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Chapter Five

George had been back in his cell a good couple of hours before one of the afternoon guards brought him the stack of reading materials Brian had supplied during his visit earlier.  The request to have his guitar brought in had not yet been approved, but he was feeling too restless to just sit calmly and read.  Learning that he might end up imprisoned until the hearing had been a tremendous shock, but even he realized it would do him no good at all to sit and obsess about it.  At this point, it was all quite literally beyond his control.  Instead, he stretched out along the cot and painstakingly tried to recreate in his memory every moment he’d spent with Rachel, hoping that somehow, he would remember something that would get him out of the mess he was in. 
The first time he and Rachel left the Benedict Canyon house together, it was to head out to Malibu, just over an hour away.  George thought about that first visit to Justine’s.  Rachel had remained intentionally evasive about the sort of place it was, repeating only that it was private and exclusive. He was no fool, though.  He knew there had to be something more to it, and he would have no doubt felt more comfortable going in knowing what that “something more” was exactly, but one look at Rachel swept away any lingering worries he’d had.  She wanted him, too.  He’d had enough women to know that much…but shagging her hadn’t been a foregone conclusion, and that surprised him.  It wasn’t that she was playing hard to get – this was a challenge.  “How much do you want me?  What are you willing to do?”  He could almost sense the dare….and it intrigued the hell out of him.  

They’d driven up the coast in her ’64 Mustang, a car that had only just come out of Ford the previous year.  The top was down and the sun was just setting over the ocean as they hit the Pacific Coast Highway.  While she was watching the road, he was watching her.  “Well, I did say I was going to start living – start taking chances.  There are worse chances I could take,” he considered, his imagination filling with images of her long tanned legs wrapped around his waist, his face buried in the soft curve of her neck, her arms around him pulling him closer, her nails raking down his back….  As if she could read his mind, she turned toward him then and gave him a knowing smile, and he knew, he just knew, that behind those dark glasses, her brown eyes were twinkling.

 “You’re a prude!” Rachel cried gleefully, laughing.
“I’m not, you know!”  George countered with a self-conscious grin while he picked absently at a loose thread on the edge of the linen table cloth.  “Whatever your bag is, you know?” He shrugged indifferently, but his expression gave him away as he stared with one piqued brow at the bare-bottomed waiter.  With a glance across the table, he realized he had given himself away, and burst out laughing.

“Come on, George!  Is it too much for you?” Rachel pressed amiably.

George sipped from the stemmed glass of claret in his hand. “Nah.  I’ve seen worse.”  Leaning back in the chair, he swirled the wine about in the bowl of the glass.  “I’m a bit surprised a girl like you would fancy a place like this, though!”

“Oh?  And why’s that?”she asked, propping her chin in her hand.
“Ah, you just don’t strike me as the sort.”

“Don’t I?” she questioned with a bemused smile.

George shook his head in reply, momentarily distracted by the well-dressed middle-aged woman at the next table who’d slipped gracefully from her chair and was currently on her knees in front of her young male companion, unzipping his trousers.  “Reckon that’s on the dessert menu then?” he asked drily with a nod toward the couple.
Rachel laughed, and George knew she was enjoying his discomfiture.  He didn’t really mind, however.  She wasn’t mocking him, and he really had seen worse.  “Seen?  I’ve done worse myself!” he thought, recalling “scenes” in Hamburg, even back in Liverpool once the boys had grown popular there, and, of course, there were also those infamous Mayfair soirées.  Besides, he liked making her laugh. 

“Rachel!  Darling!”

Looking up, George saw a rather portly, effeminate older man making his way toward their table. Though Rachel was smiling warmly at the man in welcome, George felt irrationally vexed at the intrusion.  He’d wanted Rachel all to himself.
“Yuri! How are you?” Rachel greeted the man enthusiastically.

Reaching their table, Yuri leaned down and, taking her hand, kissed it lightly.  “Darling, you are a sight for sore eyes!  Where have you been?  It has been ages!”  Without giving her a chance to answer, he turned his attention to George.  His grin grew wider and a gleam came into his eyes that made George just the slightest bit uncomfortable.  “And look what you have brought us!  What a beautiful boy!  Darling,” Yuri addressed the musician in an east European accent George couldn’t quite place, “….we have had politicians and future presidents, movie stars, and – oh, what do you call them?” He turned back toward Rachel.  “…the rough boys, darling?”

“The mob, Yuri,” Rachel answered, suppressing a giggle.

“Ah yes, but we have never had a Beatle in here…until tonight!  It is a pleasure to meet you, my dear, or at least I hope it will be!”

“Easy, Yuri…George doesn’t play that way!” Rachel interjected affably with a conspiratorial wink at George.

Feigning disappointment, Yuri clasped his hands over his heart melodramatically. “Ah, the pity of it!”

