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Chapter Fifty-Two

Help!
After that night, things fell right back into their previous patterns, leaving Katie feeling more depressed than ever.  Any attempt on her part to discuss the situation with George was met with indifference or annoyance, depending on his mood that night.
“Fer Chrissakes, Kate!  I don’t know what ya expect me to do!  There’s only so many hours in the day, and I’m certainly not going to drive thirty or more minutes out of me way to come fetch ya!  I’ve well earned the right to go out and relax with me mates fer a bit when all’s done, and I come home to ya every night, don’t I?”

She had no argument there….he did indeed come home to her, even though there were several nights she found herself wishing he’d have stayed away.  On those nights, George would come home not only drunk, but angry over some perceived slight or argument that had taken place between him and one of the other boys, or, sometimes, with George Martin himself.  Had he chosen only to rant, she might have been able to tolerate it, but, more often than not, he’d take his frustration out on her, finding some fault with her – something she’d done or not done – and actually pick a fight with her.  Usually, she knew better than to try and talk to him when he was like that….usually….but it had happened one night too many.  
The day had started out alright.  George and Ritchie had an early start to a day’s filming at Twickenham.  Katie had made breakfast for the three of them and the boys were explaining how it came to be decided to call the new film, “A Hard Day’s Night.”  They all enjoyed a leisurely breakfast and good conversation, and, during moments like those, Katie could almost allow herself to hope that things between her and George could be as they once were.  On schedule, the doorman rang them up to let them know that Alf had their car out back and was waiting for them.  Ritchie leaned in and gave Katie a kiss on her cheek as George pulled on his overcoat.  After saying goodbye to Katie, Ritchie told George that he’d see him downstairs and left the couple to exchange their goodbyes privately.
Pulling his collar up around his neck, Katie said, “I’ll see you tonight.”

“Yeah, okay….have you any plans fer today?” he asked distractedly as he shuffled through papers on the table, looking for his copy of the day’s script.

“Mmm….no, not really,” she lied.  In fact, she had plans to phone and perhaps visit two or three of the schools she’d been looking into.  She still felt uneasy about talking to George about her plans, especially considering how tense things had been between them.
Finding the script, George breathed a sigh of relief.  “Right, then….I’m off, baby girl,” he said as he bent over and gave her a quick kiss on her lips.

“Okay, see you later!” she called to him from the doorway.  He waved at her without turning back.  Stepping back into the flat, she closed and locked the door, then went about cleaning up the breakfast dishes.

Within an hour, she’d finished her task, taken a shower, and telephoned Brian to arrange for a car and driver.  She knew she could rely on Brian’s discretion.  He, too, felt that she should wait before explaining her plans to return to school to George.  After politely declining his offer to accompany her, she thanked him for his assistance and hung up.
Later that day, within a few minutes following her return to the flat, the telephone rang. It was George inviting her out for a night on the town that evening.  Excitedly, she agreed, and he told her that he would be home by eight to pick her up.  After talking for a bit, they decided that they would start by sharing a late dinner and hit the clubs afterward. By the time they’d hung up, Katie was looking forward to an evening out – just her and George.  They hadn’t done that in a while.  If they went out at all lately, there were others along with them.  Glancing at her watch, she saw that she had about five hours before George would be home for her.  Feeling almost giddy with excitement, she went to the bedroom and to choose what she would wear for their evening out. Since she had time, she also decided she’d phone her father, something she’d put off, fearing that he would hear the misery in her voice and know immediately that there was something wrong.
By seven p.m., Katie had bathed, washed and styled her hair, applied her make-up, and dressed for her “date” with George.  Switching on the television, she decided to kill the hour she yet had to wait watching a show.  She wasn’t an avid watcher of TV, but it surprised her that the UK only had three or four stations from which to choose compared to the seven or so in the US.  Flipping through the three channels available, she selected what appeared to be a televised drama.  Why are these plays always so depressing?!  
She had dozed off and awoke with a start.  Checking her watch, she saw that it was 10:20.  Dismayed, she wondered where George was.  Obviously, he hadn’t tried to phone, she would have heard it ringing.  What if he was in an accident?  Jumping up from the couch, she went to the phone and, referring to the list of numbers taped next to the phone, started dialing.  There was no answer at Paul’s or John’s.  Taking a chance, she dialed the number for the flat shared by Mal and Neil when Mal had to stay in London, and it was Mal himself who answered on the third ring.  Without mentioning that she and George had plans earlier, she’d asked him if he’d seen or heard where George might be.  Mal explained that he was actually just on his way out to meet Neil and the lads at the Ad Lib club.  After confirming that George was definitely with them, Katie thanked Mal and hung up.  She stood staring off into space for several minutes, and, when she did start moving, she moved mechanically and without emotion. Switching off the television, she turned off all but one low light and headed back to the bedroom to ready herself for bed.
George entered the flat with a racket, tripping over his own feet and just barely catching himself from falling.  Katie stood a few feet from the doorway watching, her arms folded against her chest, the last vestiges of tears still reddening her face.  

