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Chapter 1
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Elaina Wells tossed the manila folder onto her desk and sank into her chair.  Why did she continue to do this job?  Chasing drug dealers was a lost cause, because there was always another waiting to take the place of the person she arrested.  With the prescription opioid epidemic, now she had to chase doctors.  So much for the Hippocratic Oath.

“What’s up, Wells?”  Gary asked without looking up from his paperwork.

Elaina eyed the top of his gray balding head.  “This is a dead end.  This guy is just a low level dealer, and I don’t think he knows anything.”

Gary’s pen stopped, and he looked across his desk at her.  “So?  They rarely do.  Why do you sound more frustrated about that than usual?”

Elaina met Gary’s questioning gaze with a shrug.  “Don’t you ever get tired of it?  Dealing with the same thing day after day?”

Gary let his pen drop from his fingers as he sat back.  He shrugged his burly shoulders.  “Sure, but someone’s gotta do what we do.”  He waved a hand at her.  “Don’t worry; you’ll get used to it.”

She swallowed the sarcastic retort that built on her tongue.  She wasn’t going to point out that this wasn’t her first case.  Gary Olsen had been with the Wallowdale, California Police Department, long enough that he could have retired two times over.  She may have been a cop for ten years—and a detective for the last two—but she’d only been with the Wallowdale PD for a month.  Being a newbie to the department was hard enough, but being a woman on top of that made it that much tougher to adjust and fit in.  As forward thinking as many departments were, some were still very much a boys’ club.  Wallowdale Police Department wasn’t exactly stuck in the age where women weren’t able to do anything, but some of the men she worked with tended to treat her differently than they would a male colleague.  

“If you wanted more action, why didn’t you transfer to a busier department?  The LAPD isn’t a far hop from here, considering you moved here from Wisconsin.”

Elaina picked up her pen and bounced the end of it on her desk.  “I don’t want action.”  Her voice was barely a whisper.  “I just want to be somewhere I can be useful to the community.”

Gary leaned back in his chair with a thoughtful look on his round face.  Elaina avoided his gaze.  “No, I suppose you wouldn’t.  Not after what you’ve been through.”

She put her hands up, as if the gesture would stop the memories from flooding in.  “I don’t want to talk about it.”  She shook her head to clear the image of bodies and the smell of gunshots, but she couldn’t erase the ache in her chest.  She swallowed hard against the lump that formed in her throat.

“So, about the doctor you’re looking at,” Gary cleared his throat.  “Have you found anything to use on him?”

“Only the word of a drug addict, who this doctor cut off.  I’m not sure I believe him, to be honest.  Maybe Dr. Peters cut him off because the doctor figured out he was being scammed for the drugs?”  Elaina latched onto the change of subject as if it were a lifeline.

“Could be.  Or it could be the doctor cut him off because he found out the junkie was running his mouth about the doctor’s side business.”

The idea had crossed Elaina’s mind, but so far, she’d found no supporting evidence.  “Could be.”

“We’ll find something, one way, or another.  It may take a while, but we’ll get it.”

Elaina smiled.  Gary was always so optimistic.  She liked that he could still feel that way after 40 years on the job.  

“How are you settling into our cozy little desert town?”

“It’s going well enough.  I finally got all of my stuff unpacked.”  Unpacked she may be, but she wasn’t settled in.  She opted to rent an apartment in a complex just a few miles from the station.  Coming from a rural town in Wisconsin where her nearest neighbor was a half a mile away, the transition to being surrounded by neighbors was difficult.

“You meet any of your neighbors yet?”  Gary, ever so observant, always seemed to know the direction of her thoughts.  Not that it was hard to do—Elaina was an open book.

“Yep.  They all seem nice, and I really like Mrs. Brighton.  She always has great stories—and great pies to go along with them.”  Elaina chuckled.

“She’s well known for her pies.  Super nice lady.”  Gary patted his round midsection in emphasis.

“I think I’ll like it here.”  Elaina picked up her discarded folder and thumbed through it.

“I know you will.  What kind of plans do you have for the weekend?”

Elaina hesitated, still uncomfortable at the idea of sharing too much personal information with Gary, despite working with him for a month.  “I have a date tonight.”

Gary’s eyebrows shot to his hairline.  “A date?  You?”  His good-natured chuckle shook his thickened midsection.

