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[bookmark: one]Chapter One


In a Barcelona Bathroom





 


With my back pressed firmly against the plush bathroom wall,
I cock an eyebrow at my tattooed companion. 


“I’m guessing this is a pretty regular thing for you?” I
ask.


His devilish grin stretches wider in response as he slides
the bathroom door’s lock into place. Thank god for single stalls that are big
enough for double capacity. I have a feeling that I won’t want anyone walking
in on us and catching an eyeful of what we’re about to get up to. 


“You seem pretty comfortable yourself, Siena,” my mystery
man says in a sexy British accent, planting his hands on the wall just above my
shoulders. He’s got me boxed in now, and the proximity of his firm, sculpted
body to mine is making my temperature soar.


“Blame it on the tequila,” I laugh, tilting my head to the
side. 


His eyes drink in the sight of me, but still he keeps a few
inches of space between us. I wish he would press himself up against me, pin me
in place with those powerful hips. But I get the feeling that this man isn’t
used to having to make the first move. It’s no wonder, either. With those
sharp, impeccably balanced features and an ass you could bounce a quarter off
of, he probably doesn’t have to work very hard to get most women crawling after
him on their hands and knees. 


Thing is, I’m not like most women. Or rather, not like most
women this guy would go for. That much is clear.


“Aren’t you going to kiss me, Harrison?” I challenge him,
forcing my eyes to stay locked evenly with his. The elegant bathroom stall is
spinning rather dizzily around me. If I’d had one more drink back at the bar,
I’d be asking for a ride home, rather than a kiss. But I know how to handle
myself when it comes to booze. I’m perched on the line between tipsy and drunk,
uninhibited and ready for the night to take a sexy turn.


My companion brushes a loose chestnut curl away from my
forehead and cups my cheek in his firm hand. He’s teasing me, trying to draw me
out...and it’s working. I can feel every fiber of my being calling out for his
touch.


“You’re terrible,” I grin, running my fingers down along the
hard panes of his chest, the rippled expanse of his abs.


“We’ll see about that,” he says, and presses his ripped body
hard against mine. 


His full lips find mine, and the taste of him is more
intoxicating than any alcohol I’ve consumed tonight. I press my mouth against
his, opening myself to him with abandon. He looses a hand, trailing his fingers
along my bare thigh. A ripple of anticipation courses through my every nerve,
and I bring my teeth down lightly on his lower lip. He sucks in a breath and
grabs my wrists, drawing them up over my head. We lock eyes mischievously for
the briefest of moments before letting our lips lock again.


This is not exactly how I’d expected my night on the town to
unfold. But I’m certainly not complaining...


***


I landed in Barcelona fewer than twelve hours ago with the
rest of Team Ferrelli, the Formula One racing team that has been synonymous
with “family” since the minute I was born. We’re here for the Barcelona Grand
Prix, the first of many races of the 2013 tournament season. 


And while we’ve certainly got plenty of work to do over the
course of this weekend, the boss cut me some slack tonight so that I could see
this gorgeous city—I guess it doesn’t hurt that the boss happens to be my
father.


Alfonso Lazio, my dear old dad, is an F1 racing legend and
majority shareholder of Team Ferrelli. He’s one of the most famous racers to have
ever come out of Italy, as he’ll be the first to tell you. Our family is a true
racing dynasty—around the track, the name Lazio carries some weight. But after
my father, I’m still not the most well-known of our clan, not by a long shot.
My older brother Lorenzo, friends and family call him Enzo, is the real
celebrity of our brood. Dad’s been grooming him since before he could walk to
be the next World Champion in our family line. And the way things have been
going lately, that might just be the case.


Enzo’s been working his way up through the Ferrelli ranks
ever since he was a teenager. Though our dad is famous in his own right, Enzo
still had to work hard to get where he is today. You don’t get to be a champion
by name dropping if you can’t back your bragging up. Last year, Enzo finished
4th overall, an incredible feat for such a young racer. But this year, he’s got
his eyes on the big number one. 


I visited Enzo’s hotel suite before heading out earlier this
evening, and sure enough, he was hard at work scrutinizing the Barcelona track.


“Sure you don’t want to come with me, Enzo?” I ask, bouncing
on the edge of his cushy king bed. “There’s this amazing open air nightclub I
want to check out.”


“By yourself?” Enzo asks, his attention finally wrestled
away from the track layout.


“Yeah right,” I say, rolling my eyes, “As if dad would ever
let me wander off without a chaperone. Charlie’s going to take me.”


Charlie Spano, son of the Ferrelli team manager Gus, has
been tagging along after me since we were kids. We grew up around the race
track together, as Gus was my dad’s manager before Enzo’s. We’re both
twenty-five, Charlie and I, and it’s a pretty common assumption among the team
that we’ll eventually pair off and settle down. I love Charlie like a brother and
always will, but there’s no way in hell we’re ever going to be a couple. Unfortunately,
Charlie hasn’t seemed to figure that out just yet. 


“He’ll keep a good eye on you,” Enzo says, turning back to
his studies. 


“Keep me from meeting anyone interesting, you mean?” I say.


“Exactly,” Enzo smiles.


“You realize that’s a total double standard, right?” I
demand, “I’ve lost track of how many F1 groupies you’ve hooked up with over the
years, but I can’t even go dancing with the locals without a watch dog?”


“What can I say?” Enzo sighs, “That’s life, Siena. I don’t
make the rules.”


“No, that’s Dad’s domain,” I mutter.


Enzo’s dark brows furrow over his rich brown eyes. He hates
it when I get annoyed with Dad’s way of running things. My brother and I are
practically identical in so many ways. We both inherited my dad’s smooth olive
skin, glossy brown hair, and sharp features. From my mother, we got our svelte
statures and our whip-like wits. But one thing we’ve never shared is how we
feel about our little family. That’s probably because our places within it have
always been so different.


My brother has always been Dad’s golden boy, his pride and
joy. That’s not to say that he and my mom don’t love me just as much, it’s just
a different kind of love. They’ve always protected me, made sure I had every
advantage, prepped me so that I could land a man one day and put everyone’s
mind at ease. 


I’ve always been the pretty daughter that looks nice and
polished during my dad’s and brother’s photo ops. It’s nice to be cherished,
but sometimes it feels like their expectations for me are insultingly low. I’m
sure that deep down my dad respects my ability to lead my own life...but even I
have to admit that I question his esteem every now and again. 


“Have a good time tonight,” Enzo says, “You know I never
party the night before a qualifier.” 


“Wouldn’t want the Ferrelli crown prince to get bruised,” I
wink.


“Oh, shut up,” Enzo says, shooing me out of his suite. 


I skip out of his room and shut the door behind me. As I
head toward my own room to get ready for my night on the town, I run smack into
a solid wall of muscle. I take a step back and lock eyes with my dad. He and
Charlie stand before me in the hotel hallway, my own personal security detail. 


