True Love Ways

(© 2007)

by Terri
Chapter Fifty-Three

I Need You
“So, we’ll see ya there tonight then?” Paul asked, lifting the strap of his Hoffner bass up over his head.

“Yeah,” John answered lazily.  Yawning widely, he scratched his head and added, “I’ve told ya Cyn’s comin’ along, right?”

“Is she?” Paul asked in surprise.  It wasn’t often John brought his wife along when the lads went clubbing.  “Perhaps I should see if Jane wants to come along?”

John shrugged indifferently.  “That’s up to you, son.”

Paul nodded and then asked, “So what’s the occasion?”

“Eh?”

“Fer you bringing Cyn….anything special?”

“Nah.  Kate’s offered to watch Jules fer us to have a night out,” John explained.  “Reckoned we’d best take her up on it before she leaves Saturday.”

“Ah,” Paul nodded in understanding. He glanced furtively around the room before lowering his voice to ask, “So, she’s really leaving then?  Fer good, I mean?”

Donning his corduroy jacket, John replied offhandedly, “Can ya blame her?”

“No,” Paul answered thoughtfully.  “No, I guess I can’t.  Shame though, that.  I was really starting to believe her and George really did stand a chance of – ya know – making it.”

John shook his head and observed disdainfully, “It was daft.  The girl’s only a fuckin’ kid, fer Chrissakes.  This whole thing was a disaster in the making from the start.  He would’ve done well to have just let her be back in Illinois.”

“Oh, I dunno, John,” Paul challenged.  “I agree she’s terribly young fer that sort of thing, but, on the other hand, she’s really quite mature fer her age.  I can see why George thought it might work out between them.”

Smirking, John mocked, “That’s because yer as daft as he is!  Bloody romantic gits, the pair of ya….don’t know how ya can see yer own two feet in front of ya what with the stars in yer eyes blinding ya all the while!”
Smiling, Paul simply shook his head, knowing better than to even try to debate John on the point.  “Well, I’m off then.  Ya staying at mine or heading home?”

“Home,” John answered shortly.  “Alf’s waiting on me.”

It was Paul’s turn to smirk and mock.  “Are ya ever going to bother getting yer driving license, John?”

“What for?” he asked innocently.  “’specially when I have all these people waiting on me hand and foot.  I am a Beatle, I’ll have ya know!”

“Oh aye?  Now, who’s being the git, eh?” Paul smiled.  “Right, I’ll see ya tonight then.”

John nodded his assent curtly while Paul called “goodnight” to the others, making his way toward the exit.  Not even two minutes later, John followed him out into the night.  As he was walking away, George slowly walked around from behind the partition that had hidden him from view as he unintentionally eavesdropped on his friends’ conversation.  Pensively, he stared at John’s retreating back, debating whether or not to call out to him…to question him on what he’d heard him tell Paul.  His indecision ultimately made the choice for him as John disappeared from sight.

She’s leaving Saturday?  That’s only two days away!  Two days to try to convince Katie to stay…to come home to me.  How the fuck am I supposed to do that in only two days?  
He hadn’t seen Katie since “that morning.”  He had known all along that she was staying with John and Cynthia, and, while he’d kept his distance and didn’t bother her, he had taken to driving past the Lennon’s Knightsbridge home several times a day in the hope of just catching a glimpse of her.  He dared not stop his car outside the building at Emperor’s Gate, but would slow down just enough to see if he could spot her coming or going to or from the building or, peering up at the top floor flat, to see if she was visible through the windows. 
Despite the use of the pseudonym, “Hadley,” the fans had long since caught on to the true identity of the family living there and regularly gathered outside John’s home, making it impossible for George to do anything more than pass by without alerting residents of the building – including John himself - of the presence of yet another Beatle.  Much to George’s consternation, however, Katie had thus far remained out of sight, contributing to his increasing frustration.  Now, as he just discovered, he had only two days in which to try to talk to her.  Unfortunately, he as yet had no idea what he could even say or do to make things right.  In the harsh light of sobriety, even he had to admit that what he had done to her was reprehensible…unforgivable, really…and, yet, that is exactly what he was going to ask her to do…forgive him…again…but how?
He mulled the question over the entire drive home and as he prepared for bed.  Slipping between the sheets exhausted and emotionally spent, he found sleep nonetheless eluded him.  Tossing and turning, he could only think about the fact that he had a mere forty-eight hours to win his girl back.  
When he awoke later that afternoon, it was with the mind-numbing lethargy that is often the by-product of a largely sleepless night.  He was sitting at the breakfast nook, nursing his second cup of tea when Ritchie came in looking bright and chipper and well-rested.  Though he held his mate in the highest of esteem and affection, at that moment George felt an irrational desire to throttle him…a desire that was only compounded when Ritchie looked at him in all seriousness and said, “Christ, ya look like shite, son!”

