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Love you, Baby!


Table of Contents


Cover

Title Page

Copyright Page

Dedication

Acknowledgements

Books by Skye Turner

Prologue

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Chapter Seven

Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Chapter Fourteen

Chapter Fifteen

Chapter Sixteen

Chapter Seventeen

Chapter Eighteen

Chapter Nineteen

Chapter Twenty

Chapter Twenty-One

Chapter Twenty-Two

Chapter Twenty-Three

Chapter Twenty-Four

Chapter Twenty-Five

Playlist

About the Author


Acknowledgements


These will be short, sweet, and to-the-point.

Thank you to my amazeballs Beta readers: Amber Landry, Bets Whitley, Joely Bogan, Kristin Blay, Lindsey Lawson, Noelle Kinberger, Pam Mitcham, Thomas Noble, and Tiffany Tyler.

Thank you Kari Ayasha of Cover to Cover Designs for yet another amazing cover.

Thank you to my baby bro and cover photographer, Rich Roth, for tromping through the mud to get me the perfect shot! And thank you to my sister-in-law, Lauren Roth, for assisting!

THANK YOU to my love, my husband, my cover model, James Turner for humoring me when I said, “Hey, baby. You’re going on my next cover. K?!”

Thank you to my two PA’s who are also amazing friends, Jess & Tiff and my awesome Street Team Captain, Tracey!

Thank you to my readers for buying and loving my work. I hope to bring you much more in the future.

For my other amazingly supportive crew… TH Snyder, JM Witt, Gabbie Duran, Jaime Whitley, Angel Justice… love y’all lots.

And finally, but most importantly… Thank you to my awesome, sexy, supportive husband, James, and the two perfect little hellions we created together. Writing is my job and my passion, but you three are my WORLD.


Books by Skye Turner


BAYOU STIX SERIES

Alluring Turmoil, Book 1 Bayou Stix

Alluring Seduction, Book 2 Bayou Stix

Alluring Ties, A Bayou Stix Novella, Book 2.5 Bayou Stix

Alluring Temptation, Book 3 Bayou Stix

Alluring Infatuation, Book 4 Bayou Stix

Alluring Surrender, Book 5 Bayou Stix


Prologue


James

Bright lights, big city… the perfect place to lose yourself.

That’s the impression I first obtained of Los Angeles, the day I arrived… almost twenty years ago. And it’s the impression I still have today. The city of Lost Angels. I fit right in here, though I’d call myself more of a devil on any given day.

This is where I started over. This is where the boy with nothing took on the world and became the man who has people at his beck and call for every little whim.

As I glance around my mansion, high in the hills of Hollywood, I laugh cockily at the way life has panned out.

Do I have love? No, but I have money. I have adoring fans and people follow me wherever I go. It works.

Is it a perfect life? Of course not. Being in the public eye, never having any privacy… But, it is what it is and it’s the life I’ve chosen. It’s the life for me.

The large clock chimes in the foyer and I glance at my bags near the door. The limo driver should be pulling up at any second.

Next stop… Louisiana. Not at all where I want to spend the next year and a half of my life, but it’s where we’re filming and blockbuster roles keep my bank account happy. All of them. This three movie deal should easily drop another chunk of change into them.

Not that money is something I really need more of.

Smiling at the thought and the irony of that logic, I open the door just as the bell rings.

“Mr. Black. Good morning, Sir. I’ll get your bags into the car and in just a few minutes, we’ll be off. Is there anything else you need before we head to the airport?”

I think about that…

“No, I think I’m good. I have everything I need… Everything I’ve ever wanted.”

He nods. “Very good, Sir. Let me take these.”


Chapter One


James

“Dammit, James! You have to have a driver! You have no idea where you’re going here. GPS is an option, but I know how you are, and I don’t want to have to pay for a device or vehicle when you break the dashboard. I also can’t be with you twenty-four hours a day. I’m not your keeper!

“I did some research and I found out which company almost everyone uses when they’re here. They can be trusted and I’ve spoken with the owner. He guarantees he’s sending you their best driver. They’re knowledgeable about the area and can get you where you need to go, as well as give you the history you crave to fill that head of yours with knowledge. Can you just stop fighting me on this?! You’re acting like a petulant child here!”

