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Chapter Ten

A thin shaft of light shone in through a tiny part between the heavy brocade draperies covering the two large windows, illuminating the unfamiliar room just enough that various pieces of furniture could be made out amongst the shadows.  With her mind preoccupied with all that had transpired in the previous twelve hours, Annie shifted restlessly in the bed while the evening played and replayed in her memory like an endless loop of film….

“Milk or lemon?” George asked from where he stood behind the open refrigerator door, his heavy brows raised inquisitively.
“Hmmm?” Annie sounded, pulled out of her reverie by the question.

“For your tea?  Do you prefer milk or lemon?” he repeated, holding up each item in demonstration.

“Oh!  Milk, please.”

George crossed the room and placed the milk pitcher down on the table next to the matching sugar bowl.  The steaming pot of tea was already brewing in the middle of the table, and the cups, saucers, and teaspoons were already assembled, prepared to be filled.

Annie watched silently as he stood back and surveyed the table. Nodding in satisfaction, he made his way toward the console in the sitting room, asking over his shoulder, “How about some music then?” 
“Sure,” Annie replied indifferently.

“Any requests?” he asked, flipping through a stack of LP’s.  

She shrugged.  “You choose.”

“Right,” he answered decisively before doing just that.  When he laid the needle on the record, strains of Bob Dylan’s nasally twang filled the room.  Lowering the volume a bit, George returned to the table, dropping into the chair across from Annie.  Picking up the teapot, he lifted the lid and stirred it once before pouring out equal amounts in both cups, leaving room for the milk they both took in their tea.  Sliding one cup toward Annie, he asked amiably, “Care for any biscuits, luv?”

She shook her head, absently stirring the milk and sugar in her cup.

The two sipped their tea in silence, both feeling the weight of the impending conversation, but neither of them wanting to be the one to initiate it.  Several minutes passed before George sighed and gave in.  “So, tell me, Annie….what’s going on?  What’s happened?”

It was her turn to sigh.  Shaking her head, she answered ruefully, “God, George, I’ve no idea where to even begin!”

George nodded thoughtfully as he sipped the hot tea.  Placing the cup back on its saucer, he prompted, “You said that you and Joey had an argument….begin there.  What did you argue about?”

Grimacing, she replied, “I suppose you could say it started when I found out that he’s been having an affair.”

“Really?” George asked in genuine surprise. “And how’d you find this out?”

“A photograph….it was in his wallet.”

“Ah, you were snooping about then?” he accused disapprovingly.
“No, I wasn’t!”  Noticing George’s dubious grin, she repeated emphatically, “I wasn’t ‘snooping’ at all!  He’d left his wallet in the bedroom and gone out somewhere.  I wasn’t sure he had meant to, so I was merely checking to see if he’d taken any cash with him. As I was checking, I dropped the damn thing and some things slipped out….that photograph among them.  Anyway, I was still holding it in my hands when he came in.”
“And then you demanded to know who the bird was, is that it?”  he asked reproachfully.
Offended that George could find anything to possibly fault her for, she snapped, “Wrong again, Sherlock!  He started in on me first.  I imagine that, like you, he thought I had been deliberately going through his things.”  She paused before giving a short humorless laugh.  “It’s just like Joey to get all pissed off when it’s his back against the wall!”

“Yeah?  How d’yer mean, Annie?”

“Well, there I was, right?  Proof of his cheating in my two hands, and he turns it all back on me!  So, I calmly ask him who this girl is, and he goes off about my having you in the house when he wasn’t there!”

“Ah….”  Averting his eyes like a naughty schoolboy, George offered, “Perhaps he suspects there’s something going on between the two of us after all.”

With a derisive snort, Annie replied ardently, “Oh no, George….no, he doesn’t.” 
Intrigued by the forcefulness of her denial, George questioned, “Why wouldn’t he have done, Annie?  I’d think any fella might jump to that conclusion under the same circumstances!”

Annie lacked the courage to tell George just how little Joey really thought of her….how evident he’d made that when he compared her to Pattie….“You’re a nice looking girl who has days when you look nicer than others, but she’s a model, for Christ’s sake!  She gorgeous…glamorous!’  Glancing up, she found George patiently awaiting her explanation.  She shook her head sadly and gave him the closest thing to the truth she dared, “Believe me when I tell you that Joey thinks that there’s no way you’d be interested in…well, in a girl like me.”
“Well, you and I both know he’s wrong then, don’t we?” he quipped flirtatiously.
“I guess…,” Annie murmured distractedly.

