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This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination, or, if real, used fictitiously.
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To my faithful fans new and old, THANK YOU. I pray you are blessed 100-fold for your continued love and support. I appreciate you more than words can say. 

If you enjoy this collection, please write a positive review and post it at online retailers (Amazon, B&N, Kobo, iBooks, etc.) and websites where readers gather and/or your social media platforms (FaceBook, Good Reads, BookBub, Twitter, etc). 

Sign up to receive my Newsletter and get a FREE short story.
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Pamela S. Thibodeaux

On high I dwell, and in holiness; to revive the spirits of the dejected, to revive the hearts of the crushed; I will heal them and lead them, I will give full comfort to those who mourn for them. ~ Isaiah 57:15-19
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All honor and glory belong to God for His wisdom, direction, and strength to get through such a painful—yet beautiful—story. This is dedicated to abused children everywhere; may you find the peace and joy offered through salvation, forgiveness, and the healing power of God’s grace and mercy. To the people who counsel them and the doctors who treat them: May God bless you in your endeavors. To the perpetrators of violence against children and the people everywhere who are also their victims: May God reach your hearts and change your lives.

To Mirella, author, editor, friend—Thank you for your tireless efforts to help me improve this book and for your wisdom, direction, and understanding of these characters—May God Bless and keep you and yours in the palm of His mighty hand and may He bless your writing with infinite sales.

To the residents of Southwest Louisiana, I pray the descriptions in this book are a reflection of how much I love this area—my home.

To my beloved, Terry: of all the heroes in my stories, Alex Broussard is the one who most reminds me of you ~ oodles & oodles of charm and charisma by the case. I’ll love you forever and miss you always.

Last but certainly not least, for my grandson Karson: you are a blessing to my life.
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Chapter One
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Taylor Forrestier awoke with a muffled scream. Her feet tangled in the bedcovers when she tried to bolt, and she landed on the floor with a thud and a whimper. She kicked free of the sheets and blankets then crawled into a corner. Eyes wide with horror, she tried to make sense of the shadows that danced around her, to separate the ones in the room from those in her mind. Her heart thundered. Breath escaped in short pants. She drew her knees to her chest, took several deep breaths to keep from hyperventilating, then closed her eyes and rested her head. Shivers overtook her slender frame. A sob escaped. Oh, God, would the nightmares ever cease, the ghosts ever rest in peace?

Resolve straightened her spine. Eyes still closed; she inched her way to the bedside table. Her hand trembled when she turned on the lamp. The light forced darkness from the room, but only one thing would push it from her mind. Agility born of fear drove her to her feet. She fumbled into a sweat suit, socks, and tennis shoes, scraped her hair up into a ponytail, then fled.

* * * * *
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Alex Broussard turned right off Lakeshore onto Bor du Lac Drive. Though the name of the street meant “around the lake,” the stretch of road encircled only the eastern shore along the body of water once known as Charlie’s Lake. He parked his SUV in one of the far corners of the Civic Center’s lot, slipped the keys into his pocket, and headed out for a brisk walk along the seawall. Though the early March morning air nipped at the skin, he noticed others out and about.

Walkers chatted up ahead, joggers passed with a smile, a nod, or a murmured “‘morning,” and someone on roller blades whizzed by. A flash of color caught the corner of his eye. Alex watched a young woman jog down the steps, run along the water’s edge and back up and around. Then she flew on down to the boardwalk.

His thoughts wandered back over the years and the changes to his hometown of Lake Charles, Louisiana. The legalization of gambling brought riverboat casinos to dock on the once peaceful lake. Hotels decorated the shores; the mayor built a small alligator park and molded the lakefront into a tourists’ haven, all on a one mile stretch of beach. Hurricane Rita destroyed one boat and now, instead of a thriving business, a deserted hotel and parking garage blighted the landscape. His heart pricked at the sight, and he wished once more someone would restore the buildings or tear them down.

He settled on a bench at the south end of the Civic Center grounds and turned his gaze toward the east while the sun ascended into the heavens. Fingers of orange and yellow stretched gloriously across the sky and tinted the clouds into fluffs of pink and peach as the gray of dawn gave way to the brilliance of morning. Colors expanded heavenward then reached down to caress the water and added hints of orange and gold to the silvery waves.

No matter how much things change, this would always remain true: sunrise or sunset on the lake was one of the most breathtaking sights he would ever see.

There’s another breathtaking sight, his mind added when the woman jogger bounded into view again and headed toward him. The material of her peach sweat suit stretched across firm thighs. His heart jumped to the rhythm of her ponytail and bounced with each step she took.

Their eyes met. It was only a brief moment of contact, but he felt the touch clear to his soul. He smiled. She flushed, averted her gaze, and swept by without so much as a nod. Alex shook his head and chuckled under his breath. Been too long without the company of a woman, old boy, and no time to become involved with one now. Been there, done that, and once was enough.

“More than enough,” he muttered as he rose from his seat. He would not let those memories spoil the beauty of his morning or put a damper on the rest of his day, especially this day. If the meeting he planned went as hoped, it would be the best birthday gift he’d ever given himself.

He glanced at his watch . . . time for another quick cup of coffee before he moved on to business. Fifteen minutes later he pulled into the parking lot of T&T Enterprises. The sign said they opened at eight, but cars were parked alongside the building. He hoped he could be seen early, especially since he didn’t have an appointment.

The door swung open at the slightest tug. The aroma of fresh-brewed coffee filled the air. A bell on the door announced his arrival, so he waited in the small foyer until the receptionist appeared at her desk.

“May I help you?” she asked.

He glanced at the nameplate on her desk and smiled. “Yes, ma’am, Miss Pam LeBlanc, I’d like to see one of the T’s of T&T Enterprises.”

She laughed—a soft tinkling sound. Her eyes sparkled. Pretty little thing, Alex thought, with her jet-black hair and emerald eyes.

“Miss Taylor isn’t in yet, but Mr. Trevor is,” Pam said.

“Husband and wife team?”

Pam shook her head with another laugh. “No, brother and sister. Don’t worry, you’re not the first person to make that mistake and probably won’t be the last. Let me get him for you. Your name, please?”

“Broussard, Alex.”

Again, the sound of pure joy bubbled up from her throat. “Broussard first name or last?”

He couldn’t help but chuckle. “Are you always so bright and cheerful this early in the morning?”

She nodded. “Yes, sir, it’s my gift. Drives some people crazy, though.”

