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Chapter Four

After spending a largely sleepless night in the drafty cell, George awoke and arose from the hard cot the following morning when the breakfast tray was brought in.  After securing the gate behind him, the officer carefully placed the tray on the end of the cot.  George leaned over toward the tray and, without even bothering to lift the lid off the plate to see what he’d been brought,  opted only for the cup of coffee, fixing it with extra milk and sugar to offset the bitterness of the lousy brew.  Though he couldn’t remember the last meal he’d actually eaten, the mere idea of food caused his throat to constrict.  Thirty minutes later, the same officer came to retrieve the tray.  Afterwards, left alone again, George settled himself on the bed with his back against the wall and his feet propped on the edge of the cot.  Having made himself as comfortable as he possibly could, he sat and stared absently at the wall beyond the bars, and, when a second guard returned more than an hour later to escort him to a meeting with his attorney, that’s how he found him.
“Your manager and lawyers are here to speak with you, George.  I’m here to take you down to the conference room.”  This second guard, who’d introduced himself simply as “Bo” was a kind, fatherly sort of man, and, given his situation, George felt grateful for any kindness extended to him.  

Sliding forward, George hoisted himself up from the low cot with an audible grunt.  Just as he stood, a wave of intense dizziness overtook him, and he immediately grabbed hold of one of the bars surrounding him to keep from falling over.  Shaking his head to clear it, he squeezed his eyes shut until the worst of it had passed.

When he saw his young charge swaying unsteadily on his feet, Bo reached for George’s arm.  “You okay there, son?” he asked in concern.

No food, no sleep….no mystery, George thought to himself, but outwardly, he gave a weak smile and said, “Yeah, I’ll be fine, thanks.”

The guard looked doubtful, but yielded.  “Okay, but be sure to let me know if you’re feeling ill.”

“Yeah, alright,” George replied with what started out as a small smile until he saw Bo removing the handcuffs from his belt. ”Do I really have to wear those just to walk down the hall?”

“Protocol, son.”

Protocol. That word again.   Sighing, George held his hands out in front of him.
 “So what happens now?” Nat asked.
“There’ll be a hearing scheduled to discuss bail,” Leo answered as he rooted about in his briefcase.
“The amount of the bail, you mean?” Brian interjected.

The attorney hesitated before answering somberly, “Well, yes….the amount will be determined, but only after the judge rules that George is eligible to be released on bail at all.”

Brian’s head reared back in surprise.  “What?!  Why on earth wouldn’t he rule that George be released on bail?”

Though George remained silent, his eyes widened at the prospect of remaining incarcerated until the trial.
Wolfram shrugged.  “No doubt the Prosecutor is going to argue against it based on any number of factors….the severity of the crime, the potential flight risk, the perception of deferential treatment due to George’s celebrity, and so on.  My task in that court room is primarily to counter all of these arguments.”  
Clearing his throat to suppress the lump of fear that was causing his voice to crack, George asked, “What do you reckon my chances are of getting released on bail, Leo?”

Blowing a loud sigh, Wolfram sat back in his chair, and, removing his black horn-rimmed glasses, started wiping them with the clean handkerchief he’d pulled from his interior jacket pocket.  It was stall tactic, and the other men at the table knew it.  Exchanging a worried glance, they waited for the attorney to answer.  

“Look, I wish I could assure you there’ll be no problem, George.  The truth is….cases involving celebrities can be very tricky.    Why, I can put forth the most persuasive argument, make mincemeat of the Prosecution’s objections, but we could get a judge who hates rock and roll music and those who make it.  On the other hand, we could get a judge who has a teenage daughter who’s a Beatles fan.  You see?”

“I thought the judge was supposed to be beyond all that rubbish!” Brian stated indignantly.   “Aren’t they supposed to remain impartial and fair?”

Wolfram smiled patiently at the manager’s naiveté.   “Yes, well, that’s the ideal, Brian.   However, once we’re in that courtroom, we’re dealing with real life, not the ideal, and, the unfortunate truth is, a judge can be influenced by any number of things that have nothing particularly to do with the case. “

“So…,” George interrupted.  “If I’m not allowed free on bail, how long do you reckon it would be until the hearing?”

It seemed to George that the attorney froze at his question.  Glancing away from the Beatle, Leo replied haltingly, “The thing is…that is, it could….”  Sighing, he replaced his glasses and looked directly at George.  “There’s just no saying.  The docket is so jammed it could be anywhere from a few months to a year or more.”
Around the table, each of the three men reacted to the response.  Nat was stunned silent….Brian went white with horror, gasping a quiet, “No!”….while George hid his face in his hand and let out a low groan.  
Leo Wolfram struggled for something encouraging to say.  In the end, though, he opted for the only thing he could say with any certitude…. “I’m sorry, George.”
“So?” she challenged mischievously.

George’s face reddened, and he laughed self-consciously. “So what?”       
She stretched across the length of the double bed to reach the pack of cigarettes and lighter she’d left on the nightstand.  The simple red A-line shift she wore rode high up on her bare thigh as she moved, a movement that forced her to unfurl her long, tanned legs from beneath her. Chivalry almost prompted George to simply offer a cigarette from his own pack hidden in the front pocket of his shirt, but he was enjoying the display too much.  

When she’d managed to reach the pack of cigarettes and the lighter, she paused long enough to light up.  Then, blowing a long plume of smoke toward the ceiling, she continued her interrogation.  “So….there you were, thousands of feet in the air, facing what could have been your last moments on earth --”      
“Well, really, I wasn’t on the earth, I was in the air, see?” George interjected wryly.

