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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!


 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

To anyone who has ever thought about chasing their dreams but let something hold them back. Be fearless. 

Be the storm.
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Roxie Holcomb leaned closer to the mirror so she could make sure her makeup was perfect. She could hear the crowd that awaited her arrival—despite three walls and fifty feet of distance between them. She was what her father's people called a shiftless shifter. Her father was an Alexander Archipelago Wolf shifter who'd fallen in love with a human. It was rare for a shifter to find their mate in a non-shifter, but Mathias Holcomb did. Their only child, Roxanne, had all the characteristics of a shifter; enhanced senses, greater strength, faster speed, even enhanced healing abilities to an extent, but she was unable to shift into wolf form. There was a time when that had bothered her. When she was younger she'd been jealous of those who could shift, but as she'd gotten older she'd come to terms with the fact she didn't have an inner wolf. 

From her earliest memory she'd loved to sing and make music. When she was four she got her first guitar and she took to it like a fish took to water. By the time she was ten she'd learned how to play the drums, keyboard, and piano as well. Her favorite past-time, however, was singing. She had a sultry voice even as a pre-teen and by the time she had graduated high school she was already gaining popularity in the small towns near where she lived in outside of Anchorage, Alaska. For the last several years, she'd performed at every local event she possibly could. Fairs, weddings, birthday parties—you name it, she sang at it, if there was a request for a live performance. She'd also performed in several bars and clubs in Anchorage. In recent months, she and her father had talked about recording some of her own songs to try and get her a record deal.

That was what this concert was all about. She knew that her father had gotten a few music scouts to come to the show and she was determined to give them the best show she'd ever put on. This was her chance, her dream, and she was going to make it happen. With a final swipe of lipstick she headed out of the small dressing room, down the long corridor, and out onto the stage. It was elevated on scaffolding so that she could look out over the crowd as she sang her heart out.

As soon as the music began, she lost herself in the rhythm and flow. This was her world, her element, it was where she shone like the brightest star in the midnight sky. Roxie was halfway through the two-hour show where she mixed some of her own songs with songs by other performers when tragedy struck. She was strutting across the stage when there was a load groaning of metal beneath her feet. Before anyone could react, the section of stage she was on collapsed and Roxie fell. Pain engulfed her as her body was pierced in several places by jagged metal. Between the pain and blood loss she soon lost consciousness.

Hours later Roxie awoke in pain. She knew that her injuries were severe, they had to be if she was still hurting so much. There was a bandage covering the right side of her face, her left arm was held immobile in a cast and brace, and her right leg was in traction. A groan escaped her and light flared, searing her left eye and causing her head to pound. “Wh..what.. happened?” The broken question was barely a whispered exhalation of breath.

“Oh thank Gods you're awake, sweetheart.” Elaina Holcomb sat at her daughter's bedside and when she realized Roxie was finally awake she reached out and gently brushed the hair from her face. “Try not to move, honey, you'll just re-injure yourself,” she hushed. “Part of the scaffolding holding the stage up collapsed and you fell. You were... gravely injured. It was touch and go at first and for a while there we didn't even know if you were going to survive. Your father is having the entire structure checked to see what went wrong. He blames himself because he was the one who had the grand idea to elevate the stage like that.”

Roxie swallowed several times. “Anyone else hurt?” she asked after several tries.

“Some minor injuries, but the only one who was seriously injured was you. Sweetheart, they had to put your leg in traction, it broke in four places, including just below your hip. Your arm was almost as bad, and you had several cracked ribs. Your right side was pierced by a piece of metal, as was your left leg, and you have a nasty gash on your back, just above your kidney. The doctor said you got lucky because it came very close to severing your left kidney.” 

Roxie closed her left eye a moment before she lifted her hand to her face where the bandage was. “And this?”

“A piece of the scaffolding cut your face from your temple almost to your lips,” she said and her voice broke. She'd been trying to be strong while she told her daughter about her injuries but having come so close to losing her, Elaina couldn't keep the sob in. “Oh, baby, we almost lost you, but you're going to heal, you'll be fine. If you didn't have the healing abilities you do...”

“I would have died,” she whispered. A tear slipped from her eye. Deep down Roxie knew that while she might heal from the broken bones, the gash on her face wasn't going to disappear. Oh, it would heal, but she knew instinctively that she was going to have a reminder of this day every time she looked in the mirror.
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Giving up on your dreams wasn’t easy. Just ask Roxie. Music had been an integral part of her life from her earliest memories, but the mere thought of getting up on a stage again filled her with dread. Besides, no one would want to see her perform. Not now that she wasn’t the beauty everyone used to call her. The accident took care of that.

