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Chapter Eight

Shooting a pointed glance in George’s direction, Joey crossed the room to where his young wife stood gape-jawed with surprise.  Slipping his hand around the back of her neck, he leaned in and kissed her.  Pulling back a bit, he smiled.  “How’s my girl?”
“F-Fine,” Annie stammered, confusion battling with panic.  “My God, why didn’t you tell me you were coming home?”

Ignoring the question, Joey gave a short dismissive laugh as he walked into the small kitchenette.  Reaching up into the cabinet, he pulled out a bottle of scotch.  “Drink, George?”

“Er, thanks, no,” George answered self-consciously.  “I really have to be on my way.  Besides,” he added in a strange tone Annie hoped only she heard, “…I’m sure you’ll want Annie all to yourself tonight, eh?”

As Joey poured the scotch into a glass, he looked over toward Annie and grinned.  “You’re a perceptive man, my friend!”

Anyone else seeing the way Joey smiled at her might have been convinced it was genuine, but Annie saw his eyes harden and detected the slightest trace of an edge to his voice.  Giving a nervous giggle, she asked bluntly, “Well, you must have been surprised to come home to find a strange guy in your flat, huh? Did George tell you what he was doing here?”  
“I did, yeah, Annie,” George quickly interjected.  “I really appreciate your letting me and Pattie meet here this afternoon.  Thanks again.”  To Joey, he explained, “It’s hard trying to get a bit of privacy, you know?  It was really nice of Annie to offer the use of her flat for me and Pattie to hang about in for a few hours…you know, away from the press and the fans!”

“That’s my girl!” Joey replied, saluting her with his raised glass.  
Annie felt like Joey’s eyes were boring into hers, and she laughed nervously.  An uncomfortable silence descended upon the trio.
“Right, I should be going then,” George said, breaking the silence.

“Okay!  I-I’ll walk you out,” Annie offered a tad too eagerly.  Trying desperately to keep her composure, she told her husband, “I’ll be right back, honey.”

Approaching Joey with his hand extended, George gave him what he’d described to Annie more than once as his “cheeky-chappie grin” and said, “Joey?  Pleasure meeting you.”
“Same here, George,” Joey replied, shaking George’s hand firmly.  “Perhaps we’ll see you again sometime, huh?”

“Er, yeah….yeah, that’s a possibility,” he replied vaguely.  With a nod toward Annie, he added, “You’ve a great girl here, you know!”  
Sipping from the glass in his hand, Joey grunted noncommittally in what Annie supposed was akin to agreement.

Having run out of small talk, George nodded once.  “Right then, goodnight.”

“Yeah….goodnight, George,” Joey answered apathetically before reaching for the bottle to replenish his drink.

Annie flashed her husband an anxious smile before following the Beatle out into the hallway.

The two descended the several flights of stairs saying nothing to each other.  Upon reaching the front door, though, George took a furtive glance up the stairs and whispered irately​​​​, “Had you any notion he was going to be popping back today?”

Annie replied in kind, “No! No, of course not!  You could have knocked me over with a feather when I saw him come out of the bedroom!  How long has he been here anyway?”

“At least a good hour!” he snapped.  “Not quite the way I reckoned I’d be passing the evening!”

Gazing absently toward the flight of stairs, Annie murmured, “I wonder how long he’s home for…?”

George surprised her when he answered, “He says he’s home on leave for the next week!”
“He told you that?” she asked with incredulity.  George nodded.

Averting her eyes, she murmured, “Well, that’s that then.”

“Sorry? That’s what exactly?”

Blowing a heavy sigh, she explained, “Look, George, I get what you were saying about having a bit of fun, and that with Joey none the wiser, nobody would get hurt.  Now, though….let’s face it….Joey showing up out of nowhere…?  Maybe his being here now is sign of some sort.” 
“A sign?” George scoffed.  “A sign of what?”

“A sign that I was wrong…you were wrong.  Oh, look….I know there are people who can do that sort of thing and not think twice about it, but, really, George, that’s not me.  I guess I’ve sort of known that all along.  Now that Joey’s here, I’m only thankful that I didn’t do something I’d regret.”

“Didn’t you?” George asked coolly, his dark eyes leveled at her unflinchingly.

“N-No, I didn’t,” she replied defensively, if not quite confidently.  

After a moment’s silence, George gave her a tight smile totally void of any humor, and said, “Well, then, as long as you didn’t do anything you regret.”

His expression and tone unnerved Annie.  If I didn’t know any better, I’d swear he was upset, but why?  I’m nothing to him really!  And as quickly as Pattie came to mind when he lied to Joey about what he was doing here, he certainly won’t lose time being lonely.  So what is this about?
“Anne…?”  Joey called from the upper floor.

“Coming,” she called back.  “I’ve got to go, George.”

“Yeah, you mustn’t keep him waiting,” he sneered, his voice dripping with contempt.

