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Foreword

 

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!


Author's Note

 

 

While each book is a stand alone, books one and two run congruent with each other. As a result, there are scenes that only loosely take place in the first book that are more in depth in this, the second book. The remainder of the series is not so closely intertwined.
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   Prologue

   Emelise
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At the tender age of ten, Emelise learned a very hard, very painful life lesson. Never depend on a man to provide for you. Her mother had met Sean Scotsdale when Eme was four and they’d quickly moved in together. He became the father she wanted but didn’t have. Emelise, as young as she was, believed he would be there forever. The day he packed his things and left was the worst day of her young life. 

“I know it hurts, sweetie; it hurts me too, but we’ll be okay. We’re strong; we can get through dis. We don’t need a man to take care of us,” Adelaide said as she rocked her daughter. Sean would be the second, and last, man she allowed into her life. From that day on she devoted herself solely to raising her daughter to be a strong, independent woman.

Fifteen years later that strength would be the only thing that would get Emelise through the worst event of her life.
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Emelise looked at the clock and sighed. Her mother was still out. You’d think it would be the other way around—she would be the one out and her mother would be watching the time—but Adelaide had needed a night out with her friends and went out while her daughter was at work. It was late now though. The jazz club Emelise worked at had closed at one; it was almost three in the morning, and Eme had expected her mother to be home before now. The sound of a car pulling up outside reached her and she frowned. She knew what her mother’s car sounded like and it wasn’t the one that pulled up outside their home. Before she made it out of her bedroom, there was a knock at the front door and her frown deepened. When she opened the door and found a police officer standing on the other side, she grew concerned. “Can I help you, Officer?”

“Sorry to disturb you at such a late hour, Miss. Do you know an Adelaide Rousseau?” 

“Yes, she’s my mother. Oh gods, don’t tell me she got herself arrested or something.” The instant she said it she knew that couldn’t be why the officer was there because if her mother was arrested she’d be getting a call to bail her out.

“I’m sorry, Miss Rousseau, but there has been an accident. Your mother is being transported to St. Joseph’s Hospital and Medical Center’s trauma center.”

Emelise felt her entire world stop with those words. “Oh gods,” she whispered. “What…what happened?”

“Another car crossed the median and hit her head-on. Do you have someone you can call to drive you to the hospital?”

She shook her head. “No. It’s just me and my mother.” She was shaking but she forced herself to stand tall, or as tall as her 5’4” would allow. “Thank you, Officer, for telling me. I need to go; I need to get to her.”

“I’m very sorry to have to deliver such bad news. I’ll give you a police escort to the hospital.” 

She nodded and went to grab her purse. She locked the door behind her and drove her car on autopilot because she didn’t even remember the drive itself. She was glad the officer hadn’t realized just how shaken up she was. She rushed into the ER and approached the desk. “My mother was brought in by ambulance, Adelaide Rousseau,” she said and tried to not snap at the receptionist to hurry up while she looked her up on the computer.

“Miss, your mother is in surgery; someone will come get you when they can.”

Emelise was staring at the doors leading into the back of the ER when she was finally approached. “Miss Rousseau?” She knew. When she looked up and saw the doctor’s eyes, she knew what he was going to say. “She’s gone, isn’t she?” Tears fell as the doctor explained they’d done all they could but there was too much damage and they’d lost her on the operating table. Emelise barely heard him. There was paperwork she had to sign, and then a bag was handed to her. Inside it was her mother’s purse, her phone, and what jewelry she’d been wearing at the time of the accident. 
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During the three weeks it took for Emelise to get all of her mother’s affairs in order, go through things, and get rid of what she didn’t need, pack what she wanted to keep, and get the house listed for sale, Emelise had made a decision. She’d wanted to open her own night club and her original plan was to do so right there in Phoenix. Now that she had other options, she knew where she wanted to be. It made little sense, this driving need to go to New Orleans when her mother was so sure she wouldn’t be welcome there, but she couldn’t ignore the way she felt. She had to go to New Orleans. 

She’d scanned properties that were for sale, made some calls, got some photos of several potential spots that were in fairly high volume areas of the city, and made arrangements to meet with the Realtor to look at the one that caught her eye the most. She knew from what the Realtor said about it that the place was a bar, until the owner died several years ago and it had been sitting empty and untouched since then. It already had the bare bones of what she would need even if it did need a good cleaning and possibly a complete overhaul of the interior. It was the one. She was sure of it. 