George went to say more, but checked himself.  Falling silent for several minutes, he absently toyed with the spoon on his saucer, absorbed in thought.  Haltingly, he asked, “Erm, Annie?  When I pulled you back from the street earlier….you know, when I kept you from walking in front of that bus….had you….that is, did you--”

“No, I didn’t,” she interjected severely. “I was upset, yes, George, but no, I did not intend to intentionally walk in front of a moving bus,” she lied convincingly.  “I was distracted….that’s all.”

Regarding her silently for a beat or two, George pressed, “Really?  Coz if you did, you can tell me, Annie --”

“I’ve told you already,” she repeated icily.  Suddenly aware of the reaction her tone evoked, she placated, “I’m sorry, George.  I appreciate your keeping me from what could have been a very bad end,” she laughed lightly before continuing, “Look, I was upset and angry…and more than just a bit inattentive, but I wasn’t suicidal.”

“Okay, Annie,” George allowed hesitantly, but Annie could still see traces of doubt as he searched her face.
When the scrutiny became too much for her to bear, she broke out in a facetious grin.  “You know what I really need right now, George?”

Narrowing his eyes in suspicion, he replied guardedly, “What’s that?”

“I need a night out!” she exclaimed with an enthusiastic slap on the table. 
George gaped at her in surprise.  “A night out?” he repeated incredulously.  “Annie, don’t you think we’ve a few things to talk over?”
Jumping up from her chair, she went to the large window overlooking the street.  “Oh, talk, talk, talk!  I’m sick to death of talking!  Just for tonight, George, I want to have fun!  I want to be young and carefree!  I want to drink and dance and flirt outrageously with strange men!”
“Hey!  What about me?” he asked jokingly.

“Well, men don’t come much stranger!” she joked in reply.  “Let’s do it, George!  To hell with everything for just one night, huh?”
George felt torn between wanting to indulge Annie’s whim-  if only to see where it would lead them - and losing what might turn out to be the best opportunity for a while for the two of them to talk things over, alone and uninterrupted.  Standing, he walked over to her, and, taking her hands in his, smiled and relented, “Yeah, alright then.” 
“Thank you!” she cried in relief, impulsively throwing her arms around his neck. 
Not one to miss an opportunity, George quickly snaked his arms about her waist and drew her closer.  Grinning self-consciously, he said, “He’s wrong, you know.” 
Flustered by the sensation of George’s body so close to her’s, Annie stammered, “W-What?  Who’s wrong?”

“Joey.”

Baffled, she repeated, “Joey?” 

“Yeah….you’re exactly the sort of girl I’d be interested in.”  Leaning in, he pressed his lips to hers.  

A flash of adrenaline shot through her body, very nearly taking her breath away with its intensity.  They had kissed before…and then some….but never like this….never when there was so much out in the open and at stake.  When she’d seen George standing in the office doorway the morning she’d confessed to Millie that she thought she was in love with him, Annie feared that would be the end of anything between them.  After all, what they had – what they were doing – it was all just for fun.  Hadn’t George said as much?  Hadn’t Annie implicitly agreed?  But so much had changed since then, even though “then” wasn’t so very long ago.  Yet, George was still there….and he still wanted her.  Annie seriously doubted if a single kiss had ever meant quite so much before in her life.
Squeezing her eyes shut against the memory of that kiss, Annie tried to push the image from her mind only to be jolted from her thoughts when she felt an arm sliding across her waist.  Looking over at the owner of the arm, she felt a warm flush of panic course through her.  How did this happen?  How did I let this happen?  And, more importantly, what happens now? 

Her mind went spinning as the full weight of her predicament hit her - What if Joey finds out?  What if George finds out? – while beside her John slept on, soundly and peacefully.
“I didn’t expect to see you out and about!” George exclaimed a bit too forcefully.

“Aye, well I could say the same of you,” John laughed.  Leaning around George, he grinned meaningfully at Annie.  “….and you!”

As Annie floundered for a reasonable excuse why she was out at a club with George, the two Beatles moved on.  “You here on your own then?” George asked him.

“Ah….don’t you know we Beatles are never really alone!” John answered wryly.

George gave him a knowing smile before checking himself.  “Well, our girl here is having a bit of rough night.  I reckoned a drink or two would do her a world of good!”