I hear what Hugo, my manager, is saying. I even understand the reasoning, but I don’t like it. I don’t want some backwoods Louisiana idiot driving me around and more than likely getting me kidnapped. But, I also don’t want to have to pay for repairs to yet another vehicle. I don’t like being frustrated.

Drumming my fingers on the table in my trailer, I roll my eyes at him and scowl. “I pay for it, not you…” He groans in frustration, but I cut him off. “I don’t like it, Hugo. How do you know this driver isn’t going to kidnap me and ask for ransom?”

Hugo glowers at me. “Because, James, they are a reputable company and come highly recommended. A lot of celebrities use them when they’re filming here.

“It’s not like I walked to the street corner, stopped the first car that came by, and asked them if they could drive you around! Work with me here, man!

“Besides, they’d bring you back! FAST! Hell, they’d pay me to take you back!”

I’m not going to win this one and in all honesty, I don’t even know why I’m being such a dick right now. Hugo has always had my best interests at heart. He’s been with me for a long time. He was my friend long before he was my manager. He’s one of the few people who know me inside out. If he says I can trust this “driver,” I know I can. I’m just feeling restless here and the truth is, I need to have someone who knows where the hell they’re going to get me around this place. Baton Rouge has a lot of streets that just make circles and randomly change names. The one time I attempted to drive here, I got so damn lost… It sucked ass and I had to stop and ask some teenagers for directions. I swear they were eying my jacket but they laughed as they sent me on my way.

Besides, if this driver knows the state as well as I’m hoping, they can take me to see some of the places I’ve been reading about while I sit in my apartment every night. The night-life here seems to leave something to be desired.

I nod. “Okay. Fine. If I don’t like them though… they’re fired. No questions and no hassling me. Got it?!”

He sighs before he mutters, “Fine. The driver’s name is AJ and they’ll be here when you’re done for the day to take you wherever you want to go.” He glares at me. “Be civil, James.”

Staring at him and making myself look bored, I mutter, “I’m always civil.”

He chuckles. “Yeah, sure you are. You’re a real gem.”

I glare at him, but hide a smirk. “I can fire you, you know?”

He chuckles harder. “Yeah, try it and see how that works out for you. Who else would put up with your high-maintenance ass? Besides, the owner laughed hysterically when I said that you don’t like people fawning all over you… in reference to the driver.”

That gets my attention. “Meaning what?”

He laughs as he grabs his briefcase and checks his phone as it buzzes on the table. Once he’s done, he leans back and smiles at me. “Meaning that according to the owner, you have nothing to worry about in that department. This driver doesn’t give a shit about who you are.”

What does that mean? They aren’t a fan of my movies? Oh well… everyone loves my movies. I fascinate people. They can’t read me, so they’re intrigued. I like it that way. I don’t care and that makes it easier on me if I don’t have to worry about some local yokel asking me for my autograph constantly.

He’s watching me almost as if he’s baiting me. I’m not playing his game. I’m restless and need to re-read over my lines for the next scene. Ignoring him, I grab my script. It’s one of the most important scenes in the movie, so I need to nail it. I hear him chuckle as he gets up.

He calls out as he opens my trailer door, “Remember to be civil, J. I have some calls to make and interviews to set up. I’m going to head out and take care of this stuff while you’re on set. Everyone seems to want to talk to you.” He mutters, “Though damned if I know why… You’re positively unpleasant most of the time. I’ll be back later.”

Throwing my hand up, I make a rude gesture at him and he laughs as the door closes. I’m left in the quiet of my trailer.
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Avangeline

Charles, my boss, is giving me the details on my new client. I’m listening while I clean out the back of my already spotless Tahoe. It’s a dark onyx that seems to glow in the sun. The leather seats are also black and luxurious. She’s always meticulously cleaned and sparkling. I take pride in my job and since I own the vehicle I use to drive people around, I take extra care of it. It’s another reason I’m the top driver for Top Notch Transport. I have the most referrals and the highest number of repeat clients for a reason. I know my shit and I take pride in my job. It also helps that I don’t particularly care for famous people as most are self-centered and pompous. That doesn’t impress me. I’m professional and aloof but very informative and most of them seem to like that. It’s a win-win.