Alex noticed the dreamy expression which clouded her eyes, and he cleared his throat. She looked up. A blush rushed to her cheeks. The corners of his mouth tugged into a smile. “Lost you there for a moment.”

“Sorry,” she breathed.

“No problem,” he assured. “He’s a lucky guy.” He grinned when her blush deepened. Her buoyant personality returned in the twinkle of an eye.

“Yeah, he is, even though he doesn’t know it yet.”

A chortle rose from deep in his chest. “Uh, oh.”

Laughter bubbled up in response to his humor and escaped her throat in a giggle. “You can wait in the lobby, and I’ll let Mr. Trevor know you’re here.”

Alex leaned toward her with a conspiratorial wink. “I take it we’re talking about the same guy?”

Pam groaned. Another rush of heat filled her cheeks. “How did you know?”

“Figuring things out is my job.”

“What are you, a cop?”

Alex laughed, rich and quick. “No, a financial analyst.” He handed her a business card. “And if you ever need a job . . .” his voice trailed off at the adamant shake of her head.

“I won’t but thank you. Now, if you’ll wait just a moment, I’ll inform Mr. Trevor you’re here. Would you like a cup of coffee?” she asked, before he could turn away.

He shook his head.

“Okay, I’ll be right back.”

He watched her traverse down the hallway and slip into another room. She exited with a coffee pot in hand and continued down the hall and around the corner. He heard a door open and muted voices.

* * * * *
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Pam refreshed Trevor’s cup while she informed him of his visitor.

“Thanks, Pam.”

The huskiness in his voice and softness in his eyes belied the strict sense of business propriety Trevor demanded of his staff. His voice slid over her like a caress. Pam’s heart did a slow swirl into her stomach. She kept her smile professional, and eyes lowered, afraid he would see what the mere sound of his voice did to her composure.

“Give me five, will you?” Trevor added, when she headed out the door.

Pam nodded and closed the door behind her, careful to be quiet when she did so. She returned to her desk and found Alex waiting right where she’d left him. “He’ll be out in a moment. Are you sure you wouldn’t like a cup of coffee or something?”

“No, thanks.”

“Okay. Make yourself comfortable,” she said and pointed to the room across the way.

* * * * *
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Alex took the hint that they’d share no more pleasantries and walked into the waiting area, stunned at the world of difference between the clean professionalism of the foyer and the exorbitant luxury of the lobby.

Adorned in the Southwestern style which had swept the nation with its charm, the décor took his breath away. Luminous shades of cream, rust, and burnt orange enveloped him with their warmth. Thick, plush furniture in a rustic design beckoned, offering comfort to the body and soul. The coffee and end tables were crafted from rich, vibrant wood with wrought-iron handles. The carvings suited the atmosphere of the room.

Copies of architectural publications as well as several home decorating magazines lay strategically scattered and tempted Alex to pick one up and browse. Large, handmade pottery vases held shoots of cattail. Lamps made out of the same rich earth as the vases were covered with paper-like shades, silhouetted with an intricate geometric pattern.

Paintings of red-gold landscapes hung on the walls. A curio cabinet made from the same wood as the tables displayed artifacts, Kachina dolls, and replicas of tools and eating utensils used by the early settlers of the region.

Alex heard a movement behind him and turned to greet the young man who entered the room.

“Mr. Broussard?” the young man said.

“Name’s Alex,” he replied and reached to shake the proffered hand.

“Trevor Forrestier. What can I do for you?”

Alex felt an odd sense of recognition, but he knew he had never met the young man before and shrugged the feeling off. “I’m looking for someone to restore an old house and a friend suggested I give you a call. I expected someone a little older though. Is your father in?”

A wary look crossed Trevor’s face and he swallowed hard.

“No, sir, my father is deceased. My sister and I own the firm.”

Stumped, all Alex could mutter was, “Oh, I’m sorry to hear that.” He glanced away to gather his thoughts then back at the young man with a smile. “Nice décor.”

Trevor smiled. “Thank you. My sister is the interior designer.”

“She’s good,” Alex remarked, surprised when Trevor emitted a quick snort of laughter.

“I take it you haven’t heard the hype surrounding her,” he commented with a grin.

Alex shook his head.

“Follow me,” Trevor offered. “We’ll take a tour of the offices while I give you the lowdown. Then, if you’re still interested, we’ll talk about a bid.”

At Alex’s nod, he turned to lead the way through the building.

Alex listened with interest while Trevor filled him in on the details of his, and his sister’s, careers. Both had attended upscale Ivy League schools and obtained degrees in Architecture and Landscape Architecture as well as Urban Planning and Design. Both had also interned in their uncle’s architectural firm in St. Paul, Minnesota. After their uncle’s death, the two had decided to move to their mother’s birthplace and make their mark on the world.

Trevor paused for a moment outside a door. “Any questions so far?”

Alex shook his head.

“Okay, this is my sister’s office,” he remarked with a smile and opened the door with a flourish.

Alex stepped through the entrance and felt right at home in the tranquil atmosphere. Shades of pale green and peach coated the walls, accented by a hand-painted magnolia border. Thick, plush carpet the color of café au lait covered the floor. A huge leather chair sat behind a solid oak desk. A drafting table carved out of cypress, another leather chair, and matched loveseat were the only other pieces of furniture in the room.

A hanging lamp with magnolias and Spanish moss silhouetted in its paper-like shade provided extra light over the drafting table. Limited-edition prints by Louisiana wildlife & landscape artists, framed and matted to match the room’s décor, adorned the walls, and a masterpiece of light and color filled the space behind her desk.

Trevor grinned. “My office is just through there,” he said and nodded at the door which joined the two rooms.

“I can’t wait to see it.” Alex wondered what design Trevor’s sister had chosen for his office. He wasn’t disappointed in the least when Trevor opened the door.

Artwork depicting the heart and soul of Native Americans hung on beige walls tinted with rich, vibrant colors that looked as though they were applied with sponges and feather dusters. Headdresses, drums, tomahawks, and dream catchers filled every nook and cranny of the room.

Carved out of a redwood tree with pieces of the bark still attached, his drafting table sat in the corner. Wolves silhouetted the paper-like shade on his hanging lamp. A huge oak desk, two leather chairs, and a set of shelves overflowing with books and Native American artifacts rested on thick, plush carpet a shade darker than that in his sister’s office.

Overwhelmed, Alex sighed in gratitude when Trevor sat behind the desk and motioned for him to take one of the other chairs.

“Now that you’re duly impressed, at least by my sister’s talent, are there any questions you’d like answered?”