“There you are,” my dad says in his thick Italian accent,
laying a heavy hand on my slender shoulder, “You had Charlie all worried.”


“I wasn’t worried,” Charlie mutters, “Just—”


“You two take it easy tonight,” Dad barrels on, “We’ve got a
long day ahead of us tomorrow. Siena, Bella, we can’t have you looking hung
over for the press.”


“I know dad,” I tell him, “Have to look camera ready, as
ever.”


“We didn’t make you Enzo’s PR manager for nothing.”


I stifle a sigh—the man has a point. It is my job to keep
myself together and sculpt the press that Enzo gets during tournaments. That’s
my way of contributing to the team’s success, and I’m damned proud of the work
I do. 


“Don’t worry, Signore Lazio,” Charlie says, sidling up next
to me. “We’ll be good.”


“You’d better,” my dad says, eyeing the pair of us
suspiciously. 


I have to fight to keep my eyes from rolling all the way
back in my head. The last thing my dad needs to worry about is Charlie and I
getting down and dirty. 


In the quarter century that we’ve known each other, the
friskiest we’ve ever gotten was during one very uneventful round of seven
minutes in heaven, back when we were twelve. It’s not an experience I’m looking
to repeat anytime soon.


I set off toward my room and notice that Charlie has yet to
leave my side. 


“I was just going to get ready,” I tell him, sliding my key
card into the door.


“I’ll keep you company,” he says cheerfully, following me
into my suite.


Of
course, I think to myself, tossing my purse onto the lush queen bed. My
room leaves nothing to be desired, that’s for sure. One of the perks of
traveling around the world with an elite team like Ferrelli is that one never pines
for the finer things. 


“You can make yourself comfortable over there,” I tell
Charlie, nodding toward the sitting room, “I’m sure they’ve got all the
channels of porn you could ever want.”


“What do I need porn for?” Charlie says cavalierly. “That’s
for guys who can’t get any in real life.”


I shrug and go to fetch my makeup. Charlie makes a decent
point for himself. By no means is my constant companion unattractive. He’s got
the slick, preppy, Ivy League thing down to a science. I’ve lost track of how
many women have come scrambling to me after his number...Or how many evil eyes
I’ve gotten from jealous admirers after being seen out and about with him.


Charlie and I were both born in Italy, but grew up in the
United States. Our dads, Alfonso and Gus, have been best friends for decades.
Charlie and I spent our school years in adjacent boy's and girl's private
schools, our summers and vacations as neighbors in Italy, and our college years
back in the states—him at Columbia, me at NYU. 


I know that he’s a catch by anyone’s standards...I only wish
that I was even slightly attracted to him physically. I suppose that if I don’t
actually fall in love with anyone by the time I’m sixty, I’ll give Charlie
another look. But until then, I’m keeping myself open to the possibility of
finding someone that I’m actually crazy about. 


Hey, a girl can dream. I haven’t exactly had the best of
luck where love is concerned. Maybe it’s because the men of my family are so
crazy macho, but I always find myself gravitating to the more beta male
soft-spoken types. Not that there’s anything wrong with that...it just hasn’t
left me all that satisfied. Sometimes I worry that I’ll never be able to figure
out what I really want in a guy.


“Never say never,” I mutter to myself, grabbing my favorite
slinky sapphire dress from the hotel closet. 


I slip into the bathroom with my dolling-up supplies, check
the lock twice, and finally get down to business. It’s such a relief to shuck
off my prim travel outfit. I’m all for looking professional when I’m on the
clock for Team Ferrelli, but there’s only so much a girl can do with a pencil
skirt and button-down. Tonight, I can finally let my hair down—literally. 


Off come the skirt and top I’ve been locked into all day,
down comes the pristine bun that’s been keeping my locks in check. I let my
eyes settle on my own reflection in the mirrored walls of the bathroom. There’s
nowhere to hide in a room like this, but I don’t much mind. 


Standing in my simple baby blue cotton panties and bra, I’m
perfectly comfortable with what I see. I’ve never been stick skinny in my
entire life, but my body is strong. My hips, breasts, and ass are full and
firm, my legs toned from years of running for pleasure and competition. 


My chocolate brown hair falls down my back in loose curls,
brushing against my sharp shoulder blades. I know that I’m blessed to have
escaped adolescence without any major body insecurities, and for that I’m
grateful. But as many times as I hear people telling me how pretty I am, it
never makes much a difference to me. This is the skin I’ve always lived in,
after all. And I’m all about making sure that I have more to offer the world
than a pretty face. 


I slip into my blue shimmery dress, luxuriating in the feel
of the fine fabric against my skin. This is by far my favorite item of
clothing, and probably my nicest too. My family’s always been well-off, but
we’re not very flashy. My parents are practical people, pragmatic until the
end. Even Enzo’s public persona is conservative, and F1 racers are not exactly
known for their professionalism. All my life, I’ve had an image to uphold, and
I’ve played my part very well. But still...it’s nice to slip into a gorgeous
dress and shake it out on the dance floor every once in a while.


Once my hair is arranged into an intentionally messy up-do
and my eyes are sufficiently smoky, I step back out into the suite to fetch my
escort for the evening. Charlie’s jaw all but unhinges as I slip into the
sitting room.


“How am I supposed to beat back the ruffians when you go out
looking like that?” he demands.


“Who says it’s your job to beat them back?” I smile, “Now
let’s go.”
















[bookmark: two]Chapter Two


House Music





We arrive at the club in a flurry of excitement and
anticipation. Walking through the vibrant streets of Barcelona, it’s impossible
not to succumb to the city’s infectious charm. Meandering through the surreal
winding paths, arriving at the pulsing open-air club, I have the irrepressible
feeling that tonight is going to be special. Significant. Possibly sexy. 


Throbbing house music beckons us into the club, beating
through our bodies the minute we step over the threshold. This place is packed
with gorgeous, supple bodies, writhing and twirling in the half light. I eye
Charlie, amused by his baffled expression. 


“Not exactly like your usual haunts, huh Chuck?” I ask.


“Not by a long shot,” he replies, staring as a woman wearing
pasties and a thong wanders past. “You sure you don’t want to go somewhere
more...subdued?”


“Hell no,” I tell him, weaving through the stunning crowd,
“This is exactly where I want to be tonight.”


“Suit yourself,” Charlie answers, holding my elbow as I
settle into a plush booth. For some reason, the gesture really irritates me. I
know that my friend is here as something of a guardian, but he takes his job a
little too seriously for my liking.


“Why don’t you grab us a couple of drinks?” I suggest.


“Sure. White wine?” 


“How about a margarita?” I say. 


“Siena,” Charlie says sternly, “You heard what your dad
said. We have to take it easy tonight. We’ve got—”


“Whatever,” I cut him off, “Wine’s good.” 


