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      The Blue Moon bar was rockin', especially for six in the evening, the cover band slamming out "Bad Moon Rising", the Coors tap running freely. The week leading up to the fully waxed moon always felt crazy, but Seamus Deane decided not to complain. He made about fifty percent of his tips in that one week during the month. Were-folk opened their senses to risk and their wallets to generosity during the changing.

      "Seamus, I need you to get that fucking keg out here!"

      Stilling, Seamus closed his eyes for a five count, trying to breathe deep and not hop the counter to murder his boss. Seamus didn't know what had crawled up Hugh Dailin's ass and died, but damn... The guy was always riding Seamus like a prize pony, but tonight felt doubly bad.

      "Are we expecting a huge influx of Bass drinkers?" Seamus snapped. "We can go a week without pulling a single one of those."

      "We have gone a week. I want it changed out."

      Seamus glared at Hugh over the bar top. "You sick or broken or something?"

      "I pay you to fucking do it." Hugh's lips curled in a snarl.

      "Chris isn't here yet. I'll get it when he can watch the bar." He wasn't about to ask Hugh to tend bar while he struggled with a keg in the storeroom.

      "I'll keep an eye out," Hugh said, coming around the pass-through. "I need coffee anyway."

      Seamus turned his back, fighting not to roll his eyes. "Sure thing, Boss." He headed for the storeroom, putting his feet down hard. God knew he loved the Blue Moon, but he and Hugh constantly butted heads. The man was an amazing businessman, and knew how to run a bar, even with the difficult patrons they had. Seamus respected that. They just rubbed each other the wrong way.

      Maybe the friction came from Hugh being a wolf. He wanted everyone to react like a lowly pack member.

      Seamus knew better. Bears like him weren't so interested in pack behavior. For a bear, Seamus knew he was damned social, being a bartender. On his own time, he pretty much spent his days alone.

      His shoulders rolled and he fought the urge to put a fist through a wall. Preferably a wall with Hugh on the other side so that a big chunk fell off and crashed right on top of the snarly fucker's head. Oh, that idea made him grin, and he was still smiling when he rolled the keg of Bass out to the kegroom and shoved it into place.

      The dance floor was already packed, the bar lined up and he got to work. Bloody Mary, hair of the dog, sex on the beach. Vodka, tequila, beer. He worked mechanically, watching everything. Security wasn't on his list of job duties, but his sheer size meant he could keep people in line.

      The pheromones started getting thick to the left of the bar, two wolves tag-teaming a pretty little female who was all over it. He nodded at Jess, the big wolf catching his eye and heading over.

      The situation probably wasn't dangerous, but it had to be stopped before it got out of hand. This place was a powder keg tonight. Everyone looked itchy, like their skin didn't fucking fit.

      "Goddamn it, Seamus, can't you get Chris in here on time?"

      He turned his head slowly, staring at Hugh. "I am not his boss." He was about ten seconds away from pointing out, clearly, who Chris' boss was. And where to shove it.

      Just as he opened his mouth, though, someone whacked Hugh over the head with a barstool. Bang.

      Well, goddamn.

      He roared and came over the bar, taking the bastard out with one swipe. He hadn't even seen this guy, who looked like a minor mountain on the move. Like a fucking avalanche. This was his bar, god damn it, and no one was bashing Hugh but him.

      Hugh staggered off to one side, leaving Seamus a clear shot, and he swung with all his body weight behind his fist. The sound of fist hitting skin was loud, sharp and the vibrations rocked all the way up his arm. The guy's head snapped back, and the roar that came out was pure lion. Like African lion.

      Dude.

      Seriously?

      He stood tall and let his voice out, fully, which was loud enough to shake the walls. A few might have actually shaken, because a stein fell off the shelf above the bar, shattering.

      Everything stopped for a few moments, the whole bar staring.

      The lion's head tilted, nose wrinkling up. "Impressive."

      "I'm even more impressive when you really piss me off. Don't." It was a standoff, and he knew it.

      At this point, there were a shitload of security and wolves around Mr. Kitty, so Seamus wasn't worried. The guy glanced around, his nose wrinkling again.

      "Why the fuck did you hit me, asshole?" Hugh righted himself, his head cut open and bleeding.

      "Why did you steal my cub from me?"

      "What?" Hugh looked at Seamus, eyes wide. "Is he speaking English? Or am I addled?"

      "I. That was English, it just didn't make sense." Seamus looked at the dude again. "Cub?"

      "Trevor. This bastard bit him and confused him and he's gone!"

      Oh save him from fucking drama-kitties.

      "They don't all look alike, honey." Hugh didn't look like anybody else on earth, as a matter of fact.

      "I know that, you idiot." The lion growled, long and frustrated. "It was him. Fucking wolves."

      "There's no way." Hugh wasn't a cheat. Seamus knew it. He was a fucktard and an asshat, but not a cheat. The thought made him really, really growly, in fact.