“Thanks very much,” George answered sarcastically.

Ritch clucked sympathetically, “Didn’t sleep well, eh?”

“No, well I wouldn’t have, would I?” George groused, past caring that his ill temper was targeting his friend unfairly.

“Well, we’ve nothing on fer today, George, why don’t ya go to back to bed --”

“Won’t do any good,” George replied shortly.

“No? Why’s that?” 

George glared at Ritchie as if to say “you know very well why,” but, in truth, George had no proof that Ritchie had any clue what was happening with Katie.  Sighing loudly, he set his cup down on the saucer noisily.  “Katie.” He said simply.  “She’s leaving…Saturday.”

Out of the corner of his eye, George saw Ritchie avert his eyes guiltily.

“You knew.” George said as more of a statement than a question.

Ritchie shrugged.  “I’d heard.  I am sorry, George,” he offered sincerely, adding a pragmatic, “Ah, but, ya know, perhaps it’s fer the best.”

“Oh aye?” George challenged.  “….and how’s that then?”

Trying to lighten the tone of the conversation, Ritchie smiled and said, “This is no time fer ya to be getting serious with a girl…with any girl.  Yer a Beatle fer fuck’s sake!” he laughed.  “Ya could have any girl ya want --”
“Yeah, well…I want Katie,” George mumbled into his teacup.

Ritchie’s smile faltered as he dropped the façade.  “I know ya do, George, but ya might have to just face the fact that…well…that she – ya know – doesn’t…want…you.”

George raised his dark eyes from the cup in front of him to meet his friend’s.  Ritch was well aware of the risk he was taking being so brutally honest….But what sort of a mate would I be if I only told him what I thought he wanted to hear instead of what I believe to be true?

After several nerve-wracking seconds, George simply nodded and lowered his eyes.  Ritchie gave a sigh of relief.  “Well, I’m off to meet Mo and her mum.  I told ‘em I’d be ringing to pick them up an hour ago!  Pausing at the front door, he turned back toward George.  “Ye’ll be alright, George?”

“Yeah,” he replied, rubbing his tired, dry eyes.

“’ey, what I said, eh?  Finish yer tea there and pop off fer a bit of a kip.”  He started walking away, but turned back suddenly, asking, “Yer coming tonight, aren’t ya?”
George desperately wanted to say no.  The last thing he felt like doing was going out in public with the others, being hounded by press and fans alike.  On the other hand, the lads had been talking about going to see this new band and had as good as given their word that they’d all be there.  Grudgingly, he replied, “Yeah, I’ll be there.”

“Good!” Ritch smiled as he opened the door. 
“But I’m not stayin’ long,” George added in stern warning.

 “Whatever ya like, George.  Ya might change yer mind once yer there.  Ah, it’ll just be good to see ya out and about.  Ye’ll see, mate, it’ll be just what the doctor ordered!” Ritchie assured him with a wink and a smile.
George nodded apathetically, grateful when the front door had finally closed, leaving him alone once more with only his misery for company. 
Reaching into his trouser pocket, George withdrew the emerald ring.  Turning it over in the palm of his hand, he reflected upon happier times, wondering if he and Katie would ever share moments that way again.  Just the mere memory of her - her smile, her touch, her smell, her taste…the feel of her hair against his skin - caused him a pain that was almost visceral.

Running a hand through his hair, he sighed heavily, and, tipping back on his chair, he reached out to the table behind him and pulled open the drawer, withdrawing a crumpled sheet of paper and a pencil.  Setting the items on the table next to the ring, he leaned in the other direction and hefted the Gibson into his lap.  Ever the perfectionist when it came to his music, even in his sullen mood, George took the time to literally fine-tune the instrument before strumming a pitch perfect “A” chord.   Draining the last of his tea, he cleared his throat while reviewing the few lyrics he’d written already before he started to sing:

