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The enormous full moon would glide to the top of the large picture window in a few more minutes and disappear from view. Hah! Some full moon this was. Where were all the full moon party people I’d heard about from New Mexico cops, bartenders, and hospital workers? Well, you certainly couldn’t prove the full moon theory tonight. Things had been quiet all evening, almost eerily so—like the calm before the storm.

Uh oh! Maybe it was me. Maybe I needed to change my style of small talk with the drinking crowd. Hell, maybe my deodorant had let me down. Damn! Being here alone on a full moon Friday night was almost enough to give a gal an inferiority complex.

I’d only been working behind the bar at Barnacle Bill’s Tavern for a little over two weeks, and so far, it had turned out to be a complete bust—just another one of the many odd jobs I’d had along the way. So far, the only positive thing about this particular job was being able to work at night, so I could keep taking classes during the day and have enough money to pay my rent and afford tuition and books. I was only inches away from my nursing degree.

The salary was thirty-five dollars a night, off the books. Unfortunately, the way things were going, tips barely covered the cost of lunch at the university cafeteria. 

Guilt for not being able to ring up more sales niggled away at me. Bill, the bar owner, knew I didn’t have a regular following but was kind enough to hire me anyway. That same night, he’d taught me how to pour a beer that didn’t have too much head, how to ring out the cash register, and he even gave me a key so I could lock up at closing time.

“Don’t worry about a thing, kiddo,” he’d said. “You got a pretty face, a great body, and big tits. You’ll bring ‘em in. It just might take a while.”

I looked down at my chest. Well, he was right about the big tits. But maybe he should have known it wouldn’t be easy to lure people to such an isolated spot down by the lake once summer was over. He hired me to be a bartender. What he probably needed was a miracle worker with big tits.

Bored to death, I looked out the window again and watched the silvery, full moon disappear from view as it rose higher in the sky. Aside from the soft hum of the ice machine and the refrigerator compressor, I could hear the waves lapping gently against the creaky dock next to the building. 

I should probably turn on the TV for background noise. Being in a bar all alone in the dark of night was definitely creepy. To kill time, I examined a long strand of my hair. Maybe I should go blonde all the way instead of just blonde streaks. Everyone said that blondes had more fun, and I could definitely use a little more of that.

In the distance, I suddenly heard a strange rumble. I turned my ear to the window and listened closely, trying to identify the weird sound. It wasn’t a train—there were no tracks in this neck of the woods. It couldn’t be thunder or, God forbid, a tornado. It wasn’t even raining.

Shit! The mysterious noise kept growing louder. Finally, the first motorcycle roared into sight. At least a dozen more were right behind it. I took a deep breath and braced myself, trying not to panic. From what I could see out the window, it looked like the Hell’s Angels had arrived. If the choice were mine, I’d rather have had to deal with a tornado.

One after the other, the bikers wheeled into the parking lot, shut down their engines, and dismounted their Harleys. A shiver bounced along each of my vertebra like a pinball machine. I had a very strong feeling this night behind the bar was not going to end well.

I backed away from the window, raced behind the long, wooden bar, and closed the flap with a bang. It wasn’t much of a barrier, but the more space between a herd of bikers and me, the better. I took deep breaths and tried not to wet my pants. If I’d learned anything from my short stint handling animals at the city zoo, it was never to let them sense your fear.

When the door burst open, the sound of raucous laughter and catcalls filled the air. The first biker lumbered through the open door and stood at the end of the bar. I winced when he pounded his fist on it and shouted, “How about a little service down here, sweet cheeks?” Good grief! The huge, obnoxious, hairy man was the leader of the pack.

I dug deep and managed to muster up a smile, then I casually tossed a coaster on the bar in front of the enormous man and tried to sound cool, calm, and collected. “What’s it gonna be, big guy?” 

Actually, ‘big guy’ was an understatement. At first glance, he resembled a semi-shaved gorilla. The motorcycle mama who’d stationed herself at his side reminded me of a super-sized Goldie Locks, only with a lot of body art. She was attractive but wore a spiked dog collar in lieu of a necklace and apparently had extremely peculiar taste in men.

The huge man I’d come to think of as King Kong reached around and pulled a wallet out of his back pocket, as far as the chain permitted. “Don’t let anybody pay for nothin,’ sweet cheeks.” He pounded his enormous chest with a fist that could have been registered as a lethal weapon. “This is Moon Dog’s party,” he roared and slapped a pile of money on the bar. “Go ahead and line ‘em up, sweet cheeks. It’s drinks for everybody, but first, get me and Tina here a pitcher of beer and a couple a mugs.”

Still trying to look cool, I quickly lined four empty pitchers under each of the beer taps, pulled the wooden handles forward, and let them fill on autopilot while I checked out the rest of the crowd. Yikes! The women looked scarier than the men, and I hadn’t seen this much leather since I accidentally wandered into the town BDSM meeting place a while back. 

It took some time, but I finally got the rest of the gang, and their babes served, then leaned against the back-bar to catch my breath. I looked up when the door squeaked open, and in walked a loner who could have been the poster boy for Hot Motorcycle Dudes.

Leather wasn’t a look I usually went for in a big way, but this guy had instantly changed my taste. My heart rate went into overdrive, and it felt as if all the air had been suddenly sucked out of my chest cavity. This guy was a major hunk if I ever saw one. The tall, imposing figure stood in the doorway while his eyes scanned the bar for an empty spot he could call home.

As if mesmerized, I watched him cross the room, moving with the natural gait of a big cat. He claimed a
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