Emelise took one last look around the house she’d grown up in before she stepped out and closed the door behind her. She handed the keys over to the Realtor who would handle the sale for her, and took a deep breath of morning air. It wasn’t too hot yet. By early afternoon the sun would be scorching the sidewalks, but she would be well on her way to New Orleans by then. Of course, she’d be driving right into more heat, this time coupled with humidity. She wasn’t sure how much different that was going to be from the dry heat of the desert, but she’d adjust even if it took a while to get used to it. 

She felt a little trepidation as she made her way to her car, but she chalked it up to being nervous about starting a new chapter in her life in a new city. She knew anything could happen, but at least she was going to a city where she knew at least one person. Her best friend, Lily, lived in New Orleans so she wasn’t going to be completely alone. 

It was strange, really. One would think that having grown up there in Phoenix, she would have a large group of friends, people she would really miss when she left, but she’d never been that close to any of the girls she’d gone to school with. Having to keep the fact she was a leopard shifter from them had made getting close to any of them a bit difficult. How could you be close and share secrets if you had to keep the biggest secret of all? There was only one person she was really going to miss, a fellow shifter and coworker at the club she’d worked at, but they would keep in touch.

She slid her sunglasses on as she slipped into her car, turned the radio up, and she was on her way. She was both excited and nervous about what the future might hold for her, but she sure as fuck was going to meet it head on. She was no shrinking violet, she wasn’t a wallflower, she wasn’t going to let a little uncertainty stand in her way or change her mind. She would chase her dreams and, by Goddess, she would succeed because failure wasn’t an option.

Emelise drove out of Phoenix with a light heart. Yes, she missed her mother—she would always miss her—but letting her grief bog her down wouldn’t do her any good. She would live her life and keep her mother’s memory alive. She knew her mother wouldn’t want her to wallow in misery day after day just because she was no longer here. “Look out, New Orleans, here I come,” she said as she left the town of her birth behind her.
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It was a little over twenty-one hours to New Orleans from Phoenix, but because she did a little sightseeing along the way, it took Emelise twice as long to get there. Her first view of the city was as the sun was setting. The red, gold, and orange sunset, reflecting off the waters of Lake Pontchartrain as she neared New Orleans, was breathtaking, and even at a distance the city seemed to be filled with life. She’d been exhausted from the drive, but now that she was there, titillation thrilled through her, and once she checked into the hotel she’d booked ahead of her arrival, she found herself wandering the streets. 

While she wandered, she thought about all she had to do, starting the following day. She needed to meet with the Realtor to look at the old bar and sign the paperwork, because, really, she’d already made her decision without seeing it physically, start looking for an apartment, catch up with her best friend, oh, and then there was the whole ‘being in the Black Water Pard’s territory uninvited’. On the bright side, she was a leopard, and her mother had been a part of the pard before she’d taken off, so getting the Alpha to let her stay probably wouldn’t be too difficult. On the downside, she had no idea who the Alpha was or how to contact him, but she was hoping Lily did. She was a wolf in their territory; she had to have met the Alpha at least once, right?


  Chapter One

   Emelise
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“It’s perfect.” Emelise turned to the Realtor. “I know, it’s going to need a lot of work—I can see that already—but it’s still perfect. It has the bare bones essentials for a club; it’s even got a raised platform for the stage. I might be petite, but I’m not one of those dainty little things who is afraid to get her hands dirty,” she added at the look the man gave her.

“Are you sure about this, Miss Rousseau? I have a couple more properties that are in better condition.”

“Were they bars?” She waited for his response, which came in the form of a shaking of his head and a quick ‘No ma’am’.

“No? Then yes, I’m sure. It would cost more to completely change everything than it will to upgrade this one and get it cleaned up.”

“Well then, if you’re sure, as you requested, I brought the paperwork with me. We can get it signed and the building is all yours.”

Eme felt like she was signing her life away, but once everything was signed and the keys were in her hand, she couldn’t help but squeal with delight. It was hers! She was one step closer to her ultimate dream. Okay, her second ultimate dream. Like every other shifter, she also dreamed of one day meeting ‘The One’, the one person who was her other half, the one shifter who would complete her. Not that she needed a man to be happy or complete—hell no—but it might be nice to fall asleep in a man’s arms and know he’d be there if she needed him. “Bah, get over yourself, girl; you’ve got more important things to worry about than finding a man. Like meeting the local Alpha and rubbing it in your grandparents’ faces that your mother did just fine without their help, and you’re proof of that.” She walked through the building and took mental stock of all she would have to do. 