You don’t realize how much I need you


Love you all the time and never leave you


Please come on back to me


I’m lonely as can be


I need you


Said you had a thing or two to tell me


How was I to know you would upset me


I didn’t realize as I looked in your eyes


You told me


Oh yes you told me you don’t want my lovin’ anymore


That’s when it hurt me and feeling like this


I just can’t go on anymore

Overcome with emotion, the last few words were reduced to a quivering whisper.  Propping his head in his hand, George covered his eyes and took several slow, deep breaths in an effort to calm himself.  After a while, he gently set the guitar aside, and, gathering up the paper and pencil, he shoved them back into the drawer, murmuring, “Bloody soft, that’s what! Fuckin’ waste of time!”  He slammed the drawer shut and pocketed the ring again before striding purposely from the room.  
John stood as he spotted Paul and Ritchie entering the club.  “’ey!  Paul!  Ritch!  Over here!” he shouted loudly.

“John!” Cyn chastised in embarrassment, pulling on the edge of his jacket.  “Shh!  Ya don’t have to shout!  They’ll see us if you’d just give ‘em a moment!  Really!”
“Well, I’m just making sure they do!” he replied defensively as he sat down.

Weaving their way through the awed crowd on the dance floor, Paul and Ringo led their girls toward the back table where John and Cynthia were already settled in.  Once greetings had been exchanged among the group, they all sat and ordered drinks.  Leaning toward Ringo, Paul asked subtly, “George is coming, isn’t he?”
Ritchie shrugged.  “Said he was.”

Satisfied, Paul nodded and sat back in his seat.  No one could deny there had been a certain awkwardness since Katie had gone to stay with the Lennon’s, and, although not one of the boys condoned what George had done, the fact of the matter was that, no matter how much they liked Katie, George was still one of “them.”  Soon, Katie would return to America, but George would continue to be a Beatle…and a friend.
“’eads up, there’s yer man now,” Ringo said to Paul, inclining his chin toward the dance floor.

The two Beatles watched as George struggled to make his way across the floor, greeting fans and well-wishers while at the same time fending off the autograph hounds that pursued him relentlessly.  The sporadic flash from at least a dozen cameras announced his arrival to anyone in the club who didn’t realize that the fourth and final Beatle had arrived.  As George approached the table, Paul smiled, “’ey, la!”  Forcing a smile in return, George nodded.
Ringo was beaming.  Perhaps it was the liquor, but he seemed genuinely happy to see their youngest member.  “Alright, George?” he asked with a big grin.

Ritchie’s smile was too infectious for George to resist as he returned one of his own.  “Yeah.”
By this time, John, too, spotted George and he stood, sliding a chair from a nearby table over to the lead guitarist.  “There y’are, mate!” he grinned drunkenly, leading George to muse that John must have gotten quite a head start on the drinking.
“Ta,” George answered with a chuckle as he just barely caught the back of the chair before it went careening into the crowded table just to the left of them.  Right then, the band took the stage again, and, following a short introduction, the music started, the sheer volume of which rendered any conversation all but impossible.  
Removing his jacket, George saw Cynthia sitting on the other side of John and tentatively lifted his hand in greeting.  He was relieved when Cynthia smiled and waved back.  Perhaps Ritchie was right.  Perhaps this is what I needed to do…get out a bit…have a few drinks and some laughs!
Ritchie leaned in toward George and shouted in his ear, “I’ve already ordered fer ya.”

“Eh?  What’s that?” George yelled back in question.