Before Annie could form a response, he turned and went out the door.  She watched him walking away until she couldn’t see him anymore.  Then, closing the door quietly, she bit her lower lip in contemplation and wondered if it was her imagination or if George really was jealous.  Standing alone in the doorway, she felt an overwhelming sense of sadness, and as hard as she tried to shake it, she couldn’t.  It wasn’t until she had returned to the flat she shared with a husband she felt she hardly knew that she was finally able to give the feeling a name….regret.
Upon returning to the flat, she found Joey reclining on the couch. The blanket with which she had covered George the previous night was folded neatly under his head, evoking in her a feeling of loss and emptiness that was almost too much to bear.  “So, what’s for dinner, Anne?” Joey asked as if he’d never been gone.

Forcing a smile, she replied brightly, “Hey, why don’t we go out to dinner….to celebrate, huh?” Maybe we could go to a club afterwards….get a drink, dance --”
“Nah,” he said, cutting her off.  “I don’t much feel like going out.  Just throw something together, alright?  But make it quick.  I’m beat.”

Annie’s heart sank.  She wanted to ask why he didn’t at least make an effort to seem glad to see her on his first night home.  She wanted to ask him why he seldom looked at her when he talked to her.  She wanted to ask a great many things, but, what she ended up asking was, “Beans on toast okay?”
“Becoming quite the connoisseur of British cuisine, huh?” he asked flippantly, rustling open the newspaper.  “Yeah, I guess that’ll be okay.”

As she puttered around the small kitchen, Annie’s thoughts returned to her conversation with George.  He has to understand.  Joey’s my husband, regardless of the reason we married.  That has to mean something.  I mean nothing to George…just a lost opportunity.  That’s probably why he appeared angry and upset.  It was never jealousy.  No, I’m Joey’s wife, and I owe it to him to try to make this work.

Pausing in her work, she looked over at her husband.  Maybe all he needs is a bit of shaking up.  Maybe he just needs to remember why he started seeing me to begin with.  I mean, he must have felt some attraction to me, right?
Uneasily, she forced a laugh and said, “I’ll bet you wondered what I was up to when you found George here today, huh?”

“Hmmm?  What do you mean?” Joey asked inattentively.

“Well, did you think I’d taken a lover for a late afternoon tryst?” she asked jokingly.

She was disappointed when Joey didn’t react.  “That never crossed my mind,” he replied, turning the page of the paper.

“Why not?”  she asked, perplexed.

“You’re not the type,” he answered definitively, not once lifting his eyes from his reading.
“I don’t know whether to be pleased or insulted,” she said with another laugh, one even more forced than the first.

Folding the paper at last, Joey rose from the couch and stretched.  “It’s not meant to be a compliment or an insult….it’s just a fact.”

Without thinking, she shot back, “Well then, it’s a good thing that you’re so sure I wouldn’t be unfaithful, especially since I know for a fact that George is interested in me.”

When Joey turned to face her, his face was a mask of disapproval.  Feeling both scared and hopeful, Annie awaited his reaction.
When it came, it was disparaging and delivered almost tonelessly, “Aren’t you a little too old to be infatuated with a teen idol, Anne?” 

His words felt like a slap in the face.  Not only had she failed to make him jealous, she’d humiliated herself.  Turning away from him, she struggled to hide her hurt feelings.  Then quietly, she said, “Dinner’s ready.”
Over the top of a magazine, John watched as George attempted to covertly search the set for any sign of Annie, noticing the way the younger Beatle repeatedly turned toward the office door every time it opened.  After a while, John lowered the magazine and said, “Here, why don’t you just go ask the other one where she’s at?”

Arriving just in time to hear John’s suggestion, Paul added helpfully, “Oh aye, Pru’s just over at the catering table talking to Lionel.”

“Not Pru, you git….Millie!” John snapped.

“Millie?  Why would Millie know where Pattie is?”  Paul asked in confusion.  Catching the look that passed between John and George, he caught on.  “Ah…not Pattie, then….Annie, is it?”

George’s only response was a steady glare.

“So, where is she then?” Paul asked innocently.

Giving a short laugh, John replied, “Well Paul….that appears to be the question at the moment!”

Paul nodded in understanding.  “Perhaps she’s feeling poorly today and stayed home, eh?”

“She’s not,” George answered sullenly.

Puzzled by George’s response, Paul continued, “Well then….perhaps Dick sent her on an errand…?”

“She’s not ill and she’s not on an errand,” George snapped.

Bemused, John asked, “Right, if you know so much, then where is she, whack?” 

“I don’t know,” George answered irritably. Haltingly, he tried to clarify.  “That is, I’m not certain…but I suspect.”

“And what is it you suspect?” John prompted.
At first George said nothing.  Finally, sighing noisily in defeat, he told them, “I suspect she’s sagged off work today to stay home with her husband.”

“How’s that?” Paul laughed.

“Her husband?!” John exclaimed with a grin.  “Joey’s home?”

Glaring disdainfully at his friend, George replied, “Yeah, Joey’s home.”

The other two Beatles couldn’t help but laugh.  Approaching the small group, Mal smiled and asked, “What’s so funny?”

“Ah, George’s girl is with another fella,” John explained, still snickering.