After the accident, she’d wanted so desperately to blame someone for it. She’d wanted someone she could rage at for robbing her of her dreams. After a very intense investigation, it was determined to be a freak accident. No one had deliberately caused the stage to collapse. There was no one for her to blame.

Running her fingers over the scar, Roxie sighed. She knew she had gotten lucky. She knew she should be grateful it wasn’t worse, and most days she was, but some days she wanted to wallow in self pity. 

“Hey, girl. I was thinking...”

“Oh hell. How much trouble am I going to get into? When you start thinking, it always leads to trouble.”

“Ha ha, very funny. Seriously, Roxie, I’ve been thinking. We’ve both got some free time, why don’t we take a trip down to Mardi Gras in New Orleans? We’ve always said we wanted to go but there was always something else going on.”

“I don’t know, Alli.”

“Roxie. You have to start living again. Don’t you dare try to deny it. We’ve been best friends since we were babies. I know you. You’ve decided to stop living because of what happened and you need to change that.”

“You don’t get it, Alli. Music was my life and that was taken away from me.”

“Bullshit. You chose to give it up. You know I’m right. Come on, Roxie. Let’s go party in New Orleans. Who knows, maybe you’ll find that passion again.”

“You’re not going to give up until I say yes, are you?”

“Nope. So you might as well give in because resistance is futile.”

Roxie blinked at the monotone way her best friend said it before they both burst into laughter. “Okay, Borg, I’ll stop resisting. Who knows. Maybe it’ll be fun.”

“That’s the spirit! New Orleans, here we come!”

“I don’t know if the French Quarter can handle the two of us together.” She gave her friend a cheeky grin. 

“Probably not!”

They laughed again and sat together to make plans, including hotel accommodations for their trip. As the days passed, and it got closer and closer to the day they were scheduled to fly out, Roxie became more and more excited. Yeah, maybe partying in New Orleans was just what she needed to pull her out of the maudlin funk she’d been in ever since the accident. 
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Steele Reinhardt was a playboy. Everyone who knew him was aware of that. Steele liked women. He liked sex. A lot. He was a single, attractive, red-blooded male, of course he liked sex. As long as the women in question were willing and wanted no-strings-attached sex, who was he to tell them no?

He was also the jokester of the Pack. For Steele, that was how he coped with his past. Some of the things he’d seen and done while in Special Ops, he’d needed a way to keep himself sane.

From the outside, you’d think he didn’t have a care in the world. That was the façade he’d perfected to ensure no one knew just how troubled by his past he really was.

It was easy to hide the sleepless nights and the night terrors that woke him in a cold sweat on the nights he did manage to get some sleep since he lived alone. One of the first things he’d done after deciding to stay in New Orleans as a permanent member of the Ghostpoint Pack was find himself a house on the outskirts of the city. There was no way in hell he was going to let his Alpha, or anyone else, know he was having trouble. They didn’t need to worry about him.

At least Mardi Gras was fast approaching. There would be more than enough hot, young women willing to warm his bed for a night or two. The two week long celebration was something he’d been looking forward to for months.

“You need to cut down on the partying, Steele. You’re looking a little rough.”

He looked up from where he was going over the report he’d filled out for the bodyguard job he’d just finished and flipped Holden the bird. “Fuck you, dude. I should have let you take that gig. The asshole parties harder than I do, and that’s saying something. I don’t think I’ve ever been happier to finish a job as I was with this one.”

“What’s your plan now?”

“Relax a few days. Mardi Gras starts soon, I’m going to need my stamina.”

“You are such a horn dog, Steele.”

He waggled his brows at Echo. “You know it, babe. You and Sasha planning to partake in the fun that is Mardi Gras? We both know Holden is going to hide in his garage pretending to work on that car of his.”

“We probably will. At least some. You know, Holden’s right. You look beat. Are you okay?”

“Right as rain, babe. You know me. I’ll rest when I’m dead.”

“You keep up this pace, and that’ll happen a lot sooner than you think.”

“Aw, are you worried about me, Echo? Don’t be. I’ve got this.” He waved off her concern and gave her one of his trademark grins to hide the fact he really was exhausted. “I’m going to turn this in, then head back to my place. Catch you guys later.” Maybe a long run in his wolf form would wear him out enough to get a couple hours of sleep.
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New Orleans. She'd seen photos of the city—who hadn't?—but those photos didn't do it justice. There was a vibrancy and color to the city that the camera just couldn't capture.

