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      The last sliver of sun bled out behind the venue's distant fence, turning the sky from bruised purple to deep, starless black. I stood beside George, the air thick with the scent of grilled onions and beer, and felt the first deep thrum of the bass through the soles of my boots. Ten years. Ten years since I'd last seen them play, and George, bless his heart, had remembered. He'd gotten the tickets, surprised me with them over dinner last month, his eyes bright with the hope of it. And now here we were, part of this swelling, sweating organism of humanity, all here for the same reason.

      I ran a hand over the smooth, tight fabric of my black sleeveless shirt. It hugged my ribs and clung a bit under my arms, a familiar comfort from my younger days that I'd pulled from the back of my closet. The skirt, though, was new. A short, dark purple thing that swayed against my thighs with every shift of my weight. Underneath, there was nothing but skin. The decision had been impulsive, a flash of mischief in my bedroom mirror before we left, a private rebellion against the sensible, comfortable woman I'd become. It felt dangerous and absurd out here, but I held onto the secret of it like a stone in my pocket.

      "You want a beer?" George asked, his voice warm against my ear. He had to lean close to be heard over the chatter and the distant sound check.

      I nodded. "Please."

      He pushed through the crowd toward a glowing beer stand, leaving me in a small pocket of space. People flowed around me, a river of concert shirts and faded denim. I watched him go, his shoulders a little wider than I remembered, a bit more softness to his middle. He was a good man. My man. And still, a familiar, restless energy coiled in my gut. It was the same feeling I got on Sunday evenings, when the weekend bled into the promise of another Monday.

      George returned, pressing a cold plastic cup into my hand. "This ought to do the trick."

      I took a long swallow. The cheap, yeasty beer was cold and perfect. "Thanks for this, George. Really."

      "Anything for my favorite rock star," he said, grinning. He tapped his cup against mine. "To ten more years of deafening concerts and questionable life choices."

      I laughed, the sound swallowed by the growing roar of the crowd. The opening band took the stage, and a wall of sound hit us. George whooped beside me, grabbing my hand. We moved with the music, a clumsy, happy shuffle in the packed dirt. The bass vibrated up through my legs, a steady pulse that seemed to sync with the secret thrum of my own body.

      As the first set progressed, we finished our beers. George, emboldened by the music and the company, went for another round. Left alone again, I became more aware of my surroundings. The flash of strobe lights painted everyone in sharp, momentary relief. I felt eyes on me. A glance to my left confirmed it. Two guys, maybe a few years younger than us, were looking. Not leering, just... looking. One of them smiled when our eyes met. I gave a small, tight smile back and turned away, my face flushing. The beer was warming my blood, making the edges of things feel soft.

      When George returned, I pressed against his side, a wave of affection and guilt washing over me. "This is great," I said, my voice close to his ear.

      He wrapped an arm around my waist, his hand resting on my hip. "Told you." His fingers splayed over the fabric of my skirt, and I felt a jolt, a stark reminder of what was underneath. I pulled back slightly, taking another drink.

      The opening band finished, and the crowd's roar swelled, a beast waiting for its meal. The wait between sets stretched. The line for the port-a-potties had become a long, miserable serpent. "I'll be right back," I said to George, gesturing toward the facilities. "Nature calls."

      He nodded, already deep in conversation with a man next to him about the rarity of some B-side vinyl. I slipped away, navigating the dense pack of bodies. The ground was uneven, littered with cups and mud. My skirt brushed against my legs, and with every step, the secret I carried felt heavier, more real. The air grew thicker, a mix of sweat, spilled liquor, and something vaguely like fried dough.
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