“Oh aye?  Which one?” Mal asked wryly, earning an angry glare from George.

“I’m pleased I could give you all a laugh!” he said crossly.

“There now, George,” Mal started amiably, “…we mean no harm, mate!”

“None at all,” Paul offered.

Moving on to the reason he’d been sent over, Mal said to John and Paul, “Dick wants you two for your scene now.”

Rising, John joked, “That’s just like him isn’t it?  It’s not enough I turn up….he expects me to work as well!”

Before following John, Paul lightly swatted George’s shoulder.  “Sorry, George!”  The grin he still wore, however, led George to believe the apology was less than sincere.
Watching John and Paul walk off behind Mal, George was surprised to find Ringo leaning up against the wall with his arms crossed, looking over at him thoughtfully.  “What are you doing?”  George demanded.
Pushing off from the wall, Ringo ambled over to the chair vacated by John moments before and took a seat.  Leaning in, he said seriously, “I could ask the same of you.”

“What do you mean?” George asked, unnerved by the austerity of Ringo’s expression..

“Why are you all out of sorts about Annie being with her husband, George?  That’s where she belongs.”

“I didn’t say it wasn’t, did I?”

“You should leave it, George.”

“You what?!” George cried indignantly.
“Listen, Annie’s a great girl, but she’s also a married girl!  There’s no good can come of this!”


“I haven’t done anything!” George protested.
Ringo just stared at him wordlessly.

“Well, I haven’t!”

Standing, Ringo smoothed down the front of his jacket and pulled at his cuffs.  Shifting his gaze back to George, he replied quietly, “No, but you want to.”  

Turning away, Ringo walked off.  As George watched him go, he murmured resentfully, “So, what if I do?”
The following morning, Annie prepared herself for work with a feeling of dread.  With Dick’s encouragement, she had taken off the day after Joey’s arrival home.  She was genuinely surprised and touched when Dick suggested she take off the entire week of Joey’s leave to spend with him.  Tellingly, neither her nor Joey warmed to that idea. One full day alone in each other’s company was apparently more than enough for them both.  Later that evening, as they prepared to meet Dick and Deirdre for dinner, they’d argued heatedly about Annie’s job.

 “I’m serious, Anne!” Joey stated firmly.  “I don’t want to discuss this in front of Dick and Deirdre, but you are to ask to see him tomorrow, and make it clear that he has a week to find someone to replace you.”
“You still haven’t explained why, Joey!” Annie countered.  “I happen to like my job, you know!  Besides, how can I do that to Dick after he’s given me the chance?”

“I’ve told you already… you’re my wife, and I don’t want you working!  Now let’s drop this before we go.  I’d like to enjoy my dinner.”

Despite her best arguments, Joey remained unyielding on the subject, and Annie was near tears by the time they were ready to leave for the restaurant.  After spending an awkward hour and a half at the restaurant with the Lesters, the young couple returned to their flat and immediately got ready for bed.  Almost as if it was a duty demanding to be completed, they’d made love, mechanically and dispassionately.  Afterwards, Annie rolled away tearfully and struggled to find sleep, but sleep eluded her as visions of George haunted her imagination.  
Rising before the alarm sounded, she pulled herself up from her bed and listlessly began her morning routine, knowing that, a week later, she’d have no reason to set an alarm or prepare herself…for anything.
Millie was on the telephone when Annie entered the office that morning.  In the few minutes before the assistant rang off, Annie had removed her coat and organized her desk.  When her call was finished, Millie returned the receiver to its cradle and greeted the girl exuberantly.  “Good morning, darling!  Did you enjoy your day off then?  You look as though you haven’t slept….that’s promising!  How are things?”
Annie had intended to tell Millie that things were just fine, but, instead, she burst into tears.  “Dear Lord!” Millie cried, shooting up from her chair to shut the office door before moving toward the girl.  “Annie!  What’s wrong?  What’s happened?”

“N-Nothing,” she lied.  One look at her friend’s face revealed just how ludicrous that answer was, so she tried again, a bit more honestly, “Everything!  Oh Millie!  Joey told me I have to quit my job, and I don’t want to….and I know I should be glad he’s home, even if only for a week, but it’s only been a little more than a day, and I’m miserable….and the thing is, so is he!  We don’t love each other!  I don’t even know if we much like each other anymore!  But he’s my husband, and I know it’s wrong to feel this way, but I just can’t help it!  When we made love last night, I could barely stand him touching me!  How can I continue to live with a man feeling that way about him?  But what am I supposed to do? I’m trapped!  And then there’s George….”
Uncertain whether Annie had actually run out of steam, Millie hesitated only a moment before asking gently, “What about George, dear?”

“I-I don’t know….that is, I’m all mixed-up, but I think I’m in love with him!”

“Oh no!” Millie uttered in horror.  Thinking it was in response to her disclosure, Annie looked up at her guiltily only to find that Millie wasn’t looking at her at all, but at the doorway.  Shifting her eyes in that direction, she gasped when she saw George standing there, staring at her in stunned silence.

