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When I Get Home

“Ladies and gentlemen, we ask that you please extinguish all cigarettes, secure all trays, and fasten your seat belts as we prepare for landing.”

Katie carefully made her way up the aisle, returning to her seat.  Upon hearing the stewardess’ announcement, she blew a sigh of relief, grateful that she had managed to freshen up in the tiny restroom while there had still been time to do so.  She had slept only fitfully during the flight, and it had been showing.  Changing planes in New York had been hectic, and her flight had been delayed nearly four full hours.  The stress and excitement of the trip left her exhausted, but, sadly, too wound up to sleep much.  Fortunately, she had thought to toss her makeup in her purse, and it helped to hide the dark circles that she’d acquired during the long night.

Just as she was clicking her belt in place, she felt the craft bank left, starting its descent.  Raising the small shade on her window, she looked out.  The city of London and its surrounding suburbs below were still yet indistinguishable from the height of the plane, appearing as a series of grids in varying shades of greens and browns with the occasional river and tributary snaking through the squares and rectangles.  

As the plane continued to circle, growing closer to the ground below, her ears began to pop uncomfortably.  Louise had warned her about this and suggested that she try chewing gum to offset the worst of it.  While Katie rooted through her purse for the pack of Wrigley’s she purchased specifically for the trip, the captain’s voice came over the public address in the cabin, informing passengers as to the weather and warning of possible weather related delays for those hoping to make connecting flights.  To her relief, he concluded by saying that they should be landing at Heathrow in approximately twenty minutes.

Despite the fact that her reunion with George was still somewhat a ways off, she still felt a surge of excitement at the thought that the longest part of her trip was almost over.  Soon, they would be on the ground, and, at the very least, she would be in the same city as George was – hours away from seeing him again.

The grey London morning could do nothing to dampen her spirits as she continued to gaze out through the small oval window of the plane, watching as the ground seemingly rose closer to meet her.  A short while later, she made out the numerous runways of Heathrow Airport, and knew they were within minutes of landing.  Smiling widely, her heart started pounding wildly against her chest in anticipation. Suddenly though, there was an incredible noise and vibration coming from just below her that almost sent her into a panic until she heard a voice from behind her informing his companion, “That will be the wheels coming down for landing.”  Relieved, she sank back into her seat.  Oddly, she noticed that the plane seemed to accelerate as it moved closer to the ground.  Then, as she felt the wheels meet the runway, the cabin broke out in applause, leading her to guess that not all landings were so smooth.  She hadn’t realized just how fast they were traveling until she felt her slight body pushing forward against her seatbelt as the craft decelerated on the blacktop.  Finally slowing, the plane leisurely rolled toward the terminal, coming to a stop not far from another, smaller craft.  The captain’s voice filled the cabin again as he announced, “Ladies and gentlemen, we’d like to welcome you to London.  The local time is 8:20 a.m.  On behalf of BOAC, we’d like to wish you a Happy New Year and thank you for flying with us.”

The passengers had to wait for the stairs to be rolled up to the cabin door, and Katie used the opportunity to withdraw her passport from her purse, remembering Neil telling her that she would have to retrieve her luggage and go through Customs first.  Slipping into her coat, she watched as the stewardesses opened the door, sending a chilly breeze blowing through first class.  As she descended the flight of stairs outside the craft, she consciously stepped off the last stair and onto British ground.  Feeling somewhat giddy that she’d finally arrived, she walked quickly toward the terminal.

Once inside, she followed the other passengers to the baggage area, trying very hard to look like she knew what she was doing.  She was watching as the first bags were sent through, waiting to see her own suitcase when she suddenly was approached by a porter.

“Miss Kelly?”

Startled, Katie turned toward him, “Excuse me?” she asked in surprise.

“Sorry, miss, but are you Kathryn Kelly?”

Nervously, Katie answered, “Y-Yes, I am….”

Smiling, the older man informed her, “A Mr. Aspinall arranged for me to meet you, miss…ya know, to help you move your luggage through Customs.”

“Oh!” Katie replied, pleased and touched by Neil’s thoughtfulness.  “Well, that was very kind of him.”  Just then, she spotted her large suitcase being handed off through the small square cutaway in the wall.  “I’ve only the one,” she said, pointing her case out to the porter, “…but it is rather large.”

