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Chapter Three

“You’re joking, right?”  The girl’s tentative smile seemed to convey that she got the joke, although her eyes, narrowed appraisingly, belied any such certainty.

“Ah, c’mon luv, a shag or three’s alright, but too much of even a good thing’s no good!” George replied, attempting to soften the sting of the rejection with humor.  “Here, why don’t you tell me about yourself, eh?  What is it you do when you’re not running about, going to parties and such?  Do you work?  Are you at school?  What?”
The girl sat staring at him, the trembling corners of her mouth betraying her indecisiveness.  “Really?” she laughed uncertainly.  “You’d rather talk than fuck?”

George’s smile faded a bit.  “Er, well, no, but we already have done, and, lovely as it was, I do enjoy other things, you know?”  The light laugh he appended to his words did little to assuage her hurt feelings.
“You didn’t like it?” she asked, sounding very much like a wounded child.  “You didn’t like me?”
Taken back, George was quick to reassure her, “No, no!  That’s not what I’m saying at all!  You were...it was…everything was great!”

“Well, what then?” she demanded petulantly.  

Groaning, George wondered to himself why he should even bother to care whether or not he hurt the girl’s feelings. His patience wearing thin, he admitted honestly, “I just need a break for a bit.”

Rising to her feet, she propped her hands on her hips defiantly and glanced around the patio.  Turning back toward him, she glared knowingly and accused, “You want someone else now, is that it?  I see you looking at all these girls!  You’ve already had me, so now you’re looking for another girl, right?  Right?” she yelled.

“Christ!” George swore to himself as he pinched the bridge of his nose.  “Why do I get all the nutters?”  he murmured softly.  Raising his eyes then, he scanned the groups of revelers for a friendly face – for someone who might help him out of the predicament.  He spotted Mal at the same time Mal looked his way to see who was yelling.  The almost imperceptible nod told George that Mal understood the unspoken plea for an intervention.  Within moments, the large man was at George’s side.
Lightly tapping the girl’s arm to get her attention, Mal asked, “Pardon, luv, but would you happen to be ‘Cindy’?” 

“Yeah, why?” she asked suspiciously.
“Ah!  Well, I was just standing over there, chatting with the fellas,” he explained, pointing to a group that included John and Ringo as well as Jim McGuinn and David Crosby of the Byrds.  “…and Dave asked if any of us knew the stunning blonde talking with George….someone told him her name was ‘Cindy.’  Anyway, he fancies meeting you.”

“Dave?”

“Yeah, Dave Crosby….he asked if I might find Cindy and ask if she’d like to meet him.“  Leaning closer to her, he lowered his voice and said, “He really is quite smitten with you, you see.  He’s been going on about you all afternoon, so he has!  So, what do you say, luv?”

Watching the exchange, it was all George could do to keep from giggling aloud.  Of course, when ‘Cindy’ eagerly appeared before him, Dave wouldn’t remember asking to meet her since, in point of fact, he hadn’t, but, as everyone who knew Dave also knew, he’d be far too stoned to remember not asking to meet her either.
The girl made a pretense of considering the offer before glaring at George maliciously and answering, “Well, I suppose I might as well!  It’s not as though I’m wanted around here anymore!  In fact, it will be nice feeling appreciated!”

Mal didn’t even try to suppress the smile as he looked at George and gave a covert wink.  “Right then.  Come ‘ead, and I’ll introduce you.”

As Cindy stalked off behind Mal, George gave a hapless laugh and shook his head in disbelief. Then, just as he turned to pick up the pack of cigarettes from the table next to him, he was confronted with a small glass being slowly waved in front of his face.  His eyes traced the path from the glass to the distinctly feminine hand holding it, up past the wrist…the elbow…the shoulder…the neck and to the girl’s face.  While she wasn’t a stereotypical  beauty by Hollywood standards, she was still attractive with a smile that gave the impression she was about to burst out laughing at any moment, and dark eyes that danced and twinkled with mischief and good humor.  Despite the awkward scene that had transpired only moments before, George couldn’t help but smile in response.  Taking the proffered glass, he asked affably, “What’s this then?”
“Scotch,” she replied, her smile widening.

