
  
    [image: Moonlight]
  


  
    
      Moonlight

      By My Light, Book 1

    

    
      
        Mac Flynn

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2017 by Mac Flynn

      All rights reserved.

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

      [image: ]

      Want to get an email when a new book is released?  Sign up here to join the Wolf Den, the online newsletter with a bite!

      [image: ]

      Wanting to find the rest of the series and check out some of my other books?  Hop over to my website for a peek!

    

  


  
    Contents


    
      
      

      
        
          Chapter 1

        

        
          Chapter 2

        

        
          Chapter 3

        

        
          Chapter 4

        

        
          Chapter 5

        

        
          Chapter 6

        

        
          Chapter 7

        

      

      
        
          Continue the adventure

        

        
          Other series by Mac Flynn

        

      

    

    

  








1










Some nights are just
like one another. The moon rises, sets, and another day begins.
Then there are other nights where things are different. The moon
rises, but the night never seems to end. Your world turns upside
down and things are never the same. That’s what happened to me one
ordinary night.

“And another day bites the dust,” Dakota
quipped.

The heels of our shoes clacked against the
linoleum floor of the office building. By my side was my best
friend Dakota, in front of us were the elevators that led to
freedom, and behind us was another week of work in the trash. Our
office was on the twentieth floor of the pit of hell. Who knew hell
was aboveground?

“And another rent due,” I added.

Dakota cringed. “It went up again, didn’t it?”

“It went up again.”

She sighed and shook her head. “You’ve really
gotta find another place to live. That ‘apartment’ is an
overpriced dump.”

“But at least the cockroaches are free,” I
pointed out.

She snorted. “You can always find the deal in
any scam.”

“I’m just that talented,” I teased.

“So what are your plans for this weekend? Going
out on the town?” she asked me.

I shook my head. “I haven’t figured out
anything yet.”

She grabbed my arm and stopped us. “Come on, Gwen.
You have to come out into the world some time, and don’t give me
that excuse that you can’t do a thing with your hair. You don’t
have to.”

Dakota was right. I’d be lying if I tried to make
an excuse about turning men into statues with my looks. I was
pretty, if I ever did anything with my looks. You know the kind.
Long, wild blond hair tied haphazardly behind their backs. A thin
but not narrow face. Nice enough body, but getting on the plump
side as I approached twenty-nine.

My twenty-five year old friend was more than a
little plump, but her bubbly personality made everyone forget
everything about her except her raven-black hair and her infectious
laugh.

I shrugged and walked on towards the elevators. We
were in the midst of the Great Daily Migration out of the office,
and to stop for very long was to risk being trampled. “I guess I’m
just too much of a loner.”

“A lone wolf has to settle down some time,” my
friend pointed out.

I playfully punched her in the arm. “Maybe when
she’s found the right mate.”

“Someone say mate?” a voice spoke up. A man
emerged from the depths of his cubicle and leaned against the
entrance. He was a little over six feet tall with sandy blond hair
that fell perfectly over his handsome face. His auburn eyes
twinkled with mischief.

Dakota steered us out of the wave of humanity and
into the doorway of the cubicle. “Gwen here is looking for a mate,”
she told him as her own mischievous eyes flickered between us. I
had to admit I blushed whenever Lance looked at me. He was the only
person who could disarm my cute-guy security system. “Know of
anyone she can take on a date?” I glared at my friend.

“Well, I’m available this weekend,” he
offered.

I stepped behind my friend and pushed her towards
the elevator. “I’m sorry, I’ve got plans.”

Dakota glanced over her shoulder and glared at me.
“Are you nuts? He’s cute and into you! What kind of plans can be
more exciting than snogging with him all weekend?”

“I’d rather settle down on my couch for a long
weekend of watching TV,” I told her.

Dakota rolled her eyes. “Again? Why don’t you go
out with me and some of the girls? It’ll be fun, and if you don’t
want Mr. Perfect there then you might meet a new guy who can give
you some old-fashioned love.”

“The only new acquaintance I’m meeting is an
unopened tub of ice cream,” I quipped.

My friend scowled at me and looked me up and down.
“You know I hate you, don’t you?”

“No, why?” I asked her as we stepped into the
elevator.

“There’s nobody else I know who can scarf down as
much food as you and still have your figure,” she explained.

I shrugged. “It’s a gift.”

“One day I’m going to curse you, and then you’ll
be sorry,” she warned me.

I laughed. “Curse me with what?”

“With-well, with acne, and a chubby belly, and
maybe a cute guy you can’t have but want badly enough to tackle him
in an elevator and-” I clapped my hand over her mouth.

We weren’t alone in the elevator, and the other
people were staring. The place was standing room-only. Not that
anyone was encouraged to sit down, but you get the idea. We were
packed tighter than a can of clams, or a clown car on a weekend
full of kids’ birthdays.

Dakota got my hand off her mouth and glared at me.
“I need to breathe through my face.”

“But that shade of blue was very becoming,” I
teased.

“Ha-ha,” she retorted.

The elevator doors opened to the busy, open lobby
of our office building. We worked in one of the smaller financial
companies in a large city inhabited by ten million miserable
people, all crowded together trying to making a living by not
dying. Crime was up, hope was down, and home was a precarious walk
in-between them.

“But seriously, are you coming or not?” she asked
me as we stepped out.

I sighed. “I guess I-” My eyes caught on something
strange along the right-hand wall.

The lobby had a few metal benches along the walls,
and one of those was occupied by a threesome of women who were
obviously triplets. The triplets were about twenty-five and sat
close together so their hips touched. They wore matching gray
business shirts, the kind with shoulder pads that could poke out an
eye, and stiff skirts that ended just below the imagination. Their
eyes were a strange gray hue, like the color of ash, and all three
pairs of [...]
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