Annie nodded in agreement and smiled at George gratefully.

“Left the husband at home, eh, Annie-Annie?” John asked cheekily, but, before she could reply, he added, “Good girl!” Turning back toward George, he continued, “I’ve a table in the back, come ‘ead!  We might as well make it a party!”
John had already started making his way toward the back of the club, clearly expecting George and Annie to follow. When George looked back at her and shrugged helplessly, Annie could only nod - albeit reluctantly - that it was okay.  Reaching back for her hand, George led her back in John’s wake.

There were a few select clubs the boys frequented since making their final move to London from Liverpool….clubs that consisted of largely famous and wealthy clientele….clubs that understood and knew how to cater to their patrons need for privacy and relative peace.  The Ad-Lib Club was one of them. Annie had been there a handful of times before, each time with George, sometimes as a couple, sometimes with one or more of the other lads.  
As the three took their seats, Annie happened to glance about the room, not at all surprised to discover that most eyes were on her two companions.  One face, however, stood out from the others, and she couldn’t keep an audible groan of disappointment from passing her lips when she saw it.  For once, she was grateful that the volume of the music was kept fairly high, but she realized that her expression must have betrayed her displeasure when George leaned in close to her and asked worriedly, “What is it, luv?”
Figuring that he’d find out soon enough, she answered, “Pattie’s here. She’s spotted us and is coming this way.”

As petty as it seemed, Annie felt a certain level of satisfaction when George rolled his eyes and swore softly.  Looking appropriately remorseful, he offered, “I’m sorry, Annie.  I’ll do what I can to…er, move her along.”

Annie gave a shrug of what she hoped would pass for indifference, but inwardly, her frustration was escalating.  Out of the corner of her eye, she could see the tell-tale blonde bouffant steadily moving in her direction and made a point of looking out toward the dance floor lest George see just how displeased she really was.
Across the low table that separated his chair from the two in which George and Annie sat, John watched the couple closely.  Although he couldn’t hear what they were saying to one another, it didn’t take him long to work out just why Annie suddenly looked so unhappy and George, so nervous, especially when Pattie Boyd came into view.  

Fortunately for Annie, the drinks arrived just as Pattie did.  “Well, hello!” the familiar voice called out over the music.  She stood just behind Annie, so that Annie was forced to twist awkwardly in her seat to see her.  “Hi Pattie,” she returned, forcing a smile.
“Is this a private party or may I join you?” Pattie asked.  Without waiting for a reply, she waved at a nearby busboy who promptly hefted a fourth chair into their circle, leaving Annie with a nagging but impossible suspicion that, somehow, Pattie had it prearranged.  
As soon as she’d settled in her chair, Pattie leaned right across Annie to lay a hand on George’s arm.  Her face a mask of concern, she asked him sweetly, “Are you feeling better, love?”

Taken off guard, George started to cough, although Annie wasn’t sure if he was choking on his drink or stalling for time to come up with an answer.  “Er, yeah….yeah, better now,” he stammered nervously.

Keeping her arm where it was, Pattie looked up at Annie.  “Poor dear was feeling poorly with tummy trouble earlier today,” she explained.  Looking back to George she chastised disingenuously, “You shouldn’t be out drinking again tonight, George!  You don’t want to be suffering again tomorrow morning, now do you?”

“Ah…well, I won’t be drinking much --”

“Oh blast that music!”Pattie shot up straight and cried irritably.  “It’s so bloody difficult to hear a word in this place!  Annie, would you be a love and switch seats with me so I can hear whatever miserable excuse George has concocted so he can stay out drinking?”

Annie was caught out and knew it.  Worse still, she knew Pattie knew it, even though her smile didn’t falter once.  “S-Sure,” Annie replied, feeling there was nothing else she could say.  Her back was to George and Pattie as she moved to the other seat, when John caught her eye.  If Pattie’s manipulation aggravated her, the bemused look on John’s face infuriated her.  Deciding she had nothing to lose, she leaned toward him and asked hotly, “Enjoying the show, John?”

Keeping his head close to hers and his voice loud enough for only Annie to hear, he replied, “Well now, you see there, Annie-Annie?  That’s your problem.  This isn’t a show, it’s a game, and you’ve got to learn to play it better, girl!”
Uncertain exactly what John was implying, the twinkle in his eye prompted a need in Annie to object, “George and I are out as friends, John, nothing more.  You heard him.  I’d had a bad day.”

