

[image: Cover]



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Shimmering Jasmine

Book Six of the NOLA Shifter Series

 

 

Angel Nyx

 

 

 

Bayou Queen Publishing

 

 


 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, organizations, places, events, and incidences are either products of the author's imagination or used fictitiously.

 

Copyright ©2023 by Angel Nyx. All rights reserved.

 

No part of this book may be reproduced, or stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without the express written permission of the publisher.

 

Published by Bayou Queen Publishing

 

Cover design by Najla Qamber Designs

 

AI Disclaimer: This book does not contain any elements of AI content. All art was designed by real artists, and all of the words were written by the author.

 

 


Foreword


[image: ]



 

The NOLA Shifters Series is set in the Louisiana Bayou. Many of the characters you will meet are Cajun. Their speech patterns reflect this. Too often, authors are leery of using a dialect that is specific to an area or to a group of people. I feel it would be an insult to anyone who is Cajun for me to make my characters Cajun while having them speak perfect English. I hope you enjoy this little glimpse into their world!
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  Prologue

  Talia
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Men. They were the bane of her existence. Talia Shaw had officially sworn off the opposite sex. She'd given it the old college try but she was damn tired of being screwed over by them. The first was Toby, her high school sweetheart. Not a month after graduation she caught him getting his dick wet in another girl, so she dropped his ass. Then there was Andrew. They met at a party thrown by a mutual friend. He was a sweet talker and he'd said all the right things, except for the most important thing. The bastard was married. She'd been ready to chop his balls off when she found out but she settled for giving his wife all the evidence she needed to take him to the cleaners in court. Then she met Cal. He swept her off her feet. They had a whirlwind courtship, he was a fellow shifter, which was awesome because it meant she could share that part of herself with him, and when he proposed she accepted because she thought they were in love. Boy was she wrong. Six months after they said 'I do' a little blonde moved into town, and into the bear clan, and lo and behold she was Cal's mate. His affections shifted from his wife to the interloper faster than you could say Beelzebub. Ending their marriage was the only option available to them or else he'd end up being a cheating bastard.

She remembered the day it all went to hell just like it was yesterday.
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“I’ll meet you at Minnie’s for lunch, babe,” Cal said over the phone. His office was a block from the diner they frequented. Okay Minnie’s was the only diner in town, but still.

“See you in ten. I’m just finishing with this carburetor, then I’ll wash up and meet you there.” She loved helping out at her father's garage. It was her passion.

As promised, ten minutes later she sauntered in and went to kiss her husband. The door to the diner opened and a petite blonde entered. Talia tensed. The scent of bear shifter clung to the newcomer.

“Excuse me? I was wondering if there was an inn or motel in town? I’m new here and I kind of need a place to stay until I can find something more permanent,” the woman said to the waitress behind the register.

“Two blocks over you’ll find The Cloverleaf. It’s not the Ritz, but it’s clean,” Emily, the waitress, told her. “Why don’t you grab a table and get something to eat first? Check in’s not for another hour.”

“Oh. Thank you. I’m Claire Daniels,” the woman said in introduction before taking an empty table in the corner.

It was Cal’s reaction, however, that troubled her. He tensed and a growl trickled from him. “What’s wrong?”

“Not here. Lunch has to wait. We need to talk. Now.” He all but dragged her out of the diner and down the block to his office.

“Cal? What the fuck is wrong with you? You’re acting crazy.” She watched as he rubbed his brow then ran his hands through his hair.

“Talia, you know I love you, right? I wouldn’t have married you otherwise.”

“Now you’re starting to scare me. Just tell me what’s going on.”

“I’m sorry, Talia. That woman, Claire...she’s my mate.”

Her word fell apart right there. She had two choices; stay married and watch him cheat on her, or let him go so he and his mate could be together. As hard as it would be, she knew she really only had one choice. “I release you, Cal. I hope you two will be happy together.”
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After the divorce was finalized, Cal and his mate wasted no time getting married and having babies. Talia was a bit disgusted by it but whatever. She decided she needed a change of environment. She had a skill set that would help her damn near anywhere she went, one that surprised a lot of people because it wasn't common for a woman. She was a mechanic and a damn good one at that. Her father had his own garage and because she showed an interest from an early age, he taught Talia everything he knew. She was a better mechanic than any of her three older brothers, a fact she loved to rub their noses in whenever she got the chance.