His topaz gaze glittered with amusement, and Alex could tell Trevor tried hard not to gloat.

“A couple,” he admitted with a nod. “How did she get to be so good?”

The grin escaped, followed by a laugh. “You mean at the tender age of twenty-seven?”

Alex nodded.

“Blood, sweat, and too many tears to count,” Trevor said solemnly then smiled. “Added to that, she’s an ambitious little twit. She’s exceptionally gifted, and she’s worked extremely hard to obtain the success she’s acquired.”

Trevor rose from his chair, took a couple of framed clippings from architectural and design publications off the bookshelf, and handed them to Alex.

“The gift has brought her national recognition and . . .” his voice trailed off. Trevor raked a hand over his face, took a deep breath, and continued. “Anyway, she doesn’t like to brag about it, and you won’t find copies of these in her office, but for the life of me, I can’t help it.”

A shiver of apprehension skipped down Alex’s spine at the sudden pallor in Trevor’s face and the way his hand had trembled when he had scraped it over his face. He sensed a wealth of emotion behind the unfinished sentence. His brow quirked with curiosity before he skimmed the articles. If he had harbored any ideas to shop around, they were demolished while he read.

Seasoned with adjectives such as “brilliant,” “gifted,” and “extremely talented,” the reviews hailed Taylor Forrestier as a visionary with an instinct for beauty and an eye for the unique.

“Well, guess that answers any questions I might have had,” Alex admitted with a wry smile. He handed the clippings back to Trevor. “I’d brag too. So what exactly is your part in the whole scheme of things?”

“I do all the work. You might say she’s the brains and I’m the backbone of the company. We usually work together on sketches and blueprints, though she’s much better at both than I am. Taylor does all of the interior and landscape design, I work with the crew to build what she creates.”

“Trevor, Taylor . . . Are you twins?”

Trevor nodded.

“Do you suppose I’ll meet her before we sign contracts?”

Trevor grinned with a shrug. “Knowing my sister, there’s no telling.” He emitted a tiny laugh then pushed the intercom button on his speakerphone. “Pam, has Taylor made it in yet?”

“Yes, she just walked in. I think she’s in the kitchen.”

Another female voice came over the intercom and curled through Alex like a soft caress.

“I’m here, Trev. Sorry to keep you waiting. Can I bring you or your guest something to drink?”

Trevor eyed Alex, his eyebrow arched in question. “No, thanks,” he replied when Alex shook his head. “Where’ve you been, Tay? It’s eight thirty.”

“It’s such a beautiful morning Trev, I couldn’t stand to come in early and stay cooped up all day. I went to church for meditation then out for some air. I’ll be right there,” she promised, and the intercom light went off.

Within minutes a soft knock sounded on the door, and she entered. The two men stood up.

“Hi. Mr. Broussard, is it?” she queried, when he turned to greet her. “I’m Taylor Forrestier.” She pronounced the name as Louisiana natives would, ‘Foresjay’ instead of ‘Forester’.

One thought crossed Alex’s mind before it went stunningly blank: Oh, boy, the pretty little jogger.
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Chapter Two
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He reached out and enveloped her proffered hand in both of his, then murmured, “So, we meet.”

The gleam in his eyes and the low vibration of his voice made shivers dance along every nerve in Taylor’s body. A flush rushed to her cheeks when her brother cleared his throat, and she disengaged her hand. A frown creased her brow. “I’m sorry, I don’t mean to be rude, but there’s something vaguely familiar about you.”

He smiled and slipped his hands in his pockets. “I was at the Civic Center earlier and you whizzed by the bench where I sat.” He glanced back at her brother. “I thought you looked familiar,” he told Trevor. “Now I know why.”

Taylor cringed at her brother’s sharp intake of breath. I wish you hadn’t said that she thought. Trevor’s words barreled over any she might have uttered. “You went jogging alone, again?”

Taylor rolled her eyes with a sigh then glanced over at Trevor. “Do you really think we need to discuss this right now?”

Much to Taylor’s relief, Trevor bit back his familiar arguments. She turned back to Mr. Broussard, whose gaze glittered with amusement. A smile tugged at the corners of his mouth, and she could tell he struggled not to laugh.

“Uh, oh, seems I’ve committed a faux pas,” he said.

Taylor shook her head. “It’s no problem. Trevor can be a bit protective.”

“And Taylor thinks she’s invincible,” her brother snorted in response. “But you’re right, now is not the time to indulge in this discussion. We will talk about it later.”

The chuckle escaped. Mr. Broussard settled comfortably back in the huge leather chair he’d vacated when she arrived.

“By all means, don’t let me stop you. I’ve often wondered how people who’ve shared their lives as far back as the womb settle their differences.”

Taylor’s throaty laugh cut through the tension in the air. “My apologies to you, Mr. Broussard.”

“Alex,” he insisted.

She nodded. “Alex. Sometimes we forget we’re all grown up with a business to run, huh, Trev?” She perched herself on the arm of her brother’s chair. Trevor’s reply was a noncommittal grunt.

* * * * *
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Alex sat, momentarily stunned at seeing the two side-by-side. He’d always heard fraternal twins weren’t identical. If so, medical scientists hadn’t had the chance to study these two.

Though Taylor presented a softer version of her brother, there was no mistake they were twins. Thick, honey-colored hair shot with equal proportions of red and gold highlights covered identically shaped heads. Flecks of green and gold danced in wide-set, topaz eyes which were fringed by thick, golden lashes. A hint of cheekbone, a curve of cheek, and full sensuous lips gave Taylor a delicate, fragile look while her brother appeared ruggedly handsome.

They even dressed alike, he noted, and wondered if it were intentional. Trevor’s embroidered denim shirt had been tucked into his designer jeans. Her matching shirt, tied at the waist, lay open to reveal a white undershirt. A slim, gold belt matched the band in her hair. Gold hoop earrings dangled from perfectly shaped lobes.

Once again Alex felt a spark of intensity and shook his head, his smile self-deprecating. “Sorry, I’m not used to seeing double unless I’ve overindulged,” he admitted with a laugh.

Taylor giggled.

Trevor grinned. “You mentioned you were restoring an old house. Want to tell us about it?”

Alex tried to focus on Trevor, to concentrate on the conversation at hand, but his gaze strayed often to Taylor. No makeup marred her peachy-cream complexion. She had a natural beauty—trim, firm frame and dewy soft skin that glowed with health and vitality. He could almost see the gears turn in her mind and a glazed, distant look clouded her eyes while he talked about the project, he had in store for them.