I look up as Charles’s last sentence catches my attention. “His manager asked that you not fawn all over him since he doesn’t like it.”

My brow arches and my lips purse as I try to see if he’s jerking my chain. “Are you messing with me, Charles?”

He laughs heartily. “No, AJ. I’m not. I told him he has nothing to worry about in that department.”

Great, the client is already asking me not to treat him like a celebrity which means he really wants me to worship him. Freaking asshat. I’m going to have to nip that in the bud quickly or I can find him another driver.

“Damn straight he has nothing to worry about. I don’t care. What was his name again?” I glance at him from under my bangs. He quirks his brow at me as I retort, “Sorry, I missed that part.”

Charles laughs with such glee he has to support himself on the hood of my Tahoe to stop from falling over. My brow furrows as I try not to think about the handprint he’s leaving on my beauty. Somehow, he manages to wheeze out between chortles, “Wow, AJ. I just told you James Black, the biggest name in movies, is your charge and you didn’t even catch it. You know Mitzi and the other girls would be falling over themselves for this one.”

I roll my eyes and scowl as my spine straightens, and I clench my hands so tightly my short nails cut into my palms. Taking a deep breath, I bite out, “I’m sure she would. That is her norm, now isn’t it?!” I ignore his frown and stop him before he can speak. It’s the same plea every time and I’m tired of hearing it. “I know who he is. I see his face everywhere. The tabloids love him. He’s supposed to be a real asshole.” I do know who he is. He’s gorgeous. I’ll give him that. His face is plastered over print and TV constantly since he’s a notorious playboy. I don’t think anyone on the planet doesn’t know who James Black is. And for the next twelve to eighteen months, he’s my charge. No problem. I can drive him where he wants to go and leave it at that. I’m so not even a little bit interested in the man behind the persona.

With another grimace, I challenge Charles. “If he pisses me off, she can have him. I’m not interested in him. At all. I’ve never even watched one of his movies.” With one last glance at him, I wipe down the last seat. He’s really quiet and I can feel his stare. I look up at him. He’s watching me closely with a strange look on his face. Straightening and walking over to the restroom to wash my hands, I ask, “What? Why the look?”

He follows me into the room and leans against the door-jamb. “Nothing.” He shakes his head and smiles at me. “I just worry about you, Cher’. You work so much now that I worry you’re letting life pass you by. I get the why, but you can’t just continue this way.

“You’re surrounded by rich, beautiful, famous people regularly, yet you drive them where they need to go, educate them on our history and culture, and go home every night to your books. Where’s the excitement? Where’s the romance? That’s not exactly living, Cher’.”

Walking over to him, I pat his grizzled cheek, before leaning up to press my lips to his stubble. “You need to shave. What would people think if they saw you now, Boss Man?!” I wink. “Besides, my life is perfect. Just the way I like it. I do what I want, when I want, and have no one to answer to. Can’t complain at all. I love my books. They have all the romance and excitement I need.” He shakes his head. “Besides, I can’t get hurt, pregnant, or catch a STD from books. The same can’t be said for the people who want to ‘get to know’ me.”

I laugh and grin at his pained look while I grab my motorcycle jacket from the front seat and slip it on. It complements my skinny jeans, white fitted Henley, and black knee boots. Charles looks me over and winks. “Looking good, AJ. Looking good. When are you going to let your hair grow out again?”

Shaking my head, I can’t help but grin as my short hair flares out. The question is an old joke between us. He knows I love my short hair. Fluffing my edgy style, I call over my shoulder as I hop into the SUV, “Probably never. I like it short. It’s easy, spunky, and suits me.”

He waves as I start the engine. “That it does, Cher’. That it does. Be careful. Good luck and remember… don’t fawn all over the movie star.”

