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Wishing on the Moon

 Episode
1

Werewolf PMS

I always have the dates of the full moon show
up on the Outlook feature of my computer. And they’re programmed
into my phone. And I have a blotter size calendar hanging on the
wall in my kitchen, with the full moon noted in capital letters
each and every time. Call me obsessive or crazy, but when you get
the near impossible to avoid compulsion to be furry once a month,
it’s kind of important to know when that’s going to happen.

Add the fact that I’m a twenty-three year old
woman and every once in a while my menstrual cycle and that big
ole’ full moon line up, and not in a good way. Well, like a huge
number of women on this planet, I get PMS. That last forty-eight
hours before Aunt Flo kicks off I’m grouchy, horny, hungry and
uncomfortable. Now multiply that by like a thousand when the PMS
hits at the same time as the full moon.

I check my email, my calendar and suck down
coffee by seven a.m. Those are my three big items first thing most
mornings. I need to see how many errands, tasks, appointments, and
miscellaneous other things there are on my to-do list for the next
couple of days. I’m a pharmaceutical representative. I spend a lot
of time driving around the state, talking to doctors, pharmacists,
PA’s and the like, handing out info and some free samples and
generally hyping whatever the latest med is. I like my job for the
most part. People are interesting. I get to set my own schedule to
a degree and as long as I get the right number of clients visited
in a given week, no one cares if I take a long lunch one day or
knock off early.

This mornings’ oh so thrilling revelation was
that Friday and Saturday were going to be hell. How had I not
realized this was coming? Saturday I had exactly one doctor’s
office to swing by. At least that left the rest of the day open for
misery. Friday though? Shit, just shit. Today was Thursday. I’d
probably scrape by just fine today with only the beginnings of this
personal nightmare tonight. I could call in sick tomorrow, but that
would entail me also calling three doctors offices and a hospital.
Then I would be behind for all of next week. I was just going to
have suck it up and deal.

~

I stepped up to the receptionist window of
the first doctor’s office of the morning. “I’m Cordelia Whitley
from Higgins Pharmaceuticals. Does Dr. Lamont have a few minutes? I
can wait for a while.”

The receptionist peered at the computer. “He
should have a little break in about twenty maybe twenty five
minutes.”

“Thanks.” I had a seat in the waiting room
and popped open my laptop. I might as well get a few emails to
clients dealt with while I waited. A few minutes in, I saw a man in
a shirt and tie come out of the back and leave the office. Since I
knew that Dr. Lamont was a graying man of around fifty-five or so,
it was most definitely not Dr. Lamont. Patient? Temp? New office
staff? Whoever he was, I was tempted to drool. This younger man had
light brown hair cut almost professionally short. It did brush his
collar just barely. Those sculpted cheekbones and angled jaw pushed
my buttons and the glimpse of nicely muscled tush dressed in khaki
slacks finished the package.

I wanted to sigh. Just those few seconds of
watching, stirred a hormonal hunger in me. Tonight might require a
hookup to cool my libido enough to function sanely for work
tomorrow.

A few more emails checked, and a quick look
at some social media, I was about to work on some book-keeping for
client info when he walked back in. It was the same guy. I don’t
know if he’d been out on a quick errand or stretching his legs or a
smoke break, but he opened the door and went into the back without
asking anyone’s permission, implying he worked here.

I took a deep breath in through my nose. It
hadn’t been a smoke break. I would have noticed. He smelled like
soap and deodorant and something else I couldn’t quite define. I’m
picky. Being a smoker isn’t a total deal killer for me, but it
definitely falls in the less desirable category. My sense of smell
is very good. Blame the werewolf genetics. Yes, genetics. It’s not
like in some of those schlocky movies where being a shifter is
something you catch, like a cold or an STD. One parent having the
genes will often give you the capability, two shifter parents is a
slam dunk. Both my parents are part of the pack.

With my thoughts derailed by lustful urges, I
sat there for another five minutes, staring at the computer screen
without really seeing it at all.

“Ms. Whitley?” the receptionist called my
name. “Dr. Lamont will see you now.”

I hastily shut my laptop and jammed it back
into my oversized bag before headed into the back.

Dr. Lamont was in the hallway back near his
office. That drool worthy guy I’d seen earlier was with him.