He’d purchased approximately forty acres of land about seven miles outside of Lake Charles. Situated on the English Bayou, the LeBleu estate dated back to the original settlers of the area and was rumored to have housed Louisiana’s favorite son on his excursions in and out of the area.

The house was run-down and ragged and the land in sad disarray from years of neglect, despite the fact there were too many heirs to count. Alex dreamed of turning it into a showplace. He wanted to restore the house and construct additional rooms as well as a garage. He also wanted to landscape and improve the grounds while building stables, a large swimming pool surrounded by a patio, a bath house, and full-scale tennis courts.

“Is it true Jean Lafitte slept in the barn during his excursions in and out of the state?” Taylor asked when Alex finished outlining his plans for the property.

Alex shrugged. “That’s the rumor. I’ve heard he carved his initials into a board in the barn. Haven’t seen it, though. Of course, the barn’s pretty ragged and I haven’t really had the time to traipse around out there, until now.”

He took a deep breath, paused, and then asked, “So, are you interested?”

Hope thundered in his chest at the dreamy expression on Taylor’s face until he noticed a quick frown crease Trevor’s brow when he glanced up at her.

“I think we should go take a look at it,” he interjected before his sister could utter a word.

Alex could tell by the myriad of emotions which played across her lovely features Taylor was interested but she bit back her enthusiastic response at the tone of her brother’s voice. He knew by their interaction which twin was more practical and which more creative.

Taylor smiled down into Trevor’s adamant gaze. “I think you’re right,” she said and he visibly relaxed. “I’ll just grab a few things, and we’ll be outta here.”

Alex rose when she vacated her perch and headed toward her office. “Uh, miss?” He interrupted her departure. She turned. He swept his eyes over her jean-clad figure, her tiny feet encased in strappy sandals.

“Do you have a pair of boots or sturdy shoes?” he asked, unable to quell the shock of awareness which shivered through him at the sight his eyes beheld. He heard Trevor’s sharp intake of breath and glanced over with a prayer that her brother couldn’t read his mind.

No such luck.

Alex could tell by the glint of emotion in Trevor’s expressive topaz gaze he knew, though didn’t appreciate, the effect his sister had on men. “It’s rough out there, she needs to protect her feet,” Alex said in the most respectful tone he could summon, despite the heart hammering in his throat and the blood thrumming through his veins.

Trevor acknowledged his words with a curt nod and rose from his chair. “She has a whole wardrobe in there,” he remarked and walked around his desk to open the door. “If you’ll wait in the lobby, we’ll be out in a moment.”

The strained politeness of Trevor’s voice amused him, his eyebrow quirked, and a smile tugged at his lips, but he refrained from comment and exited the room as requested.

* * * * *
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It took every ounce of self-control Trevor possessed to not slam the door on Alex’s departing figure, but restraint vanished when he stormed into his sister’s office. “We’re not taking the job.”

“Why on earth not?”

“Because I don’t like the way the guy looks at you!”

Taylor’s dainty laugh grated on his already raw nerves.

“Oh, please, Trev, a little healthy desire never hurt anyone.”

Trevor snorted. “Healthy desire my foot, more like pure animal lust!”

Taylor’s smile didn’t quite reach her eyes.

“Trying to protect my honor, Little Brother?” she asked, a hint of annoyance in her voice. “You above all people know there’s nothing left to protect.”

“Don’t say that! Your honor is still very much intact.”

“Even though my body isn’t?”

“Taylor, we agreed,” he began. She shook her head and held up a hand to ward off the familiar arguments.

Trevor watched in frustrated fury while she tugged on socks and boots. Then he grabbed her by the arm when she crossed his path on the way to her drafting table. “I can’t believe you went jogging alone again.”

Taylor drew herself to her full five feet and four inches and glared at him. “Is that what this is all about?”

“Don’t you watch the news or read the paper?”

“No, I don’t.”

“Well, you should!” Fear obliterated any ounce of anger he felt. Every time he opened the newspaper or turned on the television to hear about another rape, murder, or abduction, of a woman molested, mangled or dead, he dealt with the gut-wrenching terror that one day he’d lose her. That he couldn’t bear. Especially after what they’d survived so far.

Flesh of his flesh, blood of his blood, heart of his heart, she was more than a sister to him. She was his life. From the moment of conception, they’d shared everything—dreams, hopes, fears, and the horrors of a childhood wracked with lies and deceit. A childhood filled with anger, pain, and the kind of repulsive abuse disgustingly prevalent in society.

Throughout the years of shame and fear, of therapy and counseling, and down the long, seemingly endless, road to recovery, he and Taylor had stuck together, grew closer, and vowed they’d never leave one another. They had shared home and hearth until the move to Louisiana. Both had decided the time had come to loosen the ties and rent separate places. Trevor still hadn’t adjusted to her not being there in the morning when he awoke or late in the evening when he couldn’t sleep. Many were the nights he called in the midnight hour just to check and make sure she was okay.

He knew Taylor recognized the raw emotions in his heart when she touched his cheek in a gentle caress. He saw the sorrow in her eyes and knew she, too, regretted how the past sucked them back with such ease. Would it ever stop haunting them?

“The past is over and done with, Trevor, and I’m sorry for bringing it up. But I’m not a helpless little girl anymore. I’m a grown woman and perfectly capable of taking care of myself. Besides,” her voice trailed off and she bit back the remainder of her comment.

Trevor knew what she hadn’t said. Nothing could happen to her which hadn’t already been done. He cupped her cheeks in his hands. “I’m sorry too, Tay. I just worry when you go jogging alone. All we have, all we’ve ever had, is each other. I couldn’t bear to lose you.”

Taylor gave him a quick hug and brushed her lips over his cheek. “I promise to be extra careful when I go jogging if you promise to stop being so overprotective. Now, we shouldn’t keep Mr. Broussard waiting any longer,” she insisted. She grinned at his quick snort of disdain. She grabbed a sketch pad and pencils from her drafting table and left the office with him close on her heels.

Laughter sounded from the lobby and elicited another quick snort of disapproval from Trevor, along with a muttered oath. Taylor laughed and turned to face him, while she walked backward.

“Maybe you shouldn’t be so adamant about what’s proper, Trev. Wait too long and someone will stake claim to what you don’t.” She turned on her heel and practically skipped into the lobby.

“Pammy,” she all but sang. “We’re heading out to look at a job with Mr. Broussard. Hold down the fort, will you?”

Pam grinned. “Sure thing. Anything you need for me to take care of while you’re gone?”