“No worries, miss,” he assured her as he reached over and grabbed the suitcase. Laying it flat on the cart, he added, “If you’ll just follow me, we’ll have you through Customs in no time at all.”

Katie nodded and followed the man as he wheeled the cart toward the shortest of the lines for the government Customs check.  As they waited for her turn, the porter informed her, “Your very lucky, miss.  There was a flight from Boston due in right before ya, but it’s running late.  Else I reckon you’d be in for a much longer wait what with all the holiday travelers.”

Katie raised her eyebrows at this, “Well, in that case, you’re right, I am lucky!”

As the older couple in front of her finished their check, the porter led Katie to the counter where a Customs official stood.  “Good morning, miss.  Passport please.”

Katie handed her passport to the uniformed man as the porter hoisted her suitcase onto the counter.  “Is this locked, miss?” he asked.

“Uh, no…no, I don’t think so,” Katie replied, not sure why he was asking.

“Business or pleasure?” the Customs agent asked.

“Excuse me?” Katie asked in confusion.

“The reason for your visit to the United Kingdom, miss.  Is it for business or pleasure?”

“Uh, I-I’m here to visit my boyfriend,” she blurted out, her nervousness compounding her confusion.

Smiling smugly, the agent said, “Pleasure,” and stamped the visa on her passport.  “Would you please open your suitcase, miss.”

Katie did as he requested and watched while he did a cursory inspection of the contents of her luggage.  Closing the case, he turned back and wrote something quickly in the book in front of him.  The porter, meanwhile, had snapped the suitcase shut and replaced it on the cart.  Handing her passport back to her, the Customs agent said politely, “Welcome to the United Kingdom, miss.  Enjoy your stay and Happy New Year!”

“Thank you,” Katie replied with a relieved smile.  “Happy New Year to you, too!”  Then, replacing her passport in her purse, she turned and allowed the porter to lead her out into the arrivals lounge.

No sooner had she followed the man through a set of large double doors than she heard her name being called, “Katie?  Katie, over here!”  

She scanned the crowd for a familiar face.  Suddenly, she spotted Neil, his reddish hair helping him to stand out from the crowd.  With his hand waving in the air to catch her attention, she recognized the familiar face from the photos George supplied her with.  The porter headed in Neil’s direction with Katie tagging closely behind.  “Hi Neil!”

Neil drew up to her, giving her a sweet little kiss of welcome on her cheek, “’lo, luv....How was yer trip?”

“Not bad, not bad at all!” she replied as she watched Neil take the suitcase from the cart and discreetly hand the porter a folded bill with a nod of thanks. 

“Ah, thank you, sir!  Happy New Year, sir…miss,” the man said to each in turn.

“So, is this all?” Neil said, inclining his head toward Katie’s suitcase.

“Yes, isn’t it enough?” she answered with a giggle.

“Eh, I’m used to the lads packing everything save the kitchen sink when they travel! To my thinking, this is traveling light!” he joked with a roll of his eyes.  “Are ya hungry?  If ya are, we can grab something here, or, if not, we can wait ‘til we get to George’s flat to fix a bite to eat….It’s up to you….”

“No, no….I’m fine, Neil.  I can wait.”  Her stomach did flips at the mention of “George’s flat.”  

“Right, then!  This way, Miss Kelly,” he said, affecting a posh accent.  They walked a short distance to the front of the terminal.  Just as Katie was about to follow Neil outside, he turned back to her and said, “’ey Katie, why don’t ya wait here with yer suitcase while I go bring the car round, eh?  It’s quite chilly and miserable out there.”

“Sure, that would be fine,” she answered, grateful that she could wait inside where it was warm.  As it turned out, she didn’t have to wait long.  Neil was pulling up out front within ten minutes.  Leaving the car running to warm it up, he hopped from the vehicle and entered the building where Katie was waiting.  Grabbing the handle of the suitcase, he said, “Yer chariot awaits, m’lady!”

Laughing, she followed him out to the curb.  Glancing to her left, she saw a long line of rather large taxis.  “What’s with all the cabs, Neil?  Is England expecting an invasion of tourists or something?”