I grimace and shudder. “No worries. No worries at all. See ya, Charles.”

He laughs as I shut the door then I see him shake his head as he heads back into his office.

He worries about me. I know he does. But there’s no need. My life suits me. It’s fine. It works for me and I love it just the way it is.

I flip on the radio and turn up the volume as I open the sun roof. Fall Out Boy blares from the speakers and I dance to the beat. Inhaling the rich, clean leather scent of my oasis, I pull onto the road to head to the studio.

Ok then, let’s do this. Time to go pick up the movie star…


Chapter Two


James

It’s a quarter after five and we’ve just wrapped up the scene we’ve been shooting all day. My co-star apparently partied too hard last night and her head wasn’t in the game. She kept flubbing her lines and the director decided to wrap for the day a bit early in hopes that she can get her shit straight for tomorrow. She’s cute, but young, and has a reputation for trouble. She’s been hinting that she’d like to “run lines” together tonight, but a troubled twenty-something, whose using is widely reported is not my style. I’m just not interested.

Shaking off her advances with my trademark half-smile, I call out that I’ll see the crew tomorrow. I leave her gazing after me as I head to my trailer to change before leaving the studio lot. My “driver” should be here in about fifteen minutes. They better be on time. I can’t stand having to wait on people.

Turning the corner from Studio Five, my trailer comes into view, and I see a black Tahoe parked behind it. I’m assuming that’s my car since there are no other cars on this section of the lot and it wasn’t there when I went in to shoot this morning. Where is the pot-bellied driver though?

My attention is suddenly caught by a feminine laugh. My head whips to the side and I see a petite, but voluptuous woman on her phone leaning against the SUV. Great… how did she get in here? Security is going to get an earful about this! I am not in the mood to deal with another proposition from a female fan. She is a pretty little thing though. Black knee boots are complemented by shapely legs and dark skinny jeans cupping a very nice ass. I can see the hem of a white shirt poking out from beneath a cropped black leather jacket. Her chest is ample beneath the tight leather and I wonder if she’s all natural or cosmetically enhanced. She looks tough regardless of her petite stature. She’s laughing at something she’s hearing and her short red hair is flaring out around a very intriguing face with full, red lips. I have to squint to make sure I’m seeing correctly. Bleached-blonde bangs with a hint of pink underneath? What the hell? She’s small, maybe a touch over five feet, but confidence rolls off of her in waves. She’s sending out vibes as if she’s over ten feet tall.

Stopping, I cross my arms, watch her, and try to decide what I’m going to do here. Part of me is intrigued. I have a thing for redheads and I’m curious as to what she’s proposing but the other part is exhausted and ready to just change clothes and head in for the night. Where the hell is my damn driver?

Before I can decide if I’m going to give her an autograph and send her on her way or just call security to remove her, she looks up. The smile leaves her face and her back straightens as she leans off the very large vehicle and stands up. She says something into the phone and hangs up.

Decision made, I saunter over to her. She watches casually as I approach. When I’m right in front of her, I ask, “What did you want signed, sweetheart? I don’t see any photos… so, your phone? Your arm? Your side? Your breasts?”

She gasps and her intriguing golden eyes seem to ignite as she glares at me in outrage. “Excuse me?”

I don’t have time to deal with this shit. I’m not in the mood to deal with any feminine games! Crossing my arms, I look at her. My eyes travel her petite frame from her head to her feet. “You’re on my set. What do you think you’re getting from me? You obviously came with a purpose, so let’s cut the shit and you can just spit it out.”

Rolling her eyes, she stands straight up and takes a step toward me. “All I want from you, Mr. Black… is a paycheck.”

A paycheck? What the fuck? What is this woman talking about?

I’m taken aback. What? Is she a hooker? How did she get in here? “Excuse me?”

She points at me and then at the SUV. She speaks slowly and enunciates her words. “A p…a…y…c…h…e…c…k. This is called a v…e…h…i…c…l…e. I am what you call a d…r…i…v…e…r. My job is to start this nice ride and take you wherever you need to go. In turn, you pay my company and I get a paycheck. Is that slow enough for that small brain of yours to comprehend?!”

