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Chapter Sixteen

The twenty minute car ride across town passed in silence.  Ordinarily, Annie would have found the silence unbearable, but, after enduring Joey’s insults over the past several days, she welcomed the respite from his hostile barbs and sarcasm. Even so, she found herself giving a small sigh of relief as they turned onto the Lester’s street.  
Surprisingly, it didn’t take Joey long to find a parking space not far from Dick and Deirdre’s home.  With little effort, he parallel parked the vehicle, shut off the engine, and exited the car. Annie waited uncertainly to see if he was going to appear on her side to open the car door for her.  When several moments passed, she took a furtive glance backward, just long enough to ascertain he was not heading her way. Resigning herself to the fact that he was apparently no longer going to extend to her even the most rudimentary courtesies, she opened the passenger-side door and emerged from the vehicle on her own, a cold, thick lump of dread weighing heavily in the pit of her stomach.
As they approached the Lester’s front door, the sounds of the party taking place within drifted out to them.  The music was playing loudly and sounds of numerous conversations, punctuated by occasional outbursts of laughter, could be heard through the door.  Annie’s pulse raced when she heard a distinctly scouse-tinged voice rise above the din coming from inside.  She was almost certain it was George’s.  Shooting Joey a nervous sidelong glance, she exhaled in relief when he didn’t react. Then, hanging back, she waited while he rapped on the door.

On the other side, Deirdre heard the knock and excused herself to go answer.  Suspecting who it was, she opened the door already saying, “Annie! Joey!  I’m so glad you made it!  We were beginning to wonder if we were going to have to start dinner without you!”

By the time she’d finished talking, both Joey and Annie were inside and removing their coats.  “I know,” Annie smiled apologetically. “…and we’re so very sorry, Deirdre!”

“That’s the military for you,” Joey interjected with a smile, “They’ll always find the most inconvenient time to interrupt your plans!”  Leaning in, he gave the older woman a chaste kiss on the cheek. “You look lovely, Deirdre!”
“Oh, you charmer!” Deirdre laughed.  Turning toward the girl, she said, “Annie, you look positively stunning!  Now, isn’t that funny? I wouldn’t ordinarily imagine that black is the color for one so young, but it just makes you glow!”  With a wry grin, she added, “…and that cut really flatters your figure!  Why, Joey, you may have to fight the men off with a stick!”
“Stick? From all I’ve heard, Deirdre, I’d need an entire tree!” Joey quipped in reply.  

Realizing her faux pas too late, Deirdre could only smile awkwardly.  
Determined not to let Joey spoil the evening, Annie hijacked the conversation, quickly changing the subject.  “Thank you, Deirdre….and Joey’s right, you do look lovely tonight.”

Deirdre smiled her thanks and said to the couple, “Well, you two go on in and get yourselves a drink. We’ll get dinner underway shortly, hmmm?”

“Certainly,” Joey answered for the both of them.  “I’ve been looking forward to this party all week!”

While Deirdre appeared to take the comment in stride, Annie froze, quickly and anxiously surmising the subtext.  Once their hostess was out of earshot, she leaned in and whispered harshly, “Joey, I’m begging you….do not spoil this party for Dick and Deirdre!”
Without bothering to look at her, Joey replied indifferently, “I have no idea what you’re talking about, Anne.”  Walking away from her then, he headed into the sitting room.  
Rather than follow her husband, Annie remained where she was and tried to calm her already-frazzled nerves.  Feeling that she should appear to be doing something – anything – to justify remaining in the hall, she opened her purse and aimlessly rooted around in it as if she was looking for something, mentally berating herself for her foolishness the entire time.  
After a couple of minutes, she snapped her purse shut, and, leaning up against the wall, muttered futilely to herself, “What the hell am I doing?”

“Well, if I didn’t know any better, I’d say you’re out here hiding!”

Startled, Annie whirled around with an almost violent force.  John stood propped casually against the doorway, grinning knowingly.  
“John!” she cried.  “How long have you been standing there?!”
Ignoring the question, he laughed and asked, “So, are you planning on coming in or should I have dinner brought out to you?”

Annie gave a sheepish smile and replied facetiously, “Would you mind terribly?”

Pushing off the doorway, John walked over to her.  Draping an arm about her shoulders, he said, “Ah, come on, Annie-Annie, it won’t be so bad.  Good food, free drinks, and me!”

“You, huh?” she deadpanned.
“Well, it’s been said that I am rather charming, I’ll have you know!”