“Admit it, I was right. This was just what you needed.”

Roxie stuck her tongue out at her best friend. “Yeah, yeah, rub it in. You were right. Happy?”

“Insanely.”

“Well, you're insane, anyway.”

“Bitch!”

Roxie laughed. “You know I love you. Can you believe these crowds? I knew it was going to be crazy, but wow. This transcends crazy. I don't think there's a proper word for it.”

“And we get to enjoy this insanity for two weeks.”

“I'll be hiding in the rental, thanks.” Roxie shook her head a bit to make sure her hair fell over the right side of her face, hiding the ugly scar that marred her skin.

“Rox, stop hiding. You're gorgeous. That scar just adds character.”

Roxie snorted. “Character, my ass. It's ugly and I get sick of people staring. At least back home, they've gotten used to it and don't stare anymore.”

Roxie knew in her head she needed to get over it and not care what others thought, but it wasn't easy. The way people stared at her made her feel like a freak.

The looks varied, too. Some looked at her with thinly-veiled disgust. Others looked at her with pity. Those were the ones she hated the most. She didn't want their damn pity.

“Roxanne Holcomb. Sometimes I just want to shake some sense into you. You used to not care what other people thought about you. I miss that girl. That girl was the one who dyed her hair pink and purple and gave anyone the finger if they curled their lip at her. I want my best friend back, damn it.”

Roxie stared at her a moment before she cracked up. “Okay, okay. You have a point. I have been a bit morose lately. Fine. Let’s go out and have some fun. If someone stares I’ll just flip them off and tell them to go fuck themselves.”.

“Halla-fucking-leujah! There’s my girl. I knew she was in there, somewhere.”

“Hardy har har. Let’s go before I change my mind.”

Once they were out on the streets, weaving their way through the crowds, Roxie forgot all about her discomfort. The wealth of emotions, sensations, and scents coming to her were almost overwhelming and her senses were in overdrive.

At one point, she caught the scent of something that smelled mouth-wateringly good but she couldn’t place what it was or where it was coming from, before it was gone. With a shrug, she put it out of her mind.
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He used to love slipping his human skin and running in wolf form. It used to take his mind off of all the shit he’d seen and done while in Special Ops. He would let his wolf take over and he’d forget, at least for a little while.

The last few times he’d gone for a run, he’d had no luck in shutting off the human part of his brain. It was frustrating, to say the least. Something had to give, and soon, before it started affecting his ability to do his job.

Maybe he just needed to get drunk and get laid. He’d not done either of those things in days. It was unheard of. Steele was the self-proclaimed playboy of the Ghostpoint Pack. 

With that in mind, he headed into the French Quarter. The streets were packed with revelers. Women were showing off the goods to get beads tossed at them, and Steele was sure more than a few were being propositioned. 

The sun was beginning to set, the sky was turning shades of orange and red, when a scent wafted to him on the slight breeze. It was faint and it made his wolf growl. It wanted to come out and trace the scent to it’s source. 

A wolf wandering the streets of New Orleans? Yeah, not happening. Panic would ensue and his Alpha would kill him. He reigned his wolf in and after a moment the scent disappeared completely. Steele pushed it from his thoughts. He had more important things to worry about; like finding someone who wanted some no-strings-attached sex.
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Steele was prowling the streets of New Orleans in search of...something. He wasn’t entirely sure what he was looking for, but for the last few hours his wolf had been on edge. His wolf was keeping him from being able to even think about getting laid. It had a one-track mind, and for once, they were on the same page.

He kept thinking about the elusive scent that had his wolf growl. It had to be his imagination. There was no way he’d get lucky and find his mate during Mardi Gras. It had to be something else. And yet, here he was, stalking the streets, trying to catch the scent again.

He was passing Scarlet Flux when it happened. The scent of lavender and vanilla hit him so hard he stumbled. Instantly, his wolf was pushing forward, trying to take control. The feeling was visceral, powerful, and scary as fuck. He’d not lost control of his wolf since he was a kid and he almost shifted right there on the street.

Golden eyes moved over the crowd waiting to enter the club and he caught a flash of pink and purple just as the doors closed behind two women. The scent lingered for a moment before it faded and a growl trickled from his lips. His mate was in New Orleans
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