Charlie makes his way across the crowded club, disappearing
into the sea of attractive bodies. My eyes wander across the dance floor.
Dozens of Spanish beauties spin and weave beneath the starry sky. Beyond them,
Barcelona sprawls out in all its glory, igniting my imagination with
possibilities. How can I be expected to sit quietly and sip my Pinot Blanc
while the whole world spins madly on all around me? 


A jolt of surprise surges through me as my wandering eyes
meet another’s. Far off across the dance floor, a man I’ve never seen before in
my life has his eyes locked onto me. The intense intimacy of his gaze takes me
totally off-guard. Those are bedroom eyes if I’ve ever seen them. And the face
that houses them doesn’t make it any easier for me to keep myself composed. 


My admirer’s features look like they’ve been carved out of
stone. His razor sharp jaw line, full lips, and aquiline nose are the picture
of perfection. But it’s his eyes that really snag me. They’re the perfect sky
blue, crystal clear and deep as the sea that stretches beyond Barcelona’s
shores. But it’s the intent, straightforward nature of those gorgeous orbs that
piques my interest. This is clearly a man who’s well practiced in getting the
things he sets his sights on. And right now, it would seem that his sights are
set on me. 


“Here you go,” Charlie chirps, holding out a glass of wine.
A twinge of annoyance crosses my watcher’s face, and I have to swallow a
chuckle. 


“Thanks,” I say, taking an eager sip. Charlie and I sit
together in comfortable silence as the club moves around us. I lose track of my
ardent admirer in the crowd, and feel a tug of regret. I’d never make the first
move with a guy like that. I wouldn’t even know where to begin.


“You OK Siena?” Charlie asks, “You seem kind of far-off.”


“What?” I reply, “Oh...Yeah. Just thinking about the race, I
guess.”


“You don’t need to worry about that,” Charlie tells me,
laying a friendly hand on mine, “Enzo’s going to be great.”


I pull my hand away as politely as possible. “I know,” I
say, “But I can’t help but be a little nervous for him.”


“I get it,” Charlie says, sipping his wine, “It’s not like
F1 is the safest sport in the world. But Enzo’s a careful driver. He knows his
vehicle, he knows how to take smart risks on the track. You don’t have to be
scared for him.”


“I’m not scared,” I say, “I’m realistic. Accidents happen.”


Before Charlie can respond, a smiling waiter appears at my
side. I peer up at him questioningly, noting the frosted glass in his hand.


“For you,” he tells me, holding out the glass, “From the
gentleman at the bar.”


I peer around the waiter and spot my handsome watchman. He’s
leaning against the bar, grinning like we’re sharing the juiciest of secrets.
His dark denim jeans are cut perfectly for his body, and he manages to make a
plain black tee shirt look like the epitome of high fashion. Sleeves of tattoos
stand out on his well-defined arms, intricate patterns and pictures that I
wouldn't mind getting a closer look at. Muscles strain at the fabric of his
clothing, stretching the material taut across his chest and shoulders. He runs
a hand through his short dirty blonde hair as I stare at him unabashedly,
giving me a devious little wink. 


“She already has a drink,” Charlie says curtly, crossing his
arms over his polo-shirt clad chest. “Thanks anyway.”


“With all due respect,” the waiter replies in a delicious
Spanish accent, “My friend over there suggested that the lady might prefer a real drink.”


I bite my lip as a flush rises to Charlie’s cheeks. He’s one
of my closest friends in the world, but it’s still good for him to have his ego
checked once in a while. 


“Thank you,” I tell the waiter, taking the glass from his
hands.


“You can’t drink that,” Charlie hisses as the man walks
away, “It could be drugged, for all you know.”


I dismiss Charlie’s protestations and lock eyes with my
tattooed benefactor. He raises his own glass to me, and I take a sip of my
cocktail. The unmistakable taste of tequila entices my taste buds. How did this
guy guess that I was jonesing for a margarita? I have to admit, I’m rather
impressed.


“It’s not a good habit to get into, accepting drinks from
strange men at bars,” Charlie says sullenly. 


“He doesn’t look so strange to me,” I reply. 


“Oh please,” Charlie laughs, “He’s so not your type.”


“Really?” I reply, “And what, exactly, do you think my type
is?”


“Smart guys,” Charlie says, “The quiet, sensitive kind. Not
tattooed bad boys with affinities for tequila.” 


“Maybe that’s just the type of guy I’ve been settling for,”
I say airily. 


“Settling?” Charlie says, “That’s nice, Siena. Real nice.”


“What’s your problem?” I ask, “It’s not like I'm talking
about you.”


“No...You never seem to be,” Charlie says, turning his gaze
from me. 


I take a long sip of my frosty drink. All I wanted was to
enjoy a carefree night on the town in this beautiful city before the madness of
this weekend starts. But instead, I’m stuck babysitting the hurt feelings of
this guy who’s been carrying a torch for me for a quarter of a century? Not
exactly my idea of a good time. 


“You really don’t need to stay if you’re not into this
scene,” I tell Charlie, “I can fend for myself, you know.”


“Is this the point in the evening where I’m supposed to take
a hint?” he asks.


I swallow down a frustrated retort and let Charlie come to
his own conclusions. He looks like the last kid to be picked for the kickball
team, he stands and hurries away from me, his half-empty glass of wine
collecting condensation on the table. 


As Charlie makes his exit, I let my eyes wander back across
the bar and dance floor, but my mystery man is nowhere to be found. A bubble of
disappointment is just about to pop inside me when I feel a brush of fingertips
against my arm. 


“How’s the drink love?” says a rich baritone voice from over
my shoulder. I turn to find my new tatted-up friend standing casually beside
me. His words are cloaked in a delicious British accent, one of my personal weaknesses.
If pressed, I don’t think I could come up with a more intriguing man with whom
to spend an evening.  


“Perfect,” I tell him, as he sits down beside me. “How’d you
guess my drink?”


“I’m pretty good at reading people,” he says, grinning at me
wickedly. 


“How funny,” I tell him, “So am I.”


“Is that so?” he says, “Why don’t you give me a good read,
then?”


“Gladly,” I say, taking a sip of my drink, “My read on you
is...that you’re used to getting what you want, when you want it.”


“True,” he smiles.


“I also guess that you’re not very familiar with the word
no?”


“I don’t have much experience with it, no,” he allows.


“And I imagine that you’ve been practicing that sexy smile
in the mirror since you were fourteen years old?” I tease.


“Ten, actually,” he says, “I got a bit of a head start.”


“Should have guessed.”


“Why don’t you come and join me and my friends?” he asks me,
offering me his hand.


“Alright,” I agree, cupping his fingers in mine. Little
tendrils of sensation skate up my arm as he tightens his grasp. I can tell just
from the way he holds my hand that this is a man who’s practiced in touching a
woman’s body. But even though I’m dying to know what his touch feels like...elsewhere, the fact
that he’s so experienced almost makes me want to pull back a little. Make him
work even harder than he’s used to.