“Yer drink,” Ritchie raised his voice even more loudly.  “I’ve ordered ya a scotch and coke!”
Nodding that he’d heard this time, George, replied, “Thanks, Ritch!”
There was little more the boys could say until the music stopped for the next break a near forty-five minutes later, which was fine by George.  For once, that evening, he truly felt like living up to the deceptive moniker Bill Harry had given him years ago…“the quiet Beatle.”  
No one watching would have guessed that anything was weighing heavily on his mind.  Outwardly, George seemed to be absorbed in the performance on stage.  Inwardly, however, his thoughts were in a whirl.  The continual glances at his watch followed by the quick calculation of just how much time he’d left before Katie would fly back to America and out of his life for good only served to compound his panic and confusion, and the countless scotch and cokes he was putting away wasn’t improving his clarity of mind, either.
In the hours since he’d first learned of her imminent departure, he’d entertained every possible scenario he cold conceive of….begging, bribery, blackmail, even straight out kidnapping…but, when followed to its logical conclusion, the probable outcome of each fantasy was the same…Katie leaving anyway.  Even if he could have come up with the right words to make her stay, he also still faced the dilemma of even getting her to simply talk to him.  Though John had made a valiant effort at not bringing the situation into the group, it was clear from his silence that the last thing Katie wanted was to hear from George.  In fact, had it not been for the bruises and cuts evident on her face and body – remnants of the injury he himself had inflicted upon her – she’d be gone already.  His anguish was quickly giving way to desperation….and desperation can be a dangerous state of mind.
His thoughts were interrupted briefly when he noticed John getting up from the table.  George watched his friend walk off back across the dance floor.  Must be going to the loo. 
He was struck momentarily with the idea to follow John, somehow get him to talk to him, get him to intercede with Katie on his behalf.  However, he quickly recalled how angry John had been that morning he’d brought Cyn to the flat when George confessed what he’d done.  
Hmpf!  Fancy that!  John Lennon taking me to task for hitting a girl…my girl!  How quickly he forgets his own cruelty!  He forgets just how many times I’ve seen him grab Cyn up roughly….or that he told me about slapping her face when he’d thought she’d been flirting with Stu….and what about that time at the party when he got himself legless and held that burning ciggie against that poor girl’s hand?  Where the fuck does he get off being all gallant and heroic with Katie?  Maybe he fancies her himself, the prick!  Maybe it was all a ruse to get her to himself!  That would be just like him, wouldn’t it? He just can’t bear the idea of any one of us having something he doesn’t.  Me and Kate…we were happy until all this happened.  Perhaps we could have worked through things had he stayed out of it!  I’d wager that’s what it is….he’s trying to pull her himself!  Fuck!  What if he already has?
The thought had taken root in George’s mind.  In his drunken stupor, he had completely forgotten the fact that it was Cynthia, not John, who’d invited Katie to stay with them. Glancing toward Cynthia, George continued his mental tirade.  Poor cow probably doesn’t even realize what’s really going on!  She’s been turnin’ a blind eye fer years now!  Perhaps--  His internal rant came to a screeching halt when he saw, there on the table in front of where John sat, his ring of keys.  One key in particular seemed to call to him….the key to the Lennon’s front door.  He was up and moving before the plan had even fully formed in his mind.
Out of the corner of her eye, Cynthia watched George’s approach warily.  She could tell from the way he was weaving as he walked that he’d already had quite a bit to drink.  She froze when she felt him slip his arm around her shoulder.  

“’ey Cyn!” he nearly shouted in her ear.

Nervously she turned his way to find he’d slid into John’s seat.  At least he’s smiling.  “Hello, George,” she called back.  I wish this music wasn’t so bleedin’ loud!  Inconspicuously, she tried to catch Paul or Ritchie’s eye.
“Listen,” he slurred loudly.  “I just want ya to know that there are no hard feelings.  I know ya were just tryin’ to help Katie.”

Cyn smiled and nodded quickly.  “Yes, yes, I was, George.  I’m glad you realize that.”  Where the hell is John?
He leaned in, putting his mouth close to her ear.  “I reckon she’s made no mention of talking to me before she’s leaves, eh?”

“Er, no, George, not to me anyway.”  Christ, he smells like a distillery!  She pulled back a bit and saw that he was still smiling.  She noted uncomfortably that the smile didn’t quite reach his eyes, and it made him look a bit mad.  Just as her anxiety was starting to escalate, though, George stood and leaned in to kiss her cheek.  

“Well, I just wanted to tell yer that while we had a mo.”  He patted her shoulder and started to leave.

More than just a bit confused, Cyn replied, “Ta, George.  I’m glad you understand.”

His smile tightened even as he nodded.  “G’night, Cyn!”

“Goodnight, George,” she answered distractedly.  She continued to watch him as he caught the others’ attention and waved goodnight.  She saw him run into John as they passed each other on the dance floor….she watched as they said their goodbyes…watched as her husband rejoined her at the table.  When the band finally took a break fifteen minutes later, she relayed her conversation to John, concluding, “I’m telling ya, John, it was off!”
John shrugged.  “Sounds like he was just letting ya know he wasn’t holding anything against us or nowt, Cyn.  Don’t go makin’ too much of it.”

“Maybe yer right,” she relented hesitantly.

“’ey, where are me keys?” John asked no one in particular.

“I told ya to put ‘em away, didn’t I?” Paul said in rebuke.

Cynthia stared at the place where John’s keys had been laying and thought back to the strange exchange with George.  “Maybe yer wrong,” she said pointedly.

“Eh?”

