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Blurb & Content Warning





Home is where the heart is… or in Reggie’s case, home is where her mate is. 

Reggie is ecstatic to finally head home after two years away on a research fellowship. All she wants is some good food, much needed pack time, and space for her inner wolf to run. 

Except fate has something even more exciting planned for her return. 

The last thing Reggie expected to see is the shy vampire waiting to pick her up and bring her home. But one sniff tells her something much more intriguing. 

This vampire is her mate.

From awkward first impressions to a night under the firework lit sky, Reggie is determined to unleash her mate’s wild side and show him what it means to be mated to a bayou shifter. 

 

Fireworks in the Bayou is a sweet and spicy paranormal erotic short story centered around the Fourth of July. 

Content warning include explicit sex scenes and crude language. 












  
  

Chapter One


Reggie





“Operation Home Bound is a go,” Reggie squealed as the transmitter on her watch pinged. She had T-Minus six hours to get everything in her small dorm packed and ready to go. Then she would be heading home for good. 

The wolf inside of her stirred and growled in her mind. “Good, I don’t like this planet. No good running spots.”

Reggie rolled her eyes and muttered, “There are perfectly good running spots. You’re just being picky.”

“They aren’t home.”

Reggie sighed. Now that was the understatement of the year. Or really, the last two years. She stepped over her half-packed travel bags and pulled back the curtain to the only window in her room. 

Reggie’s dorm was part of a bigger living complex set up to house the researchers, security, and honestly everyone living on this small planet she called home for the past couple of years. The lilac-colored sky was darkening, silver stars starting to shine as they made their nightly assent. The moon was absent tonight, and her wolf huffed in disgust. 

“Oh, come on, you can admit it is gorgeous here,” Reggie whispered as she took in the dark green rolling planes, with the spattering of shimmering gold and red flowers.

“Not home. Not the bayou. Hate flat lifeless lands,” her wolf grumbled and flexed her large paws in her mind. 

This time, Reggie scoffed. “Lifeless? This planet is teaming with life. Just last week you were chasing the sea birds down at the beach.”

“Doesn’t count. We need to go home. It’s time.”

“We still have six hours until our flight, and I still need to pack.”

“Leave it. It’s just stuff. Let’s go now.”

Reggie snorted and shook her head. “No. We are not leaving everything behind. And we can’t leave any earlier. Why are you in such a rush?”

“Just want to go home. Miss the pack. Family. And…”

Her wolf paused, and Reggie frowned. It wasn’t like her wolf to hold back on speaking her mind. “And what?”

“I can feel it. The pull, the need. A never-ending ache in our bones. Our other half is calling.”

Reggie dropped the shirt she had just picked up to put into her luggage. Her mouth went dry, mind spinning. “Are… are you saying what I think you are saying?”

Her wolf snorted and pawed at her mind. “Yes, our mate awaits on Earth. At home, in the bayou. Let us go claim them.”

Reggie squealed in excitement, prancing across her room. Finding one’s mate was a rite of passage among shifters. It didn’t matter that she was twenty-six and had masters in Botany and Plant Pathology. It didn’t matter that they picked her out of thousands of applicants to go into space and intern with a prestigious research team on a newly found planet. To a shifter, the rite of passage into adulthood was when you found your true mate. Your other half. Sure, the pack and her parents were proud of everything she had accomplished, but they would be beyond ecstatic to know she had also found her mate. 

Well… almost found her mate. She just had to get back to Earth and Louisiana first… then sniff them out. But she trusted her wolf. And if she was telling Reggie their mate was there, then she believed her. 

She glanced around her dorm room once more and got to work, throwing everything she could into her travel luggage. She couldn’t wait to get home and chase down her mate. 


      [image: ]“I swear I have the permit… somewhere…” Reggie mumbled as she stood at the unloading port back to Earth. She was digging around in her backpack, looking for the permit to get back home with her so-called contraband. They only labeled it contraband because she had yet to show her permit to the witch at the gate. 

She smiled sheepishly at the male witch before her. He looked bored and slightly annoyed. Reggie’s wolf growled in her head, pacing back and forth. “Leave it. We will get more later. We are almost home. I want to feel the bayou under our paws. I want to drown myself in its scent and then I want to find our mate.”

“I’m not leaving the fireworks. These are special and don’t leave any chemical residue and …” Reggie mumbled out loud before realizing it. She wasn’t at the research facility anymore and surrounded by nothingness. She had gotten into the habit of speaking to her wolf out loud to combat the loneliness of not having other shifters around. But she didn’t need to do that anymore. She ignored the stare the witch was giving her, suddenly interested now that she was talking to herself. “Sorry, my wolf was pestering me.”

She got a ‘humph’ in response, and Reggie almost gave up searching for the permit, when her fingers felt something at the bottom of the pack. She pulled out the crumpled permit, allowing her the special fireworks produced on the merchant planet she had a layover on a few hours ago. They were special, just like she told her wolf, and not only did they not pollute the planet, but they also repopulated certain vegetation into the surrounding areas. She had put in the request a few weeks ago, when she found out the research grant was ending for the season. It also worked out perfectly that her homecoming would fall on the old American holiday of Fourth of July. She knew the pack loved any reason to celebrate and this would just add to the festivities of her finally coming back home. 

Her cheeky grin spread across her face as she handed the permit to the grumpy gate witch. He scrutinized the permit within an inch of its life, but in the end waved her through. Reggie grabbed the fireworks package and stepped into the shimmering gate. She and her wolf sighed at the same time as the loudness of the Earth port greeted them, the smells of fast foods and coffee assaulting their nose. It was good to be finally home. 

Another smell hit her, and Reggie almost tripped. It was a scent she had never smelled before, but she knew what that intoxicating and heady brew represented. Her mate was here. In the fucking Louisiana Earth port, of all places. Her wolf had been right. Her mate was waiting for them here at home. So close to the bayou. 

Her wolf in question rose to the forefront of their mind. “Of course, I was right. Now let’s find and claim them before they escape.”

Reggie turned in a frantic circle, sniffing like a madwoman, trying to lock down the scent again. It hit her, closer now, and she followed it to the left, toward the exit of the port. She scampered around the crowds, ran down the stairs and skidded to a halt in the middle of the large lobby and pick up center. She scanned the crowd and her eyes finally fell upon them. 
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