My companion leads me across the dance floor, and I watch as
every person he passes stops and stares. He’s absolutely magnetic, this one,
irresistible to anyone in his path. And tonight, he’s chosen me to be at his
side. For my part, I’m used to lingering in the background of photo ops for my
famous family, so being at someone’s side for once is a nice change of pace. 


Together, we approach a throng of four incredibly attractive
people and come to a stop. Eight inquisitive eyes swing my way, and I do my
best to smile gamely. There’s one other man in the group, a slightly burlier
version of my new friend with a boyish grin and shaggy hair. The other three
people in the group are all women around my own age.


“I’d like you all to meet my new acquaintance,” says my
blue-eyed babe. He leans toward me and whispers in my ear, “This is rather
embarrassing, but I’ve yet to ask your name...”


“I’m Siena,” I tell the group.


“Pleasure to meet you Siena,” my companion says, “I’m
Harrison.”


“Typical,” says one of the women, a petite red head.
“Harrison’s not very good with day-to-day matters, like names and places and
deadlines...”


“That’s Sara,” Harrison says, “Getting on my case about
things is a hobby of hers.”


“I’m Cora,” offers another of the women, a lanky brunette
with freckles across her nose. She lays a hand on the husky man’s arm. “This
raggedy bloke is Andy, my husband.”


“Who’re you calling raggedy?” he exclaims, throwing an arm
around Cora’s shoulders.


The last of the women offers her slender hand to me with a
smile. “I’m Shelby,” she says, tossing her blonde curls back over her shoulder.


“Nice to meet you all,” I say, shaking Shelby’s hand. “I’m
guessing by your accents that you’re all British?”


“On the nosey,” Andy grins.


“And you sound rather American,” Cora remarks, “We had you
pegged for a local.”


“Well, I’m Italian American,” I tell her.


“Ah. Makes sense,” Shelby says, “That’s why you’re not
puking up piña coladas in the bathroom. You’re only slightly American.”


I raise an eyebrow at the British beauty. Italy may have
been the place I was born, but I’m still an American too. I can’t say that I
appreciate her brand of humor much.


“Well, it was really nice to meet you all,” I say politely,
“Maybe I’ll see you around...”


Harrison catches my arm as I turn to make my exit. “Aren’t
you going to stay and grace us with your presence?” he asks.


“I should probably find my friend,” I tell him.


“But you’re in need of another drink,” he insists, “And I’m
in need of your company.”


Harrison stays by my side as I step away from the group.
He’s persistent, this one. I can’t say that I’m not a little flattered by his
attention, but I’m really not the one night stand kind of girl. Surely, that’s
what this gorgeous playboy has in mind. 


“Come on. One more drink,” he says. It’s a statement, rather
than a question. 


“I could use one,” I allow, permitting Harrison to steer me
toward the bar.


The bartender has another round ready for us by the time we
sit down. I settle onto my barstool and take a sip of my refreshing drink.


“What are you, some kind of a regular around here?” I ask
Harrison.


“We got in yesterday,” he tells me, “I guess I already made
an impression.”


“What brings you to Barcelona?” I ask.


“Work,” he tells me with a knowing smile.


“Me too,” I say, letting my eyes linger on his wonderfully
stubbly jaw. God, how I love a little stubble on a man. “What kind of work do
you do?”


“I work for a Formula One racing team,” he tells me.


“I should have guessed!” I exclaim, “I do, too. We’re here
for the Grand Prix this weekend.”


“Small world,” Harrison smiles, “So what are you, some kind
of racing superstar?”


“Hardly,” I grin, “I’m guessing you’re not either. I’d know
if you were.”


“That hurts, darling,” he says, clutching his hard stomach
as if stabbed.


“I’m just saying,” I tell him, laying a comforting hand on
his shoulder. “I’m sure you’re a superstar at...whatever it is you do. Pit
crew?”


“Something like that,” he tells me. “But enough shop talk,
yeah? Why don’t you come dance with me?”


“Oh...I don’t know,” I demure, sipping my margarita, “I was
planning on taking it pretty easy tonight.”


“I can go easy, if you’d like,” he says, “I can go just
about any way you like.”


“Oh god,” I laugh, “Please spare me the game-spitting.”


“Fair enough,” he says, “If you dance with me, I promise not
to utter one more pickup line for the rest of the night.”


“Cross your heart?”


“Hope to die.”


I take one last sip of my drink and place it back down on
the bar. “Fine then,” I say to Harrison, “One dance won’t kill me, I’m sure.”


He threads his fingers through mine and draws me out into
the pulsing, swaying crowd. The tightly-packed bodies part before him, and soon
we’re engulfed in the teeming sea of beautiful people. Two drinks in, I’m
starting to feel pleasantly fuzzy, just loose enough to see what this guy is
all about. 


The crowd closes in around us as the starry sky whirls
overhead. Harrison turns to face me, placing his strong hands on my hips. I let
my hands fall on his broad shoulders, swaying to the quick, lively music
pulsing through the courtyard. The air is warm, but a cool breeze of the sea
feels delightful against my heated skin. I peer up into Harrison’s intense
eyes, those blue discs that have held me so entranced all night. There’s the smallest
sliver of air between our gyrating bodies, just enough to keep the other
guessing.


“You look pretty pensive for a lady in the middle of the
dance floor,” Harrison says above the music.


“Just trying to figure you out, Harrison,” I say, tucking a
strand of loose hair behind my ear. “There’s something about you that seems
so...familiar.”


“That so?” he laughs, “I promise, there’s not much about me
to figure out. I live fast, go hard, and will probably die young.”


“How optimistic,” I say sarcastically.


“Nothing wrong with going out early if you’ve made the most
of your time,” Harrison says, “I try and live every day at the highest speed I
can.”


“Don’t you miss a lot, moving that fast?” I ask.


“Maybe,” Harrison shrugs, “But anything I’ve missed probably
wasn’t worth having in the first place.”


“Guess you’ll never know, huh?” 


“Are you trying to tell me I move too fast to have you,
Siena?” he asks, his breath warm against my neck.


My pulse picks up the pace through my veins as Harrison
pulls me against him. All at once, I’m at a loss for any words I may have once
known. This complete stranger has me tongue-tied and stumbling. And I have a
feeling he hasn’t even gotten started yet.


“However fast you move,” I tell him finally, “I’m sure I can
keep up.”


“And that has yet to be seen?” he asks.


“That’s right,” I tell him, letting my hands clasp lightly
behind his neck. In heels, I’m about five foot eight—but he’s still got a good
five inches on me. I’m so used to being at eye level with the guys I date, this
is a nice change. Not that this is a date, or that Harrison and I would ever
date per se...God, even my thoughts
are flustered. 