Looking up, he started when he spotted her.  “’ey, baby girl!  There ya are!  What are ya doing?”  George slurred drunkenly.

Ignoring the question, she stated simply.  “It’s three in the morning, George.”

Making an exaggerated show of checking his watch, George replied dramatically, “Why, so it is!  Ah….there’s nowt getting past you, girl, is there?  Those nuns know what they’re about giving ya such a fine education.  Look at ya….ya can tell time an’ all!” he grinned as the drink caused him to sway a bit where he stood.

She refused to be amused and, instead, reminded him, “You told me to be ready to go out at eight.”

He giggled again.  “Seems how ya had enough time, then! So, what are ya doing in yer nightie, eh?  Not that ya don’t look brilliantly fetching as ya are!” he added coyly.

“This is getting tiresome, George,” she said quietly.

Walking over to her, he asked, “An’ what would that be, luv?”  Slipping his arms around her, he nuzzled her neck.

The frustration and anger she’d been harboring for weeks exploded in one sudden flash, “Don’t touch me!” she yelled, pushing him away from her.

“You wha’?!” George demanded in angry confusion.

“Jesus!  I can’t stand when you do that!” she seethed.

“I’ve never heard ya complain before, baby,” he countered snidely.  “What’s wrong…that time of the month or sommat?” he baited, knowing full and well it wasn’t.

Katie glared at him with a mixture of irritation and disgust.  “No, George.  It’s not ‘that time of the month.’  I just can’t stand you coming home drunk and pawing all over me!”

He regarded her with a measure of bemusement.  “Oh, is that right?”  As he moved closer, Katie moved back, trying to stay out of his reach.  Noticing this, he continued to move toward her until she was backed into the corner.  Playfully, he put an arm against the wall on either side of the girl, effectively trapping her.  Leering, he purred, “So…you don’t like it when I do…this?”  He ran the back of his knuckles against the nipple of her right breast, smirking when it hardened under his touch.

Angered even further by the betrayal of her own body, Katie looked into his eyes and said hotly, “When you’re like this?  Your touch repulses me!”

The smirk disappeared, replaced by a steady dark glare.  Playfulness morphed into menace as he asked in a low voice, “So it’s repulsion, is it?  My touch repulses you?”

Katie stared back wordlessly, trying as hard as she could to maintain her indignation, but there was something in his eyes that frightened her, and it was difficult to keep the apprehension from surfacing.

Glaring at the girl, George saw the change in her eyes… something new and different…something he found incredibly arousing and quite intoxicating, and, despite the voice in his conscience that told him what he was about to do was wrong, the drink had lowered his inhibitions to the extent that he didn’t care….he only wanted to heighten the feeling.  It was all he could do to keep from smiling.  

Toying with the strap on her thin cotton nightgown, he kept his tone conversational and said, “Ya know what I reckon, baby girl?  I reckon yer just a brat…a spoiled brat…but, see, I know I’ve only made it worse, haven’t I?  Always giving ya what yer want and then some.  Perhaps ya need to learn to be a bit more grateful.  What do ya think, eh?”