Looking over to where she was pointing, he explained, “Nah, there’s always at least a few taxis waiting in queue, but, when they know there’s an international flight or two coming in, the place is literally overrun with the buggers!”

“Oh,” she mouthed in understanding.  Still partially inspecting the unusual vehicles used as taxis, Katie reached out her hand to grab the handle of the car door inattentively.  On the other side of the automobile, Neil cleared his throat to catch her attention.  She looked at him questioningly.  “Unless ya plan to drive yerself, ye’ll be wanting to get in over here,” he said grinning slyly.

Katie looked into the car on her side and saw….a steering wheel?  Looking back at Neil in confusion, he grinned wider and asked, “Did ya not know we drive on the other side of the road over here?”

Now it made sense….Of course!  “Right,” she said, as she went around to the passenger side and slid into the seat.  

Neil shut the door behind her and ran around to the driver’s side, sliding in and rubbing his hands to warm them faster.  “Here we go,” he said, pulling out onto the road.

Katie felt very comfortable with Neil.  He was just as witty as George and the boys and very easy to talk to.  Throughout the forty minute trip, he patiently answered all of Katie’s questions and shared several anecdotes about George and the others that he was sure George would have rather he not have shared at all.  Katie seemed to enjoy the stories though, and it pleased him to make her laugh.  It surprised Neil that Katie didn’t seem to have any real understanding of just how popular the boys were in their home country.  Knowing that that would need to change if Katie were to survive her trip, he attempted to demonstrate by turning on the radio and switching channels periodically, knowing that, at any time of day, the Beatles were bound to be playing on one of the few stations that the car radio could pick up.  He also pulled off and ran into a shop, coming out with a stack of British newspapers and magazines, asking Katie to leaf through them to find all the articles and references to the Beatles.  It made him laugh to see the shock on Katie’s face as she finally grew to understand….her George wasn’t a “British Elvis” at all…these boys were bigger than Elvis! 

Neil’s amusement turned to concern when he saw just how much this realization shook Katie up.  “Aw, ’e’s still George, ya know, Katie.  Nothing’s changed.  He was that famous before he made the trip to America when he met you.”

“B-But they’re not even known in America!”

“They will be…you just wait….they will be!” he replied with a wink.

Before either one of them knew it, they were crossing into Knightsbridge and, a short time later, driving down William Mews.  About a block away, Neil pulled the car over to the curb.

“Are we here?” Katie asked excitedly.

“Almost,” Neil replied slowly.  “Listen Katie, I’m going to ask ya to do me a favor, yeah?”

“Sure!” she smiled agreeably.

Neil got out of the car and went around the back of the car to the trunk.  Katie looked on curiously when she saw Neil coming back carrying a folded blanket.  Opening the door to the back seat, he said, “Kate, would ya mind coming back here?  I need you to lie down so I can cover you with this blanket.”

“What?!” she exclaimed incredulously.  “Are you serious?”

Smiling, he answered, “’fraid so.”

“Ummm…okay….why?”

Straightening, he looked up the block as if to confirm something.  With a quick nod of his head, he leaned into the car and, grinning, said, “Why don’t you come out ‘ere, and I’ll show you the reason why.”

Complying, Katie got out of the car and went and stood with Neil.  “Okay….show me!”

“Right.  Look up there….do ya see that group of girls?” he asked, pointing in the direction he wanted her to look.

“Uh—huh….”

“Yes, well ya see, luv, if they see ya anywhere near George’s building, they’ll tear ya to shreds!” he explained pleasantly.

Katie stared at him, not sure if he was having her on or not.  “And why would they do that?”

“Ah, well, ya see…Beatle fans tend to be somewhat…er, possessive…of their favorite Beatle.  If they pick up the slightest hint yer with George, we’ll be picking ya up in pieces!”

“You’re kidding!”

“I’m not!” he answered with a wide grin.  Katie could tell he was enjoying this immensely.  Looking from Neil to the girls back to Neil again, she asked, “On the back seat you say?”

She was already climbing in and laying down when Neil replied, “Yep!”  He covered her with the blanket, carefully bunching it in random places so the outline of her body couldn’t be detected.  “Comfy?” he asked when he was done.

“Oh yeah, just peachy,” Katie replied sarcastically.

“Gear!” He locked all the doors and, jumping back behind the wheel, drove off down the street.

