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Chapter Three

“Good morning!” Annie exclaimed as she bounded into the office car.

Millie looked up from the newspaper in surprise and relief.  “Annie!  Goodness!  I was beginning to worry you wouldn’t arrive before we pulled out!”

“Yeah, sorry about that!” Annie replied with a sheepish grin.  “I had to switch buses to get here and got a bit turned around midway.”

“Well, I’m just glad you’re all sorted and that you made it!” Millie smiled.
Just then, the door opened and Dick stepped up into the car, precariously balancing his coffee cup.  “Good morning, ladies!”

The two women returned the greeting, and, taking in his tweed jacket with the traditional leather patches at the elbows, Annie added, “Well, you’re looking mighty dapper this morning!”

Batting his eyelashes, Dick jokingly struck a pose.  “Oh, do you like it?  Everyone who’s anyone in London is wearing it!”

“Stunning, absolutely stunning!” Annie mocked.

Affecting indignation, Dick replied, “Excuse me, love, but the in-word is ‘fab’ or ‘gear.’  Really, Annie, you do need to keep up with the times!”

Exchanging a wry grin with Millie, Annie replied, “Oh, I’ll do my best!”
Moving on, Dick asked, “So, how are things back here in the caboose this morning?”
“Moving along quite nicely, thank you very much,” Millie answered.  

“And how’s our girl here doing?” he asked with a nod toward Annie.

“Oh, she’s doing just fine!” Millie replied with a wink.

“Well, there you go, Millie, I knew she would!  Listen, Annie, would you mind helping the boys run their lines this morning? Maybe it’s just nerves, but they’re dropping about half-a-page’s worth of dialogue!” he explained with a laugh.

Annie froze. “Boys?”

Seeing her reaction, Dick gave a small laugh.  “Yes…the boys.  You know, the ones we’re all here to make a movie about? So, what do you think?  Will you have time to help them?”

Annie hesitated before answering, “Uh…sure….yeah, I‘d be happy to.”

The hesitation wasn’t lost on the director.  With furrowed brow, he asked, “Is there something wrong, Annie?  You don’t sound so sure.”

Annie tried a bit too hard to dismiss his concern.  “Oh no….no, nothing’s wrong!”
Narrowing his eyes in suspicion, Dick pressed, “You’re sure?”

“Yeah, absolutely!” she answered, forcing a bright grin.  “I’d be happy to run their lines with them!”
Less than an hour later, Annie stood at the door in the buffet car.  On the other side was another door leading to the car that functioned as the make-up room, which was also, in the cramped quarters on the moving train, the car where the boys waited until they were needed for filming.  Determined to avoid the humiliation she was subjected to the day before, she steeled herself and entered the next car with a confidence she didn’t really feel.  “Good morning!” she called loudly, pulling up short when she found there not only the four Beatles, but the four actresses who had small roles in the film.  She felt like an intruder.

“Well, if it isn’t Annie-Annie!” John announced with a smirk.  “And how are you this fine morning?”

Forcing a smile, Annie replied cordially, “I’m very well, thank you.  Dick asked me to run today’s lines with you.”  Determined to take the upper hand and hoping to redeem her faux pas of the previous day, she affected her most professional tone and said, “It would be better to have fewer distractions.  The buffet car is empty at the moment….we can use that space. So, how would you like to do this?  I could take you one at a time or all together.”

The moment she’d said it, she realized her mistake and felt her face go hot with embarrassment.

“Could you now?” John asked with a wide grin.  “One at a time or all together, eh?  What d’yer reckon lads?”

To their credit, the other three didn’t reply, but all of them – and the girls in the room – erupted in a fit of giggles.

In the back of her mind, Annie wondered at her ability to sabotage herself.  Suppressing the urge to flee, she smiled tightly, conceding, “Perhaps that did come out the wrong way –”

“Not at all,” John quipped with a small laugh.

Just as she thought she might compound her mortification by bursting out in tears, she heard a voice behind her say, “Well, I, for one, can use the help.” 

Turning around, Annie found herself face to face with George.  Relief flooded through her body – along with something else she couldn’t quite identify at that moment.

Smiling self-deprecatingly, he continued, “I was lousy at memorizing in school, see, and I haven’t much improved. So, I’d appreciate your going through the script with me.”
Stepping around her, he opened the one door, and, straddling the small gap between the cars, opened the other.  “Shall we?”

Wordlessly, Annie nodded and went through the doors, hearing George following behind her. Once they were alone in the buffet car, she turned to him and said, “Thank you.”