“Cordelia, I’d like to introduce you to my
new P.A., Jamie Daniels. I’m going to be out of the office for a
couple of weeks next month and Jamie’s covering all the follow up
appointments for my patients.”

Jamie held put his hand. “Nice to meet you
Ms. Whitley.”

Mmm, that smile. Friendly. And the momentary
sweep of his eyes told me he was checking me out too. “If you have
any questions about the drugs our company manufactures, I either
know the answer or can find out.”

“Good to know,” Jamie said.

We all spent a few minutes in Dr. Lamont’s
office chatting about new deals coming up and I gave them a handful
of sample packs for some of the NSAIDs that Higgins Pharmaceuticals
produced.

~

The rest of my day was grueling. I spent far
more time cooling my heels waiting to talk to only semi cooperative
clients than usual. Maybe it was that damn impending full moon.
Lots of people were on the grumpy side.

At five o’clock I consoled myself with a trip
to a steak place, and ordered a T-bone, rare. I would have ordered
it raw if I thought I could have gotten away with it. With the
hormones of PMS raging through me, my craving’s never ran toward
chocolate and Fritos. I was a raw and bloody meat kind of girl, and
rare was the best I was going to do. Well, unless I was catching it
myself. Maybe tomorrow night.

Comfortably full of protein, that satisfied
one hunger. A simmering lust for sex with a side order of
adrenaline rush was but lingering and escalating. I had an idea for
dealing with the adrenaline yen, and maybe I could fulfill the
other part too. Off to mom’s house.

It took me half an hour to get there. Mom was
in her home office on the computer when I arrived.

“Hi Mom.”

“Delia, I thought you were working all week.”
She swiveled her desk chair around to face me.

“I am, sort of. Can I borrow the CanAm? The
dealer still hasn’t finished overhauling my Suzuki.”

“Really? It’s been three days. What piss poor
service.” Mom said. She just turned fifty this year, and she might
look like someone’s middle-aged mom, but she was hell on wheels.
I’d gotten my love of fast bikes and hard science from her. “My
keys are on the kitchen table. I don’t suppose there’s any chance
I’ll get it back tonight.”

I smiled. “Unlikely. I will bring it back
tomorrow though.”

“Are you going to go for a run with the pack
tomorrow night?”

“Probably.” I hedged my bets.

“I know you’re an adult but keep an eye on
the moon and don’t let yourself get caught somewhere that changing
is a risk.”

“I’ll keep it in mind.”

She tilted her head, but offered no more
reminders.

~

The three-wheeler didn’t have the sex appeal
my crotch rocket did but I knew the whole story behind why Mom had
bought the CanAm after the accident. She was too stubborn to give
up riding but did give in enough to buy an extra stable bike to
compensate for the legacy of the injuries she’d sustained.

I rode the motorcycle back to my place and
changed. The black leather skirt went well with the cobalt blue
silk tank I owned and coordinated nicely with the knee high black
boots. Add some makeup and a little jewelry, grab my riding jacket
and I was ready to head off to Spangles. Spangles is a club that
tends toward techno music and the young and wild crowd. The concept
of going there fit my mood.

The parking lot was full by the time I got
there and so I settled for parking on a street a block away.
Jamming my helmet and riding jacket in the front compartment that
dealerships billed as the ‘frunk”, because the storage area was in
the nose of the bike like a VW, I slung the strap of the tiny purse
I’d brought with me across my body. The evening was warm and on the
humid side as I walked. I could feel a hint of sweat under my
leather skirt. There were downsides to that choice of fabric. Oh
well, I was willing to sacrifice a certain measure of comfort for
style.

Entering the club, I could feel the pulse of
the bass line through the soles of my boots. The club was divide
into two sections, one that focused on food and booze, and a second
that was mostly just a dance floor. A heavy sound suppressing wall
in between meant that you could actual hold a conversation if you
wanted to. I sat at one of the elevated tables along one side and
ordered a glass of red wine while I perused the people in the room.
There were a number of obvious couples and a few groups. One
cluster of young women seemed to be a “girls’ night out” group. I
eyeballed the single guys, and mentally crossed a few off as
definitely not my type. That left some who might be worth flirting
with and a couple that might be worth a physical interaction.

