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Author’s Note

 

Ice in the Bayou came about because, reading hockey romances, I realized that most, if not all, focus on just the players. I wanted something different. Thus, the Bayou Kings and the four books in the series came to be. Will there be more books? That remains to be seen, but as you will discover, only one book has a hockey player as a MMC. The others, well you’ll just have to read to find out!

 

  I truly hope you enjoy my twist on hockey romance!
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Lucca




What do you do when your dreams go to hell in a handbasket? You find a new dream. Sometimes it just takes a little while to actually do that. I grew up on the ice. My earliest memories are from putting on a pair of ice skates and falling on my ass but getting back up to try it again. By my senior year of high school, I had college scouts working their asses off to convince me I needed to go to their school and join their team. Growing up in Minnesota, I knew I wanted to go to one of the schools in my home state. It took a bit of deliberation but I ended up at Willow Creek University in Blaine. I was a Cavalier and I fucking loved it. By junior year I already had scouts from professional teams checking me out. I was flying high.

And then I crashed and burned. Me and a couple of buddies went out one night, had a few drinks, and got stupid. You know how it is. You always think 'It'll never happen to me'. Trust me, that kind of thinking will be your downfall. I don't really remember the accident but I remember the aftermath. My buddy, Jack, was driving and lost control of the wheel on a curve. I was told the car spun before slamming into, and through, the guard rail before sliding down the embankment and coming to a stop against a tree. The passenger side took the hardest hit. Looking at the photos from the accident, yeah, I can agree with that. The passenger side looked like a fucking accordion.

Of the four of us, I got it the worst. The accident shattered my entire right leg from hip to ankle. To this day, a decade later, I still have a limp, the cold makes it ache like a bitch, and there's a nasty scar that I decided to leave the fuck alone after three skin grafts. I also have two plates in my leg, complete with pins. Going through metal detectors in airports is a bitch.

When it became obvious I would never take to the ice again, I could have gotten depressed. I could have let it tear me down. I didn't. I decided to go into business with my pop. He started his own real estate and acquisitions company from the ground up and by the time I joined him, he'd already made a name for himself. I took the company further. We branched out to stocks, investments, big pharma, and cybernetics. If it's lucrative you bet your sweet ass we have our fingers in the pot.

Still, despite amassing more wealth than we could spend in five lifetimes, something was missing. When pop suddenly died from a heart attack, leaving me in charge, my wealth doubled but so did the feeling of discontent. It wasn't until I started really following college hockey again that I realized what was missing. I loved the game but I no longer had a connection to it. One morning I woke up and knew I wanted to have my own pro hockey team. There were a lot of damn good players in college hockey who never got their chance to shine beyond their college days because there just wasn't a place for them. They had the skills but the opportunities weren't there.

Thus, the idea was born. I would petition the professional hockey league for entrance into the organization. Of course, that meant I had to actually have a team to enter, which in turn meant more research. Where should I base the team? What city would be the prime location for it?

Those were the thoughts going through my mind as I sat at my desk working on the preliminary idea. I had a meeting with a new PR rep in fifteen minutes so I had time to finish what I was doing before she arrived.

“Mr. Calvaricci, your 10:30 is here.”

My receptionist's voice coming to me over the speaker pulled me from my thoughts. I glanced at my watch. Damn. The woman was early. “Send her in.” The vision that walked through my door moments later had my cock twitching. The woman had curves in all the right places and legs that went on forever. Fuck, she was sexy. “You must be Maxine Andrews.” I adjusted myself discreetly before I stood to offer my hand. “Lucca Calvaricci.”

“I am. Please, call me Max. It's a pleasure to make your acquaintance, Mr. Calvaricci.”

She slipped her hand into mine, no doubt expecting a handshake, and arched a brow when I instead lifted it so I could kiss the back of her hand. “The pleasure is mine, Miss Andrews. Please, have a seat.”

Max sat and crossed her legs. “My boss tells me that you need a PR rep who has experience in the sports world. It seemed an awfully odd request given the nature of your business. What, exactly, are you needing a PR rep for, Mr. Calvaricci?”

