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God, it’s me!  He’d really chosen me!  I was floored, flabbergasted, and scared to death.  I hadn’t expected it…not really. Oh sure, what girl doesn’t fantasize, right?  But you don’t ever really believe it will happen to you….but it did.  Like so many of the girls around me, I was still in a daze as the concert drew to close.  I’d actually forgotten that Paul had announced it would be their last song.  As they struck that last chord and removed their instruments, I started to panic.  No!  It can’t be over! Not yet!  I’ve waited so long for this….it can’t be over yet!  That’s when it happened.  
I saw the man walking toward me.  He looked familiar, although I couldn’t place him right away. It really wasn’t until he opened his mouth to speak that I remembered.  And when I did remember, it was like being struck by a bolt of lightening….Neil.  Neil Aspinall….he’s their road manager…and their friend….has he really come over to talk to me?  
“Excuse me, Miss” he started.  
I stood stunned.  To this day, I don’t recall if I said “Yes?” or if I even said anything at all.  
“Er, one of the lads has asked me to invite you back to the hotel for a little after-concert party….if yer interested that is.”  
Am I interested?  Oh God, yes! Yes I am!  But I had to play it cool…act demurely….  “Umm, which lad might that be?”  Nah, it was too much to ask, wasn’t it?  I mean, getting an invitation from any one of them is more than I could ever expect.  Way more.  Was it pushing my luck to hope it was him?

“Well,” he smiled wryly, “…why don’t ya come along and find out fer yerself?  I can tell you,” he leaned in conspiratorially, “he really would love to meet you”  
Oh God! My heart dropped into my sandals.  Yes! Yes!  Of course!  I wanted to shout, but I forced myself to act maturely.  “That would be nice. I’d be delighted.” Delighted?  Ha!  
A little more than an hour later, he escorts me to a waiting vehicle that will take me to the hotel.  Once I’ve arrived, I find Neil standing in the lobby…waiting….for me!  Greeting me politely, he leads me up to the suite.  Wait a minute…we’re not stopping!  Following him through the double doors, I glance around the room in disbelief.  It’s them.  Paul watches us pass indifferently as he continues his conversation with an attractive blonde, but John acknowledges me with a smile and nod.  I smile back.  It all feels so surreal!  
We walk a short way down the hall until we reach the second door.  He goes to a door….Tap – tap - tap.  The door swings open.  I hear him before I see him, and his voice makes me swoon.  Ah, that voice!  Deep….much deeper and more sensuous than you’d believe – so much more than what comes across in interviews on the television and radio….a voice that holds promise.  
I’m being waved into the room.  Consciously, I move slowly, seductively.  What am I doing? I nearly giggle to myself.  I’m coming undone.  Jesus, I hope I don’t faint!  The room is dimly lit and music is playing softly in the background.  Behind me, I hear Neil quietly leaving the room, and my heart starts pounding in my ears.  

I don’t see him at first.  Then, like a chameleon, he emerges from the shadows in the corner of the room.  He’s looking at me with an inquisitive little smile.  I know what that smile means.  Before I realize what I’m doing, I’m returning the smile.  Without a word, the deal’s been struck.  I know why I’m here, and he knows it.  His smile widens a bit at one corner.  I melt.  Those eyes….my God!  So dark, so probing, so evocative, so…  
“Thanks for accepting my invitation, I’m glad you decided to come,” he says softly.

I notice the twitch in his smile again as he says this, no doubt as aware as I am of the double entendre.  “I’m George Harrison,” he says as if he needs to.  
“Oh, I know who you are,” I reply coyly. “I’m your biggest fan.”  
His grin broadens.  “Are you?” he asks, and he shuts the door.
