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Chapter Thirty-Three

And I Love Her

The winter wind blew strong and frigid while the sun played hide and seek as George led Katie down the stretch of beach from Big Eye toward Little Eye, two of the three islands just off the coast of the Wirral peninsula, across the river from Liverpool. The late December weather hardly seemed to invite beachcombing, but George was so excited to show her something special that she didn’t have the heart to protest…much.  

“Oh my God, George!” Katie said through chattering teeth.  “How much further?  We have to walk the same route back, don’t we?” 

Smiling broadly, George glanced back at her.  “It’s not much further now, luv.  It’ll be worth it, just you wait and see.”

So, Katie reluctantly continued to trudge in George’s wake, struggling to walk properly through the increasingly viscous mudflat.  As they rounded a small cliff, the wind did indeed all but disappear and she breathed a sigh of relief.  George led her to a flat rock in the small cove where they both sat, catching their breath and warming themselves in the intermittent sunlight.  Looking out over the Dee Estuary, Katie finally had the chance to fully take in the scenery.  

“Hey George, what’s that land over there in the distance?” she asked, pointing across the water.

Looking in the direction where Katie was pointing, George replied, “Ah, well now, that would be Wales.”

“Wales?!”

“Yeah,” he confirmed, laughing at her reaction.  “The Clwydian Hills, to be precise,” he added authoritatively.

“I had no idea it was so close!”

“Reckon it’s just about five or so miles away from here…but that’s across the Dee, you see.  It’d be much further if ya had to drive it.”

Katie nodded in understanding.  “And what’s that – that…thing…on the hill?”

George peered for several seconds through the encroaching fog descending slowly upon the hills in the distance.  Finally making out what had caught Katie’s eye, he answered, “Oh, that….that’s what’s left of King George III’s jubilee tower…and that hill it’s on?  That’s Moel Famau.  Now that would be a nice place to walk in warmer weather when the heather and such are in bloom.”  As Katie continued to take in the vista before her, he turned toward her and added tentatively, “Perhaps that’s something we can do if we can bring you back here fer yer holidays in the Spring…yeah?”

Touched by George’s sudden shyness and insecurity, she smiled and said, “That would be wonderful!  I’d love that, George!”

Smiling, he gazed into her eyes, then, slipping his hand under her hair and around her neck, he pulled her to him in a lingering kiss.  Last night had been the first night since Katie’s arrival that they hadn’t made love, and he was keenly feeling the need.  Without breaking the kiss, he leaned her back upon the rock, and, sliding his hand up under her sweater, he gently caressed the swell of her breast through the thin material of her brassiere.  When her body rose up against his and he felt her moan softly against his lips, he took that as an invitation to continue.  Slowly his hand skimmed the length of her torso, his fingers lightly tracing little circles as his hand made its way to the edge of her skirt where it had ridden up high on her bare thigh.  With small soft kisses, he turned his attentions from her lips to her neck.

“George?” she whispered, her hot breath on his ear, shooting a wave of desire through his body that set his erection throbbing.

“Mmmm?” he acknowledged with a half-groan.

“Your hands are freezing!” she exclaimed as she started giggling uncontrollably.

Pulling himself up with a sigh of frustration, he looked at her with a small smile and shook his head.  Suddenly a thought occurred to him and his smile broadened.  “I’ve just the thing!”

“What’s that?” 

Standing, he took her hand again, “Come with me.”

Resisting, Katie whined, “Aw, George, can’t we just stay here and warm up for a while before freezing our asses off on the way back?”

Leaning over, he gave her a quick peck on the lips, “Trust me!”

Katie submitted, allowing George to pull her up from the rock and lead her further back on the beach towards the small rocky cliffs.  She stopped suddenly when she saw where George was bringing her.  “Are those caves?!”

“Yeah, a lot warmer than out there,” he said with an inclination of his chin toward the beach.  

“Great!” Katie started to run toward one of the caves, but pulled up short before entering.  “Wait a sec!  Are they safe?  I mean, there’s no wild animals are anything in them, are there?”