“I get the feeling that I’m not the type of man you usually
spend time with,” Harrison says, letting his hands slip around the small of my
back. 


Jesus, can he read my mind now?


“What makes you say that?” I ask.


“I can just tell this isn’t the game you usually play,” he
says, “You’re too present, too honest, to be going through the motions.”


“Is that what you’re doing, going through the motions?” I
ask.


“Not at all,” he says, “You’re not the kind of woman I
usually spend time with either.”


It’s a good thing that we’re dancing in the half-light,
because I’m sure that I’m blushing up a storm. Why do I feel so satisfied in
knowing that I’m somehow different from the women that Harrison usually
pursues? 


“And what kind of a woman do you think I am?” I ask
Harrison, cocking my head ever-so-slightly to the side.


“I think that you’re driven,” he says, “And smart as hell,
and incredibly smitten with me.”


I’m about to retort when the tempo of the music picks up
once again. An energetic beat blasts through the club, and I’m suddenly feeling
a little out of my league. 


“I’m just going to take a second—” I begin.


“Good idea,” Harrison says, leading the way off the floor,
“I could use another drink.”


He escorts me back to the bar, where his posse has already
gathered. We meld into the group, and in an instant I’m furnished with another
margarita. And even though I know that I need to be awake at six in the
morning, even though I’ve never met these people in my life, even though
Harrison is giving me fuck-me eyes like I’ve never seen before, I have no
desire to leave. I haven’t felt this reckless, this alive, in years. Maybe even
ever.


“You’re a bad influence,” I tell Harrison, threading my arm
through his.


“You love it,” he winks.


“Are you here for the Grand Prix too?” Sara asks me, leaning
around Harrison to get a better look at me.


“I am,” I tell her, “I do PR for one of the drivers.”


“Oh, who?” Shelby exclaims, “We’re all big fans of F1.”


“Enzo Lazio, team Ferrelli,” I reply, “Ever heard of him?”


A collective gasp goes up among the three women, and even
the men look at me in awe. I guess they’ve heard of my brother, alright.


“You work for Enzo Lazio?” Cora breathes, “He’s so...fine.”


“Hey!” Andy protests.


“Even you’d have to admit you think so too,” Cora tells him.


“That’s true...” Andy sighs, “He’s a dreamboat.”


“What’s he like in real life?” Sara asks, sounding like a
little girl at a sleepover.


“He’s the best,” I smile, thinking of my big brother. 


I decide to keep the fact that I’m a Lazio as well to
myself. These people are obviously F1 buffs, I don’t want them treating me any
differently because they know my last name.


“I’m so incredibly jealous,” Shelby pouts, “I wish I got to
work for a team like Ferrelli. We’re all stuck slogging away for McClain.”


“What do you mean slogging?” Harrison says defensively, “We
came in third overall during last year’s tournament.”


“Third is a long way from first,” Shelby says pointedly,
“Which is, I believe, where Ferrelli placed?”


“That’s right,” I grin, “Three world champion teams in the
last ten years. Not too shabby.”


“I’ll say,” Shelby sighs, “How did you get an awesome job
like that? You can’t be older than twenty-three.”


“I’m twenty-five,” I correct her. I can’t help but be a bit
annoyed with Shelby’s lack of tact and none too subtle competitive streak. 


“See? You’re still a baby!” she cries dramatically.


“Leave off, Shell,” Harrison says, “We’ve got a fine team of
our own, don’t we?”


“What do you all do for McClain?” I ask.


“I’m just a pit wife,” Cora sighs, “Sara and Shelby are on
the social media and marketing team. And Harrison—”


“Good lord, these go down smooth!” Harrison says, polishing
off the last of his tequila. “Nothing like Barcelona, am I right?” 


“You know what we need?” Sara says mischievously, “A round
of shots.”


A cry of agreement goes up through the party. Harrison turns
toward me, his eyebrows raised in challenge.


“You game, Miss Siena?” he asks.


“Hell yes,” I say, “Bring it on.”


The bartender quickly supplies us with a round of shots, and
Andy raises his glass.


“To the Grand Prix,” he says, “And the grand old shit show
that is Formula One!”


“I’ll drink to that!” Harrison shouts.


We knock back our shots, and I’m amazed at how fine the
liquor is. This is the kind of stuff that goes down like silk, so that you
don’t even know until you’re stumbling into bed just how drunk you’ve gotten. 


“I love this music,” I exclaim, swaying in time on my
barstool.


“The Spanish know how to stack a playlist,” Harrison says,
“Fancy another turn?”


“Are you asking me to dance?” I say, charmed by his accent
despite myself.


“Absolutely,” he replies.


“Then yes,” I say, hopping down from my perch. 


The colors and lights that sear through my range of vision
begin to melt together as the tequila courses through my system. I see Cora and
Andy make their way onto the dance floor, while Sara and Shelby are eagerly
snatched up by a couple of Norse-looking guys and drawn out to bust a move. But
as soon as Harrison and I are on our own again, it’s only him that I have eyes
for. How can it be possible to feel so alone, so private, while dancing in a
sea of people?


I spin around and press my back against Harrison’s firm
chest. His hands fall to my waist, lingering there as I grind my hips against
him. I raise my hands into the hair, closing my eyes and savoring the feel of
Harrison’s body against mine. The music is too loud for us to hear each other,
but I feel like we’re communicating all the same. I turn to face him, draping
my arms over his shoulders. His face is mere inches from mine, those full, firm
lips within kissing distance at last. I move my hips deliberately, enticingly,
as Harrison’s hands slide ever further down along my body. I haven’t felt this
free with any other man I’ve danced with, not ever.


“I’m in love with the way you move,” Harrison growls, close
to my ear. “I wouldn’t have expected it from you.”


“There’s a lot about me that you couldn’t guess from
looking,” I reply, locking my eyes with his, “I’m sure I could say the same
about you.”


“You may be right,” he says, “But I guess you’ll just have
to find out for yourself.”


“How might I do that?”


“Stick around,” he smiles, “I might just surprise you. And
even if I don’t, I can guarantee that you’ll have a hell of a time.”


He presses his hips back against mine, and I gasp as I feel
a sudden, throbbing urge fire up in the very core of me. As crazy as it may be
to admit, I want this man. The question is...will I let myself have him? 


We dance through the next two songs, not speaking a word.
Our bodies do plenty of talking on their own. I’m losing myself to the pulsing
music, the intoxicating feel of Harrison’s body, the incredible energy of
Barcelona after dark. I can’t bring myself to care about tomorrow—all I can do
is live for this single moment in time.


“Buy me another shot?” I ask Harrison, as the music fades
for the briefest of moments.


“Why sure,” he says, and I lead the way back to the bar.


The bartender spots us coming and produces a pair of shots.
“Here you are Mr. Davies,” the man says warmly.