The change in his tone and his words confused and alarmed Katie.  “W-What are you talking about?” she demanded, cursing the quiver in her voice that belied her fear.

Remaining attentive to the strap, George did smile….he’d heard the quiver, and it pleased him immensely.  “What do I mean?” he echoed quietly.  “I reckon what I mean is that you need to learn not to use sex to try and get what you want from me,” then, meeting her eyes, he added, “…or to punish me.”  He turned his attention back to the strap.
She stared at him disbelievingly.  What’s happened to him?  Whatever happened to the boy I knew and loved? Growing enraged, Katie forgot her fear for the moment.  “What?!  How dare you? I most certainly do not do that!”

George purposely remained calm, keeping his eyes glued to her shoulder.  “Oh yeah….yeah, you do, Kate.  See….like tonight…now.  You think that just because you didn’t get yer way, yer going to push me away --”

That was the last straw.  She slapped his hand away.  “Just because I didn’t get my way?!  What the hell are you talking about?  You’re the one who called and told me to be ready to go out at eight.  I was.  You never showed up…you never even called back, and Lord knows it’s not the first time!  You just show up hours later, drunk off your ass, and - what? - I’m supposed to be so fucking overjoyed to see you that I’ll do whatever you want?  Is that what you’re thinking, George?!  Well, I’ve got news for you, Beatle-boy!  I’m not one of your fawning fans….I’m not going to --”

Katie didn’t see the darkness overtake George’s features when she’d slapped his hand away.  She didn’t see the drunken rage emerge as she vented her hurt and frustration.  She didn’t see his hand draw back, and it wasn’t until she was on the floor with the metallic taste of blood in her mouth that she’d realized he’d struck her.

Putting her hand to her mouth, she looked up at him in disbelief.  Glancing from his hand to where Katie lay sprawled at his feet, George seemed just as shocked by what he’d done.  Taking advantage of his distraction, she jumped up and ran into the bedroom, slamming the door shut.

He went after her.  “Katie!”  The door shut in his face.  “Fuck!” he swore softly.  Through the door, he pleaded, “Katie?  Baby?  Please?  I’m sorry!  I – I didn’t think --” He stopped when he heard her lock the door.  She didn’t!  He tried the doorknob….sure enough, it was locked.  His guilt gave way to anger.  “Katie!  Open this fucking door!” he ordered, but nothing except silence came from the other side. Jiggling the knob, he banged on the door, shouting, “Open this door now, Kate!  I’m not joking!”  His demands, however, continued to be met with only silence.

He stood there on the other side of the locked door, not quite knowing how to respond.  I hit her!  Christ, I actually hit her!  I hadn’t meant to, but….the things she was saying….she was asking fer it, wasn’t she?  He glanced at the locked bedroom door uncertainly, the alcohol fueling both his guilt and his anger.  She should know better than to talk that way to me!  After all I’ve done fer her!  Just coz a fella goes fer a pint with his mates after working.  A vision of the brunette going down on him in the men’s loo flashed in his mind.  It’s not like I shagged that bird or nowt, he justified to himself.  She’s no right locking me out!  He glared crossly at the door.  No right at all!  Another vision came unbidden to his alcohol-sodden memory….Katie…with fear in her eyes.  She was actually afraid…of me.  He felt himself harden at the memory.  She thought I was going to hurt her.  He felt the adrenaline rush through his body.  Christ!  I wanted to take her right then and there. He grinned coldly.  Before he even realized himself that he was going to do it, he had done it.  He’d kicked the door in.  Katie jumped off the bed and stood on the other side of the room, cornered.  

“There’ll be no locked doors between us, baby girl!” he sneered.

Keeping her in sight, he leaned back and closed the bedroom door.  Removing his velvet-collared jacket, he tossed it carelessly on the chair in the corner. Then, standing between Katie and the only exit from the bedroom, he stared at her, grinning callously, and started unfastening his trousers. 