Catching up to her, George grabbed her up in his arms and laughing, replied, “Only me, luv! Come on, let’s go in!”

Holding back, Katie looked ambivalently at the entrance.  “I don’t know, George….maybe we should just stay toward the entrance….”

“Don’t ya want to see inside?”

“I do, but….”

“Well, c’mon then, it’s perfectly safe!  I’ve been coming here ever since I can remember!”  George assured her as he pulled her by the hand into the cave.

After exploring a bit, they settled down just inside a small opening.  Unable on sit on the wet sand, George scouted out another rock.  Though the one he chose wasn’t flat enough to lie back on, he decided it would have to make do.  Blowing on his cupped hands, he rubbed them together to warm them.

“It’s gonna take more than that to warm up, don’t ya think?”  Katie laughed, oblivious to the fact that George had far from given up on his original idea of making love to her.

“No,” he replied quietly, his expression leaving her with little doubt as to his intentions.  Standing before her, he softly whispered, “Stand up fer a mo.”

Doing as he told her, Katie felt a thrill go through her as she felt his hands slide under her skirt, his eyes - fiery with desire - never leaving hers, his expression totally void of any trace of a smile, his breath coming in rapid, shallow bursts….it both frightened her and excited her. Keeping one hand on her hip, he slid the other between her legs, causing her to gasp as he rubbed her through her through the material of her underwear.  Still staring into her eyes, he gave a small smile and teased huskily, “Yer panties are damp, baby girl...now why’s that?”

She didn’t answer, nor did she think she was expected to.  This was something new, and she wasn’t quite sure how to react.  He’d never acted like this before, and it escalated both her fear and excitement.  Before she realized what was happening, he had pushed aside the material and slipped a finger inside her.  Only then did his gaze waiver for a moment as he shut his eyes and licked his lips – looking as though he was desperately struggling to control himself.  Opening his eyes again, he continued to stare into hers.  “Yer cunt is dripping wet,” he whispered roughly.

Katie’s eyes went wide.  George had never spoken to her like that before.  Part of her felt like she should be indignant, but…another part - the part that found his strange behavior oddly intoxicating - wanted more.  She leaned back against the rock, her hands helping her to balance, gasping sharply as George thrust his finger deep inside her.  “Is all this fer me, then?” he cooed seductively.

This time, she did answer, “Yes!” she breathed, closing her eyes, lost in the moment.  Keeping his finger inside her, he rubbed circles against her clitoris with his thumb, causing Katie to involuntarily raise her hips in response.  Stepping closer to her, their faces mere inches apart, George rasped, “Ye want it, don’t ya, little girl?”

“Yes!” she whispered again.  Her legs growing weak, Katie leaned forward, grabbing the edge of George’s coat in her two hands, resting her head against his chest.

Grabbing the back of Katie’s hair in his fist, he yanked her head back and kissed her roughly, alternately sweeping her mouth with his tongue, and biting her bottom lip, eliciting repeated moans and gasps from the girl.  Pulling back, he looked at her and growled, “Tell me what ya want, then!”

Before Katie could formulate an answer, he started forcefully pumping her with his finger.  “What do ya want, huh, baby?  Tell me!” he ordered through gritted teeth as he continued his relentless assault between her legs.  In the midst of her own ecstasy, she could feel that he had straddled her leg and was rubbing himself against her thigh.

“M-Make love to me!” 

He thrust a second finger inside her, causing her to cry out.  “Nah, that’s not what ya really want, is it, baby?  You don’t want me all gentle-like, whispering sweet nothings and all that shite.  Maybe another time, but not today…not now, not here.  So, tell me…what do yer want now?!” 

On the verge of climaxing, Katie could barely think at all let alone think about what he was trying to get her to say.  “I-I don’t know!” she cried out desperately.

“Ah, ya do, my little teenage tart,” he insisted, nipping at her ear.  “My schoolgirl slut!  Now, tell me!” he replied gruffly.

Finally, an idea emerged.  Entering into the spirit of the fantasy, she ventured weakly and with no small measure of embarrassment, “Fuck me.”