“All the same!” she countered, squinting at him in mock-irritation.  “Anyway, so you finally realize you’re not going to crash, and you make yourself this promise that you’re going to really start living your life on your terms, right?”

George shrugged indifferently.  “Yeah, but that was right after I thought I was going to die.”

“See, I don’t think that should matter!” she argued animatedly.
“No?”

“Mm-mmm,” she sounded, taking a deep drag from her cigarette.  “I think you were on to something, George!”

“Oh you do, do you?” he grinned.

“Sure!  You came face-to-face with your own mortality, and it only made you think of all the things you do that you don’t want to…and all the things you want to do that you keep putting off.”  Pulling herself up, she tucked her legs back underneath her and faced George resolutely.  “Look, you promised yourself that you were going to start living your own life and that you were going to start here and now.”  She stopped and looked at him expectantly.

Not for the first time, George noticed that Rachel had a way of looking at him that made him feel as though she was looking through him.  Feeling ridiculously self-conscious, he started to laugh.  “Okay, yeah…so?”

“So, do it!” 

“Well, it’s not quite that simple --”

“Bull shit!”

Taken back by the vigor of her tone, he gave a short laugh, “Beg pardon?”

Leaning in toward him, she asked, “If you had to choose, what would you really like to be doing right now?”

Something in the way she was pushing made George feel uneasy, but it occurred to him then that she might have just given him the most direct means of winning the wager with John.  Mimicking her movement, he leaned in toward her until their faces were so close, he could feel her breath on his skin.  In his best seductive tone, he asked, “What makes you think I’m not doing it?”

Rachel’s smile widened just a bit before she replied, “Experience.”

Undeterred, he shifted his hand closer to hers and started caressing the back of her hand with his finger.  “Right.  Well, then….what if I told you what I’d really rather be doing is making love to you?”

Rachel didn’t respond immediately.  Tilting her head inquisitively, she asked, “Would you?”

With visions of the many ways he’d flaunt his victory over John, George answered, “Absolutely.”

Suddenly, Rachel straightened and leaned back, propping herself against the footboard of the bed.  She studied George for a moment before asking, “Do you trust me, George?”

The odd question caught him off-guard. “What?!”

“Do you trust me?”

“Er, no offense, luv, but I don’t even know you!”

She laughed lightly before amending her question.  “Okay, okay….then, will you trust me?”

George’s suspicion was aroused, but then again, so was he, and there was something about this enigmatic girl that intrigued him.  “Perhaps….what do you have in mind?”

“Something that will help you keep your promise to yourself to really start living.”
“Ah,” he nodded indulgently.  “….and what would that be?”

“Let’s just say it would be…an adventure.”

Confused, he asked, “Just to be clear, we are still talking about making love?”

“Of course!”

“Okay, well, what sort of adventure?”

“It defeats the purpose if I tell you too much!” she protested.
“How’s that?”

“It’s the not-knowing in part that makes it an adventure!”

“Well, I have to know some things!”

“George!”

George just stared at her silently until finally, she relented with a loud huff.  “Fine!  We’d need to go somewhere.”

“Where?”

“Malibu.”

“And what’s in Malibu?” George pressed.

Rolling her eyes in exasperation, Rachel explained, “A club.  A very private, very exclusive club.”

“Oho....a private, exclusive club.  I haven’t been to nearly enough of those!” George teased sarcastically.  “And just what is this private, exclusive club we’d be going to just so I can have an adventure and keep my promise to myself, eh?”

“George, if you expect this to work, you’re going to need to be a lot more open-minded than this,” Rachel chastised.  

“Well, I’ve never been to Malibu.  I don’t think I have, anyway,” George mused.  “So, what’s the name of this club?  What’s the scene there?”

“Are you going to let any part of this be a surprise?” she whined.
“Very little.  I’m not that keen on surprises.”

“It’s called ‘Justine’s,’ and it has a restaurant and a nightclub and…more.  I think you’ll like it.”

George bit his lower lip indecisively.  “What about the press?”

“None at all.  Really George, when I tell you it’s private and exclusive, I mean it.  Hell, even the neighbors don’t know it’s there.  To anybody watching – which there won’t be – it looks just like a private house that hosts a lot of parties.  And you won’t be the only famous person there.” 
“No?”  

“Not at all!  There’s always some movie star or well known director…or even a politician or two.  Why, this one time when I was there I saw Peter Lawford.  You know…the actor?  Well, the rumor was that he’d brought his brother-in-law with him that night.”

“And what’s so exciting about that?”

“Peter Lawford’s brother-in-law, George!  It’s Bobby Kennedy!  Now, if the press was going to ‘out’ anyone there, it would have been him, don’t you think?  I’m telling you, it’s completely safe!”  She paused and waited a few moments before asking, “So?  What do you say?”
George sat back against the headboard, mirroring Rachel’s position at the bottom of the bed.  Looking out the window, he contemplated the invitation.  Although she hadn’t said so, George assumed this place, “Justine’s,” was not all that different from some of the parties he’d attended in Mayfair and Knightsbridge….cocktail parties that usually led to all sorts of sexual hijinx.  While he didn’t find the idea of an orgy in Malibu all that appealing of an idea of its own accord, he more than welcomed the opportunity to shag Rachel, and doing so in a sexually charged environment held a wealth of possibilities for making that very interesting.  On top of all that, he knew he could then look forward to bragging about it all to John afterward.

He looked back at the girl reclining seductively at the bottom of the bed and smiled.  “Right.  Let’s go then!”