“Yeah?  By anyone other than yourself?” she asked wryly.
Narrowing his eyes at her, John jokingly rebuked, “Don’t be cheeky!”  Keeping his arm around her, he started steering her toward the sitting room as he talked.  “Besides, it would be a shame to waste that very lovely, very tight dress on an empty hall.  Is that a zipper in the back?”
“Yes, why?” Annie asked in bewilderment.

“Just good to know how these frocks come off,” he answered, evoking a disapproving glare.  “Anyway, that dress – and the body inside it – requires an appreciative audience, so it does.”  Leaning in, he added mischievously, “…and, at the very least, we can make Georgie jealous, eh?”
Annie glanced at him sharply, but he only grinned and wiggled his eyebrows suggestively, making her laugh in spite of herself.

They hadn’t made it much past the threshold when she heard her name being called.  “Annie!  There you are!” Millie cried as she quickly crossed the room.  The two women exchanged a kiss on either cheek.  “I was beginning to think you weren’t coming!”

“Nah, we’ve already gotten that sorted,” John answered stoically.

“Pardon?” Millie asked uncertainly.

“The zipper’s in the back, you see.”  
Rolling her eyes, Annie shook her head. “Ignore him.  John’s just being…John.”

“I see,” Millie laughed.

“So….may I get either of you lovely ladies a drink?” John asked.

“Nothing for me, thank you, John,” Millie answered, tapping her half-filled wineglass.

“I’d love a martini, John, if you wouldn’t mind,” Annie replied.
“Not at all, madam,” he said with an exaggerated bow.  “Do feel free to ogle me lustfully as I walk to the bar to fetch it!”

Both women giggled softly, but when he was several feet away, John stopped and looked over his shoulder at them, pulling his jacket aside to point to his bottom with a wink and nod, causing them to laugh out loud. 

“He certainly is a character!” Millie observed before sipping daintily from her glass.

“He is at that!” Annie agreed, asking a moment later, “Isn’t Cynthia here?”

Looking around the room, Millie answered, “Yes, she is, although I’ve no idea where she’s gotten to.”

For the first time since John escorted her into the room, Annie, too, looked around.  All over the room, she saw small groups of people – mostly cast members – scattered about, drinking, smoking, talking, and laughing.  Most she recognized, some she didn’t, but there was really only one person she was interested in locating, but, try as she might, she couldn’t find George anywhere amongst the crowd.  
Leaning closer to her young friend, Millie said quietly, “I believe I saw him heading to the loo.” 

Embarrassed at being caught, Annie feigned ignorance.  “What?  Who?”

“Oh, come now, Annie!” Millie laughed.  “‘What? Who?’” she echoed.  “George, that’s who!”

“Oh!” Annie uttered shyly.  “That obvious?”

Laying a reassuring hand on the girl’s arm, Millie answered kindly, “Only to someone who knows how much he means to you.  He’ll be back soon enough.  Besides,” she added, smiling, “I’m fairly certain he was doing more than his share of scouting for you all evening as well!”

“Was he?” Annie asked, trying but failing to sound apathetic.

“Your martini, m’lady,” John said, interrupting the women’s conversation.  Taking the glass from his hand, Annie thanked him and took as large a sip as decorum allowed, though she desperately wanted to swig the entire contents in one go.  Just as Annie went to speak, Deirdre appeared in the doorway, calling for everyone’s attention.  “Ladies and gentlemen….if you’ll please adjourn to the dining room, dinner is ready to be served.”
The crowd started moving toward the French doors that led into the ornately decorated dining room.  Although Annie had attended a few of the Lester’s larger dinner parties, it never failed to amaze her when she’d see how elaborately the dining room was transformed by the rented tables and chairs that created seating for the more than thirty guests.  
Reaching out, Millie gently squeezed Annie’s arm.  “I’ll see you inside, love.”

Annie nodded wordlessly in reply.

More out of habit than expectation, she waited for Joey to make his way across the room.  When she saw Dick entering the dining room on his own, she peered through the dispersing crowd, trying to find her husband. It was only as the area cleared that she saw him.  He still stood at the bar, but, to Annie’s surprise, standing with him was Pattie Boyd.  By Annie’s estimation, there couldn’t have been much more than a foot between them.  As she watched the two, she saw Pattie repeatedly touching Joey flirtatiously and gazing at him with rapt interest.  She watched as Pattie stubbed out her cigarette, and, in the nearly empty room, she then heard Joey ask the model, “May I escort you to the dining room?”
“That would be lovely, Joe,” Pattie replied coquettishly.  “…but isn’t it customary for a husband to escort his wife?”