Rolling her eyes good-naturedly, Rachel said, “George, this is Yuri Soros, proprietor of Justine’s….Yuri, this is George Harrison, and, apparently, I don’t need to tell you who he is!”
“Indeed you do not!” Yuri replied, looking George over meaningfully.  Suddenly, he reached down and grasped George’s hand, and, for a moment, George panicked, thinking he was going to kiss his hand too, but instead Yuri just shook it limply. “Welcome to Justine’s, George – may I call you George?”

“Er, yeah….and thanks,” George answered.  “Nice place you have here,” he’d just added politely when there was a distinct yelp from across the room.  The three turned toward the sound to find a waiter performing one of the more unusual “services” of the upscale restaurant.  To the delight of the crowd, he was adeptly dressing the small plates of salad using a ladle protruding precariously from his bum.  As he finished the fourth and last plate, he received a hearty round of applause in appreciation of his talent and dexterity.
“Never a drop spilled!” Yuri bragged proudly.

“Talented fella,” George deadpanned in reply.  Shaking his  head in disbelief, he reached for a breadstick.

“Oho!  You ought to see the fright the ladies get when the waiters bring the bread baskets around to the tables!”  Lifting the basket from between Rachel and George, Yuri tilted it to reveal a circular opening at the bottom.  “Many a woman – and more than a few men – have reached for the bread only to grab hold of the waiter’s cock!” he laughed boisterously. “You should see their faces!”
“You should see the waiters’ faces!” Rachel added wryly.

With the breadstick already in his mouth, George just froze in mid-bite before tossing it uneaten on the plate in front of him.  Across the table, Rachel could hardly breathe for laughing.  “Eh, Yuri,” George began, “...are there any other surprises I should be looking for?”  Though he was questioning the owner, he was glaring at Rachel who was dabbing the tears from the corner of her eyes.

“Here at Justine’s, we have nothing but surprises, darling!” Yuri declared effusively, waving his hand about.  “Has Rachel given you the tour of the place?  Have you been beyond the dining room?”

“No, Yuri,” she answered for George between giggles.  “I thought we’d finish dinner first.”
“Well, when you are finished, my dears, I will be happy to give you the grand tour!” 

“Well….I’ve had my fill,” George declared decisively.  “Rachel?”

“No, no….I’ve had plenty, thanks!” She still couldn’t keep the laughter out of her tone, prompting George to narrow his eyes at her in a mock-threat.

“Lovely!” Yuri exclaimed with a clap of his hands.  “Then, follow me, my young friends!”

 George rose and stood behind Rachel’s chair, prepared to pull it out for her after she had gathered her things and was ready to stand.  Leaning down and laughing, he whispered in her ear, “You are not to leave me alone with that poof, right?”

As she stood, she turned and, batting her lashes at him, teased, “Oh, but he likes you!”  George shook a finger at her in warning.  It was all in good fun, though.  He’d learned long ago how to handle men the likes of Yuri long ago.  As they followed the owner out of the dining room and down a corridor, George reached back and took hold of Rachel’s hand.  He surprised himself with how nervous he felt doing it as well as how giddy he felt when her fingers tightened around his.
The strange environment aside, that first dinner with Rachel had been especially enjoyable.  George had found her easy to talk to and was relieved when her interest in him went beyond his life as a Beatle.  He was delighted to discover that they shared a mutual love for sports cars and a mutual hatred for flying….and music….the girl knew her music!  All the same music George loved….Elvis, Carl Perkins, Buddy Holly, the Everly’s, and the rest.  He’d had to explain skiffle to her, but, when he mentioned “Rock Island Line,” she realized she wasn’t completely unfamiliar with the genre.  
Despite the attraction and sexual tension underscoring their conversation, George found something familiar about Rachel – much like an old friend one hadn’t seen for a bit.  You get together again, and it’s like no time had passed at all….except that he’d never met Rachel before.  Still, there had been something about her that resonated with him….which made it all the more strange later on when he realized that he knew incredibly little about her personally.

“This, we call the défilé,” Yuri informed them, sounding much like a tour guide.

“Looks like a hall to me,” George whispered back to Rachel.

With a light giggle, she replied, “It is.”

It was wide enough that several divans and armchairs were grouped sporadically and placed against the wall, still leaving plenty of room for people to pass by.  But it was dark, very dark – forcing George to occasionally squint just to see where he was going.  As they progressed, he’d noticed that they’d passed several monochrome photographs, but only as they neared those framed photos hanging by the dimly-lit wall sconces, did he finally take notice of what they depicted.  They were images of people in various costumes or stages of undress engaged in numerous sexual acts ranging from the erotic to the depraved.  Bondage and leather seemed to be a favorite theme, and there were women and men, women and women, men and men, and….

“What the hell is that supposed to be?” George had stopped short, nearly causing Rachel to run into him.

 Standing back, she appeared to study the photograph.  “A Labrador,” she quipped authoritatively before pushing past him and continuing down the défilé.
His mouth agape, he stole another glance at the bizarre photograph and followed after her.

