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She sighed heavily, averting her eyes from his, “We can’t keep doing this….I just can’t see you anymore.”

George was slowly moving about her bed-sit, picking up the odd knick-knacks she’d collected, inspecting them with feigned interest, “Eh?  Why’s that?”

In exasperation, she replied, “Because there is no future with you.  There is a future with…him, but there won’t be if he ever finds out about…, “she struggled to find a word that wouldn’t leave the sentence sounding so cliché, but added quietly, “us.”

“Oh, we’re an “us,” then?” he asked sarcastically, turning toward her, his heavy brow raised in question.

The conversation was growing tedious…again.  “You’re the one who keeps showing up at my door, George!”

“Aye, and you’re the one who keeps opening it for me.”

Check.

Crossing her arms and hardening her tone to hide the tears she was just barely holding back, she demanded, “So, you’re saying that you’re happy with the way things are right now?”

He simply stood there, looking at her silently.  That stare was positively unnerving.  She found herself wondering if he was even aware that he had that effect on people.  The pause seemed to last an eternity, and she had to remind herself to breathe.  The ticking of the clock was the only sound in the room.  Then, finally, he replied softly, but severely, “It serves a purpose.”

Checkmate.

That was it.  The way this conversation was always left hanging.  Any thrill and excitement she might have initially experienced being intimately involved with the Beatle had long ago dissipated into an ocean of hurt feelings and humiliation.  She’d been put in her place…again.  She’d meant nothing to him, and she’d been reminded…again.  She’d have left her boyfriend for him in a heartbeat if only he’d have asked, but, she knew, he never would.  She was no more than a means to an end, and she could have been any girl.  Many others had been here before her, and, she was sadly certain, many would be here after her.  Even now, while he was cheating on Pattie with her, she was sure he was cheating on both of them with others.  No, that’s not quite right.  She couldn’t be cheated on.  This wasn’t after all, a relationship.  It was barely an affair.  It was sex – plain and simple.  A warm, willing body for him to go to when the mood struck him, and, he was right, she had gone along with it.  He hadn’t forced her or made any kind of promise.  What right had she to be so hurt and angry?

“Well?” he asked with a smirk.

After a beat, she went to him and, with a deep, resigned sigh, put her arms around his waist and laid her head against his chest.  Tears threatened again as she felt his arms go around her.  She could see his face in the mirror over the sink. The smirk had widened.  “He knows,” she thought, “Oh God, he knows….” - and the thought killed her. 