“I want to start a hockey team. A professional hockey team. Before you ask, yes, I am aware it isn't an easy undertaking to put into motion. Until an accident a decade ago changed my life, I was headed for a professional team. I had to change dreams but in the back of my mind there was always a desire to be part of that world again. Since there aren't any teams for sale, I plan to build a stadium and form my own. There is a wealth of talent out there that never gets the opportunity to go pro because there just aren't enough teams. Now, I've been looking at possible cities that don't already have a team and I've narrowed it down to three; New Orleans, Atlanta, and Santa Fe. I've chosen those three cities for two reasons. They're popular tourist cities and they're in a warmer climate, something I have had multiple doctors tell me I need if I want to avoid the constant ache from my injuries during the winter months.” I like that she took the time to think about what I said before she finally responded.

“If you want my opinion, Mr. Calvaricci, I would say try New Orleans. If you can get the land and the approval to build a stadium near the city, you could have the rink open during off season for visitors. With the amount of tourists the city gets year round, it would be a big hit.”

I smirked at her comment. “I like the way you think. So, I need you to put together a campaign that we can pitch to the league for my own team.”

“You do realize there's a very real chance they'll just laugh at your request, right?”

“I am aware, yes. According to your boss, Mr. Kirkwood, you're the best PR rep Capital Time Media has. If you're not up to the challenge, Miss Andrews, then I will have to find a PR firm that is.”

“I didn't say I wasn't up to the challenge, Mr. Calvaricci. I'll have something to pitch to them within the week.”

Oh, that got her riled. I could tell her pride was pricked by what I'd said. If that was what it took to get her to go above and beyond to make it happen, I'd prick her pride any day. “My secretary will schedule our next meeting then, Miss Andrews.”

“If we're going to be working together, call me Max, Mr. Calvaricci.”

“I'll agree on one condition. You must call me Lucca.”

She paused for a moment. “Fine. Lucca. I'll see you in a week.”

“I look forward to it, Max.” I got up and escorted her to the door so I could watch her leave. Fuck, she was just as sexy going as she was coming. The skirt she wore clung to the curve of her ass and made me want to reach out and grab a handful. I was going to enjoy working alongside her.


Chapter Two


[image: ]



 

 

 

Maxine




I swore off men a long time ago. Okay, that's not entirely true. There is one man in my life. He's the reason I get out of bed every morning. He's the reason I worked my ass off to get where I am in my career. I'm the best damn Public Relations rep Capital Time Media has. That reason is my son, Aaron. There is no way I could look into those big brown eyes of his and not bust my ass. The circumstances around his conception don't matter. He will never know that the man who fathered him is a rapist. Not if I have anything to say about it.

Oh, I know what you're thinking. I probably got drunk one night, had a one-night stand I regretted, and turned around and cried rape. You couldn't be further from the truth if you tried. I know his sperm donor. That's what I prefer to call him. The sperm donor. He's not Aaron's father. He is nothing to Aaron beyond some donated DNA to help create him. He was a man I thought I could trust. A man I'd cared very much for. A man I'd thought was my best friend. A man I'd thought would never, in a million years, force himself on a woman.

I was so damn wrong it wasn't even funny. He'd decided he'd been the 'friend' long enough. He'd been there for me when my brother was killed in a drive by shooting. He happened to be in the wrong place at the wrong damn time. That's what happens when you get hooked on drugs. Your life spirals out of control and Robbie's did until it took him from us.

He was there for me when my mom was diagnosed with stage four cancer. It was inoperable and treatments would prolong her life but they would make her very sick. She made the decision, with full support of me and my father, to forgo the treatments and died in her own bed two months after she was diagnosed. He was there, six months later, when my father died of a heart attack. In less than a year I'd lost my entire family and Heath was one of the ones who helped me through the grief.

That was four years ago. On a night when my entire world had gone dark, on a night when I was my most vulnerable, he'd decided he wanted more than a friendly hug. Slipping something into a woman's drink just to get laid is rape. I don't give a damn what anyone else says. I haven't spoken to him since the day after it happened, when I woke up and realized what he'd done. Aaron was born nine months later and according to his birth certificate the father is 'Unknown'. I don't care if that makes me look like a slut. I know that's what some people would think if they saw that. I don't give a damn. I wasn't giving Heath any connection to my little angel. Not then, not now, not ever.

When my boss informed me I had a new client, he told me the request was a bit unusual. He wasn't joking. Lucca Calvaricci is well known in the business world. Some people call him a shark. They say that he can always tell when a business is struggling, like a shark that smells blood in the water. When he wants something he goes after it, sometimes aggressively, and he always gets what he wants. I know, not unusual, right? If he was hiring our firm to help with his image in the business world you would be right. No, he wanted someone who had experience in the sports world and that was my specialty. I'd taken on some real bad boys in the sports industry and cleaned up their images. What could a businessman who specialized in acquisitions need a sports rep for? That was what I was at Calvarrici Enterprises to find out.

