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Chapter Twenty-Nine

I Should Have Known Better

Katie laid against George’s chest and softly stroked his bare skin while he smoked a cigarette. His other arm was draped across her shoulders, his hand absently toying with the curls hanging over her back.  The two of them laid together in a comfortable silence for several minutes until George asked, “’twas a good flight then, luv?” 

Katie shrugged.  “Yeah, it was okay…except for getting stranded in New York City for four hours!”

“Well, ya weren’t stranded exactly, were ya?” he laughed at the way she often tended to 

over-dramatize a situation.

“Well, no…but it was a long wait!” she replied defensively.

Snuffing out the cigarette, George wrapped his other arm around her and pulled her closer as he slid down in the bed, “Ah, well, ya see, that’s only coz ya were in such a mad hurry to get to me!”

Katie laughed.  “Oh, you think so?”

“I do,” he said confidently.  “And why wouldn’t ya be?  I am quite a catch, ya know!”

“Hmmm, I read something about that as I recall!”

“Oh yeah,” he chuckled.  “Neil told me he had talked to ya about all the mania.”

“Yeah, he did.”  George picked up on the change in Katie’s tone.  Remembering what Neil told him regarding his concern about her reaction to “Beatlemania,” George bent his head sideways to better see her face.

“It will be alright, ya know, Kate.  We’ll keep ya safe,” he assured her.

“It’s not that….” she said slowly.

“No?  What then?” He asked with some concern.

“I-I’m not sure….I guess I didn’t…you know…get it.”

George’s brows furrowed in confusion.  “Get what?”

Katie sighed.  “Get…well, get that you were…you know…famous…I mean, really famous.”

“But I told ya so, Katie!” he laughed.  “What did ya think I meant?”

“I’m not sure…but…it wasn’t…that.”

George thought for a moment.  “Does this upset you?” he asked quietly.

“No!” Katie replied quickly. “No, not at all, George.  Please don’t think that!  It’s just – I don’t know – weird.”

“Well…as long as it doesn’t upset you,” he relented uncertainly.

Sighing, she tried to explain more clearly.  “It’s just that…well, I mean…you couldn’t meet me at the airport because you might get mobbed, and then I had to hide under a blanket in the back seat of the car driving here, and I couldn’t leave the apartment or answer the phone…,” she trailed off.  “I guess I’m just wondering how many other exceptions we’ll have to make just to be together.”

George clenched his teeth in response to what Katie was saying.  This shite might drive her away!  he thought angrily.  While he’d found it fun at first – all of the attention, especially from the girls, the constant invasion of his privacy was driving him mad.  Now, on top of everything else, he had to worry that Katie may find it all too much to put up with it….that he could lose her.  

“I don’t want you to worry about it,” he said resolutely.

She glanced up at him.  “But….”

“I’ll take care of it!” he snapped, prompting her to physically rear back and stare at him in shock.

Her eyes wide, she tried to placate him.  “Okay, George.  I didn’t mean to upset you. I was just answering your question.”

He’d felt regret the moment the words left his mouth, and, now, seeing Katie’s expression, he felt even more guilty.  Pinching the bridge of his nose to ward off a growing headache, he said softly, “I’m sorry, luv.  I didn’t mean to jump at ya.  Please make sure you do tell me if anything is bothering you.  I know it’s not going to be easy, Kate, but promise me we’ll make the best of it, yeah?”

“Okay, George,” she murmured.

Not really feeling much up to it, but wanting to make amends to Katie for any wounded feelings, George brightened and suggested, “’ey, what do yer say to us getting a bite to eat and hitting a few of the clubs, eh?”

“Now?  At this hour?” Katie asked in surprise, checking the clock by the bed.

“Sure,” George laughed.  “Things are just getting started now!”

Remembering the gaggle of girls outside and all that she’d read earlier that day about the crowds that flocked around the boys wherever they went, Katie ventured, “How about if we just stay in tonight?  I can fix us something to eat if you’re hungry.  I’ve missed you like crazy, and I’d rather just have you to myself tonight.”