“Ask Trevor,” Taylor suggested with a wink, then turned to Alex. “Tell me more about this property, Mr. Broussard,” she urged, and led the way to the parking lot, which gave Trevor the opportunity to spend a couple of minutes alone with Pam.

Trevor knew his sister approved wholeheartedly of Pam’s feelings for him, and, though he tried hard not to show them in the office, his growing feelings for her.

* * * * *
[image: ]


Pam’s chuckle died in her throat when she turned to look at Trevor’s flushed face and fierce eyes. “Is something wrong?” she asked, surprised when he stepped through the door to her office and boxed her in against the desk.

“Want to tell me what’s so funny?”

Little shivers of delight danced through her system when she considered he might feel threatened or jealous. Her smile sweet, she fought the urge to run her fingers through his hair. “He was telling Boudreau/Thibodeau jokes.”

Trevor’s eyes narrowed. Pam resisted the temptation to drag him into her arms when he edged a notch closer.

“Quite the charmer, isn’t he?”

Pam inclined her head in subtle agreement. “I’m sure some would think so.”

“And you?” he asked an elaborate arch to his brow. “What do you think?”

She smiled. “He seems nice enough.”

Her heart skipped a beat when he cupped her cheek in his hand.

“Just don’t forget where you belong,” he ordered in a husky voice.

“Which is?” She could hardly force the words past the heart in her throat when he lowered his gaze to her mouth and lingered then returned to capture her in a heated embrace. Her heart stumbled in her chest when he threw propriety to the wind and lowered his lips to hers.

“Right here,” he murmured, and pulled her against him.

The kiss was brief, devastating.

“Got it?” he queried; his voice soft.

Pamela rested against the desk; her knees threatened to buckle beneath her. “Yes, sir, and may I say it’s about time you got it?” He laughed, brushed his lips over hers again and nodded.

“Now let me hurry before he charms my sister into agreeing to this project sight unseen.”

Pam giggled. “If she’s anything like her brother, she won’t be so easily charmed.”

“Oh, but that’s where you’re wrong, mon cheré.” He nailed the words if not the accent. “She’s as easily charmed as her brother, though not quite as stubborn about it.”

He eyed her with a meaningful grin. A quick flush of pleasure heated her cheeks. He turned on his heel and headed out the door but paused and tapped his cell phone.

“Holler if you need.”

She nodded. Trevor hesitated then stepped back through the doorway.

“And don’t make any plans for dinner.”

She nodded again then slid bonelessly into her chair when he walked out of the office into the bright, morning sunlight.

Trembling fingers touched lips which were still tender from his kiss. Pam’s mind replayed every word, gesture, and nuance of their encounter until convinced by her heart what she experienced wasn’t a dream at all.
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Chapter Three
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Trevor stepped from the dimly lit foyer and squinted against the brilliant sunlight. He scanned the area, and then spotted his sister with Alex, standing next to a dark green SUV. Taylor turned and her eyes danced with humor when he crossed the parking lot to join them.

“Are things squared away with Pam?” she asked.

“For now,” he replied.

“We ready?” Alex asked.

Trevor nodded. “Shall we follow you?”

Alex shrugged. “Up to you or we can all ride together. I’ve plenty of room.”

“That’s fine.” Trevor opened the back passenger door to help his sister into the vehicle. He heard her suppressed chuckle when she climbed onto the seat directly behind him while he opened the front door and entered. He smothered the urge to punch Alex when he walked around to the driver’s side, opened the door, slid in and, with a wink and grin, adjusted the rear-view mirror to where every time he glanced in it, his gaze would catch hers.

“You know what we need to do, Trev?” Taylor asked, while Alex maneuvered the vehicle through downtown traffic to head out of the city.

Trevor turned in his seat as much as the seatbelt would allow. “What?”

“We need to round up the gang and have a huge ball game and picnic tomorrow.”

“And where do you propose we do so?”

She shrugged. “Haven’t a clue. But I’m sure Steve wouldn’t mind if we hosted it at his place. He has plenty of room. The gang hasn’t worked in nearly two weeks, what with finishing up the Guilbeau home and then all the rain. I’m sure everyone would enjoy it.”

“Be good for morale too,” Trevor agreed. “I’ll give Steve a call when we return to the office.”

“Good,” she sighed with a smile. “You’re welcome to join us, Mr. Broussard.” Her saccharine tone earned a dark look from Trevor.

Alex glanced in the rear-view mirror then averted his gaze back to the road. “Please, call me Alex. I’m sure we’ll be working very closely for quite some time once you agree to do this job.”

Her smile was a combination of mischief and allure. “I’ll remember if we decide to do the job.”

Alex chuckled. “And until then?”

“Until then it’ll be Mr. Broussard and you may call me Miss Forrestier.”

Trevor shook his head, rolled his eyes, and wondered what on earth possessed his sister. Taylor never behaved flirtatiously. He’d like to put it off as spring fever, but he knew it went much deeper. Her actions were an attempt to put the past in its place and open herself up to the future. A future filled with love and peace and, hopefully, romance and children. They both wanted a chance to start over, to do better, a chance to provide for their own children what they had missed out on. He sighed and then asked how much farther they had to drive.

“Not far,” Alex answered then maneuvered around a curve, yielded, then turned right onto the highway.

A couple of minutes later they pulled into the drive of a run-down property. Alex parked the SUV, disembarked, and pocketed his keys, then reached under the seat to pull out a pistol. “Hang on guys.” The twins gasped. Alex glanced up then made sure the gun was loaded. “Take it easy, you two. This is just a precaution in case we rustle up any snakes.”

Taylor, who had one foot on the ground and the other still in the truck, halted her descent. “Snakes?” she asked with a visible shudder and pulled her foot firmly back inside the vehicle.

Alex chortled at the response and the expression on her face. “Or rats, which is why I suggested the boots.”

Trevor climbed out and took his sister’s arm. “From the looks of things there’s sure to be one or the other, or both. Stay close.”

Waist-high grass and weeds grew in abandon. Rust corroded the barbed-wire fence and rendered the gate nearly useless. Alex fumbled with the lock then pushed the barrier far enough out of the way so they could pass through. He led, Trevor brought up the rear, and the trio made their way steadily toward the house.

“Are we going to look at the barn?” Taylor asked.

Trevor knew she too remembered the rumor that Jean Lafitte carved his initials in there and was surprised, impressed even, when Alex shook his head before he answered. He listened to their exchange with conflicting emotions.