“Yeah, and it’s getting worse by the look of things!” he laughed.

Seething, Annie snapped, “Oh…fuck off, John!” 

Laughing, he sat back in his chair then, propping one leg over the other, he regarded her with a grin for several seconds before shaking his head in resignation.  Just as Annie was about to comment, she saw George stand and walk off.  “Where’s he going?” she asked Pattie, not bothering to hide her panic.
She realized her slip only when she saw the blonde’s brows furrow pensively.  “He’s only gone to the loo, Annie.”

“Oh,” she murmured self-consciously, turning her attention to the drink she’d been sipping steadily since it had arrived.

Shifting in her seat to face Annie, Pattie said, “Listen, while it’s just us girls –”

“It’s not,” Annie shot back, noting that she was beginning to feel the effects of the martini.

“Pardon?” 
“It’s not just us girls,” Annie repeated.  With a nod toward the Beatle across the table, she reminded Pattie, “….John’s here, remember?”

Glancing at John momentarily, Pattie gave a patronizing laugh.  “Yes, well, it isn’t as though he can hear us, is it?”

The question, no doubt, was intended to be rhetorical, but the alcohol was loosening both Annie’s tongue and inhibitions.  She looked straight at John as she deadpanned, “I think he reads lips….I wouldn’t trust him.”

Though she wasn’t sure, Annie thought she might have physically cringed when Pattie gave another well-practiced laugh before continuing undeterred. “Well, let’s take that chance, hmmm?”  Before Annie could object, she went on, “George, sweet boy that he is, is terribly worried about you, Annie.  He tells me that you and your husband have had a bit of a tiff this evening.”

Annie froze in disbelief.  Slowly and deliberately, she drained the remainder of her martini….then, sliding the olive off the cocktail-pick between her teeth, she chewed slowly while she struggled to understand why George would tell Pattie - of all people - about what had happened between her and Joey.  She raised her eyes and looked at John, whose omnipresent grin slowly gave way to concern.
“I’m sorry, Pattie, but George should not have told you about that,” Annie stated evenly.

“Oh dear!  Don’t be miffed with George, Annie.  The poor darling can’t help it.  He tells me everything, you know….even things that perhaps aren’t really his business.”  Moving closer, she added conspiratorially, “We’ve grown quite close, you see.”
It was more than Annie could bear.  She bolted up from her chair as both Pattie and John looked at her in surprise.  Swaying unsteadily as the martini went straight to her head, she stammered, “It’s l-late….I h-have to leave….”

Rising from her seat, Pattie laid a hand on Annie’s arm, much the way she had with George just a short while before.  “Yes, perhaps that is best,” the model agreed.  “You’re certainly not going to solve any problem in your marriage staying away from your husband.”

Stunned, Annie looked up into Pattie’s heavily made-up blue eyes, searching for a sign that the girl was intentionally goading her, but Pattie played her part well.  Her face showed no malice, only sympathy, leading Annie to wonder if she could have been wrong about her….but then, Pattie tipped her hand when she added, “I’ll tell George you said goodnight, Annie.”  
And there it was.  If Annie had blinked, she might have missed it.  Just for a moment, as Pattie spoke the words, Annie saw a barely discernible yet unmistakable smirk.  
Summoning the effort to retain her composure, Annie smiled sweetly and replied, “You do that, Pattie.”

“I’ll see you home, Annie.”  A voice interjected at her side, causing Annie to start in surprise.  The haze of the alcohol compounded the chaos in her mind, leading her to momentarily forget about John.  “Tell George I’ll see him tomorrow, eh Pats?” he said.  Then, slipping his arm around Annie’s shoulders, he asked, “Ready, luv?”

“Uh, yeah,” Annie answered, wondering how much he’d seen and heard.

Without waiting for Pattie to respond, Annie started weaving through the crowd, leading the way to the elevator that would take her and John to the ground floor exit.  For a Beatle, though, it was impossible to walk even a few feet without being stopped and accosted for a variety of reasons.  By the time he’d joined Annie at the lift, it had arrived.  “Sorry about that,” he grinned boyishly as they stepped into the small space.
“It comes with the territory, I imagine,” Annie said, shrugging dismissively.  After a moment, she confessed, “Listen, John, there’s really no need for you to see me home, although I do appreciate the attempt at chivalry!”
Giving a small laugh, he tilted his head to one side quizzically and asked, “Is that because you’re not going home, Annie-Annie?”

