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“Are you sure about this Kate?” Angela asked as they pulled
into the parking lot.


They
were in front of a little pub that called itself the Big Blue, a
place that looked like it was pull straight out of a movie about
biker gangs. There were a few motorcycles in the parking lot, and a
sign with a skull next to lightning bolts. She didn’t know what to
think about it.


“I’ve
been in here,” Kate said, “We’ll be fine. This is exactly what you
need in your life, somewhere to relax.”


Angela
grumbled to herself. She didn’t need anything. No matter how much
she insisted to Kate, her friend still tried to find ways to hook
her up with men. Everywhere they went, they found a bunch of guys
so interested in ‘playing the game’, that Angela couldn’t stand to
be around them.


They got
out of the car, and Angela looked at the neighborhood, maybe it
wasn’t all that bad. It was down to earth, looked like a place
where people went from work to the bar then to work again. Sure
that didn’t create the absolute best people, but it was
real.


Kate was
busy in the car mirror, checking how she looked in her jeans and
button up. They were looking good. They wouldn’t get into a fancy
night club, but that’s why they were at Big Blue
instead.


“Come
on,” Angela said, “You can spit-shine yourself later.”


“Real
funny,” Kate said as they joined up and walked into the pub
together. It was bigger on the inside than Angela expected, with
the smell of old smoke and new acquaintances. Big men were drinking
beers and talking loudly.


Angela
didn’t know how to feel about it. Sure she liked the real
environment, but these guys looked dangerous. Some of them had
scruffy beards, and they all had rough faces. They were working
men, blue collar types who were here to relieve their
stress.


“We
should get some beers,” Kate said, “Then see about
dancing.”


They
went to the bar, and Angela set up a tab. She didn’t want to get
wasted tonight, but Kate was prepared to go wild. They got a table,
and Kate looked around the room with excited eyes.


“Look at
all these studs,” Kate said, “I feel like breaking one tonight, if
you know what I mean.”


Angela
shook her head, “Come on, these guys look like they would rather
pick up a prostitute than a real woman.”


Kate
shook her head, “Play nice. You are always so picky. That’s why
you’re still single.”


Angela
sat up straight as Kate’s words stung her. Was it such a problem
that she was single? All she wanted was to be together with someone
for some reason besides them being the only option. She wasn’t
desperate, she considered herself attractive enough. Why did she
need to just accept the first guy that came along? What did that
say about her?


“Well
look at these pretty ladies,” said a gruff voice, a man’s arm swept
around Kate, and a sun-tanned man who looked like he worked
construction or day labor appeared over Kate’s shoulder.


Kate was
shocked, but then she laughed, “You surprised me.”


The man
had friends, three of them in total. One of them went to the other
side of Kate, holding a beer in hand, and sipped it while smiling
at Angela.


Another
was content to watch the situation between Kate and the original
construction man. The last one stood closer to Angela, but his face
seemed passive. He wasn’t looking at Angela or Kate, and instead
was nursing his beer while standing at the little table of the pair
of ladies. He kept one hand in his jeans, and his eyebrows
furrowed.


“I’m
always saying we need new faces in this place,” the first man said,
“I’m Frank, these are my buddies here. Why don’t you ladies come on
over and share a drink with us?”


Kate
gave her flirty laugh, and Angela frowned at her.


“Not
just yet,” Kate said while she looked eye to eye with Angela, “My
friend here has had a long day, so it’ll take a little more than
flattery to get us to sit with you.”


Frank
looked at Angela, then looked up to the man standing next to her,
“She’ll sing a different tune once Becker has loosened her up. Talk
to the nice lady Becker.”


Angela
looked up at ‘Becker’, who looked down at her and
shrugged.


“Lady
looks like she is doing fine on her own,” Becker said before taking
another drink of his beer. It was actually a little bit of a
relief, though she could only imagine that Becker just wasn’t in
the mood. Alternatively, he was too drunk to be in the mood. She
was old enough to know what it felt like to be harassed, and Angela
didn’t know how Kate was still smiling and laughing while Frank was
hanging off of her.


“Okay,”
Frank said, standing up, “When you want to have a good time, you’ll
know where to find us. We will treat you ladies right,
okay?”