“Well, yes,” he grinned wryly.  “…but it’s equally customary for a wife to refrain from fucking other men, so perhaps we can safely dispense with custom, yes?”

Laughing, Pattie answered, “Joseph! That’s so wicked!”  Taking Joey’s arm, she added, “In that case, I’d be delighted.”  
Humiliated and enraged, Annie slipped into the dining room before they could turn her way, relieved when she spotted the empty chair next to Millie. 
As she slid into the chair, Millie leaned over and whispered, “Darling, as much as I’d love to have you sitting here next to me, there is assigned seating, you know.”
Annie gave a low groan of frustration. Leaning forward, she read the name on the place card and gave a hapless laugh.  “Don’t worry about it,” she snapped as she sat back in the chair.

“Why?  Who’s supposed to sit there?”

Grabbing the card, Annie showed it to Millie.

“Oh!” Millie exclaimed nervously.  “Listen, Annie, I’m fairly certain she’s going to want to sit there.”

“No she won’t,” Annie countered shortly.  “She’s too busy flirting with Joey.”
Millie’s eyes went wide with surprise.  Leaning back, she looked in the direction Annie indicated to find Pattie and Joey sitting so closely together, their shoulders were practically touching.  “Oh!” she exclaimed a second time as she continued to stare in disbelief.  Suddenly remembering why she’d told Annie that Pattie would want that seat, she anxiously whispered, “Er, Annie, I know you don’t want any trouble, so there’s something you need to know --”

“Hello, Annie.”

His voice, though soft and deep, cut through the din of conversation all around her, setting her heart pounding.  Slowly, she raised her eyes to meet his, and, for a moment, everything and everyone else in the room faded away.  “Hello, George,” she answered softly.

“I didn’t expect I’d see much of you tonight.  Is your…er, husband not with you then?”

Reality came crashing back.  “No, he’s here.”

George looked at her quizzically.  “Deirdre doesn’t have him sitting with you?”
“No, he’s chosen to sit with…someone else.”

Still confused by the strange turn of events, George repeated, “Someone else?” He looked questioningly from Annie to Millie and back again.

Annie gave a nod toward the table where Joey and Pattie were sitting.

When George saw this, his heavy brows flew up in surprise.  “Now, I didn’t see that happening!” he said quietly, more to himself than to Annie.

“Perhaps you should just sit down, George,” Millie suggested.

“Hmm?” he uttered distractedly before the suggestion registered.  “Oh yes…right, okay.”

Once George was seated, Annie noticed the two remaining seats at their table were empty.  “Who else is sitting here?”

“Read the place cards, George,” Millie prompted, pointing to the embossed cards above the plates. 
Stretching across the chair, George read the one and groaned.

“What?  Who is it?” Annie asked anxiously.

“Hey la!” John greeted his band-mate as he approached the table with Cynthia trailing behind him.  Plopping into the chair next to George, he slouched down and groused, “How fucking long is this dinner going to take?”
“John!” Cynthia admonished in an embarrassed whisper.  
“Well, I thought this was supposed to be a happening party!  It’s a right drag, it is!” he complained bitterly, his foul mood obviously fueled by too much alcohol.
Unaffected by John’s demeanor, George shrugged.  “Well, you have to eat anyway, so you might as well try to enjoy yourself!”

“Yeah, well…,” John grumbled, his irritation losing steam.  Just then, he glanced across the table, noticing Annie sitting there for the first time.  Breaking out in drunken grin, he cried out rambunctiously, “Annie-Annie!  What the hell are you doing there?!”  Turning to George, he said, “I thought they had ‘Battie’ sitting with you!”

Deliberately lowering his voice and hoping John would follow suit, George briefly explained where Pattie was and who she was with.  When George finished explaining, John sat back in his chair and stared at Annie, grinning widely.  Lifting his drink, he toasted the air and declared with a wicked grin, “Oho!  This may turn out to be an interesting night after all!”

Leaning in toward her husband, Cynthia quietly rebuked him a second time.  “You’re really being quite loud, John!  Please lower your voice!”

John jokingly stage-whispered, “Sorry Mum!”

