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Lunar Nights ebook is licensed for your
personal enjoyment only.

It contains sexual content. Buy reading and
purchasing this book you consent to being of legal age for such
material. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other
people.

If you would like to share this book with
another person, please purchase an additional copy for each
recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or
it was not purchased for your use only, then please return to
www.smashwords.com and purchase your own copy. Writing takes time
and effort and Breukelen girl goes to a lot of it for your reading
enjoyment. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this
author. 

With other published works – including a
preview chapter of the upcoming full length Breukelen werewolf
novel – Alpha, listed at the back of this ebook.

 


 


 


 


 


At Play

We were playing a few nights ago. It was more
than fun. It was involved. I decided to meet Conall at Burning
Ground rather than have him come and get me as usual. I walked in
and swear I heard him hold his breath for a second. Which is good,
because I was going for an effect as it were. His eyes connected
with mine and I smirked back at him, before looking away again.
Like I hadn’t really seen him. Like I was actually looking around
for someone else. I kept walking as I pretended he wasn’t there
staring at me. His eyes running over the shiny, red, patent heels I
was wearing. His gaze going up along my black fishnet stockings. I
almost laughed as I walked past him.

I slowly untied the belt around my waist and
slid my coat off my shoulders. Before walking to the coat room and
depositing the coat. Ensuring my heels tapped loudly along the
floor, echoing my confidence as I kept ignoring Conall. Giving him,
only a view from behind. I was wearing a short enough, black dress
to taunt him.

I went to the bar. It was at least three
deep. A busy night, the crowd were eager and the music was loud.
You could feel the bass reverb through the floor up into you.
Connecting me instantly with a beat, as if my body need further
rhythm pounding its senses. Making me even more restless than I
already was for the nights festivities to truly begin. I was
waiting in the crowd, surrounded by warm bodies, smelling a mixture
of musk, cinnamon, spice and all manner of delicious flavors . When
I was pushed into, bumped from behind. Turning my head to look over
my shoulder, I looked back at Conall. At the same time he pressed
his hardening groin into my bottom.

Conall murmured at me. “Just keep looking
ahead like your actually waiting to be served a drink.” So I turned
my attention back to the bar. I felt the press of his fly seam on
his jeans against me. His chest pressed up against my back. Hard,
heated up. His right hand slipped around the top of my thigh as
people around us continued to stand in a crush. Waiting to be
served. Trying to capture the bar attendant’s attention.

Conall’s hand snaked around under the front
of my dress. I bite back a strangled gasp. He was looking over my
shoulder at the bar. As if he was any other patron just wanting to
get a drink. “You’re going to be lucky if I don’t do you here and
now.”

“You call that lucky?” I muttered
through smiling teeth. Watching the movement of the bar attendant
and trying to open up my leg stance more in the space I was in,
unsuccessfully. He would have replied, only then the bar attendant
finished serving the people in front of us and looked up at us
both, expectantly. Like he was on a schedule.

Conall pressed harder into me and leaned
right over my shoulder at the same time. Holding up his free left
hand with money in it and yelling a drinks order at the bar
attendant who nodded his head to indicate he understood.

“I’m gonna be generous. I know how much
you love the club scene during lunar week. You just got here, but
you had me waiting for an hour. Then you walk in like you own the
joint and everyone should bow down to you…Your making me harder
every second. I’ve ordered you a drink. You get to have your drink
and then I get to have you.”

I would have responded but it was difficult
to think beyond his touch even amongst the crowd we were engulfed
in. Breathing normally and trying not to looked flush was hard
enough as it were. He pulled back when the drinks were placed in
front of us. The sudden loss of his body heat and connection was
instantly maddening. I could’ve hit him. Probably should have.
Prick tease.

I pushed my way back through the throng of
the crowd to him as he turned, smiled and handed me my drink.
Conall raised his beer bottle to my champagne glass. His eyes ran
over my outfit again. “With the heels and fishnets on.”

 




 


 


Rough Night

Rough night last night. Literally. I threw
Conall against a wall. His bare back hit it with a thud. You could
hear the sound of skin hitting wall clearly. It sounded primal.
Like a wet whip smacking skin. To a mere mortal the force of the
blow would have winded them, severely. Possibly dislocated a
shoulder socket. That’s how hard I threw him. But it’s lunar week
and our bodies automatically know it. He can take it too since
we’re both affected when lunar week kicks in.

“Abilities” if you want to call them
that, are doubled for the week. It must be what it feels like to be
Wonder Woman for a moment or two. Which also means feelings,
sensations, moods are heightened also. Which means Conall feels
what I feel. Which is why he responded in kind by grabbing my hair
at the back of my head and yanking me almost off my feet into
him.

“Now, let’s get this thing straight.”
He was breathing heavy and glistening in sweat. I wanted to lick
him he smelt so sweet. His eyes were drilling into me. The moon was
on the rise and we were both feeling it. He wrapped his hand up
further in my hair tightening his hold.

There comes a certain point in the night when
the shift claims us and our animal forms will surface. We only have
a few hours before that happens. A few hours. A few hours to have
some fun. So I said through clenched teeth “If you want to play
this game, then take notes. Because I will win.”

Ah, lunar week let the moon madness begin to
beat our bodies down.

 


 


 


Lead You Astray

I was at Hotel Le Bleu on Saturday night. I
went there with my girlfriends. Needing to get my head away from
all consuming mental thought of Conall Wakely. I ran into my
sister’s friend Booker and his friend Paris. My girlfriend’s eyes
lit up instantly when they saw those two males.