Elaina’s cheeks grew warm.  “Yes, me.”

“How did that happen?  I thought you said you were too busy to meet...what was it you said?  ‘Men that weren’t junkies and dealers’, I think it was.”

Elaina’s chin inched higher with feigned indignation.  “And didn’t you say something about a woman of my ‘young and hip age’ using the Internet to meet people?”  She moved her fingers in air quotes for emphasis on his words.

Gary’s thin lips spread into a smile that gave way to a hearty laugh.  “At 32, you’re still wet behind the ears, but you’re of the generation that came up with the Internet.  Didn’t you cut your teeth on dial up?”

She laughed, but nodded.  “Yes, yes, Gary.  I know.  It shouldn’t have taken an old coot like you telling a young whippersnapper like me to try online dating.”

Gary roared with laughter as his round, saggy face turned beet red.  “Indeed.  There’s supposed to be a natural order to things in this world.  Technology changes as we get older, but as we get older, we’re less likely to adapt.  What is this world coming to when I have to tell you how to use changing technology?”  The sounds of his bellowing laugh echoed off the cement walls of their squad room.  It was just after six in the evening and they were the only two at their desks.  Thankfully, no one else could tease her over her reluctance to try something new.

Elaina’s stomach muscles ached from laughing.  “Okay, okay.  You were right.  There, I said it.”

Gary leaned forward, rested his elbows on his desk, and tented his fingers.  “So, tell me about this guy.”

She leaned forward, mimicking his tented fingers and seriousness.  She smiled when the corners of his lips twitched as he tried to hold back his grin.  “His name is Jack, and he’s an LAPD officer.”

Gary nodded approvingly.  “You managed to meet another cop using an online dating site?  Good, good.  Where is he taking you?”

She leaned against the back of her chair and smoothed a hand over her brown hair, the length of which she had wrapped into a tight bun.  “Some concert.  I’ve never heard of the band, or the club it’s at, but he sounded excited about it.  Said I’d love it.”

Gary sat back and whistled low.  “Your first date is at a concert at a club?”  He shook his head slowly.  “Not in my day, let me tell you.”

“What’s wrong with that?”  Elaina frowned.

“Oh, come on.  How are you supposed to get to know each other when you won’t even be able to carry on a conversation?  I don’t know how the clubs are back in Dairyville, Wisconsin, or where ever you’re from, but in LA, they’re loud and packed with people.  If the band is anyone of consequence, good luck finding enough room to breathe in there, much less have any hope of getting to know your date.”

Elaina fidgeted with the corner of the folder on her desk.  “I didn’t think about that.”  She wasn’t going to tell Gary that she didn’t mind not being able to get to know her date because of the concert.  She liked the idea of having the concert as a buffer.  She could see how he was without the concern of the conversation getting too personal.

Gary wasn’t buying it.  “Yes, you did.  I may have only known you for a month, but I know you’re as sharp as a tack.  I think you agreed to this date because you could say you went on a date without actually having to go on a date.”

She couldn’t argue, so she didn’t bother.  “If this guy shows any kind of potential, we’ll go out on a dinner type date or something your generation considers a ‘proper date’.  By the way?  Would I need to take a club in case dinosaurs turn up during this ‘proper date’?”  She smirked.

Gary waved off her jab with a laugh.  “You can joke all you want, but you can’t get close to someone if you don’t take the time to talk with them.  There’s more to life than being a cop, you know.”

“Yes, I know...”  She let her words trail off, hoping the conversation would end there.  The faint echoes of a similar conversation she had with her mother years ago wafted through her mind.  

“Well, I hope you kids have fun.”  Gary pushed his chair back, rose, and grabbed his suit jacket from the back of his chair in a single fluid motion.  “I have a date with the missus tonight.  She’s making her famous roasted rack of lamb, and I’m taking her out dancing afterward.”

Elaina laughed as Gary danced the Tango out the door.  For a larger man, he sure could move with a graceful ease.

She glanced at her watch.  She had just enough time to go home, shower, and get dressed before she had to meet Jack at the club.  She switched off her desk lamp and headed out the door.

