[b]Finn, Cutter and Nails enter the building [/b]
Dark, loud and reeking of everything from alcohol to pipe-weed to the bawdy smell of sex, your senses are immediately overloaded. 

The entrance foyer; Lit with only a few candles, is filled with folk either leaving or milling about in a stupor  None even bother to look up as you enter. 

Just ahead is a curtained doorway that leads to where the ‘music’ is coming from.  As you brush pass the curtains, you take in the next room: People inside twist and sway in a hypnotic or violent manner in pairs or alone, while a blinding light display dances on the walls and ceiling.  The smell is more intense in here with hints of acidic bile assaulting your nose.  The deafening noise is coming from a stage deep in the room; A clash of aggressive county twangs and death metal pulsations. Through the crowd you can make out the ‘Band’ of 4 members that seem entranced by what they are doing, except for the singer who is acrobatically leaping from one stage prop to another while screaming into a long microphone that he spins like a quarterstaff at times.  While you watch, the singer presently stops screaming and a guitarist steps forward and begins producing noise from his instrument the likes of which you have not heard before.  His hands dance magically over the frets and pluck and strum strings with blinding dexterity.  Regardless of your musical tastes you think that this is one bad-ass player.
This room takes up most of the lower level.  It is roughly 50 feet wide and 100 feet deep.  Along each wall is a bar where drinks are being poured, not sold, it is open-bar.  On top of the bar are scantily clad females writhing to the music.  Each is wearing a pouch located very near her naughty bits and men are distributing Plat inside. You are at the far end from the stage now and to your left is a stairwell leading up.  You can also see a door on either side of the stage.

Within the crowd are several well dressed folk casually watching the band perform, some are gentlemen with ladies on their arm, some are affluent kids enjoying the scene.  Most are male.  Any females in the room not dancing on the bar have ‘escorts’.

Finn checks his timepiece and motions for you to follow him to the bar near one of the dancers.  He holds up 3 fingers to the barkeep while tossing a Plat to the dancer who snatches it out of the air.

Three shots of whiskey are brought and he hands one to Cutter and Nails.

He screams over the music: “PROSPERITY!” and holds his glass out to be tapped.

