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Chapter Fourteen

Anxiety and relief coalesced, prompting George to yelp, “Annie…?!”  Absurdly, he looked about the empty car park as if there’d actually be anyone there to overhear them at that hour.  “It’s one in the bloody morning!  What the hell are you doing out here?”
“You weren’t home,” Annie answered distantly, immediately alerting George that something wasn’t right.

His tone calmer and gentler, he took hold of her elbow and steered her toward the back entrance.  “Here, luv.  Let’s go inside.  I’ll fix us a cuppa and you can tell me what’s going on.”

“Are you sure you’re not too tired?” she asked politely…too politely, by George’s reckoning.  

Suspiciously, he peered at her sideways and assured her, “No, Annie, I’m fine….come ‘ead.”

The couple silently made their way to the upper floor.  In the dim light of the corridor, George repeatedly stole surreptitious glances at Annie, searching for a clue to her strange behavior.  When they finally entered the flat, he led her into the kitchen and bid her to sit while he put the kettle on for the tea.  Deciding there was no way he could wait until after the tea had been fixed and served to find out what had brought her to his flat, he leaned against the countertop, drying his hands with a towel, and asked, “So, what’s so important that you were waiting outside for me at this hour, Annie?”
The absent expression she continued to wear thoroughly unnerved him.  Even so, he gave her a moment to gather her thoughts.  Staring at the opposite wall, she answered, “Joey knows about us.”

Taken off guard, George asked, “What makes you think so, luv?”

“He told me.”

His brows furrowed quizzically.  “But how did he find out, Annie?”
For the first time, she looked directly at him.  “Someone told him.  Someone told him everything.”

His confusion compounded, he momentarily struggled with which question he wanted to ask first.  “What’s ‘everything,’ luv?”

Annie paused, realizing what she’d almost given away.  Although Joey knew something had also happened between her and John, George didn’t…or at least that’s what she believed.  Stammering, she quickly tried to cover her faux pas.  “He knows we didn’t just have a one night stand…that we’ve been seeing each other.  George, some of things he told me….there’s just no way he could’ve known from an outsider.  Whoever told him knew details, a lot of them.”

George slowly slipped into the chair across from her.  “So he didn’t tell you who told him?”

Annie shook her head solemnly.  “No, he downright refuses to tell me.”  

George thought for a moment.  Grimacing, he suggested, “Perhaps it was John.”

Annie’s head shot back in surprise. “Wh-Why do you say that?”

Shrugging innocently, he replied, “He knew we were going about together…and he knew a lot of the details.  Well, him and Ringo…but Ringo would have no reason to tell Joey.”

Hesitantly, Annie asked, “But you think John would?”

Unlike Annie only a moment before, George realized too late he was caught out.  Sighing loudly, he decided to come clean.  “I know about you and John, Annie.  I know…what…you did.”  He couldn’t keep the anger from his tone, and Annie heard it.

Blanching, she whispered shamefully, “I’m sorry, George.  Believe me when I tell you it wasn’t planned.  I was upset about Pattie wheedling her way in on us yet again, and John….well, John was there.”

It was clear from his expression that George wasn’t buying it.  “How fucking convenient!  John was there.  John’s always fucking there, isn’t he?”
“George, please,” Annie pleaded quietly.  “I can’t have this conversation now.  It really doesn’t matter anyway-”

“I’m glad you think so!” George exclaimed, incredulous.

Annie sighed tiredly, running a hand through her hair. George noticed her hand quivered slightly.  “I’m not saying we don’t have other things to talk about - John included – but please, George, not now.”

Relenting, he grumbled, “Right then, another time.” Just then, the kettle whistled and George rose to fix the tea, bringing everything to the table so they could continue to talk as he worked.  “So, if not John, then who?” he asked, pouring the water into the pot.

 Tilting her head, she replied, “When I first had gotten home, there were two cups on the coffee table.  One of them had the imprint of pink frosted lipstick.”

Pausing in his task, George asked, “Millie?”

“No, it’s not her color.  Besides, Millie wouldn’t betray me like that.  I know she wouldn’t.”

“Well, someone did,” he noted, stating the obvious.

“There’s only one girl I know of who wears a shade like that, George.  A girl who not only wears that color but would have every reason to want to see us split up,” she ventured pointedly.

Looking at her questioningly, the gist of what she was saying began to dawn on him.  “Pattie…?” he whispered, seemingly horrified at the notion.
Annie didn’t answer.  George knew she didn’t have to.  The moment she’d said it, he knew it was true.  It’s exactly the sort of thing Pattie would do, isn’t it?  She’s done everything else she can think of to try to keep me from Annie.  Failing that, of course she’d go to Joey. Christ! I like the girl, but she’s starting to be more trouble than she’s worth!  “I’m sorry, Annie,” he offered softly.  “Really, I am.  If I’d any idea she was going to --”
“You had no way of knowing, George,” Annie waved dismissively.  “I don’t blame you.”