“Davies...” I mutter, “Harrison Davies. Your name sounds
familiar.”


“No reason why it should,” Harrison tells me, “Unless you’ve
been vacationing in Birmingham of late.”


“Can’t say I’ve had the pleasure.”


“Well, I’m sure we’ll get to know each other plenty, if
you’ll be around for the tournament,” he says, “You will be around for the
tournament, won’t you?”


“Sure will,” I say, raising my shot glass, “To new friends?”


“Indeed,” he says.


We gulp down our shots and slam them back onto the bar. I’m
hovering right on the perfect line of tipsiness. The world around me is loose
and full of color, but I’m still completely in control. I swing my gaze toward
my handsome companion, drinking in his perfectly balanced features, those
strong, sculpted muscles. What if this is the only time we’ll run into each
other during the entire tournament? What if this is the only night I’ll ever
get to spend in his dashing company? 


He may be a bit more red-blooded than the men I usually go
for, but I’m starting to think that might not be such a terrible thing. What’s
the worst that I could happen if I actually went for him tonight? I’ve never
let myself chase down a guy I’ve actually been attracted to, and I’ve never
felt more drawn to anyone than this Harrison Davies. Come what may, I make my
decision. It’s time to throw caution to the wind, for once in my life. It’s
time to have a spot of fun. 


Without saying a word, I lower myself onto the ground and
take Harrison’s hand in mine. He looks at me, happily surprised.


“Back to the dance floor?” he asks.


“Not quite,” I reply, tugging him down off his bar stool.


“Are you trying to kill me with suspense, Miss Siena?” he
asks. 


“Something like that,” I say, and head off into the
throbbing crowd. I have no idea where I’m going, or what I even have in mind.
All I know is that I want to get this man alone as soon as humanly possible. 


Harrison catches my drift and draws up beside me, weaving
through the crowd. His hand makes its way to the small of my back, then slides
lightly over the swell of my ass. My heart slams against my ribcage at that
slightest touch, my body straining with want of his hands all over me. 


We duck around a corner and all but sprint down a dimly lit
hallway. The corridor is lined with heavy doors, two dozen at least. Harrison
chooses one at random, and the door swings open into the hallway. A small, posh
bathroom stall is revealed there, and I dart inside, pulling Harrison along
behind me. He presses my shoulders up against the plush wall, and I have to
fight to keep from purring with contentment. 


“I’m guessing this is a pretty regular thing for you?” I
ask. 


He locks the door behind us. “You seem pretty comfortable
yourself, Siena,”


“Blame it on the tequila,” I say, every cell in my body
calling out for him. “Aren’t you going to kiss me, Harrison?” 


He’s so close to me now, his powerful body pressed up
against mine. I can feel that unmistakable bulge in the front of his jeans, and
know that it’s all for me. He’s teasing me, drawing me out until I beg him to
kiss me. 


“You’re terrible,” I tell him. 


“We’ll see about that.”


Finally, our mouths meet. I savor the touch of his lips like
the first sip of water after forty days in the desert. Kissing him, I feel like
I’ve finally found something I hadn’t realized I’d been missing until now. But
now that I’ve felt it...I don’t know how I’ll ever do without again. 


Harrison slides his tongue lightly against mine, his fingers
running through my fallen curls. I push myself up to meet him, wrapping my
strong arms around his waists. He pins me back against the wall, his hands
working their way down my body. I gasp as his thumbs brush lightly over my hard
nipples, amazed at the sensation he sends searing through me with every
glancing touch. I hook my ankles behind him, knowing full well how little
fabric separates his pulsing desire from mine. 


I let my lips travel down to his scruffy neck, planting
kisses as they go. Harrison moans, the sound low in his throat. It sends
vibrations through my whole body and his strong hands cup my breasts. I have
the wild thought to slip out of my dress, have him right then and there—


“Hello?” someone shouts through the door. A pounding knock
startles me down from my perch. “Is somebody in there?”


I choke back a giggle, feeling like a high schooler caught
making out under the bleachers. Harrison grins down at me and straightens his
clothes as best he can. Of course, nothing’s going to hide the impressive rise
in his pants anytime soon...


He pushes open the door, and a harried-looking club employee
nearly tumbles into us. With a sigh, the young man asks us to make way for
other patrons. We skirt around him, stumbling over each other as we make our
way back to the dance floor. 


A persistent vibration catches me off guard. Is that the
music pulsing through me? Or my stifled desire for Harrison?


“I think you’re ringing,” he informs me, gesturing to the
clutch I’m amazed to find myself still in possession of. 


I dig out my cell phone and squint and the screen. Crap.
It’s Charlie calling. I roll my eyes at Harrison and take the call.


“Yeah, what’s up?” I demand.


“I’m outside,” Charlie answers coolly, “Come on. The car’s
waiting.”


“I’m not ready to leave yet,” I tell him.


“Siena, it’s nearly two in the morning,” he informs me.


“What?!” I exclaim. How the hell did that much time go by? I
need to be awake and ready to go in four hours time.


“Yeah. Exactly. So could you please get your ass out here?”
Charlie says, and hangs up the phone.


“Shit. Harrison—”


“Is your coach about to turn into a pumpkin?” he asks.


“Something like that,” I say.


“Go on then,” he tells me, “Get home safe.”


I can’t help but feel a little let down. “You’re not going
to try and convince me to stay?”


“Oh, don’t worry. This won’t be the last you see of me,” he
says. 


Before I can reply, he’s pressed his lips against mine once
again. I run my fingers through his dirty blonde locks, wishing I could stay
for just a moment longer. But duty calls, and I have to be on my way. I untangle
myself from Harrison’s embrace and hurry toward the exit. Stepping out into the
warm night, I can finally feel just how drunk I’ve become. Charlie’s not going
to be thrilled to see me like this, I’m sure.


I spot one of our team cars idling at the curb and make my
way over, fighting to keep any hint of a stumble from my gait. I pull open the
door and slide in—sure enough, Charlie is waiting for me with arms crossed. He
tells the driver that we’re all set, and we start along in chilly silence.


“I’m not going to sit here and lecture you—” he begins.


“Good,” I say.


“But you might want to remember why exactly you’re in
Barcelona in the first place. We’re all here to make sure that Enzo kills in
the Grand Prix. That’s it. So if you think that making him worry about his baby
sister getting roofied is helpful—”


“Don’t play that card, Charlie. It’s getting old.”


“It’s your responsibility to keep your shit together during
Grand Prix weekends. You know that. The whole Ferrelli image is based on
composure, and professionalism—”


“I’m pretty sure no one’s keeping as close an eye on me as
you are, Charlie,” I sigh, “Everyone’s got their eyes locked on Enzo.”


“Not me,” Charlie says quietly, “I’m just trying to look out
for you.”


“I know, Charlie,” I say, “But please, for once, just give
it a rest.”