“Hey Neil?” came Katie’s voice, muffled through the blanket.

“Yes, Katie?”

“Will I have to do this every time we go out?”

“’fraid so.”

“Gear!” she mocked, prompting Neil to chuckle.

Recognizing Neil’s car, the girls started screaming and squealing, peering through the car windows to check for any Beatle who might be hidden within.  Finding only the road manager, there was a collective groan.  Good-naturedly, Neil smiled and waved at the group anyway, but kept right on driving into the fenced in alley reserved solely for residents of the building.  Brian had arranged long ago for extra permit for both Neil and Mal’s vehicles.   Pulling the car in next to George’s Jaguar, Neil turned off the engine and looked back to ascertain that none of the fans had managed to slip through the gate while it was open.  Parked at the very back of the building, none of the cars belonging to or related to the Beatles could be seen from the street and one could easily slip from that parking area through the back entrance to the building.  

“Y’alright back there, Katie?” Neil laughed.

“Just dandy,” she replied flatly.

“Well, I think it’s safe fer ya to come out now, if ya like.”

Throwing the wool blanket off her, Katie jumped at her reflection in the rear view mirror.  The static electricity caused by the blanket left her hair standing on end.  She was a sight to behold, and, for once, she was grateful that she wouldn’t be seeing George right away.  Patting at her hair, she tried to get it to lay flat as best she could, but that only seemed to be making it worse.  With a huff, she gave up and rose from the back seat while Neil held the car door open for her, trying and failing to suppress a grin.  Making a fist at him she warned, “Laugh and I’ll bust your lip!”

“Sorry, luv,” he answered, though clearly, he was anything but sorry.  Going to the trunk, he folded the blanket and tossed it back in, then withdrew Katie’s suitcase.  They walked together to the back entrance of the building, and Neil used one of the several keys on a ring to unlock the door.  Holding it open, he indicated that Katie should go first, but, once inside, she waited for Neil to take the lead again.  Going to a large service elevator, Neil expertly worked the gate and pressed the button for the top floor.  The lift made its slow ascent in sudden jerks which made Katie more than just a little nervous.  When it made its final stop at the top floor, Neil pulled aside the gate, allowing Katie to pass before he exited, turning back to the pull the gate closed again.  He then led her through a door which opened into the corridor lined with doors.  Reaching the last door on the end, Neil said, “Here we are!” as he flipped the keys on the ring to yet another key and unlocked the door to the flat that George – together with Ritchie – called “home.”  

Crossing the threshold, Katie’s eyes swept the large room, surveying as much as she could take in.  Setting the suitcase down just inside the door, Neil went to the windows and opened the venetian blinds, flooding the room with light.  As he did so, Katie could hear the group of girls downstairs screaming.  Neil looked over at her with a smile.  Momentarily, she considered entertaining herself later by sitting near the windows opening and shutting the blinds just to cause a reaction from the group below.  Snickering, she mentally chided herself for her immaturity….the neighbors would complain, George might get angry, and the girls would kill her.  Well, according to Neil, they’d kill me anyway!  All the same, she dismissed the idea.

“I’ll put the kettle on fer tea, okay?”

“Sounds good!”  Katie said as she walked into the sunken living room, glancing at the awards the graced the walls and the objets d’art that lay scattered about the room.  It was clearly a masculine room – neat and austere – in modern shades of browns, beiges, and taupes.  Katie had a suspicion that an interior decorator might have been employed.  The overall ambiance of the room was pleasing and comfortable though.

“Shall I give you the grand tour while we’re waiting fer the water to boil?”

Katie turned back toward Neil, “I’d love that!”  He started with the rooms she could see from where she stood….the living room, the kitchen, and the hall. The first room off the hall they passed was the toilet as Neil referred to it.  “We call it a bathroom,” Katie clarified when he questioned why she laughed.

Shrugging, he said, “But there’s no bath in it!”  Katie had to admit that he had a point.  