I’m an alpha in the pack. Okay, so not “the”
alpha. That was a position reserved for a male. Yes, my eyes are
rolling. I may have been raised to accept pack interactions but
that didn’t mean I agreed with the uber male dominated politics.
Being an alpha meant my sex drive was high, and given my
personality and education, I didn’t do relationships very well. I
had a friends with benefits agreement with a high ranking male in
the pack. Luke and I scratched each others itch, and occasionally
went out for beer. That was about the extent of that interaction.
I’d tried betas. Most were annoying and needy. I’d dated human men,
without telling them my secret. Most of them were flat out
intimidated. Maybe one day I’d find someone who’d fit my needs.
Tonight, I just wanted sex.

I sipped my wine and people watched. The
scent of something vaguely familiar drifted by. It was hard to tell
exactly what it was that attracted my attention given all the
colognes and body lotion smells mixed with sweat and alcohol.

“I would have pegged you as a white wine
type.”

I turned to face… the P.A., Jamie Daniels. He
was wearing almost exactly the same thing he’d had on that
afternoon, dress slacks and a button down, but he’d ditched the tie
and rolled up his sleeves. I guessed that he’d come here straight
from work.

“Sometimes, but I also like the deep and full
taste of a good red,” I said.

“Do you mind if I join you?” He gestured
toward the stool on the opposite side of the small table.

“Go right ahead.”

Jamie sat, placing a high ball glass filled
with an inch of something amber on the table. His gaze roved down
the length of my body, taking in the mini-skirt, the boots and my
cleavage. “Do you live in the area or was that something you packed
for after work?”

I smiled. “I live in Gaithersburg. You?”

“Silver Spring. I’m not very big on the evil
commute idea. I pay too much for the apartment I’m in, but it only
takes me half an hour to get to work.”

“So what’s your poison?”

He looked a little sheepish. “Black Bush.
It’s one of the few whiskeys I like.”

“I’m not much of a whiskey fan either.”

“Did you come here for a drink or to
dance?”

“A little of both.”

“Do you dance?” I asked.

“Not especially well, but I do.”

I took a swallow of my wine. “I think I’m
going to enjoy the music. Care to join me?” My eyesight’s pretty
good. It looked like his pupils widened. More obviously though, he
smiled.

“I could do that.” He chugged back his
whiskey in two gulps. I finished about half my wine, and left the
rest. It was pretty mediocre stuff and I didn’t mind leaving the
rest of it behind.

We went through the doorway that separated
the bar side from the dance floor. The music was a throbbing pulse
that vibrated the floor and quite a number of people were dancing.
Jamie and I forged a path a ways into the crowd and began to dance.
I thought he danced pretty damn well, but then I was also enjoying
the fact we were off and on grinding against each other. Desire
hummed through my veins, a product of raging hormones and impending
full moon.

After a while, I was thirsty and I mimed the
actions of drinking to him, aiming a thumb back in the direction of
the bar. He nodded and held out a hand. We wormed our way out of
the mass of dancers and went out of the room. The noise level
dropped a few dozen decibels the moment the door shut.

“You want another glass of wine?” he asked,
half shouting.

“Actually, a beer. I could do with something
cold.”

“Do you have brand preference?”

“Heineken, because it’s the only brand here
I’m willing to drink.”

We went to the bar and he ordered two of
them. We leaned against the wall at the far end of the bar to
drink.

“More dancing after?” he asked.

I hesitated, torn between the fact I did
actually like dancing and the notion he might be up for something
more personal. “Maybe, but I’m not welded to the idea.”

“We could go elsewhere.”

Mmm, I liked that suggestion. I took a deep
breath through my nose. Out here away from the packed bodies, I
could smell hints of sweat and arousal on him, mixed with other
less obvious scents. “Two things,” I said. “First, I do actually
want to finish my beer. Second, bathroom stop before we leave.”

He smiled. “Okay.” Jamie reached out and
brushed a strand of hair off my cheek.

“Since you didn’t appear to be in the picture
last time I swung by Dr. Lamont’s office. How long have you been
working for him?”

“A grand total of two weeks.”

“Ah, you’re brand new.” I took a drink from
my beer.

“Yeah, well, you have to start
somewhere.”

“Is he keeping you busy?”

“Way too busy at times. I’m trying to learn
the ins and out of the patient records software on top of actually
seeing patients. It’s a pretty steep learning curve.”

We spent a little while talking about work
related topics before I excused myself off to the ladies room. I
took care of business and dawdled for a few minutes taking off
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