Kate
nodded, Angela folded her arms across her chest.


The men
all walked to the bar, leaving Angela and Kate at their
table.


“Well,”
Kate said, “That was exciting don’t you think?”



“Exciting? Is that what you want to call it now? It is more
like harassment.”


Kate
rolled her eyes, “If I told them to go away, yeah. I can handle
myself. I actually know what I like, Angela, and a guy that's
assertive knows how to have a fun time.”


Angela
just let out a sigh, unsure what else she could say that would make
her friend see things differently. Likely, nothing.


“We'll
have a drink, make them wait a little bit,” Kate said, “Then we can
go over there and have a little chat with them. What do you
think?”


Angela
wanted anything but that. At the moment, she wanted to go home. She
didn’t really feel like getting to know those guys, not after they
announced themselves by hanging over their shoulders. What did she
have to look forward to with guys like that, beer bellies and back
pain? That wasn’t exactly something to get enthusiastic
over.


“Why
don’t we just wait for them to come back to us?” Angela suggested,
hoping Kate would take the message.


Kate
looked over her shoulder, “Yeah right, they will drink themselves
into oblivion.”


“Then
they don’t deserve us.”


Her
friend frowned, maybe Kate was catching on after all. Though not
exactly in the way that Angela wanted her to. Instead Kate looked
disappointed, and that meant speeches.



“Angela,” Kate said, “I know you want to feel like the guys
here aren’t right for you, but if you don’t at least look, how will
you know? I’m here to make sure nothing crazy happens, and I know
you have my back as well. We can just have some fun, whether that
means finding somebody or not, I just want to hang out with my best
friend.”


Angela
groaned, “Okay, okay. I get it. Just know, I’m not here to find
some guy, I just want to relax.”


Kate
smiled, “That’s the spirit. Now let me get us something to
drink.”


Her
friend got up and went over to the bar, grabbing them more beer.
The music in the pub picked up, and soon they were listening to bad
karaoke, and watching people dance to the tunes. The place was laid
back, and soon she found herself laughing at Kate’s bad jokes and
watching the men and women around her enjoy themselves.


“Come
on, we should go dance,” Kate said over the music.


Angela
shook her head no, “I’d rather not.”


Kate
stood up, and held out a hand for Angela to grab.


Maybe it
was the few beers, or just the music, but she took her friend’s
hand, and soon they were shimmying over to the dance floor. They
were laughing with every dance move, her face sore from smiling so
hard. It seemed the night wasn’t going to be a complete
wash.


Then a
hand came down on Kate’s shoulder, and Angela looked to see the
familiar face of Frank. The bearded man pulled up behind her friend
with a wide smile on his face.


“Hey
ladies,” Frank yelled, “Glad to see you came out of your
shell.”


Kate
smiled at him, “Hey, Frank was it?”


He
nodded and moved in next to Kate, holding both her hands in a too
tight embrace.


“Ouch,”
Kate said, “Calm down there, we can dance.”


Another
guy came over and started to dance with Angela, and the two were
separated. It worried her, since she couldn’t keep a constant eye
on Kate. The man with her seemed more intent on keeping Angela as
close as possible than any conversation. He mumbled drunkenly, but
wasn’t exactly a master of conversation.


Angela
looked over at Kate again, and saw that Frank had taken her to the
bar, where they were sharing drinks. Angela tried to pull away from
her impromptu date, but couldn’t manage.


“I’ll be
right back,” she told the guy, “Just gotta use the little girl’s
room.”


The guy
let her go, “You come right back, okay?”


She
nodded and smiled, hoping to do anything but that. She didn’t
exactly have a clear head anymore, but she knew Kate was already
drinking more than her.


Angela
actually did pay a visit to the rest room, just in case her dancing
friend was watching. Inside she took a look at herself, making sure
she didn’t look as sweaty as she felt, and then came back
out.


She
could already hear Kate’s voice. Which meant that her friend was a
little further past gone than Angela expected. She made her way to
the bar, and saw that Kate was there telling a loud story of
debauchery.


“So she
bet me that I couldn’t drink both of them back to back,” Kate said
with a finger up in the air, “I told her, she didn’t know who the
fuck she was talking to
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