 He moaned audibly as he pressed his groin harder against her thigh.  She felt his fist tighten at the back of her head as he smirked, “Yeah!  That’s right…say it again!”

“Fuck me!” she offered more confidently as she looked into his eyes.  At last, she understood the game that was being played.  Pushing all self-consciousness away, she entered fully into her role.  “Oh God, baby, please fuck me now!”

Again, she felt George’s mouth roughly cover hers.  Pulling away just a bit, he ordered hoarsely, “Unfasten m’trousers!”

Her hands shaking from both nervousness and desire, Katie undid his belt and fly.  Without waiting for further instruction, she pushed the waistband of his trousers and pants down just enough to free his hardened cock.  All shyness vanished now, she wanted to surprise him the way he had surprised her.  Dropping to her knees on the wet sand, she took him in her mouth.  He nearly fell on top of her as he leaned forward, reaching his hand out to the rock to balance himself as he came, moaning, “Ah Christ, baby girl!”  

Katie smiled inwardly as she felt the first spurt of cum hit the back of her throat.  Though he struggled to pull away so he wouldn’t continue to come in her mouth, she had a firm grasp on his jacket so he couldn’t move, keeping him in her mouth until she was sure he was spent.

Extending his hand, he helped her to rise from the ground.  No sooner had she stood up than he yanked her panties down, ordering her step out of them.  Shoving the unwanted garment in his coat pocket, he lifted her onto the rock and, parting her legs as he pushed her skirt up around her waist, he went down on her, driving her to own climax in mere seconds.  By the time Katie had reached orgasm, George was ready again.  Sliding her off the rock, he instructed her, “Turn around.”  Looking at him quizzically – and more than just a tad nervously - she nevertheless complied.  Pushing her to lean over the rock, he then entered her from behind, driving his cock deeply inside her, the force of which was causing him to grunt as he pounded himself against her.  Still sensitive from her climax just moments before, Katie felt the familiar tightness growing throughout her body and culminating between her legs.  The intensity of George’s thrusts was making her somewhat sore, but even that sensation strangely contributed to her increasing pleasure.  Feeling her tighten around him, George slipped one hand around her and started rubbing her clitoris.  The pleasure was nearly driving her out of her mind.  Suddenly and without warning, George smacked her bared bottom several times, both shocking her and sending over the edge as her body was rocked with waves of intense orgasm.

“Oh God!” she cried out loudly, clasping her hand over George’s as he unrelentingly continued to manipulate her between her legs.

Undone by Katie’s response, George climaxed quickly, impossibly trying to drive himself deeper inside her until he finally collapsed on top of her, pinning her against the rock.  The two young lovers lay propped against the rock that way for several minutes catching their breath and recovering from their passionate tryst.  At last, George, turning his head and burying his face in Katie’s hair, started to giggle, which, in turn, had Katie soon following suit.  Slowly, he pulled himself up and off of her, reaching out to her to help her stand and bending to brush the now dried sand from her knees.  As they both adjusted their clothing, their giggles gave way to laughter.

“Alright, luv?” George asked with a grin.

“Well, I don’t think I’ll be sitting anytime soon, but, yeah, I’m okay,” Katie replied, returning the grin.

“So, I take it you’ll be kneeling in yer seat on the drive home, yeah?” 

Laughing, Katie playfully smacked his arm, “Smart ass!”

“Ah, speaking of arses,” he started mischievously, “…yer’s was especially enjoyable this afternoon!”

“George!” she yelled in mock exasperation.

“What?” he questioned innocently, then, leaning in toward her ear, added coyly, “You certainly didn’t seem to mind!”

Shrugging in embarrassment, Katie said, “I wouldn’t want to make a habit of it, but….yeah, it was okay.”

“Just okay?” he challenged with amusement.  “You sounded like it was more than ‘just okay’!  Besides, that’ll teach ya to make me go without a shag fer so long!”

“So long?!  It was only one night!” she exclaimed as the two of them burst out laughing again.