“Are you sure?” George smiled hopefully.  The last thing he felt like doing was moving from the bed.

“I’m sure,” Katie replied with a smile.

Reaching out, he ran a hand through her hair, noticing that it had grown past her shoulders in the months since he’d last seen her.  “I’d love that, baby girl!”

“Great!”

“So…you’ve missed me like crazy, eh?”

“Yeah,” she giggled.

“And that’s a lot?”

“That’s a whole lot!”

“Well,” he grinned slyly, “…why don’t ya come on over here and show me exactly how much that is.”  

One thing led to another, and the young couple ended up making love several times that night, finally falling into an exhausted sleep in each other’s arms.

The next day, Katie awoke late in the morning.  Glancing beside her, she found George sleeping peacefully and was loathe to disturb him.  Unfortunately, his arm was draped over her midriff, and she desperately needed to pee.  Ever so slowly, she lifted his arm off of her body and slid sideways off the bed, very nearly falling on her bottom in the process.  Having escaped successfully without waking him, she stood shivering in the morning chill, guessing that George or Ritchie must have turned the heat down, or off altogether, and looked around for the shirt George had tossed away the night before.  Finding it on the floor near the bed, she slipped her arms into the sleeves and buttoned it almost completely, but the thin material did little to stave off the cold.  

Entering the bathroom, she closed the door quietly and practically ran to the toilet and emptied her bladder with blissful release, her eyes virtually rolling back in her head in relief.  I don’t care how frigging unromantic it is, next time…I pee before I go to bed!  she vowed.  Flushing the toilet, she went to the sink and washed her hands and face.  Spotting the toothpaste, she thought about searching her suitcase for her toothbrush, but was afraid of waking George.  Seeing his lone toothbrush propped in its holder, she mentally shrugged.  Considering his tongue’s been in my mouth, why would he mind my using his toothbrush? she reasoned.  

Feeling somewhat refreshed, she was about to leave when the tub caught her eye.  Briefly, she thought about having a bath, but dismissed the thought when she noted that a bathtub that large could more than comfortably hold two full grown people.  She decided to postpone a bath until George was awake and could join her.  Smiling at the thought, she left the bathroom.  

George hadn’t budged an inch in the time she was in the other room.  However, she realized, if they were to spend any time together this morning, he would need to wake up soon.  Katie thought he would appreciate waking up to a nice hot cup of tea, but wasn’t sure if they were alone in the flat.  Walking over to the door, she put her ear to it, trying to hear any noise that might be coming from the other rooms.  Hearing nothing, she quietly unlocked the door and opened it a crack, peering out into the hall.  All the other doors were closed, and the entire flat was silent.  We are alone! she thought happily, and, closing the bedroom door behind her, she walked out into the kitchen.  

Filling the kettle with water, she placed it on the stove and lit the pilot.  As she waited for the water to boil, she rooted through the cabinets for the teapot as well as the tea and sugar.  Once she’d found all the items she needed, she prepared the teapot and set out the cups and saucers.  Out of the corner of her eye, she spotted a large stereo cabinet on the far side of the living room.  Some music would be nice!  I wonder what the radio stations are like over here,  she thought, recalling George’s excitement over the sheer number and variety of radio and television stations in the US.   She walked into the living room and over to the console.  Lifting the lid, she gasped with delight when she saw the first album in the stack.  This must be the new one!  “With the Beatles” had been released in the UK the previous month, but wouldn’t be released in the US as “Meet the Beatles” until January.  With his hectic schedule, George hadn’t yet gotten around to sending a copy off to Louise and Katie. Excitedly, she placed it on the turntable, adjusted the volume to “low,” and set the needle on the record.  The opening strains of “It Won’t Be Long” filled the room.  