“For what?” he laughed.

“For coming to my rescue.  I don’t know why – maybe because it’s my first job or maybe it’s working with celebrities – but I can’t seem to keep from making a complete fool of myself,” she confessed rapidly, avoiding his eyes as she spoke.

“Oh….well, I meant what I said.  I really can use the help.”

Raising her eyes, she looked at him, trying to assess the truth of what he was saying.  It was there in his eyes…understanding.  However, after what he’d done for her, she figured that he deserved to have this little white lie go unchallenged.  “Okay,” she said quietly.

Brightening, he asked, “Fancy a cuppa while we work?”

“That would be nice,” she answered as she slipped into the seat behind the table.

“Right then.”

She watched him pour out two cups of tea from the table where the tea and coffee were laid out.  Returning with the cups, he joined her at the table.
That morning, they accomplished little in the way of the script.  Instead they passed the hours chatting and getting to know each other over endless cups of tea.  Annie was surprised at just how comfortable she felt with George.  Once she got past the idea of being in such close proximity to a Beatle, she found him incredibly easy to talk to.  As they sat there talking in the buffet car, a few of the cast and crew popped in and out for a refreshment, but, otherwise, the two were left alone.  It was lunchtime when they felt the train roll to a stop.  A few minutes later, people started filling the car…including the other three Beatles. 
Without preamble, the three took the other seats at the table where George and Annie sat.  That didn’t surprise Annie so much, but when John and Paul pulled several other chairs around the table, she looked up in confusion…until she saw the four actresses sitting down in them.
“So have you learned all your lines yet, George?” John asked slyly.

“Er…,” he hesitated, looking at Annie for some idea as to what to say.  When no help was forthcoming, he simply replied, “No.”

“Really?” Paul asked. “You were in here long enough!”
“Well, we started out looking at the script --” George explained.

“And just what did you end up doing for the past two hours?”  John pushed, prompting snickers and giggles from everyone else around the table, save George and Annie themselves.

Seeing the tips of George’s ears turn red, Anne grew indignant at the idea of John embarrassing the youngest member of the group.  “I’m married, John!” she said as though the simple declarative statement of fact should somehow put an end to any innuendo.  It didn’t.

“Ohhh…George!  A married woman – no good, that!”

“Not necessarily….”

“An affair to remember, eh, Georgie?”

George laughed along good-naturedly, but Annie felt her face flush red.  
“George wouldn’t do that, would you, George?” 

Annie looked over at the girl who’d spoken.  She recognized the attractive blonde - Pattie something-or-other – who even now, was looking at George adoringly and smiling flirtatiously with her hand on his arm.
The subject changed and the conversation moved on, but Pattie’s hand stayed where it was as she and George entered into their own quiet and very private conversation.  Annie knew she should have felt relieved – grateful even – but she wondered at the fact that the only discernable feeling the scene gave her was jealousy.

When lunch ended and the train started rolling again, George disappeared back into the make-up car with Pattie.  As the couple left the car, the other three Beatles smirked and looked at each other knowingly.  Wounded that George didn’t even say good-bye, Annie felt her mood sour.  Knowing she still had a job to do, she asked, “Would any of you care to run through your lines?”
“The way George did, you mean?” John baited.

Not in the mood for John’s nonsense, Annie shot back irately, “No, not at all, John.  George knows some his lines at least, whereas you can’t seem to remember there’s a script at all!”

Though the smile remained, John’s eyes hardened.  “Well then, I reckon I’d best stay here and go through my lines with you.”

Out of the corner of her eye, Annie saw Paul and Ringo exchange a worried glance.  Under ordinary circumstances, she might have found that a basis for concern, but, at that moment, her emotions were in a whirlwind.  Something she didn’t understand….something she didn’t know what to do about.  

Rising from the table, Paul said to the girls with them, “Come on girls, let’s leave John and Annie to their work, eh?”

Annie silently watched the group shuffle from the room.  When she and John were alone, she reached for the script lying on the table between them.  Before she could get a hold of it, John grabbed it.  Surprised, she looked over at him questioningly.

“What are you doing?” he asked evenly.

“Huh?”

“You and George….what are you doing?”

“What?!  Nothing!”

John snorted in disbelief.  “You were gone for hours…not going through his lines.”

“So?”

“So….what were you doing?”