A bit further down the défilé , he saw several people sitting on the divans and chairs.  Some were talking quietly amongst themselves; others appeared to be staring straight ahead; while there were yet others engaged in some serious foreplay.  As the three drew closer, he discovered that, just opposite the seating areas, windows allowed spectators to peer into bedrooms where randy gents and nubile young ladies – or the odd variations of the same -  performed live sex acts for the entertainment and edification of their hidden audience.

“Do they know folks are watching?” George asked in quiet amusement.

“Oh yes,” Rachel answered. “Two-way mirrors, you see.”
“Justine’s wouldn’t be Justine’s without our dear exhibitionists!” Yuri added with a laugh.  “Shall we continue?”

After another several feet, the défilé opened into a large room that was only a tad brighter.  Entirely one side of the room was a window looking out onto the beach and the ocean beyond while, in the center of the room, a recessed floor was littered with countless large pillows upon which nearly a dozen men and women writhed about together as they pleasured one another.  
“The Pit,” Yuri announced.  “For our more…sociable guests!”  Waving his hand toward the bar located in the corner of the room, he suggested, “Allow me to offer libations, my beautiful young friends, before we move on to the pièce de résistance of Justine’s!”
George eyed Rachel warily.  “There’s no dogs involved, is there?” he asked her quietly, only half-joking.
“No!” Rachel exclaimed, laughing.  To Yuri, she replied, “A drink sounds wonderful, Yuri….I’ll have a gin and tonic.  George?”

Distracted by the promise of something even bigger than the orgy taking place right there in the room, George had forgotten about the offer of a drink.  “Oh!  Er, a scotch and coke, thanks.” 

“Do make yourselves at home, my dears,” Yuri invited.  “I won’t be long.”

As Yuri took off in the direction of the bar, George followed Rachel to the edge of the recessed floor where she kicked off her heels and lowered herself to the floor.  Tucking one leg beneath her, she allowed the other to swing freely over the edge.  Taking his cue from her, George sat next to her on the floor.  As he swung his legs over the edge of the recess, he felt a momentary concern about getting pulled in, but let it pass when it occurred to him that ending up in the Pit with Rachel wouldn’t be so bad, and, actually, sounded rather enticing.
The acoustics of the large room caused the moans and gasps coming from the crowd to echo loudly, and George had to admit that the sexually-charged environment was starting to get to him.  Glancing back, he was relieved to find that Yuri was still in conversation with several people at the bar, but he knew the owner would be back before too long and that, if he was going to make a move on Rachel, he’d have to do it soon.  There was little point in being coy about it, George realized.  After all, they were sitting there watching a group of strangers having it off.  Slowly, he leaned in towards her and gave her a lingering kiss.  While she returned the kiss, she did nothing then that cued George to do more or carry it further.  Moving his lips to her ear, he whispered huskily, “I want you.”
She leaned back from him, and with only the barest hint of a smile, asked, “Do you?”

She wasn’t being coy, he could tell.  In fact, for the first time since he’d met her, she’d actually seemed uncertain.  Puzzled, George quickly assured her, “Yeah!  Of course!”

She looked away from him briefly and seemed to just stare absently at the Pit.  A moment later, she looked at him again and, with that same hesitant smile, said enigmatically, “Then finish the tour.”

Before he could respond, Yuri reappeared.  “Your drinks, my lovelies!  Shall we continue on?”

Rachel was already rising from the floor. “Absolutely!”

Perplexed by her unusual reaction, George scrambled to his feet, and, accepting his drink from Yuri with a nod of thanks, concurred, “Yeah….on with the show and all that!”

“Delightful!” Yuri practically squealed.  “Come, come, my darlings!”

Keeping to the edge, the couple followed Yuri to the other side of the room and out a door into a narrow corridor.

“Another défilé, Yuri?”  George asked.

“Not at all, darling!” Yuri replied over his shoulder.  “The défilé is on the other side of the Pit.  This is just a hall.”

George and Rachel just looked at each other and giggled.

He led them to another door housing a steep stone stairway that reminded George of the stairs leading down into the Cavern back in Liverpool.  “Watch your step, darlings!” Yuri called out in warning.

Carefully, the three of them descended the stairs into a room that was lit even more sparsely than the défilé had been.  As they filed into the room, George could see why.  Along the stone walls down there, real flaming torches burned in their sconces while candelabras, posted unevenly throughout the room, lent the only illumination to the dark spaces.  As his eyes adjusted to the dark, shadowed outlines became three dimensional and slowly the images emerged to form a coherent scene.  Standing in quiet amazement, George took it all in.  The walls were alternately lined with different kinds of restraints…leather cuffs, silken cords, steel chains….and various tools of punishment….whips of varying lengths and thickness, paddles, even blades.  Scattered about the room were several tables and small cages and boxes while from the ceiling hung several contraptions George couldn’t identify.  Like the Pit on the floor above them, this room was active as well with nearly as many participants….those inflicting the punishments and those who were willingly submitting.
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