We ride along for a spell, not saying a word. But Charlie’s
curiosity gets the better of him in no time. “So, who was your new friend?” he
asks.


“Just some British guy,” I say lightly, “There were a bunch
of people from McClain at the bar.”


“McClain?” Charlie cries, “As in, the best F1 team out of
Britain in a decade?”


“The very same.”


“You were fraternizing with McClain?”


“I was talking with some of the team’s staff, yes,” I say
hotly, “Just a couple of pit guys and marketing girls. It’s not like I threw my
panties at their star driver or anything.”


“Don’t even joke,” Charlie mutters, “You know who their guy
is, right? Maxwell Naughton. Best senior driver on their roster.”


“And?” I prompt.


“And, he’s one of the only guys racing this weekend that’s
favored to beat your brother.”


“Well, good for him,” I say, “We’ll see how tomorrow goes.
I’m sure Enzo will kick his tea-drinking ass right off the track.”


“Atta girl,” Charlie smiles, “There’s the Siena I love.”


I ignore his use of the “l” word and look out over the city
as it races by my window. If Charlie had any idea what I’d actually gotten up
to tonight, I’m sure he’d have already thrown me out into traffic. All the men
on the Ferrelli team are super exclusive. They don’t speak with other teams,
let alone drink with them. They’re all very cordial to the competition, but
that’s as far as they go. Not that I figure I’ve made some huge faux-pas
tonight. After all, it’s not like Harrison’s a well known member of Team
McClain. No, this will be my dirty little secret with Mr. Davies, that’s for
sure. 


At long last, we reach our hotel. I mutter goodnight to
Charlie and head up to my room. Once safely inside, I pour myself into bed, a
huge smile plastered across my face. Tonight was the most fun I’ve had...ever,
I think. I fall asleep in no time, not bothering to take off my sapphire dress
first. And as I slip beyond the waking world, my mind’s eye is full of nothing
but Harrison. I only hope that I see him again, the sooner the better. 
















[bookmark: three]Chapter Three


Qualifying





“Siena...Siena?” says an inquisitive voice from somewhere
far, far away. 


I’m pulled out of a deep, blissful sleep. As I drift up from
my delicious dreaming, my body begins to protest. A dull throbbing begins
between my ears, and I can already feel a heavy fog settling in around my
brain.


“Siena, you have to wake up,” the voice pleads. 


I feel small hands shaking my shoulders, and finally wrench
my eyes open. In the dim morning light, I make out the shape of a tiny body
perched on the edge of my bed. Bright green eyes peer at me in the
semi-darkness, and I struggle to sit up. 


“What is it, Bex?” I groan at my companion. Bex Bishop, my
best friend from undergrad and Team Ferrelli’s social media consultant, looks
down at me in concern.


“I just got in from the airport,” she tells me, “What the
hell happened to you?”


“Went to this club last night,” I tell her.


“Jesus Siena,” she sighs, “You should know by now never to
go clubbing without me. I’m the expert, remember?”


This is true. Bex and I met freshman year at NYU, and hit it
off from the start. She grew up in the city—her parents raised her in a
gorgeous brownstone in the West Village. Bex always knew about the cool clubs,
secret shows, and most legit dealers when we were feeling particularly
adventurous. 


Charlie may be my family-appointed watch dog, but Bex is
really the one who’s always had my back. I was thrilled when Ferrelli decided
to hire her on, after my recommendation. Traveling around the world with my
family and best friend is a total dream come true. This impending hangover, on
the other hand? Not so much.


“What time is it?” I ask, swinging my legs over the edge of
the bed. 


“Five thirty,” she replies.


“Shittttttt,” I moan, propelling myself toward the bathroom.


“Did you fall asleep in that?” Bex says incredulously,
“Siena...Are you still wearing makeup? Who the hell are you, and what have you
done with my best friend?”


“It was...quite an evening,” I tell her, hurrying to turn on
the shower.


“Didn’t Charlie keep an eye on you like always?”


“He did. Until someone else swooped in,” I say.


“Spill. Immediately,” Bex demands, scurrying into the
bathroom behind me. 


My best friend is a slight pixie of a thing, but her will is
pure steel. Her conviction is totally unshakable, as is her loyalty. She’s the
closest thing I’ve ever had to a sister. Hell, sometimes I feel closer to her
than I do to my actual family, not that I’d ever admit that out loud. 


“I met someone,” I tell her, stepping out of my dress. After
living as roommates for more than five years, Bex and I are no longer at all
shy about stripping down in each others’ presence. 


“Go on,” she says, gathering her blonde curls into a messy
bun. How she manages to look put together after a redeye is totally beyond me.


“His name’s Harrison,” I tell her, “He’s one of McClain’s
pit guys, I think.”


“Ooh, how star-crossed,” Bex gushes. “McClain...That means
he’s British?”


“Oh yeah. Accent and all.”


“Oh my god. I’m dying,” Bex squeals, “What happened? Did you
guys...you know.”


“No!” I exclaim, stepping into the shower. “No, of course
not.”


“Well, why of course not?” she presses, “You’re allowed to
have a fling or two in your life, my dear Siena. You’re a grown woman, after
all.”


“I know, I know,” I say, shivering with delight as the hot
water cascades down my body.


“What was he like?” Bex asks, “Your usual type?”


“What type is that?”


“Twerpy as hell.”


“Thanks a lot, Bex.”


“I only speak the truth,” she sniffs.


“No, actually, Harrison’s not anything like that,” I tell
her, “He’s all...rugged and shit.”


“Rugged?”


“Tatted-up, and muscular. The most amazing eyes you’ve ever
seen—”


“Whoa, Siena!” Bex says, “Are you gushing a little right
now?”


“I don’t gush, Bex.”


“I’ve never known you to gush, but you’re coming every close
right now, my friend. He must have really been something.”


“He was...something,” I say, letting my memory wander back
to the feel of him against me. “Maybe I’ll see him around the track.”


“You didn’t get a number?!”


“There wasn’t time—”


“Siena, you infuriating woman,” Bex groans, “How the hell
are you going to send him scantily clad pictures of your fine self if you don’t
have a damn phone number?”


“You are absolutely incorrigible, you know that?”


“I know,” Bex says, “It’s one of my best qualities.”


She skips out of the room so I can pull myself together as
best I can. Maybe if I refuse to acknowledge my hangover, it will just leave me
alone? I let my hair dry in its natural waves and throw on my preliminary race
day outfit: fitted jeans, a loose cropped tee shirt, and a well-loved bomber
jacket. With a smear of lip gloss and some mascara, I look good as new. I may
not feel one hundred percent, but it’s all about appearances in PR, anyway. 


“You clean up pretty good, kid,” Bex tells me as I emerge
from the bathroom.


“I feel like I’ve been hit by a truck,” I mumble.