Annie was floored.  John wasn’t teasing or mocking, his tone was austere…almost angry, and she couldn’t understand why.  Rather than allow him to put her on the defensive, she answered, “Why?  What’s it to you what we were doing?”
He stared at her for several long tense moments before sitting back in his chair.  Smiling insincerely, he replied, “Nothing….nothing at all.  You’re just another bird, after all.”
Annie waited for him to continue…to explain his odd behavior.  When he said nothing more, she shrugged and stood.  “If you don’t want to run lines, I have some work to do back in the office car.”

As she started walking away, she heard him say behind her, “It’s not like either one of us minds sharing a girl, it’s just that we both rather would like to know that’s what we’re doing.”

Annie froze at the door.  Slowly, she turned back his way.  “Excuse me?  What do you mean neither one of you minds sharing a girl?  What girl?”
“As if you don’t know!” he scoffed.
“You’re not talking about me…?!” she asked in surprise.
“I thought we had a bit of something what with all your flirting….reckoned we’d be arranging to get together before long.”  When Annie only stared at him agape, he continued, though a bit less certain, “Look, I can understand if George came in here and pulled you.  That’s fair.  I’m just not keen on any girl trying to play us one off the other.”

“John, I’ve told you, I’m married.”

“So am I!” John laughed.

“Well, it means something to me.  I’m not about to be unfaithful to my husband.  I don’t know what you think I did to give you any other impression, but I can assure you, you’re wrong.”
“So, you’re saying nothing happened between you and George?” he challenged.
“That’s exactly what I’m saying.”  

“Alright then….if that’s what you’re saying.”  Though the words were clearly intended to convey resignation, they did anything but.
Annie regarded him with a tilt of her head.  “You don’t sound as though you believe me.”

Shrugging his shoulders in feigned indifference, he replied, “Well, as I said, you and George were in here a long time.”

“We were talking, John, just talking,” Annie insisted.

“Right,” he said decisively, although Annie couldn’t quite make out whether it was because he believed her or because he had tired of the conversation.  “So, lines?” he asked, holding the script out to her.
Hesitating for a moment, Annie sighed and took the script from him.  Then, taking a seat across the table from him, she helped him run his lines for his upcoming scene.
When the train pulled into the station that evening, Annie returned to the office car where Millie practically interrogated her about her day with the boys.

“My gosh, Millie!  You’re as bad as any teenager!” Annie laughed.

Blushing, Millie admitted, “Well, they are quite charming…and handsome as well!  Why, if I were ten years younger….”

“Millie!” Annie cried while she laughed heartily.  

“So, really now, how did it go?  Better than yesterday, I hope…?”

“Much,” Annie nodded.  “George is a real sweetheart, and John is, ummm…interesting!”

“What about Ringo?  What about Paul?” Millie pressed.

“I didn’t really spend much time with either of them,” Annie replied apologetically.

Leaning in, Millie whispered conspiratorially, “Did any of them try to…you know?”

Annie was wordless with momentary shock at the question…especially with the almost gleeful way Millie asked it.  “No, no, nothing like that!  Why on earth would you think that anyway?”  Oh my God, did someone overhear my conversation with John and tell Millie?

“Well, there are rumors, you know,” Millie responded uncomfortably.

“Rumors?  What sort of rumors?” Annie asked anxiously.
“I really shouldn’t say….”

“Millie, please!  If there’s something I need to be on guard for, please tell me!”

“It’s just that….well, it’s just that I’ve heard there’s a place - somewhere on this train – where the boys, you know, take girls.” 
Relieved that the rumors didn’t somehow involve her, Annie tried to picture such a place on the crowded train and couldn’t.  Shaking her head, she said, “I don’t think so, Millie.  It must just be what you said…a rumor.”  Recalling her earlier conversation with John, she added, “Not that I doubt for a moment that these boys wouldn’t take advantage of such a place if there was one….”  
She remembered the way the actresses hung about the lads throughout the day, and she wondered.  In her mind’s eye, she saw Pattie gazing at George, touching him…she recalled the way George’s hand snaked around Pattie’s waist as he guided her from the buffet car and her stomach flipped.  Why?  Why should I care?
“Aren’t you leaving?” Millie asked, bringing Annie out of her reverie.  Looking up, Annie was surprised to see Millie buttoning her coat, preparing to leave for the night.

“Oh!” Annie exclaimed, searching her desk for a legitimate reason to stay.  “I, uh, actually have a bit of paperwork to finish up first.”

Millie wore an expression of disapproval.  “There’s always tomorrow, Annie.  Go home.”

“I promised Dick I’d have these papers ready by morning.”

Millie relented, “Well, then don’t stay too late.  It’s dangerous, a young girl walking the dark London streets alone at night!”

“I won’t,” Anne promised.