My meeting with Lucca Calvaricci was scheduled for ten thirty in the morning. I arrived at his building fifteen minutes early and headed up to the tenth floor where his office was located. I'd seen pictures of the man in various business magazines. He was attractive, not that that mattered. I approached what was clearly his secretary and smiled. “Good morning. I'm Maxine Andrews, I have a ten thirty meeting with Mr. Calvaricci.” I waited until the secretary told me to go in before I headed for the office door.

Did I say Lucca Calvaricci was attractive? Boy was that the understatement of the decade. He wasn't attractive. He was gorgeous. Tan skin that looked kissed by the sun, broad shoulders, dark hair that looked like it was begging someone to run their fingers through it, and a pair of soulful brown eyes that made my pulse speed up the instant I looked into them. He was a Roman god and I couldn't help but wonder what he looked like under his expensive, tailored suit. Focus, Max. He's just like every other man out there; after one thing. Been there, done that, bought the fucking T-shirt.

One thing the magazines didn't seem to mention was just how much of a smooth talker the man was. I could listen to him all day long and let me tell you, it wasn't easy to keep my mind focused on the job. But I managed. I am nothing if not professional. When he told me he wanted to form his own professional hockey team I almost laughed and asked why I was really there. One look in his eyes told me he was serious. He'd been a hockey player himself. Yeah, I could see that, given his body. “What school did you play for?”

“Willow Creek University in Blaine. I was a Cavalier.”

I made mental note of that so I could look into his college career after our meeting concluded. Just when I was starting to think he wasn't so bad he had to go and be an asshole. What did he do? He had the audacity to doubt my ability to get the job done. “I'll have something to pitch to them within the week.” I was going to have to bust my ass to come up with a campaign the league would listen to, but if there was anyone who could do it, it was me. Cocky? Maybe, but I've earned the attitude. I haven't failed a single case in the six years I've worked at Capital Time Media.
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Lucca




“Lucca, my man, who was that sexy as fuck blond I saw leaving your office when I got here?”

I looked up from my computer to see Jack- you remember my buddy Jack, the one who was driving the car that changed my life- standing there. We were still just as close as we'd been in college. Some people, a life altering accident like that would have destroyed the friendship. For the four of us-me, Jack, Trevor, and Micah- it just strengthened our friendship. “My new PR Rep and no, you can't ask her if she wants to fuck.” Did I happen to mention Jack is a horn dog? He prefers the term playboy but it's the same damn thing.

“Aw, man, you ruin all my fun. Wait, PR Rep? What the hell do you need a PR Rep for? Have you done something naughty without telling me?”

See what I mean? Horn dog. “No, I haven't done something naughty. Get your mind out of the gutter. I've hired Capital Time Media's best sports PR Rep to pitch an idea to the professional hockey league for a new hockey team. In New Orleans.”

Jack laughed. “Yeah, right. That's a good one. What's the real reason? Oh, shit, you're serious.”

“As a heart attack. I've thought about it for a while now. I'm going to need a manager, Jack. Someone who knows the sport, someone I know will always have the team's back, no matter what.”

“Aw, hell, Lucca, you're going to make me cry. If this is your way of asking me to come to New Orleans to help you with this crazy ass idea, all I have to say is, when do we pack our bags?”

“Max, my PR Rep, is supposed to have something to pitch to the league in a week. I have to head to New Orleans to start working on acquiring the land I'll need to have a stadium built.”

“Oh, right at Mardis Gras time. Nice. Count me in. I could use a little party-time fun. All those women showing off their tits just to get plastic beads? My kind of town.”

“Do you ever think with something besides your dick?”

“Naw, life's more fun this way.”

I shook my head at him. “Just don't party too hard. We're going down there to work, not to play the entire damn time.”

“Relax, Lucca. I got your back on this. You know, Micah's been talking about going free agent. He's tired of getting the shit end of things with that outfit he's got representing him. I'll bet you a bottle of Macallan he'd jump in with both feet and join us in New Orleans.”

“I hadn't heard that. Once we get the permits and the green light from the league I'll have to give him a call.” Micah was the only one of us who'd gone pro after college. Trevor discovered a passion for cooking and had his own restaurant. He'd been talking about building another somewhere else. Maybe I could entice him to join us in New Orleans as well.

“So, when are we leaving? You know there are babes just waiting for us to rock their world.”