The entire second floor was set up in a way that, if she’d wanted to, she could turn the space into rooms and rent them out, but she was considering turning it into her own massive apartment. She’d think on that and make a decision later. For now she had calls to make. She had to get an electrician in to check the wiring and tell her what it would cost to get it up to code; she had the building inspector coming in half an hour to tell her the same thing—sure, the Realtor had inspected the place prior to listing it but Eme wanted to cover all her bases. Then she had to compile a list of brewery delivery companies in the area and find a master woodworker to restore the woodwork to its original glory. So much to do, so little time to do it. 

While she waited for the building inspector to arrive, she sat down with her laptop and began a search of the best places to get local brews as well as liquor. She was awaiting her liquor license; she’d applied for it prior to talking with the Realtor face to face, and she hoped to have it in hand by the time she needed to start stocking the shelves. One of the benefits to having worked in a jazz club back in Phoenix was that she’d managed to network some contacts and already had a few musicians lined up to possibly be part of the entertainment for the club. She wanted to give local talent a chance as well because, let’s face it, New Orleans was filled with musicians of every kind, but especially jazz. She would no doubt have a list of potentials by the time she opened the doors.

When the building inspector arrived, she followed him as he moved through the building, checking everything from the floor to the ceiling. As he made notes, she began to get nervous and chewed worriedly on her bottom lip. 

“Well, Miss Rousseau, you seem to have lucked out. You’ll have to get an electrician in here to rewire some of the outlets and replace the fuse box to update it to code, but overall, your inspection passed. I will have to come back before you open to check everything one final time, but as it stands, once you get the work done, you’ll be good to go.”

Emelise flashed him a grin. “Thank you so much. You’re awesome,” she said as she walked him to the door.

“Just doing my job, ma’am. Welcome to New Orleans and good luck with your venture,” he said before he left.

Once he was gone, Emelise spun around with her arms spread wide. She had such visions for the club. The walls were bare brick, and she contemplated covering them with drywall and paint, but if she was honest with herself, she loved the rustic look of the brick. It needed a good cleaning and possibly some sections of mortar filled in, but the walls were still in really good shape, as far as she could tell. She added a mason to her list of people she needed to consult before she locked up and headed out. She really wanted to go sightseeing but that was going to have to wait. “Apartment hunting first; you can have fun later,” she told herself.

By the time Emelise finally returned to the hotel to crash, her feet were killing her but her spirits were high. She’d looked at more apartments in one day than she’d ever expected to and she’d caught up with her best friend. Okay, so she was apprehensive about meeting with the Alpha of the Black Water Pard. She would have put it off for a few days, or weeks, or months, if she could have, but Lily wasn’t giving her that chance. It would have been nice to meet with the leopard from a more stable position. Living out of a hotel room wasn’t exactly ideal. 

“Nothing you can do about that; you’ll just have to stand up to him if he tries to order you around,” she murmured before she turned the light off and let sleep claim her.
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Emelise was awake before sunrise, and when she realized she wasn’t going to fall back to sleep, she got up, showered, and left the hotel to get something to eat. She just grabbed a breakfast sandwich from a deli she passed by and headed over to what would become her club. She’d spent a little time the night before compiling a list of tradesmen to call while she started the tedious process of cleaning the interior of the old bar. With one hand, she used a broom to grab at cobwebs while she dialed a number on her cell with the other.

“Pinnacle Electric, this is Mandy; can I help you?”

The voice on the other end sounded about twelve years old but Emelise shrugged. “I certainly hope so. My name is Emelise Rousseau. I’ve just purchased a piece of property on Decatur, and the building inspector said that I needed to get an electrician in here to rewire some things.”

“We can certainly help with that. Let me check the schedule to see who is available,” the young woman said. She was silent for several minutes. “No one is available today but we can send someone out tomorrow at eight.”

“That’s perfect,” Emelise assured her. She gave the girl the address and the number where she could be reached and hung up. “One down. Let’s hope I have the same success with a mason.” She still hadn’t decided on a master woodworker for the bar restoration yet, but she could focus on that once she made sure the place wasn’t going to burn up or fall down around her.

“Good mornin’ and thanks for calling Oak Moss Masonry. What can I do for you?”

“Good morning to you, too. Well, hopefully you can make sure this place I just bought isn’t going to fall down around me,” Emelise said to the man who’d answered the phone. “My name is Emelise Rousseau. I just bought an old bar on Decatur; I’d like to keep the original brickwork but I want to make sure it’s in good condition.”