Couldn’t blame them they’re rather
attractive, handsome and not exactly easy to ignore. I felt like
patting her on the head and saying ‘down girl, put your tongue back
in your mouth’. But I might have had a bit of dry mouth myself.
Booker’s got a girlfriend and Paris is quite beautiful with his
dark hair and midnight blue eyes. Jeans that mould to his sculpted
butt, outline what one imagines is very hard, rock hard, shapely
thighs. I could imagine those thighs, brushing against my legs. I
could imagine that easily.

I started…watching. I mean, really watching
certain parts of Paris’s body. Like the way his mouth moved. The
way his hands gestured. My girlfriend should have knocked sense
into me. But she was probably too busy drooling over him also. I
started staring at the way his tongue darted out and around his
mouth. It was momentary but it was obvious I’m sure. Guess that’s
why Booker laughed as he gave me a look. A look that probably said
“poor girl, he’s so out of your league.”

So anyway, this little thing I had with
Paris. I mean I was doing to Paris. Well you know…not doing but
imagining doing to him. The looking but not touching thing. The
talking to him but pretending I wasn’t flirting. The keeping a
distance from him that was socially acceptable. Even when it looked
like he was moving in slightly closer to me at times. I believe
this is what’s called stupidity, temptation, or even danger.

I mean he was just being nice and talking to
me. Had no idea what was going on in my one-track mind. Most people
say fantasizing is harmless. But when you’re in the wrong
frame of mind to start with I doubt that’s the case. So just as I’m
thinking I really need to calm my body down. Possibly find a quiet
place for some me time, who should turn up, but Conall Wakely,
boyfriend of the hour. Tracking me down wasn’t that hard. Even
werewolves have habits that form patterns. He saw Paris and Booker
and spoke to them first and that’s my mind kicked into overdrive. I
started watching Conall and Paris talking together and thinking
boy-girl-boy. Girl-boy-boy. How hot would that be?

Paris is a werewolf too, from the Manhattan
Maen pack. So then I start thinking about this fact. That we would
be three werewolves together. We’re all highly sexed and we’re all
highly capable of taking a lot of rough and tumble. I’m thinking
sensations heightened threefold. Lunar week could wreck me if this
fantasy comes to life. Ah fantasy, it seriously just sneaks up on
you doesn’t it? Leads you astray and into areas you never thought
to go.

I wonder how I went from paranoid girl to
sexual beast girl. Told you things get topsy-turvy when they not
normal. But especially when lunar week starts up. Conflicting the
two halves of myself. A bit like common sense and sensuality
battling one another. Want versus control. Maybe the human side of
me has a stronger need for love and affection than I’ve ever given
it credit for. I focus so much on the werewolf and keeping all that
is her, at bay. Sometimes it’s easy to forget there’s more to me
than that.

I headed off to the restroom and that’s where
Conall caught up with me. Pushed me into a stall and locked it
behind us. I didn’t even hear him sneak up behind me. Didn’t sense
him because I wasn’t paying attention. So involved in my own dirty
thoughts on things. Conall shot me a cheeky grin with some flitting
glances quickly up and down my body. He didn’t say a word. Because
he was suddenly too busy lunging at me and sucking my earlobe
before his lips made their way to my neck and around to the hollow
of my collar bone.

I would’ve liked to moan. But Conall put a
hand across my mouth and pressed it down. I had to be a good girl.
Conall dropped down before me and let his hand go from my mouth.
Trusting me to keep my noises silent. My head hit the stall wall a
few times as I opened my mouth and refrained from noise.

Do you know how much control is involved in
silence when your body is raging with sensation?

A heat wave rose in my stomach. A fire
that burned a path inside my gut, making my blood aflame with
nothing but his name on my brain. As his tongue lapped at me and a
finger rubbed the most sensitive part of me. I think I started to
sink, my knees literally started turning inward. But he pushed back
against them. Holding me upright, letting me feel the strength of
his hands on me. Keeping me standing. Where he wanted me.
How he wanted me. I don’t know how long we were there. I just
know we were there and we were making up for some sort of lost
time, and apology and that we are better than alright, now. Maybe
we were getting back on track again. Returning to normal for the
wild mix of our relationship. Or maybe Conall just gives great
head.

 


 


 


Touch

On the night of the full moon all the
werewolf knows is that release will come. Freedom will elope the
form of it’s cage. One soul into another and then there is just the
wolf.

The moon’s presence will strum along my skin
prickling it testing it, taunting inside me. With a fiery blood
that wants to surge to delight. It’s the touch of another wolf, my
pack mate that abates this for me and fuels the urgency to shape
shift. There will come a crucial point in the night when I can’t
hold back any longer. When I know my body will break if I do not
succumb to the shape shift. So we do what we must. We tease and
coax one another. Because what better way is there to come into our
own? It’s fun, it’s enjoyable, it’s eventual. It makes the process
of the shape shift smoother.

The night after full moon and sometimes it
still feels the same to me. I still feel the urge, the need but my
body doesn’t command me without choice. But it doesn’t mean I won’t
play under the moonlight in the embrace of it’s presence.

The best part of lunar week is the
indulgence. The sense of escape. Burning hot with everything that
you control and slowly rid yourself of. Shackled heavily with
heightened sensations and emotions. The lust in the air is so thick
it could be considered stifling if I didn’t like the sensation of
being wrapped in it. The werewolf population will ride out a lunar
week as long as they can. It’s our fun time.
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