“John, we’d better get home,” she said fearfully, bolting up from her chair.
“Why?  What is it?” he asked in confusion.

“I told ya something wasn’t right with George!” she stressed in exasperation.

“What d’yer mean, Cyn?” Ritch asked, looking from her to Maureen and back again.

“The key to the flat is on that ring!” she said without looking up while she gathered her purse and cigarettes.

“So?” Paul prompted, looking every bit as bewildered as Ritchie, but understanding finally dawned on John as he seethed, “Shit! Let’s go!”
Not yet understanding, but sensing they should accompany the couple, Paul asked anxiously, “What d’yer think has happened?”

Cyn reeled around, “Katie.  Katie’s there by herself with Julian!”

Blanching visibly, Ritchie moved quickly.  He’d seen how much George had been drinking and didn’t want a repeat of what had happened earlier in the week.  “Y-Yeah, okay….let’s go.”  Recalling that Alf had brought the Lennon’s in from Knightsbridge, he told John and Cynthia, “You can ride with me and Mo.”
Once the group was outside, John and Cynthia hurried toward Ritchie’s vehicle, while Paul pulled on Ritch’s arm and asked quietly, “’ey, Ritch, you don’t really think George has gone after Katie, do ya?”

Turning towards his friend, Ritchie answered, “I don’t think he has, no.  I’m dead certain of it.”

Paul nodded nervously.  Gently taking Jane’s arm, he said, “Right then, we’ll meet you there.”
Despite the mid-spring thunderstorm raging outside, George parked on Cromwell Road, just down and off a street from Emperor’s Gate.  It wouldn’t do to have someone spot my car here now…it would raise suspicions, no doubt.   Exiting the car, he felt for John’s keys in his pocket before locking and closing the car door.  Pulling his collar up around his neck, he hunched over and crossed the road, trying to stay in the shadows in case any of the few passers-by would recognize him.  Finding a temporary shelter in a neighbor’s alcove across the street from the Lennon’s building, he stared up at the top floor through the pouring rain.  He could count only two lights burning, and one of those - a low lamp in the sitting room - he recalled was always left on at night.  The other light, he assumed, was the room where Katie was staying as he was certain she would have had Julian in bed hours ago.
He passed several minutes smoking a cigarette while he made certain no fans lingered out in front.  Though he doubted any of them would be out on the street this late at night in the downpour, he didn’t want to take any chances.  Seeing the light in Katie’s room go out, he tossed the smoldering cigarette butt out onto the street.  Then, moving quickly, he stealthily approached the building.  Looking through the beveled glass door at the entrance to number seventeen, he saw the night doorman at his post reading a newspaper.  Grinning wryly, he acknowledged the one advantage to being a Beatle in London and anticipated no trouble getting past the man, especially since he had John’s key.

Hearing the door open, the man behind the desk started in surprise and did a double take when he recognized the Beatle, dripping wet and rather disheveled.  “Well, good evening, Mr. Harrison!” he greeted George enthusiastically.  “Looks like you could have made do with an umbrella this evening!”
“Er, yeah, I reckon I could have,” George agreed genially.

Altering his expression to one of profound concern, the doorman informed him, “If you’re here to see Mr. Lennon, I’m afraid you’ve missed him.  He and the missus went out fer the evening.”

Striving to act as sober and unobtrusive as possible, George dangled the ring of keys from his finger.  “Ah, yeah…yes, I know that.  I was with Mist-- John just now.  Seems how he’s forgotten something of mine in his flat and, rather than make him go out of his way, I said I’d just pop by m’self to get it.  I have his key, see?”

“Ah, yes,” the doorman acknowledged indecisively.  After a moment’s thought, he shrugged and laughed self-consciously.  “Ah, I suppose it would be alright.  After all, he did give you his key, didn’t he?”

“Yeah, thanks very much then,” George called back over his shoulder, already heading for the stairwell.

As he was rounding the staircase to the second floor, he was hit with a wave of vertigo…a latent effect from the alcohol consumed earlier.  Pausing for a moment to clear his head, he remembered that Robert Freeman had a flat on that floor.  In fact, it was Freeman who had helped secure the upper flat for John and Cyn.  
Once he felt a bit better, George resumed his climb, albeit a bit more slowly.  Carefully, he avoided making any sound that would echo off the narrow space and alert Katie that someone was coming should she still be awake. Reaching the top floor, he cautiously pulled the door open and stepped out onto the landing.