Realizing John wasn’t going to bother himself with any introductions, Millie introduced herself to Cynthia.  Taking a cue from Millie, Annie followed suit, bewildered when she detected the slightest wane in the other woman’s smile when she said her name.  
The room buzzed with conversation as the white-jacketed waiters started serving the first course. At the table where Annie sat, however, conversation was sparse, stilted, and underscored with a palpable tension.  Periodically, everyone except Cynthia stole covert glances at the odd scene taking place two tables away where Pattie and Joey talked exclusively to each other, seemingly oblivious to the others they sat with.  
“What is she doing?” George asked quietly.

“Jealous?” Annie snapped, the question coming out sounding much harsher than she intended.

Missing the irritation in her tone, George shook his head slowly and answered, “No, just…wondering.”

When George, John, and Millie weren’t looking over at the other table, Annie knew they were studying her, trying to assess her reaction.  As she picked at the appetizer in front of her, she could feel the weight of their concerned stares and grew increasingly agitated.  Then, when she shifted her chair so that only the other half of the room was in her direct line of sight, she looked up and found Dick Lester glaring angrily in the direction of the table where Joey sat with Pattie.  Oh no!  Not him, too!
After nearly thirty minutes of unrelenting stares, glares, and silence, Annie had had enough.  Tossing her napkin down on the table just as a waiter cleared away her plate, she stood and informed the group shortly, “I’m going out for some air before they serve the entrée.”  She wanted to be away from the table before any of them had a chance to reply, but was taken by surprise when Cynthia jumped up and said, “I’ll join you!”
Annie could only nod uneasily in response while John and George exchanged a puzzled glance. 
As she weaved her way around the tables, Annie wondered about the woman following behind and why she’d invited herself along, especially when Annie felt s desperate need to be on her own.  Surely, she must know what’s been going on tonight! 

 When they reached the hallway, Cynthia asked, “Do you think we’ll need our coats?”

Shrugging, Annie replied, “I don’t plan on staying out long.”

Cynthia appeared to hesitate before answering, “Alright then.” 
Opening the door, Annie skipped down the four steps to the sidewalk.  The late-March night air was bracing and she welcomed the sensation.  As Cynthia joined her, she looked over and gave a faltering smile.  “Chilly, isn’t it?”
“It is, yes,” Cyn replied.  “…but it feels ever so much better than inside.  It was stifling in there….and all that smoke….”

“Yes,” Annie agreed with an uncomfortable smile.  She never had been very adept at making small talk, and she resented feeling like she had to make the effort.

“Cigarette?” Cyn asked, holding open a gold cigarette case.

Annie took one with a murmured “thanks” and leaned in when Cyn offered a light.  Annie looked on as she then lit her own cigarette and replaced both the case and lighter in her small purse.  The two women stood shivering and smoking as an uneasy silence fell upon them.
In a poor attempt to counter the awkward silence, Annie was just about to offer an inane comment on what a nice party it was when Cynthia spoke.  “You’re not at all what I expected.”

Annie laughed nervously.  “No?”

Cynthia, however, didn’t even crack a smile.  Instead, she continued to look off in the distance, repeatedly pulling drags from her cigarette, her countenance wistful and sad.  “He usually goes for the good-time girls….‘dollies’ we call them. You know the sort, I’m sure…pretty, but not very clever…willing to drop their knickers for any man rich or famous enough.” Giving a hapless laugh, she added, “He’d had his fill of them up in Liverpool.  I can’t imagine why I thought it wouldn’t happen here as well.  Silly cows!”  For the first time she looked straight at Annie.  “But that’s not you, is it?” she asked thoughtfully.  “You’re different.”
Annie didn’t think Cyn was actually expecting an answer, and she didn’t give one, but instead said, “Cynthia, I’m a bit confused.  What are you talking about?  Why on earth would my relationship with George concern you?”
Smiling at her indulgently, Cyn asked, “Now, Annie, why would I care if you were only seeing George?”

“You’re  talking about John?” Annie asked needlessly.

Cynthia turned away, but stayed where she was.  After a moment, she said, “He always comes home, Annie.”  She turned back, adding softly, “That’s what I wanted to tell you.  He always comes home.”

Stunned, Annie could only stare at her wide-eyed.  “Cynthia, I don’t know what you’ve heard --” 

“We have a son, you know,” Cyn continued as though Annie hadn’t spoken.  “…a boy….Julian.  He’ll be two next month.  So, you see, we’re not just married, we’re a family.”