“Go pack a bag, I'll call and get the jet ready to go.” See what I mean? He's a fucking horn dog.
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After checking in at the Royal Sonesta New Orleans we made our way to the elevators. The hotel is right on Bourbon Street, a fact I knew Jack would like. Hell, I picked it for that reason. Sure, we could have gone to the Ritz-Carlton but the Sonesta put us closer to the action in the French Quarter.

“Holy shit. Did you see the way that chick in reception was checking you out? You gotta tap that, man.”

I just shook my head at him. “Focus, Jack. Work first. We can play later.”

“You're right, Lucca. Sorry, man. Have you got any idea where you might want to buy up land?”

“There's a large tract of commercial land on the southwestern edge of the city that looked promising in photos. We're meeting with the agent in two hours. That's just enough time to get cleaned up.” I knew we would be partying before we left to head back to Minnesota.

I also knew I was going to hate going back to Minnesota and the fucking cold. This was the first time, in months, that my entire damn leg didn't ache. Maybe I'll move to New Orleans even if I don't get the green light from the league.

Just as we were stepping onto the elevator, my cell phone rang. Glancing down I grinned when I saw the name that appeared. “Hey, Cat. How is sunny California?” Cat, short for Caterina, was my baby sister. After Pop died, I became a bit of a surrogate father figure for her. It was hard as hell when she decided to move to LA with her boyfriend.

“Hey, Lucca. California's great. I called your office and I was told you were in New Orleans. I know you didn't go to Mardi Gras and not invite me.”

I chuckled at the mock indignation in her voice. “No, I'm here on business.”

“Oh? Well that's no fun. So, I have a huge favor to ask you. When you get back home, can you ship my car out to me?”

“I told you that you would want it once you got there, but would you listen to me? No, of course not. You know I'll ship it to you. I'll have it out to you next week.”

“Thanks, Lucca. Try to have some fun while you're there in New Orleans! I gotta go, take care.”

“You too, Cat.” I shook my head after hanging up. My sister was always so... bubbly.

“How's Kitty-Cat doing in California? Is she missing home, yet?”

I glanced at Jack as we rode the elevator to the top floor. I'd gotten one of the ambassador suites with the adjoining deluxe room for our stay. “She seems to be doing just fine. I don't know if she misses home but I sure as hell miss her.”

“You just don't like that asshole she's with.”

I snorted at the comment. “True, I don't. I don't trust him. He's going to hurt her and I'll be the one picking up the pieces.”

“That's because you're a good big brother, Lucca.”

I shook my head. “If I was a good big brother I'd have stopped her from going to California with him in the first place.”

“We both know Cat wouldn't have listened. Your sister's stubborn.”

I glanced at Jack as he made his way to the adjoining room. “You haven't seen Cat in what, three years? Yet you still remember she's stubborn as hell?” Jack had just moved back to Minnesota after leaving several years ago for work. 

“It's been four and yeah, I remember. Her senior year was rough on you, man. I'm surprised you survived it.”

“Fuck off.” We both laughed before Jack closed the adjoining door so we could both get cleaned up in private. If anyone else had given me shit over the hell my sister raised in high school, they'd have gotten more than a friendly 'fuck off' but Jack's been to hell and back with me. He's earned the right to give me shit.
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Three hours after arriving in New Orleans, I found myself staring out at the large plot of land I was hoping to buy. It was more than enough space for what I wanted to do. “I want it.” I turned to the Realtor in time to catch the woman checking me out.

“If you'll follow me back to my office, Mr. Calvaricci, I can put the paperwork together and we can go over your offer. I'll have to submit it and get back to you on whether or not it's been accepted.”

“Sounds good. Let's go,” I said, motioning to where our cars waited.

Jack and I followed the Realtor back to her office where we sat down and went over the information on the land. I gave her my bid and left with a promise from her to hear from her within the next few days.

“Now that business is concluded, let's party!” Jack said. “There are a lot of hotties in New Orleans, we're guaranteed to get laid,” he added.

“You are such a horn dog,” I said with a laugh.

“I prefer playboy,” he countered with a chuckle.

I shook my head at him. “Whatever. Let's get dinner first, then we'll hit the French Quarter.”

“Now you're talking!” Jack said as we headed back to our hotel.

“What do you say we eat at Bar R’evolution,” I said as we got to our suite. “It's more relaxed than the restaurant.”

“Sounds good,” Jack said.

Half an hour later, we were seated at a table. I got a single malt scotch while Jack
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