Flinging his arm about her shoulders, he pulled into him and kissed her forehead.  “Ah, I love ya, baby.”

Katie wrapped her arms around his waist and laid her head against his chest.  “I love you, too, George.”

George leaned back and propped himself against the rock, pulling Katie in front of him and wrapping her in his arms.  They stood together quietly, looking out over the water.  

“God, I wish we could stay here forever…just like this!” Katie whispered fiercely.

“Aye, well, whilst ‘Katie’s George’ would love to stay here as well, ‘Beatle George’ must be back in London by tomorrow night,” George replied softly, kissing the top of her head.

Katie slowly turned around to face him, a curious expression on her face, “That’s funny….”

“What’s that, luv?” he asked, smiling uncertainly.

“I would have thought they were one and the same.”

Realizing his error, George tried to cover, “Ah, luv, they are…you know what I mean.”

“No…no, George.  I think that’s a really good point.  Because that’s exactly how it feels.  When we were in London, it’s like it hardly mattered I was there, but, here, where I have you all to myself, it…I don’t know…it feels…different.”

George’s heavy brows furrowed, “Kate, it’s me job, ya know.  It’s not like I’m trying to ignore you or sommat.  I’m trying to spend as much time with ya as I can!”  

Katie moved to quickly placate any hurt feelings, “Oh, I know that, George!  And I know it can’t be easy.  I see what you guys go through in a day!”

“Yeah, well, that’s just doing one or two Christmas shows a day!  You should see how mad it is when we’re touring!”

“I didn’t mean to say that you were ignoring me, George.  I know you’re doing your best to make the most of our time together.”

He smiled sweetly at her.  Reaching up to brush a strand of hair blowing across her face in the more gentle breeze blowing through the cove, he softly answered, “I’m glad, Kate, because I am, I really am.”

Taking in a deep lungful of the sea air, Katie closed her eyes and tilted her face toward the sun.  Watching her closely, George nervously fingered the box in his jacket pocket, wishing he felt more certain what her response would be.  When he’d first purchased the ring, he’d felt confident that she’d be over the moon, but, after talking to his mother, an uncomfortable doubt had started to set in.  Will she think me daft?  What if she says no?  Christ!  Not knowing what else to do about his anxiety, he pulled his cigarettes from his other pocket, and, shaking one loose, propped it between his lips and struggled to light it.  The two of them stood leaning against the rock side by side, silently looking out over the sea as George smoked.  

“Penny for your thoughts,” Katie suddenly said.

Giving a small laugh, George replied, “I’m not sure they’re even worth a penny, luv!”

Tilting her head, Katie regarded him for a moment.  “Seriously, George, what’s on your mind?”

Feeling his pulse quicken, he stammered nervously, “W-What do yer mean?”

“I dunno,” she answered with a slight shrug, “It just seems as though you’ve had something on your mind all day.”

George grunted non-commitally and looked away.

“Have you?” she pressed.

Blowing out the last smoke from his cigarette, he dropped the smoldering butt, and crushed it into the wet sand beneath his boot heel.  Then, summoning his nerve, he looked Katie squarely in the eye and said, “Yeah….Yeah, I have.”

Now, it was Katie’s turn to feel nervous – his expression was so serious, it almost frightened her.

Glancing away from her and towards the sea, George began, “Kate, ya know I love you, yeah?”

Swallowing the growing lump in her throat, she merely nodded.

“Well….I’ve been doing a lot of thinking about the future, ya see….”

“But”….there’s gonna be a “but” here….Oh God!  Her legs suddenly felt weak as her stomach turned over.

Clearing his throat, he shuffled his feet a bit, and continued, “You’ll be finishing yer schooling a year from this spring….”

“And it’s too long to wait” – is that what he’s gonna say?  “I think we should see other people?  I think you should find someone your own age?” – Oh please, George, don’t….  Averting her eyes, she tried to hide the tears that were welling up.

“I mean, I know – well, I would hope – that we’d see each other on yer holidays….Perhaps even take a holiday away from both England and America, but….Well, ya see, the thing is, people are going to talk….ya know, say yer too young fer that sort of thing….at least that’s what Brian’s afraid of….”

