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Chapter Thirty

I Don’t Want to Spoil the Party

Katie waited for Alf at a table by the window so she could better see him approach the restaurant when he returned for her.

“May I help you, miss,” a young waitress appeared beside her.  

“Oh! Yes….just tea for now, please,” Katie ordered.  By the time the waitress had returned with her tea a few minutes later, Katie had calmed down a bit.  Not knowing when she’d have the opportunity to eat something again, she ordered a plate of scrambled eggs and bacon.  “Oh, and I know this might sound like a strange question,” she said to the waitress, “…but what kind of sarnies do you have that I might be able to take with me when I leave?”

The young woman ran through a list of available sandwiches for Katie to choose from. Settling on the ham and cheese that she knew George liked, she ordered two.  After all, she wasn’t sure when the last meal he’d eaten had been.

When Katie’s meal arrived, she ate with relish, even though she was surprised to find that England’s idea of “bacon” was more like thin slices of ham or what she knew back home as “Canadian bacon.”  Even so, she hadn’t eaten anything since the sandwiches Neil had fixed for them yesterday, and she was starving!  She was halfway through when she spotted Alf down the block, walking her way.

By the time he’d reached the restaurant, Katie was nearly finished with her meal.  The waitress brought the check with a bag of two ham and cheese sandwiches for George just as Alf walked in.  Looking around, he saw Katie waving at him near the window and joined her at the table.  “Ah, good!  I see you’ve found something palatable to pass the time!” he said pleasantly.

“Yes, I didn’t realize just how hungry I was!” she laughed.

“Well, whenever you’re ready, Miss Kelly, we can leave.”

“Call me Katie, please…are you sure you don’t want some tea or coffee first?”

“Oh!  No…no, that’s quite alright, dear.  I know George is quite anxious to have me get you to theatre.”

Katie looked at him in puzzlement.  “What?  Does he think I’m gonna run off or get kidnapped or something?” she asked with a laugh as the waitress returned with her change.

Alf laughed politely.  “No, I’m sure it’s nothing quite as dire as that!  It’s only that the closer it gets to show-time, the more the fans crowd outside the theatre”

“Oh!”  Katie said, understanding George’s concern immediately.  So, it’s about the whole mania thing again!  “Okay, well I’m ready!”  She stood and slipped into her coat.  Grabbing her purse and the bag with George’s sandwiches, she followed Alf out the door.

Reaching the car, Katie again went to get in on the driver’s side.  She had already opened the door before she noticed the steering wheel.  Groaning she shut the driver’s side door and walked around the vehicle to where Alf stood holding the passenger side door open, his big grin just a shade shy of laughter.  She slid into the vehicle with a shrug of embarrassment.  

Not even ten minutes later, he was carefully negotiating the large car down a narrow alley, pulling in across the street from the stage entrance to the theater, while Katie nervously scanned the street for fans.  It was still a more than an hour before the matinee, and there wasn’t anyone that she could see hanging around…at least not on that side of the building.  Looking up the street, however, she saw the reason why.  At the corner were at least a half-dozen police officers already milling about, blocking access to the alley.  Alf opened her door and assisted her from the car.  Escorting her to the stage entrance, he knocked out a peculiar rhythm.  “What is that?  Some kind of secret ‘Beatle-code’?” she asked jokingly.

Smiling indulgently, Alf replied, “We work it out differently for each venue.”  The smile froze on Katie’s face.  He’s joking….isn’t he?  Realizing he was serious, she added, “How very ‘James Bond-ish!’”  His only response was a condescending smile.

The stage door opened a crack, then a bit wider, and she heard a voice say, “Right…come ‘ead, Katie…quickly!”  She felt Alf’s hand on her back urging her forward into the building.  She’d just turned back to thank him, when the door shut immediately behind her with Alf still on the other side.  Good grief!  I would have at least liked to have thanked the man and said good-bye!