Ritchie awoke the following morning and sat up in his bed slowly, his head pounding like a jackhammer.  Moving to sit on the edge of the bed, he thought back to what he remembered of the night before.  Christ!  How much did I drink last night?  John.  It was John’s idea that we all go out after filming was done fer the day.  Bastard.  I can only hope he feels worse than me this morning!  All because he’d wanted to pull that blonde, whatsername….  Giving a giggle, he remembered, Ah, but then we were all fuckin’ legless….the birds included!  At least Georgie had the good sense to go off with his bird fer a shag.  I thought John was going to do the deed right there at the table with his!  I reckon they’ll both be feeling their oats this morning!  Bloody good thing we aren’t filming today!

His hangover getting the best of him, he rose carefully from the bed and shuffled out of his room toward the toilet in search of aspirin.  Rustling through the medicine cabinet, he found the bottle and made his way to the kitchen for a glass of water.  As he entered the kitchen, he found George sitting at the table, his head propped in his hand.  For a moment, Ritch thought he was asleep.  Going around the table, Ritchie stood in front of him and asked, “Alright George?”

The other boy raised his head, and Ritchie gasped at what he saw.  George’s crumpled white shirt was splattered with blood, and, when he straightened, the unbuttoned shirt fell away on either side to reveal a deep scratch of about three or so inches down the center of his chest.

The after effects of the alcohol compounded Ritchie’s confusion and concern.  “What the fuck happened, George?  Ye’ve got blood spattered all over yer shirt!”  he exclaimed.

George slowly shook his head and murmured quietly, “….not mine.”

It’s not his?  Whose then?  Realizing he hadn’t heard Katie up and around, Ritchie’s eyes widened.  “Where is Katie, George?” he asked slowly.

“I’ve fucking done it now, Ritch,” George said as if from very far away.

Through his pounding head, Ritchie was alerted to the fact that something was wrong…very wrong.  “Where’s Katie?” he repeated more loudly and anxiously, even as he was already making his way down the hall toward George’s room.

Behind him, he heard George say, “I didn’t mean it, Ritch.  I didn’t mean to hurt her.”

Hearing the words, Ritchie quickened his pace.  Standing in front of the door to the room Katie shared with George, he knocked loudly.  The busted lock kept the door from latching properly, and the door creaked open.  Uncertain what to do, Ritchie stood for a moment and listened for any sound from the other side, but heard only silence.  Tentatively, he called out, “Katie?”  No answer.  He tried again, more loudly, “Katie, are ya in there, luv?”  Swallowing hard, his heart pounding in his chest, he swung the door open, not sure what he was going to find….not sure he wanted to see. 

It took a moment for his eyes to adjust to the dimness of the room.  As they did, he made out a form on the bed.  Katie.  Her back was toward him, and he could tell from where the sheet reached only to her waist that she was nude beneath.  He was unnerved by the fact that she wasn’t moving.  “Kate?  Katie, are ya alright?” he called to her, but she neither answered nor stirred.  Feeling sick, he slowly approached the bed, calling out to her repeatedly.  Walking around the bed, his feet tangled in something on the floor.  Looking down, he saw it was a white cotton nightgown.  Like George’s shirt, it was splattered with blood, and he could see where the straps had been broken and the front ripped open. He recalled George words uttered just moments before, “I didn’t mean to hurt her.”  He closed his eyes momentarily against the image that invaded his imagination.  Opening them again, he steeled himself and continued to the other side of the bed.  When he was in front of Katie, he crouched down to see her face.  

His stomach dropped when he saw the bruise that covered one side of her face and the cut on her swollen lip.  Beneath her head, the pillow was stained brown with droplets of dried blood.  Her eyes were open slightly, staring off into the distance, and she remained motionless.  Ritchie felt panic overwhelm him.  Fuck!  Oh fuck!  He’s killed her!  Oh Christ!  

Hesitantly, he reached out to lift her hair from her face.  Relief flooded through him when she flinched and whimpered softly.  Alive.  She’s alive then.  Christ!  Oh God, thank you!  “Katie?” he asked gently.  “Are ya hurt badly, luv?  Do ya need a doctor?”