Just as the next song was starting, the kettle began to whistle and Katie ran for the kitchen to shut off the stove before the noise could wake George.  Pouring the water into the teapot, she left it to brew while she returned to the living room to sit on the floor in front of the stereo, listening to the new album, and reading its cover.  George looks so adorable!  God, he’s such a cute guy…and he’s all mine!  Flipping the cover over, she read through the list of songs, impressed at just how many John and Paul had written themselves.  Suddenly, she saw George’s name.  Kneeling up, she lifted the needle and counted the grooves to the fourth song – the one George had written.  She smiled with pride as she heard “Don’t Bother Me” for the very first time.  That’s so funny!  It’s just like him to write a “cranky” song!  she thought with a wide grin.

When the song finished, she let the rest of the album play on while she returned to the kitchen to fix the tea.  She was bent over, reaching into the refrigerator for the milk when she heard a voice behind her say, “I don’t s’pose there’d be an extra cup fer me in that pot, would there?”  Two thoughts immediately struck her, and they struck her simultaneously.  The first was….That’s not George!....and the second was….I’m not wearing any panties!  Shooting back to straighten up, Katie turned and found herself looking into a pair of huge blue eyes.  

“Ummm….hi!” she said, more than a bit rattled.

“Hullo!  You must be Katie?”  

She briefly considered denying it, but quickly figured out that wouldn’t work for long, so she just took Ringo’s outstretched hand and, smiling awkwardly, shook it, admitting, “Yeah…yeah, I am.  You’re Ritchie?”

“Yep, Ritchie, Ringo…I’ll answer to just ‘bout anything!” he replied with a lively grin.

Katie found his grin contagious as she quickly warmed to the friendly young man.  “Well, if it’s okay, I’ll just call you Ritchie then.”

“Fine with me!  It’s good enough fer me mum!” he laughed.

Waving her hand around the kitchen and toward the living room, she said, “I’m really sorry about all this.  I thought George and I were alone here.”

Ritchie shook his head dismissively, “Ah, don’t give it a second thought, luv.”  He was about to tell her how nice it was to come out to find a beautiful girl in his kitchen, but then reckoned explaining that would cause him – and George - more trouble than it was worth.

Painfully self-conscious over her attire, she very carefully reached up and opened the cabinet to withdraw a third cup and saucer. Pouring out three cups of tea, she pushed the cup, pitcher, and sugar closer to Ritchie. “There ya go!” she said.

“Ta, Katie.  George still asleep?”

“Mmm-hmmm.”

“Well, ye’ll want to be waking yer man up soon, we’ve got ta be at the theater by one.”

Katie looked over at him in dismay.  “That early?”

“Sorry, luv!” Ritchie confirmed sympathetically.

“Oh….I was hoping we’d have more time than that together this morning,” she said sadly.

It was Ritchie’s turn to look surprised.  “Are ya not coming with us then?”

“I don’t think so…but I don’t really know.  George didn’t say anything about it last night.”

“Ya might want to check with him then, Kate.  My understanding was you were ta be with us all day.  I could be wrong, though,” he warned.

Katie hurriedly fixed the two cups of tea and picking them both up, said, “I guess I’d better wake him and find out.  Would you mind getting the door, Ritchie?”

“Not at all!” he replied, following her down the hall and opening the closed bedroom door until she could enter with two cups of tea.

“Thanks, Ritch.” 

“Yer welcome, Katie.  I’ll see you later!” he said before closing the door behind her.

Placing one cup down on the nearest night table, she walked around the bed and set the second cup on the other table.  She was amazed to find George still in the same position she’d left him in.  Going back around to her side of the bed, she gently eased herself onto the mattress and sat staring at his face for several seconds.  Reaching over, she gently lifted a stray lock of hair out of his face, whispering, “My beautiful boy!”  She was a bit surprised when she saw George’s eyelids slowly flutter open.  

Seeing her perched on the edge of the bed, he smiled sleepily, “G’morning, gorgeous!”

“Good morning?  It’s almost afternoon!” she laughed.

“Is it?” he asked, stretching his arms out over his head and yawning.

“I’ve brought you a cup of tea,” she said, pointing to the tea left cooling on the night table beside him.

“Did you?  Fab! Ta, luv!” he said, sitting up and picking up the cup and saucer.  Leaning back against the headboard, he looked over at Katie and smiling, said, “This is nice….Coming home to you, waking up with you, having you serve me in bed….”