“’lo Katie, I’m Mal Evans,” she turned to say hello and found herself facing the man’s lower chest.  Taking an involuntary step backwards, she tilted her head upward to find his face.  Towering over her was an affable looking blonde man with black horn-rimmed eyeglasses and a warm smile.  She gaped open-mouthed in awe at the giant before her, all decorum forgotten.  

Blinking a couple of times to clear her vision in the dim light, she murmured, “Uh…Hi!”

Mal stifled his laughter at the girl’s reaction to his size.  It was a response he’d grown used to over the years.  Grinning, he said, “Follow me, luv, George is waitin’ fer ya!”

Katie followed the blonde giant down a narrow hallway to the dressing room where the boys passed the time between shows.  Mal knocked on the door and called out, “Are yas decent?”  A series of responses were shouted from the other side of the door.

“No!”  

“We’re never decent!”

“No one decent in ‘ere….try the next door down!”  

Mal opened the door to check, then threw it open for Katie to enter.  Standing in the doorway, she surveyed the scene before her.  John and Paul were huddled in the corner over their guitars while George, Ritchie, and Neil sat around a table, playing cards.  Upon seeing her framed in the doorway, George tossed his cards facedown and jumped up to greet her.  Katie smiled when she saw Ritchie peeking at George’s cards the moment he stood up, but she said nothing.

“There ya are!  Hello gorgeous!”  he came and gave her a warm lingering kiss, prompting several risqué comments from the room.  Feeling felt her face grow warm, she inclined her head forward, letting her hair fall to the front, and hoping it would hide her face enough that they wouldn’t see her blush.  She knew that kiss from George had been for the benefit of his friends.

Paul set his guitar aside and walked over to her, his hand extended, “Ah…you must be Katie….”

“I must,” she smiled.  “Good guess, Paul,” she replied, taking his hand.  She felt her blush deepen as he raised her hand to his lips and kissed it.

“Charmed,” he smiled and winked.

George laughed, “Tosser!  Get yer own, eh?”

“I ‘ave me own, ta!” Paul replied smugly.

“Aye and few others besides,” John put in, jumping up and walking toward where Katie stood with the others.

“’lo luv,” John greeted her with a big smile.  Putting his hand out as Paul before him, Katie cautiously took it.  Suddenly, he pulled her into him and, tilting her backwards, kissed her squarely on the mouth. Setting her upright again, he stepped back, his grin wide and cocky.

“Alright, then?” George asked John dryly as he looked on with a smirk, his arms folded across his chest.  Katie, however, was still reeling from the shock of John’s “greeting.”

“Better, thanks!” John grinned wickedly.  “But I should tell ya, son, the little tart tried slipping her tongue in me mouth!”

“I did not!”  she yelled, missing the joke, looking from John to George and back again.  The room then erupted in laughter, George included.  Katie wasn’t sure if she should be angry at being made the brunt of their joke or not.  In the end, she just smiled and shook her head.  “Pervert!” she snapped at John.

Leering comically John pulled a face and mocked “Would ya like some sweets, little girl?  C’mere and sit on me lap….”

This time, Katie joined in the laughter.  “John, you’re such a pig!” she giggled.

“I’ve been called worse!” John shrugged, nonplussed.

“By me!” Paul added helpfully.

“So….is there anything I can offer ya , Katie,” John said, playing host while wriggling his eyebrows suggestively.  Waving his hand over the spread of food laid out on a table at the back of the room, he offered, “Wine and cheese?  Lager and crisps?” then looking at her with a wry grin, continued, “Milk and biscuits?”

Again, laughter broke out at Katie’s expense.  This one, she’d been expecting.  John seemed to find great humor in Katie’s age and had made several off color jokes about it both on the phone and in the letters and drawings he’d have George include in his envelopes.  One picture he’d drawn and sent with George’s letter depicted George changing a baby’s diaper with the caption inside a balloon coming from George saying, “Marry me?” 