My driver? SHE’s my driver? No, there must be some mistake. A guy named AJ is my driver, not this pint sized, sharp-tongued, she-devil. No, Hugo is fucking with me.

Small brain? Oh, hell no.

I laugh. “Ok, where is he? Hugo put you up to this, right?”

She looks at me like I’m the dumbest creature on the planet. “Are you serious?! What is your malfunction, dude? Hugo hired me, yes. He hired my company, Top Notch Transport, to get you from point A to point B. Are you on drugs? I don’t deal with drugs. So, if you’re a user, I’ll leave your ass right here and someone else can chauffer you around.”

Am I on drugs? What the hell? No, I’m not on drugs. I’ve never touched a damn drug. Nothing in the world is worth the shit you get from drugs.

What is this chick’s deal? She seems to hate me and she doesn’t even know me. She can’t be my driver, can she?

“I can assure you, I am not on drugs. I have never touched an illegal substance. You’re my driver? No, my driver is a guy. His name is AJ.”

She chuckles and her face lights up with mirth. She pops her full lips and smirks at me. “Good to know about the drugs. That shit will fuck you up. And yes, your driver is AJ. That’s me, but sorry to disappoint…” She gestures to herself. “I am indeed a female.”

Girls that look like her do not have guy names. Is she a lesbian? She doesn’t look like a lesbian. Not that I’m any kind of expert… In my world girls hook up for shits and giggles and because they think it gets them invited into my bed.

Though, this woman seemingly flat out hates me. It can’t be me. She doesn’t know me. Maybe she just doesn’t like guys. That would explain it.

“You’re AJ?”

She narrows her eyes at me again. “I just said that. I’m AJ. Your driver. Unless that’s an issue for you, in which case I’ll call the company and they can send someone else out, though I’m the best. I was told that you wanted a driver who also knew Louisiana history. If that’s what you want, you want me. If you want a dude, I can get you a dude. If you want a bedmate, that’s not me. But, I am really busy and I need an answer… now. If I’m not driving you, I can have another client in under an hour. Either way is fine with me. I don’t like your attitude and let’s get something straight right now… one thing I don’t tolerate is disrespect or male chauvinism. I am not some idiot fangirl who wants to fuck the famous James Black so I can post about it on Twitter.

“You need a driver. I’m a driver. But, don’t waste my time.”

Damn, tell me how you really feel, hunny. What a hard ass. Weirdly, I’m not offended. I’m intrigued. There’s a story here… I decide to push her buttons. “Are you a lesbian?”

She blinks at me and her mouth hangs open. She regains her composure seconds later and her eyes flash. “WHAT? Am I a lesbian? Are you serious? Why would you ask that? Why is that even your business if I am? I am here to drive you, not fuck you! But no, I’m actually not a lesbian. You sir, are a douchebag. I cannot drive you. Screw this! I can deal with a lot, but you… no. Absolutely not!”

She turns rigidly on her heel and starts dialing as she heads around to the driver’s side of the SUV.

Not a lesbian… Doesn’t want to fuck me. Doesn’t even like me. This could be really interesting and just what I need to not die of boredom over the next year. She could be just the distraction I need…

And… she’s leaving.

Oh no. You are not leaving. Shit just got interesting. Yes, this could be fun.

Smiling a real smile for the first time, I laugh in delight. “AJ. AJ, wait…” She turns and fumes, but doesn’t hang up the phone.
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Avangeline

Is this jerk for real? He cannot be serious. There is no way he’s survived this long being that much of an asshole. Am I a lesbian? What the ever-living fuck? No, I’m not, but even if I was, it’s not his business. He’s the rudest, most arrogant man I’ve ever met and within five minutes he has me wanting to kill him. There is no way I can drive him for a year. No way in hell.

For the first time ever, I’m dropping a client. In a rage at his asinine comments, and talking myself down in my head to stop from punching him in his smug face, I press the button to call Charles. I cannot believe how enraged he’s made me. I’m not a pushover, but I’m not a bitch either and this man has me wanting to gouge his eyes out with spoons seconds after meeting him.