“I’m no threat to you, Cynthia,” Annie stated firmly.
Giving Annie a sad smile, Cyn went on.  “I love John.  Make no mistake, I know my husband….he’s weak, and he’s spoiled.  That’s just him, but I love him….and I know he loves me too.  So, you see, that’s why he comes home.  He’ll play at being a bachelor – ‘Beatle John’ and all that -  but, eventually, he remembers he’s a husband and a father, and he comes home.”

Befuddled, Annie tried to conceive a response, but, before she could, Cynthia softly repeated, “He always comes home.”  Then, tossing the spent cigarette into the curb, she gave Annie a warm smile.  “You know, it is chilly.  I think I’ll go in now.  Are you coming?”
“I-I’ll be in shortly,” Annie replied absently, still reeling from Cynthia’s words .

“Alright,” Cyn answered before jogging up the steps and entering the house.

Perplexed and overwhelmed, Annie stood facing the street, and, so, she didn’t see George come out just as Cynthia was going in.  She jumped a bit when he came up behind her to slip his jacket over her shoulders.

His heavy brows furrowed in concern, and, smiling uncertainly, he asked, “Alright, luv?”

She laid a reassuring hand atop his.  “Sorry, you startled me.”

Rubbing her bare arms through his jacket, he explained needlessly, “You were shivering.”

Annie smiled shyly. “Thank you.”

Propping a cigarette in the corner of his mouth, George leaned back against the wrought iron fence surrounding the front garden and lit it.  “You and Cyn were gone longer than we expected….everything okay?”

For a moment, she debated telling him what Cynthia had said to her, but thought better of it.  “Everything’s fine.”
His smile widened a bit.  “Just a couple of girls caught up chatting, eh?”

Reaching out, she plucked the cigarette from between his fingers and took a couple of drags before returning it.  She’d dropped the one Cynthia had given her halfway through that conversation.  “Something like that.”

Turning serious, George asked, “So, are you okay about all that in there?  Joey and Pattie?  I mean, does it upset you at all?”

“Only insofar as it’s Pattie,” she answered flatly.

The grin returned as he asked, “Don’t like her much, do you?”

“She’s given me several reasons not to, George.”

“Yeah, I reckon that’s true,” he concurred, adding, “I just wish I could suss out what it is she’s up to.”

“I think that’s pretty obvious!”
“That’s what worries me,” he said, staring pensively at the house.

“What do you mean?”

Looking back at Annie, he shook his head slowly.  “Pattie’s never that obvious unless she’s a mind to be.”

Tilting her head to one side, Annie regarded him for a moment.  “You think this is all part of a plan?”

George flicked the half-smoked cigarette away, and, pushing off the fence, took hold of Annie’s hands.  “I do, and I think you’d do well not to let your guard down, Annie.  Folks are noticing what they’re doing, and there’s talk.”
It seemed to Annie that he was going to say something more, but stopped himself.  “And…?” she prompted.
He bit his lower lip nervously, clearly indecisive about continuing. “I don’t know if it’s true….that is, I’m not sure, but perhaps they’re trying to…embarrass you.”

“Embarrass me…not us?”

“Well, yeah, Pattie and I have dated, but you and Joey?  You’re married…you know?”

Annie couldn’t help but laugh.  “Yes, I do know, George.”

He grinned with a boyish awkwardness.  “Nah, what I mean is…well, it’s more serious, that…it makes it all the more – I don’t know – scandalous.”

“I see,” Annie replied thoughtfully. 

“Listen, Annie….I reckon what I’m saying is that if it goes too far, if it gets to be too much for you then - sod folks talking - just give the word, and I’ll have you out of there in no time at all, right?”

He’d said it so fiercely, so sincerely, Annie was genuinely moved.  “Alright, George,” she replied softly. His intense gaze arrested her, making it impossible for her to look away, and, despite the chill in the air, she felt her face grow hot.  “Perhaps we should go in,” she suggested.  Wordlessly, he stepped closer and slipped his arms around her waist.
Anxiously, Annie’s eyes shot to the front windows of the Lester’s house.  Although they were empty, she worried that she and George might be seen.  Placing her hand against his chest, she entreated, “Not here, George…please.”
Moving his face mere inches from hers, he whispered, “There’s no one to see us.”

As he moved in to kiss her, she quickly turned her head.  “Please, George.”

Huffing his discontent audibly, he yielded.  “Yeah….okay.”

Stepping back, she gave him a hesitant smile.  “I’m sorry.”