“Scotch,” George echoed.  “Just…scotch?”

Nodding in the direction where Mal had led the blonde, she explained, “Well, you looked as though you could do with a bit of a stiff drink.”
Rolling his eyes exaggeratedly, he laughed.  “Aye, you’re not wrong there, luv….cheers!”  He toasted her before downing the equivalent of two or so shots in one go.  He could feel the burn of the alcohol making its way down his throat all the way down to his stomach before, knowing the effects would, within minutes, extend out to his extremities, making them feel heavy and limp.  Handing the empty glass back to her, he grinned, “Thanks for that, I reckon I did need it!”

Placing her hand over her heart, she made a small bow of servitude and joked, “It’s a pleasure to be of assistance, Mr. Harrison!”

It occurred to George that he’d not stopped smiling since he first laid eyes on her, causing a momentary concern that he must look downright foolish.  Her smile, however, was so warm and engaging, he let the worry slip right past him.  Surprisingly, though, she then turned and started to walk away from him.
 “Hang on!” he called out to her.  Stopping, she turned back expectantly.  Still grinning, he said, “That’s not hardly fair, now!  You obviously know who I am, but who are you?”  
The twinkle in her eyes grew more pronounced.  “Don’t you know?   I’m the girl your mother warned you about!”

The unexpected answer so threw George, he laughed aloud.  Roughly ten feet from where he sat on a chaise lounge, he then watched her pass Jim McGuinn, surprised when she and the other musician stopped to exchange a few brief words.  As Jim then continued on his way toward where George sat, the mystery-girl continued on in the opposite direction with the Beatle watching her until she was swallowed up in the crowd, beyond his surveillance.
“How you doing, man?”  Jim asked, plopping down on the chaise next to George’s.

Ignoring the question, George kept his eyes glued to the area where he’d last seen her.  “Hey, Jim?”

“Yeah?”  McGuinn replied out the corner of his mouth as he struggled to light a substantially large reefer in the canyon wind.

“Do you know that girl you were just talking to?”

Pulling frantically on the joint in an attempt to keep it burning, Jim asked distractedly, “What girl?”

“The dark-haired girl you were just talking to before coming over here!”  George answered impatiently.
It took Jim a moment to remember the girl George was referring to.  “Oh!” he exclaimed.  “Oh yeah!  That’s Chris’ chick.”
“Who’s ‘Chris’?”  George asked with a level of disappointment he found surprising.

Taking a deep drag from the joint, Jim passed it over to George.  Still holding the smoke in his lungs, McGuinn answered, “Hillman, man…our bassist!” 

The tone of McGuinn’s voice told George that the answer should have been obvious.  “Oh, right, yeah….Chris Hillman, your bassist,” he repeated somewhat apologetically.  Although he’d made it seem as though the name of Byrd’s bassist had just slipped his mind, in truth, he couldn’t recall hearing the name before at all.  George had far from given up trying to find out who the girl was, but one look at Jim McGuinn told him he’d best ask his question quickly, before McGuinn was too stoned to remember it himself.  “So, what’s her name then?” he asked casually, taking a hit off the joint before passing it back.
“Hillman’s chick?”

George gave an involuntary wince at the description, but pressed forward nonetheless. “Yeah, her,” he replied flatly.

If Jim picked up on the irritation coloring the Beatle’s tone, he gave no indication.  “Her name’s Rachel….Rachel Cohen.”
George sat on the edge of the bunk holding his head between his hands as he recalled his first meeting with the young woman he was now accused of murdering, wondering what compelled him to seek her out to begin with and remembering the strange path their brief relationship had taken before all hell broke loose.  Certainly, he had found her attractive and outgoing, but there were Hollywood starlets who’d been there that afternoon that were even more attractive…and far more willing.  She’d brought him that drink in the aftermath of the bizarre scene with the blonde he had laid earlier that day, but then, she had simply walked away with no more of an introduction than being  “…the girl your mother warned you about.”  Alone in his cell, he gave a hollow laugh that stuck in his throat.  Reckon I should have taken her seriously at that and left well enough alone!