Brian?  What’s Brian to do with any of this?

“So, it got me to thinking….If we were perhaps…er, more than just…seeing each other – ya know, more than just boyfriend and girlfriend – then perhaps…perhaps it would make things – I don’t know – easier, I reckon.”

Katie felt thoroughly confused.  Okay, it doesn’t quite sound like he’s trying to break things off, but what then?  What is he saying?

George knew he was making a poor job of it.  He had only to look at Katie’s face to confirm that fact.  Sighing heavily, he just plunged in.  Withdrawing the box, he kept his eyes glued to it so he would have a reason not have to see Katie’s reaction.  Turning it over in his hands, he said, “The coat wasn’t really yer Christmas pressie, Katie….this was.  I just wanted to wait until you were here to give it to ya, coz….well…here, you’ll see….” He held the box out for her take.

Katie eyed the proffered gift.  She recognized the distinct velvet jeweler’s box and knew immediately it held a ring.  But why would that make him so nervous?  With sudden clarity, Katie understood – this was no ordinary ring.  It can’t be!  But what else could it be?  Raising her eyes from the box to George’s face, she tried to catch his eye, but his gaze remained fixed on the gift held in his outstretched hand.  Tentatively, she reached out and took it.  Holding her breath, she slowly opened the lid.  Her eyes grew wide at the sheer size and beauty of the ring.  “Oh my God, George, it’s beautiful!  It’s the most beautiful ring I’ve ever seen!”

George appeared genuinely pleased, “You said ya like emeralds, so…,” he trailed off.

Katie leaned over and kissed him sweetly, “Thank you, George – I’ll cherish it!”

They lapsed into an uncomfortable silence as Katie continued to admire the ring.  “Shall I put it on?”  she asked brightly, trying to conceal her uncertainty over the vague significance of the gift.

“Yeah, sure!” George replied just as brightly, his own nervousness causing his words to sound gravelly.  I should put it on her! he mentally chastised himself, cursing his own cowardice.

With an anxious smile, Katie removed the ring and went to slip it on the ring finger of her right hand.

“Er, no…that’s not right,” he said softly, stopping her.  She looked at him questioningly.  Taking the ring from her, he lifted her left hand and slid it onto her ring finger.  Her heart pounded in her chest as she waited for him to confirm her suspicion, but he merely held onto her hand in silence, his brows furrowed as if in deep thought as he bit his lower lip.  When she could stand it no longer, she gently prompted him.

“You know, George, usually only engagement and wedding rings are worn on the left hand.”  Immediately, she was flooded with doubt.  Maybe it’s the other way around in England.  Or, maybe it really is just a gift.  Maybe….

“I know,” he whispered without looking at her.

“You know?” she echoed.

Raising his eyes to hers, he answered, “Yeah, Katie, I do.  Ya see, I want you to come to England when you finish school…to live here…with me…as me wife…if…you’ll have me.”

“George…are you proposing?” she asked softly.

“Yeah…yeah, I am.”

Katie stared at him in shock and disbelief.  “Is this because I might be….”

“No,” George interjected decisively.  “I promise, Katie.  I had gotten the ring before you even came to England.”

“Oh,” she replied quietly with a nod of her head.  After a few seconds, she said, “You know George, I won’t be eighteen then.”

“I know, but I’m hoping that yer father will go fer it after we’ve been engaged fer a bit.”

“You want me to tell my dad that we’re engaged?” she exclaimed with incredulity.

“Well…yeah.”

“George, I can’t do that!  My father will kill me!” she laughed.

“Well, ya don’t just say it out of the blue, Kate.  Work up to it, ya know?”

“I don’t know, George…,” she said doubtfully, and the two lapsed into another silence that Katie broke when she noticed that George was smiling.  “What?”

His smiled broadened.

She couldn’t help but smile in response.  “What?  What are you smiling about?”

“So yer answer  is a ‘yes,’ then?”