“Aye, well, you should be,” he teased.  “Let’s go back in then.”

“Yeah, they’re probably serving dessert by now!” she laughed.
Annie led the way back up the steps, pausing in the hallway to return George’s jacket.  Just as she stepped back into the dining room, however, Dick appeared and sidled up to her.  Before he even spoke a word, Annie could see how distraught he was.  “Oh Annie!  I’m so sorry, sweetheart!  I should have listened to Deirdre and just stayed out of it!”
Confused, Annie asked, “Sorry for what, Dick?” she asked, looking from the director to George and back again.
George leaned in toward her and said quietly, “I’m going to see what Millie has to say.”

Annie nodded just as Dick continued his rant.  “It’s just that when I saw Joey and Pattie behaving that way so openly….well, it just wasn’t right, Annie!  But now this has happened!”

Recalling the disapproving glare Dick was aiming at Joey and Pattie earlier, Annie thought she understood and replied, “Please don’t worry yourself, Dick. Really, it’s okay.”
“I know it’s partly due to the drink, but, drunk or not, Joey had no right saying those things about you….and, as for Pattie’s behavior tonight, I just don’t know what to say!”

Confusion returned.  “Joey had no right saying what things, Dick?  What are you talking about?”
“Oh darling, it’s not worth repeating!  But I just couldn’t help myself!  I went straight over to him to give them both a right good telling off.  Regardless of any problems you and Joey are having, a gentleman simply doesn’t mock his wife that way!”

Realizing that something had obviously happened in her absence, Annie glanced over at the table where Joey and Pattie had been sitting.  When she saw both chairs were empty, she looked to the table where she had been sitting.  Millie and George stood closely together but away from where John and Cynthia sat at the table. Judging by John’s knowing expression as he stared at her and the agitated state both George and Millie appeared to be in, Annie surmised that something was very wrong. “Where is Joey now, Dick?”

The director’s expression hardened.  “Well, that’s what I’m trying to tell you, Annie --”
“What?” she snapped impatiently, her own anxiety escalating as she took in the worry etched in Millie’s face and the way George was purposefully – and quite angrily - walking her way.

“After making a scene, Joey left with Pattie.”

“Scene?  He made a scene?” she asked distractedly, her eyes still trained on George.

“I’m so sorry, sweetheart.  It’s my fault.  I shouldn’t have involved myself.  He blames me, you know….said that I as good as pushed you into an affair with the boys.  I knew he would --”

Something Dick said caught her attention.  “Wait a moment!” she practically shouted.  “‘Boys’?  He actually said, ‘boys’?!”

George reached her just then.  “Come on, Annie.  We’re leaving,” he ordered.

Ignoring the command, she pushed, “Dick?  What exactly did Joey say?”

When Dick and George exchanged a look of wariness, she knew that, whatever Joey had said, George had already been told.  “It’s obvious that he was drunk and angry and wanted to hurt you, Annie,” Dick said in lieu of an answer.

“Come on, luv,” George pressed.

“Yes, that’s best.  Do as George says, and go with him now, Annie.”

Speechless, Annie was left with no choice but to comply since, clearly, neither of them was going to repeat what Joey had said.  Suddenly, she became aware of the numerous stares and whispers coming from the others in the room, and it made her skin crawl.  What made her feel even more uneasy, though, was the fact that Dick Lester was encouraging her to leave with George, something he would never have done ordinarily.  

Nodding mutely, Annie allowed George to lead her away from the roomful of people.     

Less than ten minutes later, the two were in George’s car, heading away from the Lester’s home.  “Is this what you meant when you said that you thought Pattie was planning something?”
“No….yes….maybe,” he vacillated before sighing loudly and confessing, “I don’t know.  There’s one thing I do know for certain, though.”

“What’s that?”

“Joey wasn’t that drunk.”

“No, I didn’t think so either,” she agreed. She stared out the window in silence for several minutes. All but certain that Joey had brought her to the party that night fully intending to put her through her paces, she confessed softly but desperately,  “I don’t know how I can bear even being near him until he leaves!”

“You won’t be,” George answered decisively.

Puzzled, “What do you mean?”

“Enough is bloody well enough, Annie.  You’re moving in with me.”

Stunned silent, she felt she should protest.  She felt she should insist he take her home.  However, since more than anything at that moment, she felt relieved, she meekly answered, “Okay.”
Reaching out, he gently squeezed her hand in reassurance.