“You bought the old Happy Fish Tavern? I was wonderin’ who that was. I noticed it wasn’t for sale anymore. I knew old Zeke; he was a good man and one hell of a bartender. Sure, I can come check it out tomorrow afternoon; I’ve got a small job first thing in the mornin’.”

“Tomorrow afternoon is good. The electrician will be here in the morning so with any luck, they’ll be done by the time you get here.”

“I’ll be there a little after noon then, Miss Rousseau. Name’s Mike Barlow.”

“I look forward to seeing you, Mr. Barlow,” she replied and hung up. She squealed and then jumped at a knock on one of the windows. She made her way to the door and peeked out to find Lily standing there. “Girl, you can stare through that window ‘til the cows come home and pigs learn to fly, and you won’t see a damn thing through all the grime,” she said with a laugh once she opened the door all the way. “Get in here.”

Lily laughed and gave her a one-armed hug. “I brought coffee and croissants,” she said and set the bag and drink carrier on top of the bar. “Wow, Eme, this place is huge, or at least it feels like it is. I guess once you have chairs and tables in here it won’t seem so big, but dayum, we have got our work cut out for us!” She took a quick look around at all the cleaning that had to be done.

“Yeah, I know, but all the other properties would have needed a shit-ton of work to turn them into a club; this one has all the bare bone essentials I need, including a stage platform.”

“I see your point. Well, let’s get to work. Please tell me you brought gloves and garbage bags.” The main area of the former bar was mostly dusty, but at some point in the past, vagrants had gotten inside and left garbage strewn all over the place, near the back of the building.

Eme snickered at the sad puppy-dog look on her friend’s face. “I should be mean and tell you no, but there was no way I was touching some of the garbage in this place with my bare hands.”

“Oh, thank Goddess. I don’t have to make a mad dash for the nearest store then.” 

Emelise hummed as she worked on a section of the building. “Oh, I have both a mason and an electrician coming tomorrow. I decided to keep the brick walls because I think they give the place an older ambiance.”

“I like the brick walls, too. They give the place character. So what color scheme are you going to go with for the décor?” Lily asked while she worked on removing the grime from the windows with window cleaner and cleaning rags.

“I’m thinking either teal and black with hints of gold or red, black, and gold.”

“I should have known. Those are your favorite colors. Do you have a name yet?” 

Emelise nodded. “Scarlet Flux.”

“Oh, I like. You really should go with the reds then—maybe a dark scarlet or crimson with black and gold accents.”

Emelise thought about it. “You know, you’ve got a point. With the name, the red scheme would work better. I’m going to have a mix of tables and booths in here because not everyone likes to sit at a table. Booths can give a more private feel if you’re on a date.”

“Good idea. Oh man, I am so looking forward to seeing this place when it’s ready to open. I know it’s going to be great.”

“I hope so. This is what I’ve wanted for a long time; I hope it doesn’t flop.”

“It won’t. Have faith.”

They spent the rest of the day cleaning, before they parted ways to shower, so they could have dinner and head out into the swamp, so she could meet the Alpha of the Black Water Pard.


  Chapter Two

   Emelise
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There are moments in a person’s life that define the path their future will take. For Emelise, meeting the Alpha of the Black Water Pard was one of those moments. Not that she’d been aware of that while she sat in that boat staring out at the swamp. She’d sat there imagining what it might look like in the daytime, with the sheen of light on the water, the pale green of the moss swaying as an idle breeze moved through the trees, and the sound of frogs and insects buzzing and humming. She was sure it was beautiful in the daytime even if it felt a little creepy at night. She was completely unaware of how much her life was going to change.

The moment Caine Bordeaux had touched her, Emelise knew she was lost. She wouldn’t admit to it, especially not to him, but she was. She’d long since accepted that she wouldn’t ever find her mate since there were no leopard shifters in Phoenix. She was okay with that. She’d learned a long time ago that men couldn’t be depended on to be there for you when you needed them. The only father figure she’d ever had taught her that when he walked out on her and her mama when she was ten. She neither wanted nor needed a man in her life.

Her eyes had locked with his and she’d struggled to look away from their pale depths. She’d feared if she stared into them too long she would get lost and never be able to find her way back. By the time he leaned away from her, after growling that they would talk later, she was shaken. Heat had flushed her skin, dampness pooled between her thighs, and her leopard snarled to get out. When Caine led Declan away from them, her eyes traveled down his back. Fuck he had a nice ass. Stop it, Eme, it doesn’t matter how sexy he is, he’ll just be like every other man out there—not around when you need him the most.