Continuing the tour, he opened the door to the second room.  “This was Paul’s room.  He lives with his girlfriend’s family these days.”  The third room he only nodded at, “That there is Ritch’s room.”  The fourth room he opened, explaining, “This was the proper guest room, but John would stay here when he’d be recording in London but still living in Liverpool.”  The last room, at the very back of the flat was George’s.  Katie gasped when she saw the large mahogany bed.  Neil had left her alone in the room, but called back to her, “If you walk on through, you’ll see it has a proper bathroom.”  Katie walked into the beautiful marble-tiled bathroom with its expensive looking gold-plated fixtures.  Spotting the large claw foot bathtub, Katie promised herself a luxurious soak before George came home.  It hit her just then….Before George comes home….biting her lower lip, she gave herself over to the butterflies in her stomach.  Suddenly, she heard Neil back in the bedroom.  Coming back into the bedroom from the bathroom, she found him lifting her suitcase onto a flat luggage rack.  Straightening, he caught her looking at him strangely.  “There ye are then,” he said needlessly with a nod toward her suitcase.  “It’s there and ready when you are.”

“Uh…thanks,” Katie replied distractedly, feeling more than just a bit embarrassed that Neil took it upon himself to merely assume she would be sharing George’s room....and bed.

“I’ll just go fix the tea, alright?” he asked lightly.

Katie nodded and watched him leave, still bothered by the assumption he’d made.  Or did he?  Neil didn’t strike Katie as someone who would make that leap on his own.  George.  George told him to do that.  What else had George told him?  Told the others?  Katie wrapped her arms around herself, trying to stave off the chill that permeated the flat.  “Hey Neil?”  she called, as she went looking for the young man, finding him in the kitchen.  

He looked up at her when she came in.  “Did you call me, Katie?”

“Yeah…I was going to ask if we could turn the heat up, it’s kind of chilly in here.”

“Yeah…of course, I’ll just show ya where the thermostat is.  They have central heating here….it’s nice.”

As the flat grew warmer and more comfortable, Neil and Katie sat at the kitchen table, sharing a pot of tea and eating “sarnies” that Neil fixed for the two of them.  While they ate, he continued to regale her with story after story of the Beatles when they were still a struggling pub group back in Liverpool.  Though George was frequently the focus of these stories, he lost no opportunity telling Katie about the travails and triumphs of all four lads over the years he’d known them.  A couple of hours later, after they’d cleaned up, Neil checked the time on his watch and told Katie that he had to get to the theater to assist the boys before their matinee performance.  He explained that George had arranged for her to attend the evening show the following night, thinking she would be too tired and jet lagged to attend the night of her arrival.  Before leaving, he made sure that she saw all the phone numbers George had left for her by the telephone and cautioned her strongly against going outside the building on her own.  Katie assured him that she would be fine on her own in the flat for a few hours and thanked him for all of his help and company.  When he was ready to leave, she walked him to the front door, and standing on tiptoe, she reached up and gave him a kiss on his cheek, inducing a deep red blush.  “Ah, I was happy ta do it, Kate…no thanks necessary!”

“Well, I appreciate it anyway, Neil.  You have been more than sweet and very kind and thoughtful.”

Ducking his head shyly, he murmured, “Ta, luv….”

“I’ll be seeing you later, I presume?” she asked.

“Oh, to be sure!” he brightened.

“Okay…bye for now….”

“Cheers, Kate!”

She closed the door and listened to his footsteps receding down the hall.  Finally, she was alone….alone in George’s home.  She had gone back to more closely inspecting the flat – and George’s bedroom, in particular -  when the telephone started to ring.  Shit!  What do I do?  She didn’t think she should answer it, especially now that she knew how famous and sought after these boys were.  It wouldn’t do to have some unknown American girl answering the phone in flat where not one, but two Beatles lived.  The phone continued to ring shrilly.  On the one hand, it could be George calling me. And it could be important, but, on the other hand….  She hadn’t yet made up her mind when the phone stopped ringing.  Biting her lip, she stared at the object of her dilemma.  Nodding her head slowly, she decided, For today, at least, I won’t answer it at all.  If George wants me to answer it, he’ll just have to tell me so when he gets home.  Smiling at the thought that George would be coming “home” to her, Katie suddenly remembered the huge bathtub and made her way back to the bathroom off George’s bedroom.