They drank their tea in silence for several minutes before George cautiously broached the subject of Annie’s confrontation with Joey.  “So…what did Joey have to say about all this then?”

Shrugging, Annie gave a humorless laugh.  “What could he say?  He’s not exactly blameless, is he?”

Remembering, George nodded, “The woman in Tokyo.”

Annie nodded her agreement.  “He has a rather uh…interesting take on where to go from here though.”

The irritation coloring her tone wasn’t lost on George.  “Oh?” he asked uncertainly.

“Joey feels that we since we only married because I was pregnant and were so young when we did, that neither of us had a chance to really explore other relationships.”

When she didn’t continue right away, George prompted, “And…?”

“And…he’s suggested that we use our time apart to do just that.”

“Well, that doesn’t sound so bad!” George observed in relief.  “Makes sense, really!”

Annie gave an insincere smile.  “It does, doesn’t it?  But that’s not all.”

His smile fading, he asked, “What else is there?”

“If, by the time he returns to England, either of us feels that we shouldn’t stay married, then he will file for divorce…on the grounds of adultery…citing you as correspondent.  George, he wants to sue you for ‘alienation of affection.’”  Bracing herself, she told him the rest.  “He knows you have money, and he intends to make a profit from all this.”
Dumbfounded, George stared at her.  After a moment, he said, “You said that’s what would happen if either of you don’t want to stay married.  What if you do?”

“Well, that’s the ‘good news’ according to Joey.  We’d return to married life, faithful only to one another, prepared to start a family right away.”

“And what if you don’t agree?  What if you turn down his generous offer to try out other relationships?  What then?”  George asked heatedly.
“He’ll petition for the divorce now,” she replied shortly.

“He’s mad!” George cried.

“Mad…but very clever.  Anyway you look at this, I lose, George.  If I don’t go along with this, he files.  If I do go along with it and he decides he’d rather be with ‘Tokyo Rose’ – or any other woman for that matter – he files.  The only option left is to continue on the way he and I have been all along, and I don’t think I can abide that.  I can’t even bear the thought….not now…not anymore!”  Losing the battle against the tears that had threatened all evening, Annie broke down.

George slid from his chair and crouched on the floor next to her chair.  Reaching out, he pulled her into his arms comfortingly.  “Hey, none of this now.  We’ll suss it out, I promise you.”

“How George?!  He’s not content to punish me. He wants to destroy me….and he’s intent on taking you as well!”

Forcing a smile, George brushed a tear from her cheek and said, “Nah, luv, I can well afford to pay him off, if that’s what he wants.”
Annie shook her head.  “No, George.  Don’t you understand?  It’s not just the money.  What about the publicity? This could ruin you…ruin the Beatles!”

Narrowing his eyes, George asked “Did he say anything about making it public?”

“George!  He wouldn’t have to!  The minute your name showed up on a court docket, especially as a correspondent in a divorce, the press will learn of it!”

“Shit!” he swore, leaning back on his heels.  “I hadn’t thought of that!”  Thinking for a moment, another question emerged, “Why is he so insistent on filing that way?  Making you the one in the wrong?  After all, he’s just as guilty as he would be if he decided afterward to go through with a divorce.  So why?”

Sniffing back her tears, Annie explained, “Beyond the obvious, he wants to get back in his family’s good graces…something that would not happen if he were to bring the further shame upon them of having been unfaithful to his wife…even if that wife is me!”

George nodded in understanding as he slid back up into his chair.  Sipping from his tea, he appeared lost in thought.  At last, he looked over at Annie, and, squeezing her hand, said, “We’ll work things out, luv, you’ll see.”
“How?” she asked helplessly.

Having no real answer for her, George just smiled and asked, “You’ll stay here with me tonight?”

“Oh, I don’t think I should, George,” she replied anxiously.

“Why not?” he laughed sardonically.  “It’s not as though it will make a difference one way or the other now!”  - and in hear heart, Annie knew he was right.

“You’ve no one but yourself to blame, you know!” John said, grinning.
“That’s not very helpful John!” Pattie snapped irately.

“I wasn’t trying to be helpful, luv!”

“That much is obvious!” she quipped, then asked, “Have you rung him?”

“No, I didn’t,” John answered as he disinterestedly thumbed through an issue of Queen.

Huffing impatiently, Pattie noted, “He’s never been this late before.  Perhaps something has happened.  You should ring him, John!”
“Ring him yourself then!” he laughed.

“I’m pleased you find this all so very amusing!  You have a bit at stake here as well, you know!”

“Annie’s out until Monday,” John muttered from behind the magazine.

Just as Pattie went to answer, she spied George near the entrance to the studio.  Affecting a bright smile, she called out to him as he approached, “George!  There you are!  I was beginning to worry that something had happened to you.  In fact, I was just saying that to John how worried I was, wasn’t I John?”

“Oh yeah, very worried, she was!” John deadpanned.