“Don’t get carried away!” she laughed.

He smiled again, and said more genuinely, “Nah, but really…it is nice, Katie.”  Reaching out, he covered her hand with his, and added, “I could get used to this!”

Katie bit her lower lip shyly, and replied, “So could I.”  They sat together in silence, enjoying each other’s company and drinking their tea.

“I must tell you, though,” George started with a serious expression, catching Katie off guard.  “…you look far sexier in my shirts than I do!”  He gave her that lopsided grin she’d grown to love, making her laugh.

“I ran into Ritchie while I was in the kitchen,” she said shyly.  George laughed, almost choking on the tea he’d just sipped.

“Like that?” he exclaimed, with a nod at what she was wearing.

Katie blushed, “Yeah.  It was my fault though.  I thought we were alone - I didn’t hear him.”

“Ah, that must have made his morning, luv!” George chuckled.

“Yeah, well…,” she trailed off and averted her eyes, feeling dreadfully embarrassed.  “Anyway, it was Ritchie who told me I should wake you up now.  He said you had to be at the theater by one o’clock?”

George leaned forward and glanced at the clock.  “Shit!” he swore as he threw the covers back and rose from the bed.  Moving toward his closet he started gathering his clothes for the day.  “I can’t believe I slept that long!  Then again,” he said, leaning down to kiss her as he passed her, “…you kept me up half the night, ya wanton hussy!”

“Listen here, you,” she joked in reply, “…that was your fault.  You wouldn’t keep your hands off me!”

George just smiled and winked at her.  “Fancy a bath, luv?”

“Do we have time?” Katie asked flatly, knowing that a bath would very likely turn into something more.

“Ah, there’s always time fer that!” George said playfully as he pulled her up from the bed.

Once they were in the bathroom, George leaned over the tub, plugging it and adjusting the water.  Straightening, he grabbed his can of shaving cream and started shaking it.  “Why don’t you go get yer clothes out while the bath is filling, Kate….That way we can just dress and go.”

Katie’s heart swelled, “Ya mean I am going with you?”

George laughed, “Well, it wouldn’t be too naff if ya weren’t!  I didn’t bring ya all this way ta leave ya sitting alone in an empty flat, ya silly girl!”

“Okay!” she said excitedly.  “Be right back!”  Running back into the bedroom, Katie threw open her suitcase and proceeded to make a mess of George’s bedroom looking for something appropriate to wear.  Settling on a brown plaid skirt and beige turtle neck sweater, she dove into the bottom of the case to find her brown knee socks and penny loafers.  Tossing the clothes on the bed to slip into when she’d finished her bath, she reached into a side pocket in the suitcase where she’d packed all of her hair accessories, and found her brown headband and brush.  Pausing for a moment, she went back to the case to grab a clip to pin her hair on the top her head so she wouldn’t get it wet in the bath.  She was unbuttoning George’s shirt as she returned to the bathroom.

“The bath should be ready,” George said as he finished shaving in the mirror.  Katie nodded and continued unbuttoning the shirt.  

It surprised her how comfortable George was walking around in the nude.  Even now, she felt some embarrassment at allowing George to see her naked. So, she quickly doffed the shirt and entered the bath, turning off the faucets once she was in.

“How’s the water?” he asked her, splashing water on his face over the sink to remove any trace of shaving cream.

“Fine,” she answered, watching him dry his face with the hand towel.

Tossing the hand towel onto the counter, he moved toward the tub.  “Right….Make room!”  he said, as he stepped into the tub behind her.  Once he was settled in, he put his arms around her waist and pulled her back between his legs.  Katie closed her eyes, and leaned back against his chest.  Bending down to kiss the top of her head, George whispered sexily as he stroked her breast, “I’d love to make love to you right now.” Feeling herself becoming aroused, she made contented little noises meant to encourage him.  “Unfortunately,” he continued whispering with a smile evident in the timbre of his voice “…we can’t as have to hurry or we’ll be late.”  