Elaina stepped out into the cooling evening air and rubbed her arms as she crossed the parking lot to her Camry.  The day had been warmer than usual for November, but Mother Nature seemed to be over correcting with what promised to be a chilly evening.  
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Thirty minutes later, wrapped in a towel and standing before her closet, Elaina couldn’t decide on what to wear.  She didn’t want to give Jack the wrong impression by wearing a low cut dress.  Nor did she want to seem too uptight—and that was most likely exactly how she’d come across anyway.  As she flicked hangers without any real idea of what she wanted to wear, she wondered why she even signed up for the dating website.  Dating never went well for her.  If she was interested in the man, she was too nervous, which came out as her being too talkative.  Or worse—not talkative at all.  If she went on the date because a well-meaning friend had arranged it and she had little interest in the man, she found it hard to engage in the conversation.  In the five years since she lost her high school sweetheart to cancer, she’d been called stuck up, self-absorbed, aloof, or accused of talking too much without having much worth hearing.  Boring.  That was the one that hurt the most. 

Then she’d met her husband through a friend of a friend.  Their whirlwind romance resulted in the two of them marrying after just six weeks of dating.  Elaina shook her head.  If only she knew then what she knew now.

She’d almost talked herself out of going when she flicked a hanger holding a garishly ugly Christmas sweater out of the way and saw her favorite shirt.

The red silky fabric called to her, begging her to pair it with her favorite pair of black fitted jeans and suede boots.  She smiled as the idea of the outfit boosted her confidence.  If nothing else went right with the date, at least she’d feel great in her choice of attire.
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Chapter 2
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Elaina stood outside her car and glanced around the dimly lit parking lot uneasily.  Her law enforcement experience and training screamed at her for parking in such a sketchy area, but she refused to walk three blocks in these heels.  She wiggled her foot, and the ease at which her ankle rolled because of the heel reminded her why she always chose flats.  She loved her boots, but they were more for show than comfort.  She squared her shoulders, shaking off her concern over her choice of parking spaces.  The pepper spray on her key chain should be sufficient in the event of an attack, but if it wasn’t, she was well versed in self-defense moves that could incapacitate an attacker in less than a minute.

She glanced around once more as she checked to make sure she locked her car door.  Club Now didn’t look like much on the outside, from what she could see of the side of the building.  Hopefully, the inside needed less in the way of repairs than the outside.  The stucco finish was in need of patching about twenty years ago, judging from the large cracks and chunks that were missing.  She smoothed her form fitting jeans and looked down at the number of buttons she had undone on her silk shirt.  Two seemed more than enough, though she wore a black tank top underneath and could undo one more if she chose.  Not that she had much to show off, if she wanted to.  She had an athletic build that came from a combination of coming from a long line of thin women and her workout routine that kept her in shape for her job.  While she sometimes wished she had bigger breasts, the idea of having to wear a tight bra in order to avoid black eyes from bouncing boobs while chasing suspects didn’t appeal to her.  

As she walked toward the sidewalk that led to the front of the club from the parking lot, she saw Jack standing at the corner of the building, waiting for her.  He hadn’t seen her yet, so she slowed her steps to watch him for a bit longer.  What did she know about him?  Not much.  They met on a dating website, emailed back and forth for a few days before agreeing to talk on the phone.  During their phone conversation, he asked her out and she agreed.  Other than the basic information most people give out to acquaintances, she knew very little.  She had been tempted to do a background check on him, but decided that would be crossing a line.  Besides, Gary teased her over her inability to get to know someone often enough that she was developing a complex about it—even if her caution was well warranted.  So, when Jack asked her out to this concert, she agreed without reservation.  Okay, so maybe she had reservations, but whatever.  Here she could spend time with him and see how he carried himself, which would allow her to decide if she’d want to see him again on a more one on one type date.  Gary may not understand it, but this allowed her the opportunity to learn more about Jack without the pressure of having to maintain the conversation.  To her, small talk was much like dying a death of a thousand paper cuts.  She preferred deeper conversations that flowed easily, and she didn’t know if Jack would be good for that.  After all, their one phone conversation was mostly small talk.

Jack wore loose fitting jeans and a worn UCLA hoodie.  His hair was a bit shaggier than his online profile, but his boyish face was unmistakable.  She wondered how he’d look in his police uniform.  As she got closer, she noticed his eyes skim over just about every woman that walked by him.  Maybe he’s looking for her.  She called out and waved when he turned toward her.  His face lit up, making him look much younger than his thirty years.  Butterflies swirled in her belly at the sight.  He was definitely an attractive man with a smile that could light up a room.