She didn’t answer right away, and, just as Ritchie was thinking she wasn’t going to, she did.  “No…no doctor,” she whispered.

He nodded, secretly relieved.  “Alright, Katie.”  He bit his lip and thought for a moment.  It was clear to him what George had done, but he was uncertain how badly his mate had hurt the girl.  “Kate?  I’ll be right back, luv….I-I’ll, er, bring yer a nice cuppa, eh?”  When Katie didn’t respond, he left the room.  “I’ll bring ya a nice cuppa”?  Christ, Ritchie, yer a right pillar in a crisis ya are!  he derided himself.
He walked to the telephone just inside the front door, giving George only a cursory glance as he passed the kitchen.  Picking up the receiver, he quickly dialed.

On the other end, the call was answered, “Won Hong Low Chinese Restaurant.” The accent was Asian…with a distinctly Scouse tinge.  Ritchie couldn’t help but smile.

“’ey John, can ya put Cynthia on?”

“What’s this?  Ya know, I’ve had me suspicions about the two of you!” John replied with mock indignation.

“Oh aye!” Ritchie played along, “…fer years now.”

“’ang on….”

Within seconds, Cynthia came to the phone.  “Ritchie?”

“Yeah.  ‘ey, Cyn, do us a favor, will ya?  Can you come over straight away?” 

“Why?  What for?” she asked with concern.

“Er…I can’t say exactly right now….but Katie needs ya.  I wouldn’t ask, Cyn, but it’s important…very important.”

Cynthia hesitated only a moment before replying, “Right.  I’m on my way then.”

“Ta, Cyn,” Ritchie said, relieved that there would soon be another girl to deal with the more sensitive question concerning Katie’s injuries.  That’s just not something a fella can ask!

He hung up the telephone and went to the kitchen finding George in the same position in which Ritchie had last seen him.  Keeping his anger in check for the moment, Ritchie put the kettle on, quickly taking the aspirin he’d forgotten about since finding George earlier.  Then, turning toward his friend, he asked evenly, “What the fuck happened here, George?”

George straightened in his seat.  Pinching the bridge of his nose, he shrugged and answered, “I don’t know.  I’m not sure.”

“Don’t give me that shit!  Even I can see what ye’ve done to her!  She’s beaten, George! An’ her nightie…it’s torn and bloodied!”
Ritchie’s words appeared to deflate any defense George might have offered, and he seemed to crumple in front of Ritchie’s eyes.  “I was drunk, Ritch,” he offered futilely.  “…completely pissed….I don’t even remember half of what happened last night!”

Ritchie sat down and got as close to George’s face as he could.  Pointing toward the bedroom, he fumed, “Why don’t you go ask Katie then, George….go ask her what happened last night!  I’ve a feeling she can tell ya all about it!”

George buried his head between his hands.  “Christ!  I’m sorry….I’m so sorry!”

Seeing his friend’s remorse, Ritchie’s tone softened a bit.  “That’s all well and good, George, but I’m not the one who needs apologizing to.”

Raising his head a bit, George slowly shook it.  “An apology isn’t going to make this better, Ritch.  She’ll leave me fer sure this time, and, the worst thing is, I can’t blame her a bit if she does!”
Sighing deeply, Ritchie informed him, “Well, I rang Cynthia, and she’s on her way --”

George looked at him with incredulity.  “What did go and do that fer?”

Ritchie rose as the kettle whistled and busied himself with fixing the tea.  Carrying two mugs to the table, he placed one in front of George, leaving Katie’s warming in the pot for the moment.  “Coz we don’t know how badly ye’ve hurt her, George!” he replied direly.

“She’s banged up, Ritch, but – fer Chrissakes – she’s alright!” George protested irately.

Sliding into the chair, he replied, “Ya don’t know that, George!” Leaning forward, he added pointedly, “Ya can’t know that.”

Finally understanding Ritchie’s concern, George nodded.  “Alright then…but I’d rather it not go any further, eh Ritch?”