“Alright then,” Millie allowed uncertainly.  “I’ll see you in the morning…?”

“You bet.”

“Goodnight, Annie.”

“Goodnight.”  

Annie sighed deeply when she heard the door shut.  Alone at last!  It had been a long, strange day, and Annie felt the need to decompress before heading home.  Just as she bent down for her purse, she heard the door open again.  “Millie, I promise, it’s fine --”
….but when she looked up, it wasn’t Millie framed in the doorway.

“I, er…saw the light on and reckoned I’d check to see if you were still here.  Would you fancy getting a drink or sommat?”

“Just us?”

He scratched the back of his neck nervously. “Yeah, if that’s okay.”

She vacillated before deciding she’d throw caution to the wind.  “Sure!  I’d love to, George!”

Annie was surprised at the pub he’d taken her to.  She’d expected he would be more inclined to hang out at a discothèque.  The place he’d brought her to, however, appeared more geared toward a county gentleman than a rock and roll star.
“So, what’ll you have, Annie?” he asked.

Not being a regular drinker, she said the first thing that popped into her head, and, knowing that the drinking age was 21, she prayed that the bartender wouldn’t ask to see her identification.  “A martini would be nice.”

“Then a martini it is!”  

She watched him amble up to the bar to get their drinks and wondered if it was her imagination or if he really was feeling nervous.  Did he really think I’d say no?  He’d talked incessantly the entire drive from the station to the pub, hopping from one topic to another, but generally saying nothing substantial.  One thing that had not escaped her attention was the fact that, unlike with Pattie, George had not touched her in any way beyond taking her hand to help her step down from the train.  She wondered what, if anything, that meant. For that matter, she wondered why he’d decided to ask her out at all that evening.  Surely, he’d heard me telling John I was married. Perhaps he wants to ask me something….advice or help maybe.   I shouldn’t read anything into this.  Once again, though, she recalled the nervous way he acting.  Still….
Balancing both drinks carefully so as not to spill either of them, George slowly made his way back to the table.  Placing the martini glass in front of her, he seemed genuinely pleased to have accomplished that much without losing a drop.  “There you are!” he exclaimed, taking a long sip from his pint before sliding into the seat across from her.

“It’s a nice place, George.  Have you been here before?”

“Er, no, actually. I pass it on the way to the train station.  It seemed like it wasn’t too much out of the way, so I thought it would be a good choice.”

“It is,” Annie agreed, taking the olive from her glass and bringing it into her mouth, conscious of the way George was staring. “So, are you enjoying making your first film?”

“It’s not too bad, but I wouldn’t make a career out of it.  Too many early mornings!”
“After too many late nights?” she teased.

“I’m hoping so.”  

Did he really just say that?  “What?”
Either he didn’t hear her or he chose not to answer.  Instead, he said, “I want to apologize for the way John put you on the spot today.”

Ah, so maybe that’s it.  John embarrassed him and he wants to make sure I don’t blame him for that. “Well, I wasn’t the only one he put on the spot!”

“Yeah,” George grinned ruefully.  “…but I‘m used to it.”

Annie decided to just be straight with him.  “So is that why you asked me here tonight?  Because you were worried I’d be upset with you?”

George just looked at her and blinked a few times.  “Nah.,” he replied dismissively without further explanation.  “So, you said earlier that you were married….why’d you marry so young?”
Annie found the weight of his stare a bit too hard to bear and averted her eyes.  Waving her hand, she gave a nervous laugh and replied, “It’s a long and complicated story.”

“Ah,” he nodded as if in understanding.  “So you don’t want to tell me….is that it?”
“No, it’s not that….”
“Then what?” 

“I’m not used to talking about myself much,” she offered lamely.

“Aw, come on then!”  Lowering his voice, he asked, “Were you preggers?”

Only his smile kept Annie from taking too much offense at the forwardness of his question.  In spite of herself, she found herself answering softly, “Yes.”
“Oh!” he exclaimed, looking down into his pint awkwardly.  “So you’re not just a wife, you’re a mum as well?”
The pain that she was struck with surprised her.  This wasn’t something she talked about with anyone…ever.  “No.”  It came out as little more than a whisper.

It was George’s turn to be surprised.  “No?” he repeated.  “…but you just said --”

“He was stillborn.”  She said it quickly then took a large drink from her martini glass, allowing the alcohol to warm and comfort her.
George ran a hand over his eyes and sat back.  “Christ,” he swore.  “I’m so sorry, Annie.  It was none of my business.  I shouldn’t have asked.  Forgive me.”