Forty minutes later, Katie climbed from the tub, wrapping an oversized fluffy white towel around her body.  She hadn’t realized how tired she was until she very nearly drowned herself by nodding off in huge bathtub.  Lethargically, she dried herself off and walked back into George’s bedroom.  Sitting on the edge of the bed, she eyed her suitcase with disdain.  The last thing she felt like doing was rustling through all the clothes she’d packed to get at her nightclothes at the bottom.  Looking around the room in the hope of finding a robe George might have left hanging, she saw one of his long sleeved white cotton dress shirts flung carelessly over a chair.  Walking over, she lifted the garment lovingly and brought it to her face, deeply inhaling his scent.  Dropping the towel, she slipped into the shirt, lightly caressing the fabric against her bare skin.  Smiling happily, she went over to the bed and pulled back the covers.  Slipping between the sheets, she reached up and turned the light out.  Snuggling down into George’s bed, she drifted off to sleep in happy anticipation of waking to George’s face.

After a long day spent largely in equal anticipation of seeing Katie again, George stood outside the door of the flat he now shared only with Ritchie, fumbling with his keys.  Inserting the key in the lock, he turned it, throwing the bolt back on the door. Entering the darkened room, George looked and listened for any sign of Katie.  That’s odd!  Why are all the lights off?  Where is she?  For a moment, he felt a flash of panic as he imagined her walking the streets of London, unsure if she would remember the address or phone number should she get lost.  Checking his anxiety, he flicked on the hall light and quickly strode through the flat, checking each room, and calling out her name.  Both John and Paul’s old rooms – now used as guest rooms – were dark and empty, and, although he was fairly certain he wouldn’t find her in Ritchie’s room, he checked anyway.  Walking towards his own room, he opened the door, and found Katie stretched out on his bed, her face buried in his pillow, sound asleep.  Breathing a sigh of relief, he quietly approached the bed and looked down upon her with a smile.  Though this wasn’t exactly the sort of reunion he foresaw, he was beyond pleased to come home and find Katie there.  

In the dim illumination of the hallway light, he studied his young lover.  She’s even lovelier than I remember!  Then squinting to see better, he noticed something unusual….Is that me shirt she’s wearing?  Glancing over at the chair, he confirmed that she had indeed donned the shirt he’d discarded following the concert the night before.  Shaking his head in fond amusement, he whispered, “Silly girl!”  Moving closer to the bed, he noticed that she had neglected to button the shirt, and his smile grew wider.  Very gently, he pulled the covers back to reveal the rest of her body hidden beneath.  Sure enough, he caught a glimpse here and there of bare skin through the gaps of the shirt, and a pair of shapely legs exposed where the shirt fell high up on her thighs.  With an arched eyebrow, he allowed himself this rare pleasure for several minutes, noticing as he did so, that he was growing increasingly aroused.  

Without taking his eyes from the girl, he moved to the chair in the corner of the room, removing his jacket and tie, and unfastening the buttons of his shirt.  Taking a seat, he removed his boots and socks, and quickly finished undressing. It hadn’t taken him long to remove his clothes, especially since he took no particular care in where or how he tossed them as he discarded each item.  Moving to his dresser, he turned on the low light and padded back toward the bedroom door, quietly closing it and locking it for good measure.  Approaching the other side of the large bed, he pulled the covers back and slid in, trying not to shake the bed too much as he did so.  With a playful grin, he carefully slid closer toward Katie, pausing for a moment when his erection poked at her thigh, prompting her to shift a bit in response to the disturbance.  Freezing all movement, he watched her closely to make sure he hadn’t wakened her.  When she settled back into her slumber, he moved closer, placing one arm above her head to prop himself over her.  With his free hand, he gently brushed the hair from her face and neck.  Gazing at her face, he felt a combination of both desire and eagerness, deciding that this was a far better reunion than the one he’d been imagining.  

Remembering just how much his attentions to her neck had excited her, he began there, placing a string of soft kisses around the exposed area of her neck and shoulders.  When she started to stir, he increased the force and frequency, alternating the kisses with gentle little nips of the tender flesh.  Sighing softly, she smiled, but kept her eyes closed….her body pressed up into his, as her arms slowly snaked around his neck, pulling him closer.  George struggled to keep his own arousal in check, fearing that if he gave in to it while this eager, he could possibly hurt her.  Instead, he tried to focus on pleasuring Katie.

