching and tracing your lips…,” her one hand holding the receiver, Katie raised her other to her hair and did exactly what George was saying.

“….Now I’m running my hand over your throat and down to your breasts….I caress them and squeeze them, my fingers are teasing your nipples….”  

He waited for a few minutes, imagining he was doing this to Katie – imagining Katie doing this to herself.  

“….My hand runs down your body and between your legs….” He smiled when he heard Katie gently gasp on the other end, his member growing even more rigid in response.   It was a struggle to keep his pace slow and measured, but he knew he would have to if he wanted to climax at the same time as Katie.

“I start gently rubbing you – softly at first, then harder as I feel you becoming more excited….”

“Oh George…,” she moaned softly, remembering when George touched her exactly this way with his hands, his fingers, his mouth.  She bit her lower lip as her hips rose up off the bed and her head pushed back more deeply against the pillow.

“Now….I slip my finger inside you….”  Again, he heard her gasp.  He knew he would have to speed things up, or he was going to reach orgasm before her.  

“Tell me how wet you are,” he whispered urgently, suppressing the desire to quicken the pace of his strokes.”

Katie gave in to the fantasy, “Oh God, baby, I’m so wet for you…,” she moaned. 

He almost lost it then and there.  “M-My finger’s still inside you and I’m rubbing you harder and faster….”  

He was starting to climax.  “Ah, Katie, I want ya to come fer me, baby girl.” 

Long spurts of fluid shot out on his abdomen and chest as he continued to implore, “Do it, luv….Come fer me, baby!” 

 She recognized the urgency in his voice and knew that he was coming.

He cradled the receiver against his shoulder, his one hand continuing to pump furiously as he slipped the middle finger of his other hand into his mouth, imagining he could taste her.

“Oh God!” he heard her gasp.  

“Oh George…,” she moaned, and he knew she, too, had reached orgasm.

Katie lay perfectly still as the last shudder of her orgasm subsided and her breath and heartbeat slowed.  Like most teenage girls, Katie had touched herself before, and it had been pleasurable, but she never experienced anything like this on her own.  For that matter, the first orgasm she’d ever had had been with George.  It had never even occurred to her that she could do that to herself.  It took George to show her, and, for that, she felt tremendously grateful.

“Ya still there?” George asked.  She could just tell he was smiling.

“Mmm-hmmm.”

“Y’alright?”

“Oh yeah,” she replied, and they both erupted in giggles.

“Well, this has been quite a conversation!”

“It certainly has.  We really should have more of these.”

“Yeah?”

“Yeah.”

“Ya liked that, then?”

“Mmm-hmmm.”

“Me, too.  Of course, it would be better if we didn’t have an entire ocean separating us.”  

“Well, that’s a given.”

“Soon enough, though, eh luv?”

“Just a week away!” She grew giddy at the thought.  “Did you like this?”

“Yeah…it was nice,” he replied, then he asked, “Kate?”

“Hmmm?”

“I’d love to watch ya do that.”

Watch me?  He wants to watch me masturbate?  Oh God, I’d die of embarrassment!  I can’t do that!  Still…we’ve done a few things I never imagined I’d do before.  “Uh…maybe.”

“You’ll think about it?” he pushed.

“Yeah, I’ll think about it,” she agreed.  There was a pause in their conversation.  “I feel really sleepy now,” she laughed.

“Ah, well, I s’ppose I should let ya get some sleep then, eh?”

“Yeah.  You’ll call tomorrow?”

“Of course, luv,” he answered, then added, “The same conversation?”

She laughed, “Absolutely!”

“Right.  G’night then, baby…I love you.”

“I love you, too, George…good night.”  She hung up the phone and slowly sat up in the bed, unsuccessfully scanning the room for her nightgown.  Giving a yawn and a stretch, she mentally shrugged - who’s gonna see me anyway? – and she stood to pull back the covers, sliding beneath them and snuggling down in her own bed for the first time in more than a month.

She lay on her back looking out of the window at the moon.  It was comforting to think that the same moon shone down upon George in England.  The thought of George reminded her of what they’d just done, and for the first time since hanging up, she felt the initial flush of embarrassment.  However, the more she thought about it, the embarrassment once more gave way to excitement.  She liked the way he had talked to her – the way he taken charge – the things he’d imagined himself doing to her.  She imagined for a moment that he spoke to her even more explicitly, her musings causing her hips to lurch forward involuntarily.  She really liked the fact that she now knew how to bring herself to orgasm.  Her eyes still on the moon, she slipped her hand underneath the covers and imagined once more it was George’s.