“How’d you guess?” she asked in genuine surprise.

“Because I don’t want to go home yet either!” he admitted coyly.

“Well, aren’t we a fine pair?” she observed with a laugh.  
“You know, Mrs. O’Shea, I do believe we are!” he replied with a wink.
Stepping outside the club, the damp cold night air caused Annie to shiver.  Pulling her jacket closed, she looked at the light suit jacket John wore and asked incredulously, “Aren’t you cold?!”
“I am, actually, yeah!”  Moving closer, he joked, “Would you like to keep me warm?”

She smiled and shook her head good naturedly.

“So…where to?” he asked brightly.
“Isn’t there another club you guys go to?”

“Yeah, there’s a few, but I’m not in the mood for a club or discotheque.  How about someplace quiet where we can have a chat, eh?”

Annie thought for a moment before recalling a quaint little pub in Covent Garden that she and Joey had gone to with the Lester’s the previous fall.  It was a small place filled with private booths and low lights….perfect for a Beatle seeking privacy.  “I think I know a place,” she told him.

“Fab!” he exclaimed.  “I’ll get us a taxi.”
Resigning herself to a sleepless night, Annie sighed heavily and turned onto her side, facing John.  The shaft of light from the streetlamp outside the bedroom window began to dissipate as dawn broke over London.  In the hotel room, the burgeoning daylight  increasingly gave way to more light than shadow, and in that light, Annie laid there, studying John’s face, trying to reconstruct events from the previous night that ended with them in bed together.
Entering the pub, Annie unbuttoned her jacket, grateful for the warmth emanating from the large double-sided stone hearth burning at the back of the room.  Sure that John would feel the same, she was pleasantly surprised to see that there weren’t many patrons there and those that were there was mostly older folks whose interest in the Beatle would range from minimal to non-existent.  Making her way toward the back of the room, Annie slid into the most private of the booths, taken back a bit when she found that John slid in right beside her instead of across from her.  With John’s assistance, she had just finished removing her jacket when she looked up to see the server standing by to take their order.  

“Martini?” John asked her.  She nodded.  “A martini and a scotch and coke,” he ordered.  As the server walked away, John casually slid his arm along the back of her seat.  Looking around, he noted, “Nice place, this.  Do you come here often?”
“Once.  The Lester’s brought us here after a show.”
“Oh aye?  What show?”

Annie giggled at the question.  “You’re familiar with West End musicals, huh?  ‘Oh What a Lovely War’….do you know it?” she asked facetiously.
“As a matter of fact, my dear girl, it just so happens I do!” John replied, parodying a posh accent.  

“Oh, well then, I am impressed!” she quipped with a teasing grin.
“Oh aye, I am an impressive bloke, don’t you know!” he joked, batting his eyelashes.

“So I’ve heard,” Annie quipped bemusedly.
A short while later, the drinks came and the server placed the correct drink in front of each of them.  Raising his glass in a toast, John offered, “To better days for you Annie, old girl! This night could be the start of a brand new life for you, you know….if you want it!”

Annie’s smile faltered just a bit as she raised her glass to John’s, “It may very well have to be,” she returned forlornly.

They tapped the rims of their glasses and each quietly sipped their respective drink.  Taking a seemingly deep interest in the napkin beneath his glass, John grew serious and softly said, “It doesn’t have to be so bad, you know, Annie.”
The sudden change in his demeanor caught Annie off guard.  Touched that John genuinely was concerned, she nodded and responded truthfully.  “I know, John.  There’s just been a lot of – I don’t know – changes, I guess.  It’s all rather left me with my head spinning, you know?”

“I do, yeah” he agreed, adding coyly, “I’ve been going through quite a few changes myself this past year or so.” He lifted his glass and took a long sip.  Setting the glass down again, he asked, “So, do you love him?”
“Joey?”

He looked directly at her.  “George.”

Her eyes grew wide at the bluntness of the question, and she wondered for a moment if George had told John what he’d overheard her saying.  “I-I don’t know,” she answered honestly.

John nodded, appearing lost in thought.  After a moment, he said, “He does you.”

“What?” she asked in surprise.

“George…. he loves you.”

“Oh!” she exclaimed, having no idea how to react to the revelation.  “Did he tell you that?” She tried and failed to appear nonchalant.
“Not in so many words,” John replied, taking another long sip from his drink.

“Then how do you know he loves me?”

