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This book contains erotic fiction with graphic sex with shapeshifters, and contains some gory scenes, and is intended for mature readers only.

Our first collaboration was the five-part series, “Eli”, which won the Silver Award in Erotica at the 2024 IPPY Awards.  The writing process was amazingly seamless, and this time was more of the same.

While “The Ethical Werewolf Society” is a completely different tale than “Eli”, it is written with the same level of care, detail and heat.  Halloween is a favorite holiday of ours, and we hope you enjoy our twisted take on werewolf lore.

Our sincere and devoted thanks go to Thomas Antonson for his editing acumen and his uncanny ability to understand which word we really meant to use.

Many thanks for book cover assistance to:  Thomas Antonson, rubbug, servicepet, sizeerrorprojection, Jessie Spectre, and toymax.

Please visit B.J.’s website:  bjfrazier.com  Sign up for her newsletter to get a *Free Book* and receive special offers.

We know there are a lot of books for sale, and we thank you for choosing ours.

Happy reading,

~B.J. and Jessie

Severe Content Warning:  B.J. Frazier Publication books contain *plots* and *well-developed characters*

Enjoy!
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“The Ethical Werewolf Society”
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The bar was pretty empty, even for a week night.  A group of young guys who’d come straight from work, still wearing their branded overalls from the local garage, sat around two tables pushed together.  Four different couples occupied the booths; one pair broke their intimate conversation to look anxiously at the door every time someone walked in.

The most recent arrival was a young woman.  She didn’t look right or left, she made a beeline to the liquor.

She was striking yet anonymous.  She wore a tan, faux-leather jacket over a Yankees T-shirt, which was tied just above the belly button to hide the fact that it was two sizes too big.  Completing her look was a short, denim skirt revealing shiny, recently shaven legs, and pair of newish, grey-blue sneakers; clean enough to look smart but scuffed enough to show they’d covered a few miles of sidewalk.  Dark, wavy hair hung loose on her shoulders and her makeup showed effort without requesting interest.

She had pale skin but her blue eyes seemed to glow with an inner light, perhaps because they were framed by eyebrows as dark as her hair.

She hopped onto a barstool, rested her elbows on the counter and smiled at the female bartender, resting her chin on her cupped hands.

“Bourbon on the rocks, please.”

“Sure.”  Even that one word revealed a strong Eastern European accent.

The bartender, fair haired and possibly a couple of years older than the newcomer, poured the drink.  She almost suppressed a half-smile when her customer took one sip and screwed up her face.

“Ugh!  That is fucking disgusting!”  The young woman pushed the glass away.  “All my life, I’ve watched American TV shows where someone walks into a bar and orders one of those, and I’ve wanted to do it.  But it turned out to be a mixture of mouthwash and petrol.”

“This pretty shit brand,” the bartender laughed.

“Why did you give it to me, then?”

“This pretty shit bar, that why.”  The bartender poured a glass of white wine.  “Drink this.  Take taste away.  On—how you say?—the house.”

“Thanks.”  The girl sipped the wine and blinked several times.  “I think.”

Again, the woman behind the bar laughed.  “Yeah, well, it pretty shit wine, too.  I like you. You funny.  You say petrol not gas.  You British?”

‘Northern Ireland, but four years in London and three in New York gets rid of a lot of the accent.  How about you?  Poland?”

“Close enough.  I don’t talk about it.”

“Fair enough.”  The woman on the barstool seemed a little crestfallen by the reply.

“Hey.  Don’t be so sad.”  The bartender smiled.  “My name Lupa.  What you called?”

“I’m Susi.”  Susi took a large gulp of her wine and looked around the bar.  “You’re right, this is a shit place.”

“Why come here, then?”

“Because it’s close to my shit apartment, which I don’t want to go back to because my doubly shit boyfriend, Sean, went back to his office, busy getting ready for a meeting; yet another fucking opportunity to climb the fucking corporate fucking ladder.”

“Sorry to hear that.”

Susi drained her glass and tapped on the bar to ask for another.  “Don’t be.  He’s a wanker.”  She sighed.  “I don’t mean that, not really.  He’s just so fucking...”

“Boring?”

“Irritating.  I mean, he’s a junior lawyer and he’s already making waves.  He’s gonna make millions, probably.  But he’s a pathetic beta boy underneath his shiny new suit.”  Again, Susi drained her glass and this time held it out for a refill.  “I mean, you’d think he was the girl in our relationship.  He’s all about watching a fucking movie that’s so full of romantic shite I wanna puke.  Then it’s making love.”  She stuck a finger in her open mouth to feign vomiting.  “I mean, sometimes, just sometimes, don’t you just want a good, hard, merciless fuck from a real man, and then order a pizza which you don’t finish cuz he’s already fucking you again?”

“I not patient enough to let simple male take initiative.  They too slow and too dumb,” Lupa laughed.  She filled the wine glass.  “Go easy on this.  It shit but it strong.”