Deftly, he pulled the ring of keys from his trouser pocket and, one by one, tested the keys in the lock.  Upon inserting the third key and twisting it, he heard the bolt slide back. Quietly, he turned the doorknob, opening the door just enough for him to slip quickly inside.  Closing the door softly behind him, he stood in the dimly lit room and listened for any sound, the alcohol causing him to sway slightly on his feet.  Warily, he started to walk through the room toward the hallway, the carpet muffling his footsteps as went.  The first door he came to opened into Julian’s room…the second, to John and Cyn’s.  Directly across that hall was the bathroom.  With barely a glance, he passed by all three, his eyes focused on the last door at the end of the hall….the door that opened to the room where Katie lay, sound asleep.
Reaching out George wrapped his hand around the doorknob, hesitant to open it.  Looking underneath the door, he could see that the light was still out, and, pressing his ear against the door, he could hear only silence from the other side.  She must be asleep.  So….what do I do?  Wake her?  And say what exactly?  What if she won’t listen?  What if she screams?  Throws me out?  Rings the police?  What then?  He sighed heavily and leaned against the doorjamb, his mind a muddle of confusion, his heart breaking, feeling desperate and alone.  Somehow, someway, I’ve got to get her to listen…to understand.  I love her, and I know she loves me.  We’ve just had a rough bit fer a while, but we can work it out alright if she’ll give it a chance.  Why wouldn’t she want to?  She loves me….doesn’t she?  

A crash of thunder overhead made him jump, and, for a moment, he worried the noise would wake Katie, or worse, Julian.  Holding his breath, he waited and listened.  Nothing…good….that’s good.  
Steeling himself, he grasped the doorknob and turned it, once again slipping furtively into the dark room and closing the door quietly behind him.  He cursed inwardly as a bolt of lightening briefly illuminated the room.  Thankfully, however, Katie remained in a sound sleep, courtesy of the nembutal capsules Brian had given her days ago to help with her anxiety-induced insomnia.

George moved closer to the bed.  A shaft of light from the yellowish streetlamp outside the window peeked through the closed draperies allowing him to barely make out Katie’s form.  As he stood staring at the sleeping girl, water incessantly dripped from his hair onto his face and shoulders.  With one hand, he wiped his face in irritation then slowly lowered himself onto the side of her bed.  Again, Katie remained perfectly still, encouraging George to reach out lightly caress her cheek with his fingertips.  
Although it had only been days since he’d last seen her, the trauma of those days made the separation feel like years.  Ah, Christ, baby girl, what have I done?  To be sure, I’ve not treated you at all the way ya deserve to be treated.  I can tell ya I’m sorry, but how many times have I said that before, eh?  Ya won’t believe me, and it won’t matter.  But, dammit, Katie, yer mine!  Yer my girl.  No other fella has kissed you, touched you, loved you the way I have.  Yer mine completely.  Ya can’t expect me to just let ya go now….to go and take up with someone else.  I can’t do it, Katie, I can’t let another fella have you.  I just can’t!
His earlier thoughts about John’s motives filled his imagination again coupled with the memory of the fiasco with Neil in Miami.  George was certain that Katie wouldn’t lack for male attention or companionship should she choose to leave him, and the thought was driving him mad.  The alcohol, desperation, and fury all coalesced then, hitting him square in the chest, making it hard for him to breathe.
“You don’t realize how much I need you….”

Sitting there, he felt an annoying drip from his wet necktie beating a steady rhythm against the back of his hand.  Reaching up, he found the end of the tie hanging loosely around his neck.

“Love you all the time and never leave you….”

Mechanically, he pulled the one end until it had slid off his neck and into his hands.

“Please come on back to me ….”

A loud clap of thunder was followed by another bolt of lightening.  Katie’s face was turned away from him, but, as if in invitation, the soft pale flesh of her neck seemed to glow in the momentary illumination.  He slowly started to wind the ends of his tie around his hands.
“I’m lonely as can be….”

He recalled how it aroused her so when he’d kiss and nip at her neck.  There were times he was sure he could make her come by that alone.  He felt himself grow harder remembering the way her body would involuntarily raise into his…the way her fingers would tangle in his hair as she pushed the back of his head into her neck in a wordless plea to bite harder.  He imagined another man in his place….Katie offering her neck to him….her fingers tangled in his hair….No….Christ, no….mine….yer mine!  He pulled the tie taut between his hands and began to raise it over her.
“I need you.”