Back to her needing a change of environment. Since she wasn't sure where she wanted to go, she decided to let fate guide her. She tacked a map of the US onto a cork board, grabbed a dart, closed her eyes, and let it fly. She decided wherever it landed on the map, that was where she would head. When she opened her eyes and saw where the dart landed she arched a brow. Well, hell, she'd always wanted to check out Mardis Gras, looked like she was going to get to do that a lot since the dart landed just outside of New Orleans. “Look out, Big Easy, here I come,” she said with a grin. This was going to be one hell of an adventure. Now to tell her family she was leaving.
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Talia walked into the garage where her father was laying under a '72 Mustang working on its brake line. "Hey, Pops, I need to talk to you."

"I'm just about done here." A few minutes later he slid out from under it. "What's on your mind?"

She took a deep breath, held it, and let it out slowly. "I'm leaving. I can't stay here and see them every day. It's too painful."

"I wondered when you'd make that choice. Don't look so surprised. I'm not blind, girl. Anyone can see the pain in your eyes whenever they're around."

"It's not fair, though. I shouldn't have to be the one to uproot my life all because Little Miss Claire decided Brantley was where she wanted to live."

"Fair or not, you do what you need for yourself. You know I'll support you no matter what."

She blinked back tears. "Thanks, Pops. I doubt Garrett, Brody, and Seth will agree."

"Doubt we'll agree to what?" came Garrett's voice from the open bay door leading into the garage. Garrett was the oldest and had always been overprotective.

"I'm leaving Brantley." She held up her hand before he could speak. "I've been thinking about it ever since the divorce. Cal and Claire aren't going to move, and I can't stand to see them together, so to save my sanity I'm moving."

"I wish you didn't have to go, Sis."

"Yeah, well, if wishes were pennies I'd be rich right now."

"Have you decided where you're going to go?" her father asked.

"New Orleans. I know, it's hot as fuck and the territory is split between two groups, but from what I've heard, the Ghostpoint Pack accepts anyone. I won't be clanless."

"That's a what, 2-3 day drive with stops? If you need us, I can make it in a day. You just say the word, Sis, and we'll be there. Got me?" Garrett countered.

"Here I am moving four states away and you're still trying to protect me," she replied with a laugh.

"I'm your big brother. That's what I do. Don't worry about Brody and Seth, I'll fill them in. By the way, Pops, that part you ordered for the '69 Camaro came in. It's in your office," he added and left.

Talia turned to leave when her father stopped her. "I'm proud of you. Remember that," he said and hugged her. She had to wipe tears from her eyes. "Thanks Pops. That means a lot."
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A week later, she had a U-Haul loaded up with everything she owned, including her cherry red and chrome vintage Indian motorcycle, ready to go. "Drive carefully, and let me know when you get there."

"I will, Pops. I love you." She hugged her father and then her brothers.

"Take care of yourself, Shortstack," Brody, who was the tallest at 6'5", said after hugging her. He towered over her 5'2" frame by more than a foot.

"I'm not going to miss being called that all the time," she said with a teary laugh. After a few more goodbyes she was off. Destination, New Orleans, and whatever surprises the city might have for her.
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The sun was setting over Lake Pontchartrain, reflecting on the water, by the time she reached New Orleans. She was on day three of driving and was beyond ready to be done with it. Thank the Goddess she already had an apartment lined up. Now all she needed was a few strong guys to help her unpack the bigger items. Like her bed.

First, she needed food. She pulled into the parking lot of a restaurant when a 1969 Plymouth Baracuda caught her eye. The guy leaning against it wasn't bad on the eyes either. She parked, hopped out of the U-Haul, and sauntered over. "Now that is a thing of beauty. Does she sound as good as she looks?"

The guy cocked a brow at her. As soon as she was close enough to catch his scent she knew she was in deep shit. Not only was he a bear, he was her mate.

"You tell me, Sweetcheeks," he replied before he slid in behind the wheel and turned the key.

The engine roared to life and Talia leaned forward, placing her hands on the hood. "Listen to her purr. I think I just creamed my panties."

The car shut off and he climbed out. She noted the hint of gray in the scruff on his chin and wondered how old he was. She also wondered what that scruff would feel like between her thighs. Get a grip, Talia, you swore off men, remember?

"Woman, you can't
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