“Not today. Once things around here are cleaned up a bit, we’ll check it out. I’m anxious to see if the rumors are true too.”

“We?” she queried.

“We,” he agreed. “I’m sure your crew won’t mind the extra work it’ll take to clean up, especially since they haven’t worked in two weeks.”

“The crew doesn’t mind any type of work as long as the money’s right,” she said, a delicate arch to her brow. “Besides, we haven’t agreed to anything.”

Alex turned as they approached the old home. “Money’s no object,” he assured her, his voice firm. “And you will.”

Trevor heard the conviction in Alex’s voice. He saw the wealth of emotions in his eyes and knew the man desperately wanted to touch his sister without the risk of being murdered by him. In a protective move, he took Taylor’s arm.

“Watch your step,” he cautioned, and guided her across the dilapidated porch and into the house.

* * * * *
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The house, a mere box of a building, seemed sturdy despite its state of disrepair and years of neglect. Taylor fished in her pocket for a piece of charcoal and began to sketch the structure. When Alex spoke of changes and additions, she forced her mind off the way his voice feathered over her and added to the drawings. She flipped to a fresh page and drew the wallpaper pattern then found a spot where it had pulled away from the wall. She took a penknife out of her pocket, slid the blade under the paper and carefully cut a section and placed the piece in the book along with her sketch. A mental list of companies which specialized in the reproduction of old wallpaper and paneling patterns became notations alongside the sketch and sample.

She listened when Trevor noted aloud the quality of wood that could be restored or repaired to maintain the integrity of the original house. When he and Alex went outside, she stayed in to examine walls and floors. She took notes of the hand-carved trim work, antique cook stove, and pot-bellied wood stove, but her mind continued to circle around the sound of Alex’s voice and the light in his eyes when he looked at her.

She had no idea why he affected her so and welcomed the moments alone to focus on the job at hand. Her mind traveled back a few hours to her jog around the Civic Center, and she recalled with vivid clarity the moment she had passed by the bench where he sat. Their eyes had met for only a brief moment, but she’d felt the warmth of his gaze clear to her toes. No one had ever touched her heart, much less jumbled her mind, with a simple gaze or smile.

She shook her head with a sigh and picked her way carefully up the ragged stairs, then stepped into what was once a loft or attic. The house reeked of history, from cypress-covered exterior walls, and interior walls of bare wood, to the hardwood floors made of oak, the boxed staircase, and the wooden shutters with crosses carved out of the center.

Taylor knew the cuts were used to slip a gun barrel through in order to protect the property and family. Though a bit of a struggle, she managed to open one window and shutter. Sunlight filtered in to chase shadows from the room.

A glimpse of splendor, a glimmer of brilliance caught her eye, like fairy dust dancing on sunlight. She turned her head with caution when a pulse at the base of her skull began to throb and familiar vibrations stole over her. She lowered herself to the floor and let the sensations envelop her. Her eyesight blurred, fingers trembled, and heartbeat quickened while her mind swam with images. Visions guided her hand until she filled the remainder of the sketchbook.

* * * * *
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Trevor stepped back into the house and called for his sister. Excitement replaced the irritation he’d felt as Alex expressed his dream to turn this rundown piece of property into a showplace which rivaled that of the rich and famous. He paused just inside the door, looked, listened, and called for Taylor again.

Alex stepped up beside him. “Where is she?”

A muffled sound above drew their attention. Afraid she may be hurt or in trouble, both men scrambled for the staircase. Trevor reached the top first. She sat on the floor, head buried between her knees, sketchbook beside her. The full piece of charcoal she’d carried was merely a stub. He hesitated, then called her name, his tone soft.

“Is she alright?” Alex asked one step behind him.

Trevor walked over to his sister, ran a hand down her hair, and spoke her name again, careful to keep his tone soft. “Are you alright?”

She nodded. “Just a bit light-headed.”

“It’s no wonder, there’s hardly any air up here,” Alex insisted. He stepped over to another window and forced it open.

“How long have you been up here?” Trevor asked and squatted down beside her. She shrugged.

“What are you doing up here all by yourself?” Alex demanded, his voice tight with concern. “You shouldn’t have negotiated those stairs alone.”

Trevor knew exactly what had happened. He picked up the sketchpad and glanced through then handed it to Alex, not the least bit surprised by his reaction.

“Good grief, where on earth did these come from?” Alex exclaimed and flipped through page after page of sketches of the house and grounds. The last one showed a stately two-story home covered inside and out with plaster. There was a ballroom on the top floor.

“It’s how the place used to look, how it should be again,” Taylor answered, her voice shaky.

“Are you ready to get up yet?” he asked, then eyed Trevor. “Shall we help her to her feet?”

Years of experience hadn’t made it any easier for Trevor to handle the weakness that overcame her after one of her visions. He eyed her a moment, then shrugged. “Tay?”

Taylor must have heard the concern in his voice for she lifted her head to smile at him.

“I’m okay, Trev,” she said in quiet assurance and raised a trembling hand to his cheek, “Really. Just give me another minute.”

Trevor swallowed hard, nodded curtly. “Tell us when you’re ready.”

Alex bit back any further comments or questions and leaned against the window. He skimmed through the sketchbook again, and Trevor could tell by the awe on his face, what he saw amazed him. When Taylor cleared her throat and reached a shaky hand to Trevor, Alex scrambled over and assisted in helping her up. When she swayed, he shoved the sketchbook into Trevor’s hands and lifted her in his arms.

“I can walk,” she insisted.

Alex eyed her. “Bull. You’re pale as milk and trembling. I won’t have you fall headfirst down that poor excuse of a staircase. Lead the way,” he ordered Trevor. “And stay close.”

Once they reached the ground floor, Alex carried her outside. “Is she always like this afterward?” he asked and sat her down on the porch.

Trevor nodded. “She’s always a little weak, a bit dizzy, slightly disoriented, but it’s usually not this bad.”

“Probably a bit worse due to the lack of oxygen in the room.”

“You’re talking about me as though I’m not even here,” Taylor complained.

Indignation brightened her eyes. Color bloomed in her face. Trevor crossed his arms over his chest and frowned down at his sister. “Probably worse because she skipped breakfast to go jogging, alone, and it’s about near time for lunch.”

“We’ll have to see about getting some food in her then,” Alex remarked, and placed a firm hand on her shoulder when she moved to stand up.

“Sit down and stay down.” He grinned when she glared up at him.

“Don’t speak to me like I’m your pet dog, Mr. Broussard.”