I hear James chuckle behind me and it pisses me off even more. He calls out as the phone rings, “AJ. AJ, wait…”

I turn and pin him with a scowl. “What?”

He smiles sheepishly and tries to cover his laughing. “Stop. Hang up.” He points to the phone. “I’m sorry. That was out of line and I apologize.” He shrugs. “Honestly. I am sorry.”

Is he serious or is this another act from the famous James Black?!

I don’t answer him, but my lips tighten and I just watch him as I listen to the phone ring… and ring. Why is Charles not answering his damn phone?

James stands with his legs apart and sticks his hands in his pockets as he says again, “Can you hang up? I do want a driver who can educate me about the state. Hugo said you’re the best, so, if you’re the best, I’d like for you to drive me. I sincerely apologize for purposely riling you up. I don’t know what came over me.”

I frown before tipping my head back and taking a deep breath of the cold air. Looking at him, I disconnect the call. “You’re an asshole.”

He chuckles and smiles. Damn, he’s good looking when he smiles. Nope, not going there. I don’t care how good looking he is. He’s a jerk. Then again… the good looking ones usually are.

He nods and smirks. “I am an asshole. But look, seriously. I wasn’t expecting…” He gestures at me. “Well… you. I thought my driver was a middle aged man. I’m not often taken by surprise, but I assumed something and I shouldn’t have. I apologize. And I don’t do that… ever.” He smiles again and my stomach bottoms out. “Will you accept my apology?”

He holds out his hand toward me. I watch him and arch my brow as I contemplate what I’ll do and try to find my equilibrium again. Then, shaking it off, I smile slyly as I decide. “Ok, I’ll drive you. But… it’s going to cost you an extra five hundred bucks a week.”

His chin almost touches his chest and I swear his crystal-like eyes twinkle. “What? Seriously?”

Nodding, I tuck my hair behind my ears and hold my hand out toward his, almost touching, but not quite. “Yes, I can already tell you’re high maintenance, so to deal with you and make it worth my while… An extra five hundred a week.” I smirk. “Deal?”

He stares at me and then throws his head back and laughs. Whoosh and there goes the tingle. No, fuck the tingle. No tingle. I’m cold. It’s the stupid bipolar weather, not him. No way it’s him.

He takes my hand. “Deal.”

I try to concentrate as my palm suddenly warms in every place it’s touching his. He gives it a firm shake as he says, “I have no idea what I’m paying you anyway, so I guess I need to get in touch with Hugo.”

Removing his hand, he turns toward his trailer as he calls over his shoulder, “Let me wash this makeup off and change. I’ll be out in like ten minutes.”

Turning to my Tahoe, I breathe deeply and discreetly wipe my damp palm on my jeans.

Hell to the no. The dude is a jerk who’s a movie star and is wearing makeup… No, just no.

No idea what the hell that was, but personal contact with James Black is out of the question from here on out. Nope. It’s going on the “No” List!


Chapter Three


James

I find myself whistling as I jump into the shower in my quiet trailer. AJ was not what I was expecting, to say the least, but she’s witty and quick and I find I’m very curious about her. Having her for a driver is certainly not going to be boring. She also appears to intensely dislike me, so I don’t have to worry about her trying to seduce me. That’s a welcome change.

Slipping on my jeans, I glance in the mirror. My eyes are startlingly blue. They’re my best feature and women seem to become entranced by them. I don’t need for that to happen here.

Scrapping those thoughts, I swipe my leather jacket and mirrored aviators off the counter and saunter out the door as I slip the leather on to protect me from the slight chill in the air. Why is it cold here? Isn’t this place sub-tropical?

Through her windshield, I can see AJ singing and dancing to something on the radio. She notices my approach and stops. As I get closer to it, she hops out and rounds the front of the SUV. She opens the back door and exaggeratedly gestures for me to get in. She’s mocking me and I find it engaging. I can’t help but chuckle. She’s so small against the massive vehicle. Smirking, I slide past her and get in. My arm brushes against her chest and I swear she
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