Meeting her grandmother for the first time was another defining moment. She’d followed Eulalie into the small house a short distance from Mia’s. Much like Mia’s home, it was filled with older furniture that was well-cared for. There were photos scattered about, and the mantle over the fireplace was filled with a mixture of photographs and small trophies. She moved to them to get a look at them.

“Some of dose were your mama’s,” Eulalie said when she noticed her interest in the trophies. “Your mama played softball from da time she was able to pick up a bat. She loved to play. Her team in high school won a lot of division games; her junior year, before she left, dey even won a state championship. She could have gone to college on a full scholarship if t’ings had been different.”

Emelise turned to look at her. “And I wouldn’t exist, so forgive me if I don’t feel like it’s a bad thing that she got knocked up.”

“Dat’s not what I meant, child. I just meant dat is what could have happened.”

Eme watched her. “Why did you disown her? You have all these photos of her, her trophies out; that doesn’t seem like the kind of thing a person does when they disown their own child.”

Eulalie motioned for her to take a seat. “Can I get you some sweet tea, cher?”

She wanted to scream at her to just get on with it but she forced her frustration down. “That would be great, thanks,” she said before she perched on the edge of the sofa. The scent of jasmine reached her and she closed her eyes. That was her mama’s favorite scent and just smelling it brought a pang of sorrow to her for a moment. She knew it would be a long time before the pain of losing her mother faded.

“Here we go.” Eulalie placed a glass of sweet tea on the table in front of Emelise, then sat in a rocking chair with her own. “What do you know of what happened between your mama and us?”

Emelise sipped the tea a moment before she replied. “Mama told me that, when she realized she was pregnant, she only had two choices. She either had to run away, if she wanted to keep her baby, or let it be killed because the boy she’d given her virginity to was human. She told me that, after I was born, she called and her father answered the phone. She told him why she’d left, and he told her not to come back, she wasn’t welcome here anymore. She wasn’t even seventeen years old and her own parents turned their backs on her.” Her anger rose and she had to force it down.

Eulalie nodded at her. “Dat did happen, yes. Her papa did tell her dat,” she confessed. “Now, don’t go gettin’ mad ‘til I explain. You met our Alpha, Caine; he’s a good man, a good Alpha, but he wasn’t always our Alpha. He challenged da old Alpha, Zachary Eitenne, some eight years ago, and defeated da old bastard. It was Zachary who wouldn’t let your mama come home. Her papa, he knew if she came, old Zachary woulda ripped you outta your mama’s arms and thrown you into da swamp to feed da gators. He only wanted pure-blood leopards in his Pard. It broke her papa’s heart to tell her she wasn’t welcome no more.” Tears slipped down Eulalie’s cheeks. “I tried to reach out to her a few years ago, after Caine took over and we found out where she was. Her papa was real sick; he wanted to tell her he was sorry; he wanted her to know he’d hated his self all dis time because he had to hurt her to keep you safe. I begged her not to hang up on me. She told me to never call her again, dat we were dead to her and to her daughter, and hung up. Her papa died a few weeks later.”

As Eulalie explained what had happened, the real reason why her mother had run away, and why she’d been disowned by her own parents, the anger Emelise felt faded and was replaced with remorse. All this time. If her mother hadn’t been so stubborn, she could have been repairing the relationship with her mother, and she would have had those last few weeks with her father before he’d died. “Oh gods,” Eme whispered. “All this time, I’ve been so angry. I’ve wanted to come here and rub it in your faces that mama made it on her own without any help from her family, that she’d raised me to be strong and independent, just like her. I wanted to tell you how you really missed out on the amazing woman she turned out to be and feel smug about it, but now all I want to do is weep for all the lost time. Mama didn’t have to go to her grave thinking her parents didn’t love her. She didn’t have to die believing she was leaving me completely alone.” Her own cheeks were wet with tears and she wiped them away.

“You had a right to be angry, child. You believed you were abandoned by your blood. You had no way of knowing the reason behind her papa’s hurtful words. Your mama, did she have a good life?” 

“She did. I mean sure, things were tight sometimes, but Mama got a job at a diner almost as soon as she settled in Phoenix, which she did because her car broke down there. She was able to rent a little place for a while until she saved up money to buy a house for us. She got her diploma, she did finish that, because she said she’d never been a quitter before; she wasn’t going to start just because she had a baby to take care of.”