She quickened her steps as he closed the distance between them.

“Hi, Jack.  Sorry I’m a bit late.”  She wasn’t late at all, but he appeared to have been waiting and she didn’t like making people wait for her.

“Oh, no, you’re fine,” he brushed a peck on her cheek.  He smelled strongly of one of those obnoxious body sprays some men liked to wear.  Elaina didn’t care for the overpowering scent that he wore too much of, but said nothing.  “I like to get to clubs early to see the band arrive.”

Elaina scanned the area around the run down looking club for signs of a band.  Across the busy street sat what looked like a tour bus.  A small crowd gathered around the jet-black bus with tinted windows, and judging from how the women milling around were dressed, that had to be the band’s bus.  Her eyes flickered over two women in particular who seemed to be a mother daughter pair.  The older woman, dressed in a skin tight mini skirt that left little doubt of her being female and a tube top with a push up bra that lifted her ample breasts damn near to her chin, nudged the younger woman, who was dressed similarly, toward the door.  The younger woman hesitated, a doubtful expression on her heavily painted face.  Elaina shook her head.  Groupies.  

She turned back to Jack.  “So, who are we seeing tonight?”  She couldn’t remember what he’d told her on the phone if she had a gun to her head.

“Black Castle.  They’re a big metal band who started out in clubs like this.  Lately, they mostly tour on the arena and festival circuit, but whenever they’re in the LA area, they try to play at the clubs where they got their start.  It’s their way of thanking their fans.”

Jack spoke with such enthusiasm that his blue gray eyes sparkled under the flickering streetlight.  Elaina caught his infectious grin, and a bubble of excitement expanded in her chest.  She had no idea who Black Castle was, but she enjoyed hard rock and some metal, so maybe she’d recognize some of their songs from her favorite satellite station.  Either way, Jack’s excitement and the energy of the crowd that gathered nearby the front of the dingy white building plastered with posters of various bands seeped into her, making her anxious for the concert to begin so she could see what all the fuss was about.

When the front doors of Club Now opened, the gathered crowd surged forward, dragging her and Jack along with it.  Jack smiled and grabbed her hand.  

“Here we go!”  He called over the din of the crowd.  Elaina could only nod her head as she tried to keep her feet under her.  She hated being in the middle of crowds, especially when they were moving.  

After what felt like hours, she and Jack made their way through the ticket takers and wound through the people standing around waiting for the show to begin until they stood at the base of the stage.  

“This is the perfect spot!”  Jack proclaimed with a whoop of excitement.  “We’ll see everything!”

The “stage”, such as it was, was less than two feet high, and maybe twenty by thirty feet.  With the five foot by five-foot riser the drum kit sat on, the stack of guitar amps, stage monitors, and speaker stacks on either side of the stage, there wasn’t much room for the band members to move around.  How much of a show was this going to be?  Granted, her previous concert experiences included such acts as Alice Cooper and Rob Zombie, and both involved stage shows that took up a decent amount of room.  Maybe Black Castle was more stationary and less stage show.

“Do you want something to drink?  I’m going to grab a beer.”  Jack was already walking away.  

Elaina nodded.  “I’ll have whatever you’re having.  Thanks!”  She called over the growing sea of bodies pressing closer to the stage.  She craned her neck to see how far the bar was, wondering if Jack would be able to make it back through the crowd.  The dark wooden bar stretched along the side of the club, and while the interior of the club wasn’t all that large—it was about the size of a large movie theater—she’d be amazed if he could make it back without having the drinks spilled.

The sound of metal clanging behind her turned her attention back to the stage.  A wisp of a man bent over to pick up the microphone stand he knocked over.

“I hate when I do that,” he laughed nervously.

Elaina’s laugh matched his.  “Happens a lot, does it?”  She glanced around to see if anyone else noticed the stagehand.  Everyone standing around paid more attention to the conversations they had with their friends than what was going on onstage.  

He shook his head.  “No, luckily.  I’d be out of a job real quick if I dropped things frequently.  The band is easy going, but not when things get broken out of negligence.”  He righted the fallen stand and dashed off through the black curtain separating the backstage area that she hadn’t noticed before.  