Slipping her arm through his, she asked George, “Are you alright, darling?  You’re really quite late!”

Watching both her and John carefully, George smiled pleasantly and replied, “Oh yeah, I’m fine.  It just took Annie and I a bit longer to finish off brekkie than we were planning.”

John’s smile seemed to freeze on his face, and he lifted the magazine in front of him again. Pattie’s well-practiced smile faltered as she asked “You and Annie met for breakfast?”

“Nah, she made it…good, too.  Quite the good cook, she is!”

“I see,” Pattie said quietly.  She made every effort to appear unfazed as she looked off across the studio and said, “Ah, I see the revised scripts are available.  I understand that I’m to be inside the cage with you boys in the train scene.  What fun!  Excuse me, won’t you, boys?”

John playfully tipped an imaginary hat toward her, but she had already talked off without waiting for a response from either Beatle. As George watched her quickly walking away to retrieve a script he was certain didn’t exist just yet, he heard John speaking to him.  “What are you playing at, George?”
Turning back toward his old mate, he saw the magazine was down and the grin was gone.  “What do you mean?”

With a nod toward Pattie, John said, “She’s none too happy with you coming in bragging that Annie came over this morning and cooked you breakfast.”

Throwing himself into the chair next to John, George lit a cigarette, saying, “Annie didn’t come over to cook me breakfast….she was already there.  She spent the night.”

John said nothing at first.  Then, “Are you going to tell Pattie that as well, George?”

Blowing out a stream of smoke noisily, George replied indifferently, “I just might.”  Turning in his seat to face John, he said, “That stupid cow went to Annie’s husband and told him that she was having an affair with the two of us!”

John stared at George blankly for a moment before answering simply, “I know.”

Stunned, George cried, “You know?!  How do you know?”

“Pattie told me.”

“She --  Why?  Why would she tell you?  For that matter, why did she do it?”

John laughed.  “You know why she did it, George!  As for why she told me, I reckon she thought I’d help her.”

“Help her?” George echoed in confusion.  “Help her do what?”

“Help her drive you and Annie apart,” John answered matter-of-factly.

“Because you want Annie for yourself, is that it?” George asked antipathetically.

Shrugging, John answered George’s question with one of his own.  “Why should you care?  After all, it was just a fling for you.”  Standing, John dropped the magazine on the chair he’d just vacated and peered down at George myopically.  “Isn’t that right, George?” he asked snidely before turning and walking away.
Annie entered her flat to find Joey sitting on the couch with his feet propped on the coffee table, nursing a cup of coffee.  She paused upon seeing him, but then entered and closed the door.  
“You know, Anne,” he started, “I know we’re to have an agreement about these sort of things, but I’d really rather prefer it if you would wait until I’m gone before spending the night with your lover.”

Though his tone was deceptively genial, Annie knew he was being antagonistic.  She hung her coat up then turned towards where he sat.  Matching his tone, she replied, “It was very late….much too late to try and make it home to this neighborhood.”  Walking into the kitchenette, she poured herself a cup of coffee.

“Have you thought about my proposition, Anne?” he called to her from across the room.

Without turning around, she answered, “I could think of little else, Joey.”

“And…?”

Whirling around to face him, she cried, “And what?  It’s not as though I really have a choice, is it?”
Shrugging, he responded, “Well, you do, Anne….you do have a choice.  You could choose to be faithful.  You know, act as though you’re married.”

She smiled coldly. “Like you do, you mean?”

Joey’s grin faded just a bit as he responded, “Yes, well.  You weren’t exactly supposed to know about that --”

“But I do, Joey….and for that reason, I don’t see where you get off threatening me with divorce and the embarrassment and shame of charges of adultery!”

Annie thought she would snap altogether when Joey started to laugh.  “Oh, I can, my dear!  And do you know why?  Because your lover – whichever one - has far more to lose than I do!”

At a stalemate, the two of them stared at one another.  There was nothing else Annie could do and she knew that.  What’s worse is that she knew that Joey knew that, too.  “You’re reprehensible!” she seethed.
Joey just continued to smile while Annie imagined a half dozen violent ways she could wipe the grin from his face for good.  Turning to the kitchen sink, she tried to distract herself by washing the few dishes and utensils left by Joey the night before.
“By the way, Anne,” he said, standing up and moving towards the bedroom door.  “I ran into Mrs. Sparrow this morning.  She said that she spoke to you about having dinner at her place on Thursday.  I told her it would be fine.”  He disappeared into the bedroom only for a moment before popping back out.  “Oh, and I spoke with Dick, too.  He’s invited us to a dinner party he and Deirdre are hosting Friday night.  I told him we’d be there.  You don’t mind, do you darling?”  From inside the bedroom he called out, “I understand the Beatles will all be there.”
At the sink, Annie stared dispassionately at the wall in front of her, her grip tightening on the serrated steak knife she’d just washed.