It was another twenty minutes before the doorman rang the flat to let them know they had visitors.  The ruckus coming from the stairwell told Ritchie and George that Cynthia did not come alone, prompting George to groan aloud.  “Fucking John as well?” he asked.  Ritchie just shrugged and opened the door.

“So what’s with all the bleedin’ mystery?” John said boisterously as he entered the hall.

“Shhh!” Ritchie said with a furtive glance down the hall toward George’s bedroom door.  Waving the couple in, Ritchie pointed toward the kitchen.  “Not you, Cyn,” he added, gently grabbing hold of her arm.  With a glance of dread at Ritchie, George led John into the kitchen, all the while wondering how the hell he was expected to explain everything.

As Ritch was quietly explaining to Cynthia why he’d asked her to come, he heard John shout from the kitchen, “You fuckin’ did what?”

When he’d finished apprising Cynthia, he said, “So, that’s it. I thought perhaps another girl could better suss out whether or not she needs a doctor…or hospital even,” he added with a grimace.

Nervously, Cyn told him, “I’m no doctor, Ritchie.  If she’s as hurt as you say, perhaps it’s best to just ring one.”

Ritchie blew a sigh, “Brian would have kittens, Cyn.”  Thinking better of it, he added quickly, “I mean, if it come to that, sod Brian, we’ll ring one, but…well…ya know,” he shrugged.

Cyn nodded.  “Alright then, let me go have a chat with her.”

Remembering the tea he’d promised Katie, Ritchie went back to the kitchen to get it, asking Cynthia to bring it to her.  As she started walking away, he called out to her, 

“Cyn?”

She turned back expectantly.

“I appreciate this…and I know George does as well.”

Cynthia glanced down at the floor thoughtfully for a moment.  Looking back up, she said, “I’m not doing this fer you, Ritch.” Then, she added more forcefully, “…and I’m certainly not doing this fer George.”

Ritchie nodded.

“Just so we’re clear.”  She walked toward George’s bedroom, and Ritchie went to join John and George in the kitchen.

Cynthia stood uncertainly outside the bedroom door, holding the hot cup of tea.  Although she and John had flowers sent when Katie was in hospital, she hadn’t actually seen or talked to the girl since the boys had been in America.  A large part of the reason for Cyn’s avoidance had been her embarrassment over the weekend in Ireland she and John had spent with George and Pattie.  However, she knew that Ritchie wasn’t the sort to panic easily.  The fact that he was concerned enough to ring her told her that there was legitimate cause for concern.  Summoning the courage, she raised her hand and knocked on the door.  Ritchie had told her that Katie hadn’t responded to his knocking either, so she waited a moment, then tentatively swung the door open.

“Katie?  It’s Cynthia, luv.”  She stopped short when she saw the bed was empty and spotted the half-full suitcase that was opened on the chair.  Katie came out of the master bathroom, fully dressed.  Had it not been for her bruised face, Cynthia might not have thought anything amiss.

“Hi Cyn,” Katie said quietly as she dropped several items into the suitcase.

Not sure what to do, Cynthia said lamely, “Er, Ritch asked me to bring you yer tea.”

“Oh, okay.  Just leave it on the nightstand, thanks,” Katie replied as she continued packing.

Cynthia nodded and did what Katie asked.  She sat on the edge of the bed, silently watching Katie pack for a while before speaking.  “Katie…Ritchie’s worried….he said that you and George had a fight or something last night….”

Katie gave a sarcastic snicker.  “Or something.”  She continued packing.

“Er…yes, well, he thought George had, you know, hurt you,” Cyn said, hoping her meaning was clear.

Katie stopped what she was doing for a moment.  “He did, Cyn.  He did hurt me…but he’ll never do it again, I promise you that,” she went back to her packing.

“So, yer…alright?”

“No, but I will be,” Katie replied shortly, not even pausing in her task.

The girls lapsed into another silence while Katie continued packing.  Finally, Cynthia ventured timidly, “I assume from the suitcase that you’re leaving?”

Again, Katie spoke without pausing from her task.  “Yes, I am.  I can’t very well go home looking like this, so I’ll be going back to Brian’s until the bruises and stuff heal…but then, I’m gone.”