Her eyes shot open and she sat up and splashed him.  “You jerk!  That wasn’t very nice!”  

Laughing, George replied, “Sorry, luv…but if yer still interested later, there’s plenty of spots in the theater we can make use of!”

Picking up the soap, Katie quickly lathered herself and rinsed off.  Handing George the soap, she rose up out of the tub and dried herself before stalking off into the bedroom to dress.

Still laughing, George called after her, “Aw, luv…yer not really angry, are ya?”

To George’s surprise, Katie returned to the bathroom in less than two minutes, fully dressed.  “No.  I’m not angry,” she replied in a clipped tone as she ran the brush through her hair.  “After all, I’m sure there’s any number of young Englishmen who would be more than happy to entertain a young American girl all on her own in London!”

“Oh aye?” George asked as he rinsed off.  “And just where do ya plan to meet these ‘number of young Englishmen,’ eh?  You’ll be stuck in the theater with me all day!  Toss me that towel, luv?”

Katie purposely threw the towel at George’s face.  “Beg to differ, mister.  You’ll be stuck in the theater all day.  Me?  I can come and go as I please!”  She slid the headband in place and turned to leave just as George stepped out of the tub.  Grabbing her, he pulled her into him and kissed her roughly.  

“There’s only one young Englishman who’ll have anything to do with yer coming and going!”

“Ach, George!  You’re getting me all wet!”  Katie half-yelled, half-laughed.

“Am I?” he grinned wryly.  “Well….don’t ferget it!” he added suggestively..

A few minutes later, George, too, was dressed, and the two of them headed out into the kitchen.  Ritchie was leaning over the counter, reading a newspaper.  “Alright Ritch?” George asked.

“Not bad.  Alf should be here shortly…he’ll ring from the corner.”

“Right…good ol’ Alf!”  Turning to Katie George asked, “Ya hungry, luv?  I’m famished meself!”

“Yeah, I could eat,” she replied.

George opened and closed several cabinets then opened and closed the refrigerator.  Looking at Ritchie, he asked, “Why is it we never have food in this place?”

Ritchie shrugged, “We’re usually never around to eat it!”

“Oh, right,” George mumbled to himself.  “Sorry, pet.  We’ll have to get some food in, but we can grab a bite at the theater.  I’ll have Mal go get us something.  Will that be alright?”

“That’s fine, George,” Katie answered.  Just then, the phone rang, and Ritchie went to answer it.  Katie heard him saying, “Right…we’ll be down.”  Hanging up, he needlessly informed them that Alf would be arriving with the car within minutes.

George held Katie’s coat for her as she slipped into it.  “So ya really do like the coat?”

“Oh George!  Of course I do!  It’s beautiful!”  Ritchie looked at them quizzically, and Katie explained that George had sent her the coat for Christmas.

“I’m glad ya like it!” George smiled and kissed her.  

Rolling his eyes, Ritchie said, “C’mon you two, Paul and John are meeting us there, so the pair of ya can have the back seat to yerselves on the way to the theater!”

George and Ritchie both laughed, which only compounded Katie’s embarrassment.  

The three of them left the flat and walked down the hall toward the service elevator.  George reached out and took hold of Katie’s hand.  “So am I riding in the trunk or what?” she asked sarcastically.

George laughed, but Ritchie just looked confused.  “The wha’?”

“The boot, Ritch,” George clarified.

“Why would ya be riding in the boot, Kate?”

Katie just raised her eyebrows at George.  “The fans,” he answered.  “Neil had her covered with a blanket in the back seat driving in yesterday.

“Oh!”  Ritchie smiled in understanding.

“Nah,” George said.  “…we’ll just have ya crouch on the floor in the back until we’re clear of the building.” Katie looked down at her skirt dismally.  I guess I’ll just have to start wearing slacks!
Sure enough, the car was waiting for them as they exited the building.  

“Good morning, boys!” a woman called to them as she crossed the alley from her car.

“G’morning, Carol!” Ritchie called out.

“’lo, Carol,” George added.

“Oh, let me guess!  This must be Katie!” the woman said, smiling.