Once the laughter died out, Katie replied politely, “No thank you, John, but it’s kind of you to offer.”  She acknowledged Ritchie and Neil with a small wave as she spoke.

Paul checked his watch and said, “’ey lads, we should probably start getting dressed and ready.”

Turning to George, Katie asked, “Shall I step out while you all do that?”

George looked at her blankly, making it obvious he hadn’t even considered the question.  “Oh!  Yeah, I s’pose it wouldn’t do to have ya in here with Lennon half-naked!”

“Ah, yer just afraid I’d ruin her fer you after, so ya are!” he cackled at his own humor.

Pointedly ignoring John, George said, “I’ll just have Mal take ya to one of the other rooms until we’re dressed, luv.”  He looked for the large man around the room and just outside the door. “Neil, will ya ago find Mal fer me?”

“Sure,” Neil replied and headed out in search of Mal.

“I can wait on my own, George,” Katie said.  “It’s really not necessary that I have an escort all the time.”

“No, baby girl, I’d rather Neil or Mal or one of the others stay with ya when I can’t be…ya know, just in case,” he insisted.

“Ya were looking fer me George?” Mal asked, entering the room.  George quickly explained what he’d wanted, and Katie heard Mal saying, “Yeah, of course, George! Come on, Katie, I’ll show ya around a bit.”

“Okay,” she answered, then, turning to George said, “I’ll see you shortly, huh?”

Kissing her sweetly, George smiled and said, “Very shortly!”  She followed Mal out the door.  Just as they reached the wing of the stage, Mal stopped short, suddenly remembering something he’d forgotten to do.

“Ah, shit!” he exclaimed, snapping his fingers. “I fergot ta pick up those papers Brian wanted from Alistair, and he’s just walked out!”

“Well, maybe you can still catch him?” Katie offered.

“Maybe…,” Mal conceded uncertainly.

“I’ll just wait here, Mal.  Go see if you ca catch up with him,” she encouraged him.

“Are ya sure ya don’t mind waiting here on yer own fer a bit, Kate?” he pressed.

“Not at all, Mal.  Go…do what you need to.  I’ll wait right here,” she assured him.

“Okay…,” he looked dubious, but relented finally, “I’ll be right back!” He then took running after the other man in the hope of reaching him before he drove off.

Finding an upside down milk crate – probably a stage prop - against the wall, Katie lowered herself and sat on it, carefully adjusting her skirt and her legs so that nothing “essential” was on display.  She watched people moving quickly to and fro, busily preparing for the show, she guessed.

Her trip – only in its second day – was shaping up to be quite extraordinary.  The thing was….she wasn’t sure if that was entirely a good thing.  This “Beatlemania” stuff had thrown her for a loop, and she found that it pretty much dictated the way much of her time with George was to be spent.  However, very soon, the Christmas Show would be over, and the two of them would drive to Liverpool where Katie would meet the rest of his family.  Perhaps they could relax together then.  She wanted desperately to spend more time the way they did the previous night.

She felt a rush of adrenaline course through her body at the memory.  While she had suspected that there was a distinct possibility that she would not return to the US a virgin, she hadn’t expected it to happen so soon.  What’s more, truth be told, she was a bit put off that George hadn’t even mentioned it this morning.  Perhaps it’s not that big of deal to a guy, but, surely even he would know what it meant to girl…what it meant to me!  Not that I didn’t want to – I did!  It was a wonderful night!  I just would have liked it if he would have said…I dunno….something about it.

For the next few minutes, she passed the time by letting go of her hurt feelings long enough to relive the experience in her memory.  Smiling secretively, she recalled the fierce desire burning in George’s eyes…the sexy way he’d asked her if she was ready for him…the way it felt as he entered her for the first time…the look of rapture on his face when he climaxed deep inside her.  Katie’s smile faded quickly.  Without a condom!  She bolted up on the crate and her eyes grew wide as the realization fully struck her.  “Oh shit!”