But he hadn’t.  Instead, he had pursued her all over the patio, finally finding her in the deep end of the pool…with John.

“Alright whack!“ John greeted him as George approached the edge of the in-ground pool.  Both John and the girl hung from the side.  “Have you met our girl, Rachel, here yet?”
George felt his stomach flip at the sight of her playful eyes and impish grin, self-conscious that somehow, she knew exactly what he was thinking…that somehow, she knew he’d sought her out.  “Yeah…I’ve had the pleasure,” George replied, attempting to sound cool and aloof, but fearing that he only sounded foolish, especially when she grinned meaningfully at John.

For John’s part, however, he looked decidedly displeased. Though he looked at the girl, he tossed George an impassive, “Have you?”
The glare John was giving the girl coupled with the tone with which he’d questioned George made George wonder if perhaps he was too late, and John had already pulled her.  Just then, though, Rachel answered, “Nah, he hasn’t had that much pleasure…yet.”  She then winked at George and dove under the water, surfacing on the opposite side of the pool where she used the ladder to climb out.  Grabbing a large towel from one of the chaise lounge chairs, she quickly dried herself off.  Then, wrapping the towel around her body, she tucked a corner in to secure it before turning back to the two Beatles watching her to teasingly blow a kiss in their direction.  As she disappeared inside the house, George turned to John and said, “Sorry John…I didn’t know that you’d…you know.”
“I didn’t,” John quipped with a shrug.  Grinning then, he added, “Though I might have done had you just pissed off!”

Laughing appreciatively, George said, “All’s fair in love and all that!  Besides, I thought you’d pulled that actress, what’s her name….”

“Oh, her!” John laughed.  “ Ol’ what’s her name!”
“Ah, you know who I mean!” George grinned.

“I don’t though!  What actress is this?”

“Patty?  Penny?”

“Peggy?” John offered helpfully.
“Aye, that’s the one!  Peggy…?”

“Lipton.”

Yeah….I thought you were with her!”

Pointing across the patio where Paul sat with an attractive long-haired blonde, John said, “Nah, that’s Paul who pulled her!  Met her through some mate or some such, and he’s been chatting her up all afternoon.”

“Oh…,” George uttered dismally.

“So, you fancy her as well, do you?”

“Peggy?” 

“No!  Rachel.”

“Oh! Well, yeah, I reckon she’s a bit of alright,” George replied haltingly.  

“There are plenty of other birds here, you know,” John offered encouragingly.
George started to laugh.

“What?”

“’There are plenty of other birds here,’” George imitated.  “Tosser!  You pull one of them then!”

Knowing he’d been bested, John laughed as well.  “Well, there’s no harm in a bit of friendly competition, is there?”

“You don’t stand half a chance against me, mate!” George baited him amiably.

“Right!  You’re on!” John challenged.  “It’s a wager then?”

They shook hands.  Grinning, George said, “May the best Beatle win!” 

In the dingy grey cell where he was being held, George groaned aloud at the memory, knowing he’d only himself to blame for the mess he now found himself in.  He’d allowed his stupidity and pride to lead him, and it had led him right into that cell.  

From the moment she’d brought George that drink, he’d felt a powerful attraction to Rachel, and, when he’d gone looking for her afterward, it had been with more than just talking in mind, but it was that wager with John that had ultimately sealed his fate.  Prior to talking with his band-mate, George wanted to have her, but after entering into the bet with John, he had to have her, and that was the only thing on his mind when he went in search of her a second time following that conversation.  Had he not been so committed to showing John up, he might have seen and heeded the warning signs - signs that would have told him that Rachel Cohen was trouble…serious trouble.  Unfortunately for George, however, he allowed himself to capitulate to those twinkling eyes…to that mischievous smile...and to a gamble he was doomed to lose before the game could even begin.