      "Look, man, I have no idea what you're talking about," Hugh said with a huff. "I haven't gotten laid in months."

      "Which is a total shame." Wait. Hush, Seamus.

      Hugh gave him a look that said he'd be dealt with later. Then the boss swiped at the blood still running from his eyebrow, jerking his head toward the watching crowd. "I'm not your guy. You want a beer, you can tell your sob story to Seamus here."

      Oh, fuck no.

      "I want Trevor."

      Seamus rolled his eyes, then raised his voice. "Anyone here know a cub named Trevor?"

      Crickets chirped.

      "Wrong bar."

      "Bullshit. This is the only bar of this kind on the Continental Divide. That was what he said."

      "Well, then your little bottom boy lied to you," Hugh said. "Don't make me have my boys bounce you."

      The lion growled, then stormed out and Seamus spared half a thought for whatever bar was getting snarled through next. Maybe he ought to call Gage at the Rampant Stallion. Never knew when a kitty might think that was a horse shifter bar instead of a leather den.

      Nah. Gage might enjoy a good fight. It got the big guy going. Just thinking about that made him grin. Gage got going and things got hot. Fast.

      "What the fuck are you smiling about?"

      "Getting smacked in the head didn't improve your mood any." He stared at Hugh, who stared back. Asshat.

      "Well, no, it usually makes me sore." Hugh sneered, lip curling, and Seamus wanted to bite him.

      "You need another beer?" A blowjob? A good hard orgasm.

      "No. You mind coming to the back to look at my head, though? Chris, you got the bar."

      Oh, woo-hoo. Chris was finally there and ready to take over.

      He grabbed the first aid kit from under the bar and headed to the back, listening as Cam, the DJ, got folks on the dance floor again. Never ceased to amaze him how Hugh rode his ass but he was the one the man trusted with everything.

      They popped into the break room, closed the door and the thump of the music dulled.

      "You'll heal fast, you know." He sat Hugh down anyway, pulling a lamp close.

      Damn, Hugh smelled like sex. Yummy growly sex. Seamus tried hard not to sniff. Like at all, because he'd spring wood.

      Hugh's forehead was already closing up, and Seamus mostly just dabbed the drying blood away. He figured it would itch if it dried. It was weird, being this close to Hugh, touching the man's face.

      Weird and hot.

      This close he could see Hugh's eyes were a strange mix of green and gold, that the heavy beard was starting to do more than five o'clock shadow. He touched those whiskers, just brushing them with his finger.

      A low rumble sounded and his nostrils flared. He couldn't help it. He was on an adrenaline rush anyway, his blood pounding through his veins.

      Hugh's scent made his eyes cross, made his knees weak. Damn.

      This was ridiculous. They had work to do. "There you go, man."

      His cock was hard as a brickbat, swollen and pushing at his zipper. He tried to back away, but Hugh hooked a hand in his waistband.

      "Where are you going with that, man?"

      "I." Was there an answer for that? "Back to work? You don't even like me."

      Hugh growled, the sound raising the hair on the back of his neck. "Oh, I like lots of parts of you."

      "Bullshit. You aren't into bears, man. At all." He knew better.

      "Are you kidding me? I could throw you down and lick you all over." Hugh scowled. "My pack, not so much into bears. Or gay guys."

      He tried not to let that sting. "Unfortunately for you, I'm both."

      "I only qualify for one." Hugh heaved up to his feet, rolling his head on his neck. "Why do you think I'm so fucking grumpy all the time?"

      "Not enough blowjobs." Seamus, seriously, shut up.

      "I know, right?" Hugh took his hand and pressed it to the zipper of Hugh's jeans. Holy moly, feel that.

      His fingers rolled. How could they not? That was large and firm and perfect. Ready for him. He wanted to pull it out and suck it. Maybe ride it.

      Hugh rocked, fucking his palm for a few, violent thrusts. The scent of sex was so strong it almost overpowered him.

      "Seamus! Man, I need a hand."

      Shit. He pulled away from Hugh, snapping back to reality. The bar. Blue Moon.

      "Work. Right. Coming."

      "Or not." Hugh's growl followed him out of the storeroom, making his shoulders hunch up around his ears.

      Evil teasing bastard.

      Asshole.

      Turdmonkey.

      Fuckweasel.

      Oh, this was fun.

      Chris gave him a look when he came out, and Seamus shrugged. "Boss needed patching up."

      "Everything cool?"

      "You know it."

      He was cooling off rapidly, in fact, now that he was away from Hugh. How stupid would it be to get involved with his super-grumpy boss?

      Especially in the bar.

      On the full moon.

      After a fight.

      Shit, you'd think he was part bullmoose or something -- nothing but horny.

      He slid back behind the bar, taking a drink order from a huge party of wolves, all of them with their noses quivering. Right. Nothing but business.

      Even if it threatened to make him as grumpy as Hugh.
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