“Because I know George.”  Leveling his gaze upon her, he stressed, “…so I know he does.”

Annie appeared to consider the possibility. “Then why is he always with Pattie?” she challenged awkwardly, her voice little more than a whisper.

Talking around the cigarette he’d propped between his lips, he answered, “Because you’re always leaving him to her.”  He flipped open the gold-plated lighter and lit the cigarette, inhaling deeply then blowing a long steady plume of smoke out toward the ceiling.  Looking her in the eye then, he added pointedly, “…like you did tonight.”

Annie was about to object, but, after a moment’s thought, she had to admit he was right.  She easily recalled the several times in recent memory she’d up and left George right after Pattie just happened to show up.  “You may be onto something,” she allowed.  “…but what difference does it make now?”
“What difference would you like it to make?”John shot back seriously.
“Oh, I don’t know….”  Annie murmured, not sure she wanted to take the conversation any further.

“You’re scared.”  

Annie stared at him in surprise as she endeavored to come up with a clever retort to the accusation. After a moment, she admitted in defeat, “Maybe I am.”

Her honesty seemed disarm John. Hoisting his glass, he gazed into it contemplatively.  “We all are, luv….we all are.”

Feeling the need to lighten the mood once more, she laughed and mocked, “You?  Scared?  Why, I wouldn’t think John Lennon’s scared of anything!” 

He regarded her somberly. “Well, see?  There’s where you’re wrong”

“But you have everything you want, John!” she cried in disbelief.  “What on earth do you have to be scared of?”

This time, he did smile, but it was a smile totally devoid of humor.  “I don’t have everything I want, Annie.”
“What more could you want?” she asked incredulously.  “You’re rich and famous, you’re successful, you’re attractive….what could you possibly want that you don’t already have?”

Looking at her uncertainly, he asked, “You really haven’t sussed it out yet?”

Perplexed, Annie could only shrug and shake her head.  

John glanced into his drink and then fixed her with a stare for what felt like a silent eternity before answering, “You, Annie.  I want… you.”

Having dressed quickly and quietly, Annie paused and looked back at John.  He slept so peacefully, and she couldn’t keep from smiling as she noticed how boyishly sweet he looked asleep.  Suppressing the urge to sweep his fringe from his eyes, she considered then rejected the idea of leaving a note for him.  With a last glance, she gathered her jacket and handbag, and quietly left the room.
As the doors to the lift opened on the ground floor, Annie smiled inwardly when she saw that there at least a dozen people milling about the lobby.  She slipped into her jacket as she crossed the floor, heading for the reception desk and gave a sigh of relief when she saw that the man on duty was not the same one who had checked John in earlier while she waited across the lobby.  Approaching the desk brightly, she’d hoped to give the impression that she had just entered the hotel as she greeted the clerk. 

Smiling automatically, he said, “Good morning, miss.  May I assist you?”

“Yes, please. You have a Mr. John Lennon staying in room 304.  Would you please see that he is awakened by 7:30?”

“Certainly, miss,” the clerk replied unimpressed.  “And may I ask who is placing the request?”

“Yes, my name is Mrs. O’Shea.  I work for Mr. Richard Lester, currently at Twickenham Film Studios.”

That impressed the clerk.  “Rest assured that I will see to it personally, Mrs. O’Shea,” he informed her graciously.

“Thank you very much,” Annie replied.  With that task seen to, she left the hotel and entered a taxi summoned by the Concierge.  As the vehicle pulled out onto the street, she lit a cigarette and relaxed, intent on passing the ride back to Notting Hill coming up with a viable explanation for Joey as to where she was all night.

By the time that taxi pulled up in front of her building, Annie felt confident about the story she planned to tell her husband.  I was upset and needed time to think, Joey, so I stayed the night with Millie. It would work. Millie was a veritable stranger to Joey, so it wasn’t as though he was going to check. He’d have no reason to. After all, he himself had asserted that Annie wasn’t the sort of girl to have affairs.  The thought made her smile naughtily.  Oh yes…yes, I am!  
She paid the fare and stepped from the vehicle.  Walking toward her building, she remained lost in thought.  She had just put a foot on the first step when he grabbed her arm, whirling her around to face him.

“Where the hell have you been, Annie?” he yelled angrily.  “I’ve been looking all over for you!  Have you any notion how worried I’ve been?  Where the fuck did you disappear to?”
She stared in shock, unable to say anything but his name….”George!”
