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God, he is such a “whore”!  Not an ounce of shame!  I mean, there we were, sitting in a club full of people….I was looking around, seeing who else I recognized.  Really, these clubs always have a surprise patron or two.  Just last week, for instance, I spotted Eric Burdon, and the week before that, Keith Richards and Brian Jones.  I don’t know if George doesn’t see them or if there are some nights he just doesn’t care, but I’m still a bit overwhelmed by the near proximity to these guys I only used to know from their records and TV.  So, there I was, engaged in what I came to call my “star-spotting,” when I caught George’s expression out of the corner of my eye. 

I looked at him full-on, and, as the music was blaring, mouthed, “What?”  He continued staring at me, a little smile playing at the corner of his mouth.  Feeling I was missing something, again I mouthed, “What?!”  Again, no response.  His grin widened.  “WHAT?”

Just then, George moved his arm, accidentally knocking my small purse off the table.  We both moved to pick it up, but George put his hand up, indicating that he would retrieve it.  I just shook my head and resumed my “star-spotting.”

Suddenly, I felt a hand moving up the inner thigh of first one leg, and then the other.  When I jumped in surprise, George grabbed my hips, holding me in place. Flushed with embarrassment, I tried to nonchalantly look around to ascertain that no one was watching.  After all, a Beatle just disappearing inside a club is bound to arouse suspicion.  However, at that point, suspicion wasn’t the only thing getting aroused!  He had moved his caresses from one leg to the moist patch between my legs.  Thankfully, the music drowned out my gasp.

Gently, but firmly, he parted my legs and slid my bottom forward on the seat.  As he continued to rub me through my panties, I felt his lips alternately kissing, nipping, and sucking the tender flesh right above my stocking.  I was sure people would know what was going on just by looking at me, but it seemed the harder I tried not to react, the more I was losing control.  I swore I would make him pay – just as soon as he finished!

I didn’t feel him pulling the silky material of my panties to the side, but realized he must have when I felt his long, slender finger slide deeply inside me.  As he manipulated me from the inside, I felt his hot breath moving slowly up past my thigh.  It was all I could do to keep from crying out when he started licking and sucking my clit. His left arm was wrapped around my waist, pulling me forward.  Past caring for the moment who saw what, I slipped my hand down, entwining my fingers in his long thick hair, almost losing it when he slid a second finger into me, and started pumping hard.


A single rivulet of sweat rolled down the side of my face as I tried to casually place my other hand over my mouth.  I was close, so close.  He knew it, too.  Through half-closed eyes, I saw the waitress making her way over to our table and started to panic.  I tried pushing George away, but he took this as a challenge and pulled me in closer, fingering me deeper and sucking my clit harder.  This was it.  If she noticed anything strange, she didn’t show it.  “May I get you anything, Miss?”  Just as she finished – so did I.  “YES!” I yelled in ecstasy….“WATER, PLEASE!”  I yelled again a split-second later, figuring that maybe she would just think I was shouting so loud so I would be heard over the music.  “Certainly, Miss,” she answered slowly, giving me an odd look before she turned and walked away.  Underneath the table, I could feel George’s laughter against my leg.

After a few seconds, he slid back up in his seat.  Amazingly, no one seemed to notice.  He was still laughing. “You bastard!” I mouthed at him over the blaring music.  He lit a cigarette, and reclined back in seat, just looking at me and grinning. I shook my head and looked away, trying to regain some semblance of self-control.  After a few minutes, the waitress reappeared, placing a glass of water in front of me.  “Your water, Miss,” she said stoically.  Then, turning to George, she changed her tone and gushed, “Can I get anything for you, Mr. Harrison?  Something to drink?  Something to eat, perhaps?”  

“Ta, luv, I’ve already eaten,” he replied wryly, giving me what I suppose he thought was a covert wink.  He was trying to suppress his laughter while I squinted at him in warning.  Disappointed that she had no reason to return to our table for a while, the waitress walked away.  When she was out of earshot, I started laughing, “You’re an ass!”

“Am I?” he asked in mock surprise.

“Most definitely!”

“Aw, luv, that’s not hardly fair!” he cooed.

“No?” I smiled.

“Not at all!”  After several seconds, he added, “By the way…baby?” 

“Hmmm?”

He paused a moment then knocked my purse on the ground.   With a wink, he said, “It’s yer turn to pick up yer purse.”