He squatted eye level with her and pointed a finger in her face. “I don’t want to see you hurt, so stay put.” His gaze locked with Trevor’s. “Make sure she does.”

Trevor stood in front of her, arms still crossed over his chest. “Don’t worry, she’s not about to get up or go anywhere.”

“Back off, Little Brother,” Taylor grumbled.

She knew he hated it when she called him that. Though born only minutes apart, Trevor had the misfortune to enter the world second. This fact irritated him royally while they grew up and still had the power to put him in his place when necessary. He tapped the toe of her boot with his and grinned. “Not gonna work this time, Big Sister,” he chided. “You’re gonna stay put until Mr. Broussard is ready to leave.”

“It’s Alex.” Exasperation clouded his tone. “Don’t you think we’re past the point of formalities?” When neither answered him, Alex sighed. “I’ll just run up and close those windows, and then we’ll go.”

Trevor nodded. “Okay.”

* * * * *
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Alex hurried indoors and up the stairs, his mind awhirl at what happened. Words from the articles he’d read in Trevor’s office swam through his mind . . . A gifted designer, a visionary with an instinct for beauty and an eye for the unique . . . Suddenly he understood how accurate the statements were. He rested against the first windowsill, surprised at the quick shiver which shook him, not only from the shock she’d given him but from the memory of how she’d felt in his arms.
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Chapter Four
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Trevor surrendered the guard-like position in front of his sister and sat beside her on the porch. He slipped his arm around her waist, pulled her against him and brushed his lips across her temple. “Are you sure you’re okay?”

Taylor rested her head on his shoulder and nodded. “I’m fine. Just ticked off at you for acting the way you are. I can understand Mr. Broussard’s concern. I mean, it’s his property. If I get hurt . . .” her words trailed off at his quick snort of disdain.

“I doubt very much he had a single thought of lawsuits when he picked you up. The man has itched to get his hands on you from the moment you walked in the office,” he muttered. Her flush burned clear through his shirt, warmed his skin.

“Well, inform him that’s against the rules, will you?”

“What rules?”

“Can’t mix business with pleasure.”

Trevor chuckled. “I broke that rule this morning, so I can’t very well be the one to tell him. Guess we’ll have to renegotiate it.”

She giggled. “It’s about time.”

“So, I’ve been told.” He sighed. “You about ready?” he asked when he heard Alex’s footsteps.

“Yeah.” She nodded as Alex walked through the door. He circled around, stepped off the porch, and turned to face them.

“Feeling better?” he asked Taylor.

“Yes, thank you.”

He stooped down and cupped her chin in his hand. “You’re still a bit pale.”

“If you even think you’re about to carry me, think again. I’ll bloody your nose if you try,” she warned, her eyes narrowed into dangerous slits of shimmering topaz.

He grinned. “Pretty feisty for someone who couldn’t stand on her own feet less than five minutes ago.”

Trevor laughed at the exchange, rose to his feet, and offered her a hand-up. Alex stepped out of the way and followed them back out to where he’d parked his vehicle.

“I believe you’re right about why I’m so weak, Trev,” Taylor admitted once they were buckled up. “I think my stomach gnawed a hole in my backbone.”

Trevor reached for his cell phone. Before he could punch in the first number, it rang. The office number flashed on the display screen. “Yes?”

“Do y’all want me to have lunch here when you get back?”

“You must have read our minds,” he admitted. “Call someplace that delivers and order us a plate lunch. You have enough petty cash?”

“If not, I have the credit card.”

“Good, order one for Mr. Broussard also.” He eyed Alex. “Okay by you?”

Alex shrugged. “I was about to suggest I take you two to lunch, but that’s fine.”

“We’ll be back in fifteen or twenty minutes,” Trevor told Pam, then hung up.

They rode back to the office in almost complete silence. Trevor hummed little sounds of surprise and admiration while he flipped through the sketchbook. Alex’s gaze strayed often to the rearview mirror to check on Taylor, who rested against the seat, her eyes closed. When he pulled into the office lot and parked the SUV, Trevor handed him the sketchbook and disembarked from the vehicle to help his sister.

* * * * *
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Pam waited for them in the kitchen, the table set with take-out plates which overflowed with rice, gravy, and beef tips. Whole-kernel corn and baby carrots soaked in a cinnamon & sugar glaze were the vegetables of the day. Homemade rolls, side salad, and thick slices of chocolate cake with vanilla icing were included in the meal. Three tall, frosted glasses filled to the brim with milk sat beside napkins, silverware, and bottles of salad dressing.

“What would you like to drink, Mr. Broussard?” she asked. “We have tea, cola, milk, or water.”

“Milk’s fine,” he answered, and held a chair out for Taylor who slid into it with a sigh.

Pam took one look at Taylor’s pale face and gave her a pre-moistened disinfectant wipe for her hands, and then filled another glass with milk.

“Thanks, Pammy,” she said, as the two men washed their hands in the kitchen sink. Once they finished, she rose to do the same, then returned to her chair.

Trevor held a chair out for Pam. Then he and Alex sat. Pam watched through lowered lids as Alex reached for a napkin and placed it over his lap, then hesitated when Taylor bowed her head and said grace. He grinned when Taylor reached for the salad dressing and Trevor pushed it and the salad out of her grasp.

“Eat,” Trevor ordered and tapped Taylor’s plate with his fork.

“I always eat my salad first.”

“Not today. The salad will only curb your appetite and you need some food in you.”

“You know I don’t like rice and gravy,” she whined. “Besides there’s enough here to feed three people.”

“Eat the meat then,” Trevor insisted and passed her a roll. “And the vegetables. Then, if you’re still hungry, you can have the salad and if you’re a good girl, the cake.”

Taylor picked up her fork and Pam could tell by the glint in her eyes she resisted the urge to stab Trevor with it. She had witnessed this scenario countless times since hired by the twins and waited in expectation for Taylor’s response.

“Last time I checked, Trevor, I am twenty-seven not seven, and you’re my brother not my nurse.”

“Don’t like rice?” Alex interrupted. “I’ve never heard of anyone not liking rice.”

“I love rice,” Taylor corrected. “Plain or with a little butter and sugar, not swimming in greasy gravy. And I prefer brown rice whenever possible.”

“Sacrilegious.” Alex turned to Pam. “Are they always like this?”

She nodded, smiled. “What’s worst is you can never tell who wins.”

Alex chuckled. “I can just about imagine, but this time he’s right, you know.”