“Dat sounds like my Adelaide. She was always so determined to succeed.” Eulalie smiled a little. “Did she find happiness? Did she ever get married?”

“No. She thought she was going to. His name was Sean. They were together for six years before he just up and left one day. He was the only papa I knew and Mama decided after he broke her heart she was done with men. They couldn’t be counted on to be there and to stick by you so it’s always best to only depend on yourself.”

“Dere are good men out dere, cher. Don’t let your mama’s bad experiences jade you about dat. Your papere was at my side until da day he died.”

Emelise snorted. “I’d call him the exception, not the rule,” she replied. Yeah, she knew she was jaded but it had kept her heart safe so far.

Eulalie shook her head. “You’re too young to be so jaded, child. I’d like to get to know you more.” The air was suddenly filled with roars from the Pard and a big grin split her face. “Mia must have had her baby. Come, cher, let’s go see. Will you come back to talk, let us get to know each other?”

Emelise nodded. “Yeah. I’d like that,” she said, voice thick with emotion. She wasn’t alone anymore. The feeling of elation at that thought was almost overwhelming.


 Chapter Three

   Emelise
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Looking around the bar that held so much potential, Emelise thought about her first visit to the Pard, and her reaction to Caine when he’d convinced her to dance with him. Had it really only been two days since she’d met Caine? If she really let herself think about it, it almost felt like she’d always known him. She’d felt their connection on a physical level—it was like a jolt of electricity—and she’d known, in that moment, that dancing with him was so not a good idea. He was already making her body crave things she didn’t want to be craving. Being close enough to him that their bodies were touching, breathing in his scent, would only make things harder for her. Still, she’d let him pull her close, despite her decision to keep him at a distance. Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad to let him in. Maybe he would be the exception to the rule, as well. She blinked at her wayward thoughts. No way. No way in hell was she letting herself go there. She couldn’t depend on a man to stand by her; she’d learned that when she was ten years old; no way was she going to let herself forget that.

A knock on the window closest to the door pulled her from her thoughts and she went to answer it. 

“Good mornin’. Are you Emelise Rousseau?”

Eme looked up at the man standing outside the door. Sometimes she really hated being vertically challenged. She wasn’t short, damn it, she was vertically challenged! The shirt he wore bore the logo for Pinnacle Electric so she knew he was there to check out the wiring. “Good morning. Yes, I am. You must be the electrician. Come on in,” she said and stepped back.

“Yes ma’am. I’m Alex Carlson,” he said and offered his hand.

Emelise shook it before she stepped back. “Nice to meet you. I’ll let you get to whatever you need to do. The building inspector said that some of the outlets needed to be rewired and it needed a new fuse panel box, but if you find anything else that needs to be done, you have free reign to do your job. The entire upstairs has electricity, as well, so you’ll have to check that out too,” she informed him.

“Will do, ma’am,” Alex said and went to work.

Emelise tried to stay out of his way as she worked on getting the area of the bar she’d started on the day before, completely cleaned up. 

Alex Carlson did a thorough inspection of the wiring before he approached her. “The buildin’ inspector was right—some of the outlets down here need to be rewired, and the entire upstairs needs a complete rewire or else it’ll be a fire hazard. The panel box is an easy replacement; I already have one for it, but I’ll have to do the wirin’ first. I can get the downstairs done day after tomorrow; the upstairs will take about two days to complete. I’ll bring in an assistant with me on both jobs, if that’s alright with you, ma’am.”

“That’s fine. I’d rather it be done right than have it done half-assed and have a fire break out.” They set a time for him to start and Emelise walked him out.

The original plan was for the mason to come that afternoon but he’d had to cancel due to a family emergency. Emelise rescheduled with him before she called it quits for the day and locked up behind her. It would be two days before he was able to go in to check the walls for structural damage, which gave her plenty of time to go shopping in Baton Rouge with Lily and Shelli.

 

  Caine
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There are moments in life that define a person and who they will be. One of those moments, for Caine, came eight years ago when he challenged the Pard’s old Alpha, Zachary Eitenne, for his position, and won. At the age of twenty-two, Caine became the youngest Alpha in the United States. It was a position he was hell bent on being the best at. His Pard deserved an Alpha that cared about them and their well-being. Within the first eight years, the Pard went from looking like they were smack dab
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