“It’s alright.”  The words came out sharper than she’d intended, and she could see that George noticed.  Sighing heavily, she said, “It’s okay, George.  You didn’t know….you couldn’t have.”

He nodded slowly.  “I know, but I really am sorry, Annie.”  He raised his eyes to meet hers, and she could see he meant it.
“Okay,” she smiled.  

After a moment, George asked, “So, do you love him?”

“My husband?” she asked.
“Yeah.”

“Of course!  He’s my husband!”

“But he’s not about, is he?”

Now that’s interesting!  Where did he hear that? “He’s in the Air Force….deployed in the Sea of Japan.”

“Leaving you all on your own here in London?  That’s no good!” he said in all seriousness.
She couldn’t help but be amused and charmed by his candor.  “Oh, you don’t think so, huh?”

“Don’t you get lonely?”

Annie shrugged self-consciously.  “Sure, sometimes.  Doesn’t everybody?”

“Yeah, but not like that!  You didn’t expect to be alone in a strange unfamiliar country, right?”

“Well, no, we didn’t plan to be apart – that just sort of happened after we moved to England.”

“We’ll just have to look after you then,” he concluded with a wink and a wicked grin.

Annie wondered just who this “we” was that George was charging with the task of looking after her and had to admit the thought that he felt she needed looking after didn’t displease her.  She found that the more time she spent with him, the more she liked him.  
Unused to alcohol, the martini had made her a bit tipsy, loosening her tongue and lowering her inhibitions.  Sitting in the pub with George that night Annie found herself telling him things she’d never shared with anybody before, and, for his part, he was a very good listener.  After half-hearted protest, she allowed him to buy her another drink, so that by the time he’d driven her home, Annie was well on her way to being fairly drunk.
During the short drive back to her home in George’s Jaguar, Annie had to pinch herself to make sure she wasn’t just dreaming.  I’m really alone with a Beatle in his sports car being driven home through the streets of London! 
Pulling the car alongside the curb outside her Notting Hill home, George got out of the car and walked Annie to the door.  “I really had a nice time tonight, George, thank you,” she said while he used her key to unlock the front door.

With the door unlocked, George straightened and handed Annie back her key.  He leaned up against the jamb and grinned crookedly.  “Well, I had a nice time, too, Annie.  Thank you for agreeing to come along!”
“It was my pleasure!” she told him.

“Was it?” he asked, his grin fading a bit as his expression turned a bit more pensive.

Before she realized what was happening, George had leaned in, and, slipping his hand under her hair to gently grasp the back of her neck, pulled her to him in a kiss.  While certainly not the most passionate kiss she’d ever received, it lasted longer than a mere requisite kiss goodnight.  Even as she worried that Mrs. Sparrow might spot them through her window, Annie couldn’t keep from marveling at the softness of his lips against hers or keep from inhaling deeply the musky scent of his cologne.  She was on sensory overload when he parted from her lips only to say, “You could invite me in, you know.”

There was no denying the seductive tone of his voice….he wasn’t suggesting a cup of tea.  Of that, Annie was certain.  The part of her brain that was still swimming in alcohol wanted desperately to say yes – an idea that her hormones obviously seconded if the flush of warmth through her body was any indication, but she couldn’t shake the images of Joey’s face and Mrs. Sparrow’s cold disapproving eyes.  “Mmmm….I can’t,” she practically moaned against his lips.  
However, George, being somewhat of an expert by that time in the art of seduction, knew the girl was already very much under his spell and hedged his bets that he could change her mind with just a bit more persuasion.  Leaving his one hand there at the back of her neck, he slipped the other hand around her back at her waist and pulled her body into his while, at the same time, stepping her backward against the wall near the door.  Shifting his kisses to her neck, he stopped only long enough to whisper in her ear huskily, “Are you certain?  Really certain?”  He pushed his lower body against hers for emphasis.  “I want to,” she very nearly whined, “…but I can’t.”
She could feel George smile against her neck.  “But you want to?”

“Mmm-hmmm….”

“That’s a start then.” He shifted his kisses back to her lips, letting the last one linger a bit.  Pulling back, he chuckled at the glazed look in her eyes.  Stepping back down one step, he raised her hand to his lips and kissed it gallantly.  She almost saw his eyes twinkle as he grinned and whispered, “I will have you, Annie O’Shea!”  Giving her a wink, he turned around and descended the steps.
Giggling lightly, she softly called out to him, “Is that a challenge?”

He stopped and turned back toward her wearing a wicked grin, “No, luv….that’s a promise!”  