“I see….listen, Katie, why don’t you come stay with us instead?  I mean, staying at Brian’s is fine, if that’s what you really want to do, but you may find it – I don’t know – helpful, maybe? – having another girl to talk to.”

At last, Katie did pause.  Looking at Cynthia, she asked, “Won’t John mind?”

Cynthia pulled a face.  “From the sound of things, I’d say John would be only more than happy to get you out of here!”  Seeing Katie’s confusion, she clarified simply, “John is very angry with George.”

Katie appeared to hesitate.  “Well…if you’re sure he won’t mind, I would feel more comfortable at your place, Cyn.  Thanks for the offer.”

The ice broken at last, Cyn stood and went to the girl.  “Not at all…but, seriously, Katie, are ya sure yer - ya know - alright?”

“Yeah, I think I am,” Katie said.  Then, looking a bit discomfited, she added, “I’m more than a bit sore, but I don’t think there’s anything to be concerned about.”

“Well, if yer certain….” Cyn said doubtfully.

“I am,” Katie insisted.

Cynthia looked around the room, “Okay, is there anything I can help you with then?”

“No, I think that’s pretty much it,” Katie replied, running her hand through her hair.  As she did so, she noticed the ring on her hand flash in the sunlight.

“Well then, let me just get John to carry yer case out to the car.”

“Okay, Cyn, thanks,” Katie responded.  When Cynthia had left the room, Katie removed the ring.  Staring at the jewelry she held between her fingers, she thought back to the day George had given it to her and remembered how happy she’d been.
Cynthia came back in the room.  “Alright, Katie.  John will be in to fetch yer suitcase.  He said that we should just wait in the car downstairs.”

“Okay,” Katie answered sadly.

“Right.  Have you everything you need then?” Cyn asked.  When she saw the girl nod, she said, “Well then, I have yer coat here.  Why don’t we just head downstairs.”

“Okay,” Katie agreed.  Before she turned to walk out of the bedroom – and George’s life – forever, she took a last glance at the emerald ring she’d worn so proudly and faithfully
 and gently set it down on George’s bedside table.  Taking a deep breath that shook with emotion, she turned and walked away.
It wasn’t until later that night that George found the ring Katie left behind. After she had left with John and Cynthia, he had spent the day moping around the flat, wondering how things between them had soured so irreparably.  Knowing he had only himself to blame made the loss feel only more severe. 
He had entered his bedroom after avoiding it all day.  Sitting on the edge of the bed, he surveyed the empty room.  Katie’s absence only made her feel all the more present in the barren space.  Every corner, every piece of furniture connected to some memory of her, and spoke to the reality that she was gone…for good.  Groaning softly, he held his head between his hands.

He knew better than to even try to stop her from leaving.  If he was being honest with himself, he had to admit that he had been treating her badly ever since the accident….the constant infidelities, the drunkenness, the staying out all night, the broken promises….but all of that paled in the face of what he had done to her the night before.  Even he knew it was unforgivable, and the flashes of images that permeated his memory made him cringe.  He had been like a man possessed.  What’s worse, I’d enjoyed it.  After having so many birds throw themselves at me for so long, willing to do whatever I fancied, no matter how depraved….I’d enjoyed it….hurting her, scaring her, having that much power over her….an’ her fighting back, not wanting it, not wanting me….I fuckin’ enjoyed it!  It excited me! It turned me on!  What the fuck is wrong with me?  I hurt the girl I love, and I liked it!  The realization sickened him.  He could only hope that Katie herself would never realize it.

As he went to lie back against the pillows, he saw the ring Katie had left behind.  Picking it up, he turned it over in his hands.  I reckon that’s it then…she’s really left me.  He thought back to the day he’d given it to her.  He remembered how they had just made love in the shadows of the caves they’d sought shelter from in the Wirral winter winds.  We were so happy then.  How did this happen?  How did I lose her?  
Looking at the ring in his hand, he broke down.  Christ!  What have I done?