Continuing his ministrations to her neck, he ran his hand down the side of her body, and, guiding her leg over his hip, slowly started to grind himself against her. She could feel him getting more aroused and fervent.  The idea of George losing control both scared her and excited her. His impatience and roughness were oddly arousing.  His hands trembling, he pushed the shirt from her shoulders, and, with virtually a single move, he rolled onto his back, pulling Katie on top of him, removing the remainder of the garment.  The unwanted clothing discarded, he then rolled them back onto their sides.  Cupping one breast, he pulled back to look and admire.  His eyes traveled the length of her body as his hand swept her body from her breast to her hip and back – as if he couldn’t decide where he wanted to touch her first.  Several times, he raised his eyes to hers, but almost immediately they went back to scanning her body.  His eyes appeared half-closed, and his chest heaved with desire, which in turn, aroused Katie even more.  Suddenly, he reached out, and firmly grabbing the back of her hair, pulled her up a bit from the pillow into a deep, probing kiss that, quite literally, left her breathless.   Pushing her onto her back, George straddled her and lowered his head to her breast, expertly teasing each nipple.  The sensation startled Katie, causing her to gasp aloud and involuntarily arch her back.  

She was blissfully lost in the feel of his mouth on her body that she didn’t notice that he had shifted his position.  Kneeling on the bed beside her, he straightened a bit and gazed at her body.  Katie glimpsed his erection, and felt a momentary flash of panic. She covertly glanced at him again, wondering how something that size could possibly fit inside her, recalling what she’d heard about the painfulness of a girl’s “first time.”  George lay back beside her, pulling her into his arms and kissing her passionately.  Pushing her anxiety away, she focused again on the sensation of his hands and mouth on her body. Trailing kisses from her neck back down to her breasts again, George slid one leg between Katie’s, urging hers apart.  She then felt him remove his hand from her hip, skim her midriff, and come to rest between her legs. She gasped as she felt his finger slip inside her.   Slowly, he began sliding his finger in and out while he rubbed his thumb against her clitoris.  The unpleasant feeling of invasion began to dissipate as Katie gave herself over to the increasingly enjoyable sensation.  Sliding down the length of her body, he started to pleasure her with his mouth. Uncertain if they were alone in the flat, Katie turned her head into the pillow to stifle her moans.  She felt him insert a second – and then a third – finger, causing her to gasp repeatedly with pleasure as she felt the familiar swell of her climax building.  Relentlessly he drove his fingers deeper inside of her, sucking and teasing her swollen clitoris until she was seized by an earthshaking orgasm, her fingers tangling in his hair as she clutched at it, her hips rising toward his mouth in response.  

For the next several seconds she shuddered in response to George’s touch.  Sensing her readiness, George pulled himself up from the bottom of the bed, and hung over her to see her face, “Are ya ready fer me baby?” he asked huskily.  There was no smile, no playfulness…just a fire in his eyes that she might have found frightening had she not wanted him so badly.  Finding she was not yet capable of speech, she just nodded and moaned her assent.  Her father’s concerns and her promise to Louise forgotten, all she knew was how much she wanted to feel him inside her.  George lay atop her propped up on his elbows, looking into her eyes as he slowly entered her.  Katie tensed as she felt him push his cock inside her, but it was more out of anticipation than pain.  “Relax,” he coaxed, and she tried to comply.  He pumped in and out, entering her more deeply with each thrust.  Suddenly, she felt a sharp pain that passed quickly, and his member was buried completely inside her.  He quickened his thrusts, and Katie could tell he was close to coming. Wrapping her legs around his hips, she kissed and nipped at his neck. His thrusts grew frenzied as the entire bed shook with their force.  His breathing grew labored and his moans grew louder as he came inside her, his whole body trembling with pleasure.  Though he’d already climaxed, he continued to drive in and out, his body shuddering with each movement until he collapsed, exhausted, on top of her.

In the dimness of the bedroom, Katie smiled to herself as she held George tightly, softly stroking his hair.  She felt no shame, no guilt, no worry…just a blissful satisfaction and overwhelming sense of love.  Slowly, George lifted his head to look down at her.  His entire face and body was covered in a fine sheen of perspiration, and the fringe of his long hair was plastered against his forehead.  With a sly smile, he whispered, “Hello gorgeous!  Welcome to England!”