Left alone once again, she took in the atmosphere of the club.  The rectangle shaped room had a raised sitting area toward the back—or was it the front of the building?—and it looked packed with people waiting for the concert to begin.  The room was dimly lit by LED rope lights strung up around the edges and recessed lights scattered around the ceiling.  Different colored lights hung from the black ceiling; some pointed toward the stage and some pointed at the disco ball hanging from the center of the room.  None of those were on at the moment, but it was a safe bet they’d factor into the show.  Her eyes roamed over the array of speakers hung from above on either side of the stage before reexamining the mountain of speakers on the stage itself.  The sound support in this room was bound to be deafening.  Maybe she should have brought some earplugs.  She loved loud music as much as the next hard rocker, but she kind of liked her hearing the way it was.

Jack returned and handed her a plastic cup filled with beer.  She took it with a smile of gratitude and sipped the light amber liquid, suppressing a shudder.  She wasn’t a fan of beer to begin with, and it didn’t help this one was particularly bitter. 

“Yeah, this place isn’t known for its beer,” Jack laughed, catching her reaction.

Elaina’s cheeks heated.  “I wouldn’t be a good judge anyway.  I don’t really drink alcohol, but when I do, it’s usually not beer.”

Jack smiled, and then nodded toward the stage.  “What do you think?”  

Elaina scanned the stage once more.  “I think it’s going to be loud.”  

A wide grin spread across his face.  “Black Castle is loud, whether in a small club like this or an outdoor festival, like Ozzfest.”

Yep.  She should have brought earplugs.

“Have they been around long?”  She took another sip of her beer.  It didn’t taste any better the second time the acrid liquid slid over her tongue.

“Since the late nineties, so over nineteen years now.”

“I feel stupid for asking this, but what kind of music do they play?  I’ve never heard of them before.”

Jack chuckled.  “It’s kind of like an industrial metal thing.”  At her baffled expression, he added, “Have you heard of Nine Inch Nails?”

“Yes.”  Not a huge fan of that band, but she couldn’t discount Trent Reznor’s contribution to music.

“How about White Zombie or Rob Zombie?”

She perked up and smiled wide.  “I love Rob Zombie!”

“Well, they’re kind of like them, but harder.  On some songs anyway.”

Her interest piqued, she glanced at her watch.  “When will they start?”

“Shouldn’t be long now.”

An awkward silence yawned between them.  If only the concert would start so she didn’t have to worry about making small talk.  She sipped her beer, wishing she could figure out a way to dispose of it without having to leave her spot at the stage.  Or punishing her taste buds any further.

“So, how do you like California?”  Jack asked as he sipped his beer.

Elaina smiled.  “It’s a lot different than Wisconsin, that’s for sure.  But I like it.  What about you?  How is it working for the LAPD?”  Lately, she’d steered so many conversations away from herself that it became second nature.  People enjoyed talking about themselves, so it was a simple matter of asking questions to get them talking.

Jack ran a hand through his hair.  “It’s a trip.  I never thought I would be a cop, to be honest, much less one with the LAPD.  When I got out of the academy last year, I didn’t think I’d end up in LA.”

She tilted her head.  “Last year?  Wouldn’t that make you a bit old for a cadet?”

Jack laughed.  “Yeah, a little.  What can I say?  It was a delayed decision.  When I graduated from UCLA, I only knew I wanted to do something with the criminal justice system, but I had no idea what.  Then a buddy of mine had been involved in a hit and run—almost killed him—and the cop who caught the case really went above and beyond to find the person responsible.  I gained a whole new appreciation for the police and their jobs after that, so I figured, why not be a cop?”

She smiled.  “That’s as good a reason as any.  For me, it was expected.  I’m from a family of law enforcement.”

Jack inclined his head with a smile.  “Oh, I see.  Continuing the family business?”

“You could say that,” she chuckled.

The lights went down, and a spotlight lit the left side of the stage.  

“Here we go!”  Jack turned to face the stage.  The crowd fell to a hushed silence as the anticipation built.

The curtain was pulled back and the four members of the band stepped out onto the stage.  The drummer ran to his set and immediately began counting off with his sticks.  The crowd came to life with a simultaneous cheer.

Within seconds, the three other members were at their mics, all holding their guitars, poised to begin the first number.  In a unison that comes from countless hours of playing together, the four of them started with the first notes of the song.  A wall of sound crashed into Elaina with a force that could have knocked her off her feet.  Had it not been for the people packed in tightly behind her when the crowd surged forward at the start of the song, she was sure she would have flown backwards like Marty McFly did in the beginning of Back to the Future.  It took her a minute to sort out the different sounds as the guitar riffs screamed along with the bass and drums’ fevered pace.