“Yeah,” George confirmed.  “Katie, this is one of our neighbors, Carol Hanson.  She and her husband Nigel have been very helpful with our…er, situation.”

Katie smiled in greeting, but couldn’t keep her eyes off of the fur that Carol was wearing.  The poor animal’s head was still attached, and Katie tried to covertly test her impression that the eyes followed you no matter where you stood.  As the boys talked to their neighbor, Katie continued to stare at the macabre stole with repulsion.  

“Well, it’s such a pleasure having you boys around, and, naturally, we’re the envy of everyone at the club!  After all, we have the Beatles for our neighbors!”

“Well, we’re off to go be Beatles now, Carol, so we have to go,” Ritchie interjected with a smile, seeing the car approach.  “Give our regards to Nigel, eh?”  he added, hastening George and Katie along.

“Oh, I will.  I certainly will!” she called after them as they piled into in the car.  

“Okay, Kate, you’ll want to get down on the floor now and stay there until I tell you it’s safe to get up, alright?”  George instructed, once they were all in the car.

Katie wanted to correct him and tell George that no, she didn’t want to do this at all, but Ritchie’s huge grin told her that he was already enjoying her discomfiture a bit too much as it was.  So, wordlessly, she did as she was told.  Once she was in position, with her head bent toward her knees, George added insult to injury by throwing his coat over her.  “Oh, for Pete’s sake!” she grumbled.

Lifting the edge of the coat, George peeked in and, with a big grin, asked, “Did ya say something, luv?”

“No!” she sighed, resigned to the humility she would have to apparently tolerate as a girlfriend of a Beatle.

The trip to the theater didn’t take very long, but George thought he would be funny and kept Katie on the floor for more than half of it.  Every time she’d ask if it was okay to get up yet, either George or Ritchie would answer, “No…not yet…fans, Kate….”  Finally she’d caught on when she’d overheard George and Ritchie giggling after she’d asked for what had to have been the tenth time if she could get up yet.  Bolting up, she threw the coat off and yelled, “You jackasses!” prompting even Alf to join in the laughter.

When they were close to the theater, George explained that she was going to be dropped off outside a restaurant while Alf took him and Ritchie on to the theater.  “He’ll come back fer you then, and sneak you in.”  

He couldn’t have told me this earlier?!  Katie thought in a confused panic.

Handing her a twenty pound note, he added, “Here, luv, get yerself sommat to eat while yer waiting.”

“Where’d you get money?”  a surprised Ritchie asked George.
“Neil,” George replied shortly.  None of the boys were really in the habit of carrying cash with them, mostly because they seldom needed to.  Their popularity meant that they received more than their share of complimentary drinks, meals, and so on, and, around London especially, they had tabs run at all of their favorite stores and clubs – tabs that would be paid monthly by NEMS on their behalf.  On those rare occasions when cash was needed, one of their few “handlers” was usually equipped with the necessary funds.

“But I thought you were going to send Mal out….” Katie said with bewilderment.

“Yeah, I was, but this will work better.” 

“Well, what about you?  Shall I get you something?”  

“Er, yeah…you can do that.”

“Okay….but what would you like?”

“A sarnie or sommat would be nice.”

“Ritchie?”

“No, nothing fer me Kate, thanks.”

“Okay, here it is, luv.  Ye’ll have ta move quick-like, so get ready!”  He gave her a quick kiss as the car slowed to a rolling stop. Then, leaning across her, George opened the car door.  “Go…now!”

Katie quickly jumped out of the car, turning around just in time to see the door slam shut and the vehicle take off down the road.  Staring after it, she thought to herself sardonically, I guess I should just be glad they slowed down at least to let me out!

She stood on the sidewalk outside the restaurant, her head still spinning from the suddenness of being ejected from the car and, without warning, finding herself alone in an unfamiliar city.  Sighing shakily, she opened her purse and dropped the twenty inside.  Then, taking in her surroundings, Katie shook her head.  Mumbling to herself, she said, “I think I’m starting to understand how Alice must have felt when she fell down that rabbit hole!”