“I’ll be all right.  I’m Irish, remember?”

Lupa didn’t respond.  She had turned her attention to a wasted mechanic who had walked up to the bar.  At least six-foot tall, he was maybe late thirties, with a shaved head and a heavy stubble with a hint of grey.

“Another round of beers, babe,” he drawled.  He turned his attention to Susi’s profile as she sat staring at the optics behind the bar, blatantly ignoring him.  “Wanna come and sit with us, darlin’?”

Susi raised an eyebrow but didn’t bother looking around.  “No.  I’m not in the mood.”

“Come on, don’t be like that.”  The man placed his hand on Susi’s thigh.  “I heard what you were saying.  I can give you what you want.”

Susi laughed into her wineglass and continued avoiding eye contact.  “What I want is for you to take your sweaty hand off my leg.  I told you I’m not in the mood and you didn’t ask.  Five.”

“What?”

“Four.  You’re still touching me.”

“You saying you’re not interested in a real man?”

“Three.  Real men ask first and real men generally have dicks big enough to touch both sides of a woman’s cunt at the same time.”

The other mechanics, who were very tuned in to the events at the bar, laughed.  “Leave her alone, Cueball.  She’s out of your league.”

“After what she just said?”  Cueball’s eyes were full of rage and his spit sprayed Susi’s cheek.

Susi remained staring into her glass.  “Two.  Listen to your friends.  I’m out of your league.  Fuck off and leave me alone.  Go find some Chihuahua in your league, and stick your tiny dick up its arse.  You never know, it might feel something.”

The guy’s face burned bright red.  His hand squeezed Susi’s thigh until it hurt.  But she didn’t let it show.

Lupa grabbed his arm.  “Get out now, or I call boss and he ban you!”

“No!  I want an apology from this little bitch, and I’m getting it one way or another.”

Susi sighed.  “One.  You’re right.  I am a bitch and I do owe you an apology for saying you have a tiny dick.  My daddy always told me not to make fun of people’s physical imperfections.”

“Fuck me, I’m gonna rearrange that pretty face of yours and then I’m gonna—”

Susi spun around and glared at him with bestial ferocity.

“Zero!  I said I wanted a real man, not a nasty little eavesdropper with a dick like a maggot.  Listen to me, fuckwit.  You heard me say my boyfriend’s a lawyer?  Well, newsflash, did it occur to you that I might be one, too, and a fucking good one, at that?  I think you’ve already said and done enough for me to own your house, your car, and anything else you have of value.”  She jabbed a finger at the embroidered logo on his overalls.  “And, if your friends don’t get you the fuck out of this place right now, I’m gonna own that garage, and you’ll all be working for me for the rest of your lives, though you personally might get to do some jail time first.”

“Shit!” one of the other mechanics shouted.  “Let’s get him out of here.”

The overall’d group moved as one, grabbing Susi’s assailant and hauling him from the bar.

“I’m gonna fucking destroy that little cun—” were the last words Susi and Lupa could hear as the door swung closed.

“People don’t learn,” Susi sighed, holding up her glass for yet another refill.

One mechanic, an older man, returned, looking sheepish.  He approached the bar.

“Look, ma’am, I’m sorry for my buddy.  He’s had a few too many and—”

“Being drunk isn’t an excuse,” Susi snapped.

“No, but I guess... well, how can I put it right?  Can I buy you a drink?”

“I can buy my own.  And you think him assaulting me is fair trade for a glass of shit wine?”

“What, then?”

“Tell your boss to fire him, and we’ll call it even.”

“Fire him?  Fuck, lady, my boss is a good guy and he probably would fire Cueball—I mean Billy—for what he just did, if I told him, but—”

“You’re not gonna tell him?”

“Well.  Billy’s got kids and... well... isn’t there an alternative?”

“There is, but you might not like it.”

“What is it?”

“You saw which hand he touched my leg with?”

“Yeah, sure.”

“I want you and your buddies to hold him down while you break every one of the fingers on that hand.”

“What the fuck.  I can’t—”

“I’m going to send someone anonymously over to your garage tomorrow with orders to look for a mechanic who can’t work because his hand is in bandages.  If they tell me yes, I’ll drop the whole thing.”

“But—what kind of a lawyer asks for something like that?”

“A fucking good one.  Fired or fingerless.  You decide.  Good night.”

Susi turned her back to him and sipped her wine.  Eventually the man shrugged and walked out.

“That was incredible,” Lupa said.  “I mean, brutal, but... I never saw anything like it.”

“Nor me,” Susi laughed.  “I’m not sure where I get it from.”

“Your parents?”

“Nah.  My daddy was a good man but he worked like a dog until he dropped dead when I was a little girl.  Mama was a stupid bitch who didn’t teach me anything because she was too busy getting laid by any man who showed her some attention.”  Susi clunked her empty glass down.  “I think it’s this shit wine making me a mean drunk.”
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