The bassist waved his long, scraggly hair around in a circle as his fingers played the notes to keep pace with the pounding drums.  On the other end of the stage, the guitarist was a flurry of blonde hair as his head kept time.  In front of her, the singer stepped up to the mic, as he played rhythm on his flat black Gibson Flying V guitar.  To her trained eye, he was average in height and build—around six feet tall and weighed about two hundred pounds—dressed in black, baggy cargo shorts and a solid black t-shirt.  He dressed like any number of regular people she’d encounter in a day.  Heavy, black “guy-liner” ringed his brown eyes and a thin line of facial hair framed his square jaw, meeting at his chin in a long, bushy goatee that reached halfway down his chest.  His jet-black hair stood straight up in a gravity defying style that set him apart.  By the looks of him, Elaina didn’t expect much from him that she hadn’t heard before.  Just another good-looking front man.

Then he opened his mouth and sang his lyrics with a guttural sound that slid over Elaina and settled low in her belly.  His deep, growling voice delivered his lyrics straight into the pleasure center of her brain.  Oh, how she loved a good vocalist, and she was already impressed with this guy.  Her eyes stayed on the singer, mesmerized in a way she hadn’t been since discovering the unexpectedly amazing voice of Linkin Park’s Chester Bennington.  Like Chester, this singer had a range that allowed for silky smooth crooning or loud and forceful screams, depending on the song.  This singer—she’d have to ask Jack what his name was—didn’t do much in the way of showmanship beyond singing, playing his guitar, and head-banging or making faces, but he had the kind of magnetic charisma that made him moving to the music entertaining enough to move along with him.  Elaina swayed to the music, letting it carry her away.

With each song, the wall of sound enveloped her as the people in the crowd sang the lyrics word for word and moved with the music.  Elaina was jostled against the front of the stage and against Jack, who was screaming and fist pumping beside her.  As the concert went on, she tried to pay attention to the lyrics, but loud music combined with screaming fans made it difficult to understand everything being said.  Some of the songs were dark, some angry, and some were surprisingly light and even comical—from what she could make out over the wailing guitars and sampler playing techno-like loops in the background.  She wanted to let go once again and just move with the music, but the pushing and shoving of the people around her convinced her staying still was the best option.  She caught an elbow to her side from a careless dancer beside her, making her spill her beer down the front of herself.  Shit.

Her initial enjoyment of the concert wore off as the beer saturated her clothing, but not because the band wasn’t good.  Thanks to the insanely loud music that made her eardrums want to escape from her head, and the pushing of the crowd, she’d had enough.  Now her shirt, jeans, and her underwear were soaked with beer.  Why hadn’t she gotten rid of it before?

“Alright my little metal fiends, you know what time it is!”  The singer snarled into the mic.  The crowd answered with a resounding roar, making Elaina look around to figure out what was going on.  “Come on out, Trina!”  On stage, a woman came strutting out wearing an outfit better suited for a strip club, if it could even be called an outfit.  She was pretty sure the woman wore just barely enough not to be arrested for indecent exposure, with the nipples of her giant breasts covered only by an X of glittery tape and shorts so tight, short, and see through on the sides and back that a thong left more to the imagination.  

The crowd began to chant what sounded like “holy Trina-ty”, and they nodded enthusiastically as he showed Trina off to the crowd like a game show hostess showing off the prize.  Trina played to the crowd by shaking her breasts and wiggling her hips in a suggestive manner.  Meanwhile, the rest of the band appeared anxious to get on with it and avoided looking at Trina.  The next song began fast, loud, and driving hard.  It didn’t take Elaina long to figure out the song was indeed called Holy Trina-ty, nor to understand the subject matter of the song related to the woman’s body parts that designated her as female.  The woman on stage gyrated to the beat, alternating between grinding on the singer and his mic stand.  She all but ignored the rest of the band, and the singer copped feels in between guitar riffs.  Sex in rock and roll was nothing new, and half-naked women on stage happened often, but there was something in this display that put Elaina off.  Maybe it was jealousy, because she wasn’t enjoying herself much at all now that she was soaked with terrible beer, and the woman on stage looked to be enjoying herself immensely
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