“He sure is,” Pam quipped and arched a delicate brow at Taylor. She smiled when, outnumbered, Taylor rolled her eyes and pierced a beef tip with her fork. A satisfied little hum escaped when the morsel melted in her mouth. They ate the remainder of lunch in companionable silence. When Taylor finished all of the meat and vegetables on her plate, Trevor handed her the salad, dressing, and cake without a word.

“Here, you can have mine too,” Alex said, and pushed his salad in front of her.

“You don’t want it?”

He shook his head and grinned. “I prefer rice and gravy to lettuce and tomatoes.”

Taylor shook her head. “I’m about stuffed. But thanks anyway.”

“We’ll save it for later.” Pam rose to throw her plate away, then began to clean off the table.

Taylor shoved her piece of cake toward Pam and stood to help. “Save this too. I can’t eat another bite.”

Pam accepted Taylor’s help with a smile but watched closely to see if the meal had restored her energy or simply filled an empty hole in her belly. She’d learned long ago not to make a big fuss after Taylor had one of her visions, especially since Trevor fussed enough for an entire family. Gifted though they were, the episodes usually left Taylor spent. Much like an artist or writer, Pam supposed, who worked in a frenzy to finish a special painting, pivotal scene, or final chapter.

Trevor pushed back from the table, rose, and took the trash bag out of the can. He paused beside the ladies and touched his sister’s shoulder in a tender gesture.

“Tired?”

She nodded.

“Want to rest a bit?”

Again, she nodded, then turned to Alex. “If you’ll excuse me, Mr. Broussard?”

Alex nodded, rose from his seat at the table, and reached for the trash bag in Trevor’s hand. “Let me take that out for you.”

“Thanks,” Trevor replied and handed it over. He slid his arm around his sister’s waist and escorted her to her office.

Once they left the kitchen Alex eyed Pam. “Is she alright? Does this happen very often?”

Loyalty bound Pam to choose her answers with care. “She’ll be fine. She just needs to rest a bit. Shall I show you where the dumpster is?” She could tell by the way he hesitated and bit back any further questions, Alex understood loyalty very well, which pleased her.

“I think I can find it,” he assured and stepped out the back door.

* * * * *
[image: ]


Alex returned to the kitchen to find Trevor sitting at the table with his face buried in his hands.

“Is she resting?”

Trevor nodded and lifted his head.

“Are you alright?”

Trevor swallowed hard and nodded again.

“My apologies to you Mr. Broussard, if we’ve come across as less than professional.”

“Oh, please,” Alex snorted, “Less than professional my foot. I’d be a fool to fault you for your concern over your twin, or her for what is obviously a rare and precious gift.”

“Then I’ll tell you this much,” Trevor said and lifted a relieved gaze to his. “A venture of this magnitude will take an exorbitant amount of money and time. Taylor is a perfectionist when it comes to the restoration of an old home. She’ll go above and beyond to preserve the integrity of the original style and structure no matter what you say. She’ll take all you want into consideration, do her level best to accommodate you, but in the end, it’s her way or no way, which is what makes her work so unique. And it always turns out beautifully.

“She’ll probably have several more episodes like the one she had today, at various stages of development,” Trevor continued. “They’ll leave her moody, irritable and exhausted. You can’t even speak to her when she’s in the midst of one. It is almost like she isn’t there, like she’s outside herself.

“She’s described the experiences as though a creative spirit, force, or energy consumes her every thought and guides her hand. She believes this is a gift from God. She takes that gift very seriously and uses it to glorify Him and His creation by creating the extraordinary and the unique. Let her have her way and you won’t be disappointed,” he assured Alex.

“Oh, and one other thing, we have the best crew of carpenters, concrete workers, and electricians this side of the Mississippi river. However, I do not believe in working them into the ground. They’ll gladly give you forty, fifty, or even sixty hours a week when the weather permits. But weekends, holidays, and occasional three or four days off will be necessary to keep them at their peak. Many of them have wives and children, and Taylor and I are firm believers’ families come first. Taking all of this into consideration, if you’re still interested, we’ll be happy to bid the job.”

“I only have two questions,” Alex said and sat in the chair across from him. “How long will it take and how soon can you get started?”

Trevor smiled. “You’re looking at approximately a year to completion, give or take a month or two due to the weather or delays in the materials. Cleanup alone will take several days. Taylor probably won’t even look at those sketches again until sometime tonight or tomorrow. It’ll take us a couple of days to compile the figures and then another to draw up contracts. That is, if we can come to some kind of agreement.”

Alex reached into his back pocket and pulled out the check book he’d retrieved from the glove compartment of his SUV. He tossed it on the table. “Name your price.”

“You’re looking at hundreds of thousands, possibly even into the low millions of dollars to develop this property to the specifications you outlined earlier, Mr. Broussard.”

Alex acknowledged the fact with a tiny nod. “And as I mentioned earlier, Mr. Forrestier, money is no object. I have no qualms about letting your sister have her way. Or, should I say, exploiting her genius,” he remarked with a chuckle.

“The last twenty years of my life I’ve worked, scrimped, saved, invested, and hoped this property would be available when I was ready for it. Believe me when I say the work will get done. I want you and your sister to do it.

“Now,” Alex continued. “I’ll save you a couple steps and give you the go ahead to start your crew on cleanup tomorrow. As soon as we get enough done, I’ll furnish all the food and drink necessary for the ball game and picnic you and your sister discussed earlier.” He took the pen from his pocket, filled out a check, tore it from the book and pushed it toward Trevor. “This should serve well as a deposit. We can deal with contracts next week.”   

Proficient in the art of negotiation, he sat back and waited while Trevor considered his proposal, no doubt in his mind Taylor would want to do this job. He also had a feeling once she made up her mind, no one would be able to talk her out of it, not even her brother. Silence stretched between them until he began to wonder if he’d been adamant enough to show how serious he was about the project and the fact he wanted them to complete it. The breath he hadn’t realized he held escaped in a relieved sigh when Trevor pushed the intercom button on the phone and called for Pam.

“Yes?”

“Round up the crew. We have a job to begin tomorrow,” he said.

“Sure thing.”

Trevor let go of the intercom button and extended a hand to him.

“Thank you, Mr. Broussard. You can rest assured everyone will do their best to accommodate you in every way.”

Alex shook the proffered hand. “There’s one stipulation I’d ask you to put in our contract.”

Trevor’s eyebrow arched in question. “Which is?”

“That you, your sister, and your employees call me Alex,” he insisted with a smile.

“I don’t see a problem with that one,” Trevor replied with a grin.  
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