“That’s what you get for partying it up the nice before the
Grand Prix festivities begin. Not that I’m not proud of you,” she winks. 


We slip out of our room and make our way down to the lobby.
Throughout the hotel, people are beginning to stir. I’m sure that most everyone
staying here this weekend is involved in the race in one way or another. When a
Grand Prix crops up in any city around the world, nearly everything shuts down
around it. The races are huge, sprawling events that take up entire weekends.
And this one, the kick off to the 2013 season, is sure to be packed. 


Team Ferrelli has already assembled in the dining room when
Bex and I arrive. They’ve claimed a corner table for themselves, and sit
huddled together over cups of steaming coffee and not much else. I could
personally go for a bacon egg and cheese to demolish my lingering drunkenness,
but party girls can’t be choosers, I suppose. 


“Morning girls,” my father says, “Come, sit. We’re just
going over today’s schedule.”


Dad is pretty much the man in charge of the team these days,
even though he’s one of many owners he holds the majority stake in the team.
He’s simply been around so long that he knows the ins and outs of the sport
like no one else, aside from Gus. Everyone’s more than happy to give him the
reins, Enzo included. My father and brother sit at opposite heads of the table,
presiding over their team. 


Bex and I slip in among the ranks, and I feel Charlie’s eyes
on me immediately. He’s sitting across from my beside his father, Gus—a
thickset man my dad’s age. Gus is the only one involved with the team who has
been around as long as dad, and currently serves as Ferrelli’s manager. He’s
been like a second father to me, and smiles my way as I take a seat. Thank god
for little acts of kindness on boozy mornings like this one. 


“Conditions aren’t great out there,” my father continues,
“There was a lot of rain last night, so the track is a little slick. Nothing we
can’t handle, but just be prepared to break out the spare tyres. We need today
to go smoothly if we’re going to get a good spot in the pack.”


“I’m fine driving on a wet track,” Enzo says, “It’s no
problem, Pa.”


“I’m sure you’re right,” Dad says, “But I’m not in favor of
taking chances where you’re success is concerned.”


I note, a tad bitterly, that Dad is worried about Enzo’s
success, rather than his safety. F1 is not exactly a sport of the weak of
heart—racers die every year. I push the thought out of my head and go to fetch
a cup of coffee. Charlie trails after me, lowering his voice as I fill a cup
with glorious black elixir.


“Glad to see you up and about,” he mutters.


“Don’t be an asshole, Charlie,” I reply, “You’re concerned
about me doing my job, but here I am, ready to do my job. So get off my case.”


“It’s you I’m concerned about, not the damned job,” he says,
“But I guess you’ll never really see that, will you?”


“We can’t get into this right now,” I tell him, “We’ve got
prelims to run, and I’ve got a press conference at noon.”


I brush away from him and join the team as they make their
way outside. Between today’s events and last night’s memories, my mind is far
too occupied to deal with schoolboy longings. I content myself with daydreams
of running into Harrison on the track and all but sprint to the car. 


Good lord, what’s gotten into me? At least I’ll have
something to focus on, once we get to the track. Hopefully, the pressure to be
a presentable representative of Team Ferrelli will keep me from acting too much
like a love struck girl.


Hopefully. 
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Team Ferrelli rolls up to the closed course in a fleet of
private cars. I can’t help but feel a little proud as the heads of other,
lesser-known team members turn our way in awe. Ferrelli, and Lazio for that
matter, are some of the most respected names within Formula One racing. It may
be frustrating, slogging through the world of this manly sport as a young
woman, but my pedigree certainly smoothes the way now and again. 


I’m riding along with Enzo and my father, tuning out their
shop talk as I take in the scene beyond our tinted windows. It’s early Friday
morning, and already the city is overflowing with the fervid energy that comes
along with a Formula One Grand Prix. 


The teams are just running preliminary rounds today, but
spectators are still scrambling to sneak a look at the action. Formula One
racers are huge celebrities within the world of the sport. I don’t even want to
think about how many Enzo Lazio fan clubs I’ve stumbled upon during my
research. No wonder my brother’s ego is swollen—he’s been told since he was a
kid that greatness runs in his blood. We both have. 


“I don’t like the look of those skies,” Dad mutters, as the
car rolls to a stop. 


We step out onto the pavement and survey the scene. Though
it’s already eight o’clock, the course is still obscured by stormy skies
overhead. Dark clouds roil ominously, and I feel my stomach tighten with
unease. Even though I’ve been around F1 races my entire life, I still get
nervous when the risk factor goes up even a hair. I’ve seen plenty of miracles,
growing up around F1, but I’ve seen my fair share of tragedies, too. 


Every year, a couple of good drivers are seriously injured
while racing in tournaments. Some are even killed. Every year that Enzo makes
it safely through the ringer feels like a gift from God. My mom won’t even come
to the races anymore. She watches from home, since being there in real time
makes her too nervous.


“Good thing we’ve got an early slot,” Enzo says, scanning
the sky, “Let’s get started before those clouds open up.”


The entire team and crew rush into action at Enzo’s word. I
watch as my brother is carried away on the tide of his attendants. As he heads
off to take his runs through the course, Bex and I hang back. Dad, Gus,
Charlie, and the others will make sure that Enzo has all the support he needs,
and we’re left to our own devices once more. 


“Well,” Bex sighs, “There go our conquering heroes, off to
battle. What the hell are we supposed to do in the meantime?”


“That’s right,” I say, “You’ve never been through a
tournament before.”


“Nope. You’ll have to instruct me, Master.”


“Alright Grasshopper,” I smile, “First things first. Let’s
scope our course and see who’s out and about. The media will descend on us in
no time, I’m sure. They have a way of finding whoever it is they’re looking
for.”


We set off through the crowd together, our blonde and
brunette heads bobbing through the churning ocean of spectators and support
staff. The hangover I’ve been fighting off since I woke up this morning begins
to burn off as my excitement mounts. There’s absolutely nothing in the world
like the feeling of a course right before a Grand Prix weekend begins. The
spirit of competition and camaraderie hang shimmering in the air, nerves and
anticipation run as high as the vaulting sky overhead. 


Wherever else I roam in life, I know I’ll never feel as at
home as I do at a F1 tournament. It hasn’t been easy, carving out a place for
myself in the shadow of my dad and brother, but I refuse to let that deter me.
I’m going to figure out a way to make a name for myself in this sport, no
matter what it takes. Hell, F1 could use with a few more female team owners. 


We’d temper the machismo a little bit, get things running
like clockwork. They say that behind every great man is an even greater woman,
but I say it’s time that the women of this sport start making their way to the
forefront.


“Good Lord,” Bex breathes, raking her eyes across a huddle
of Spanish F1 drivers, “These guys are like action figures.”


“You’ve got that right,” I say.


“Hopefully they differ from Ken and GI Joe between the legs,
of course,” she grins. 


“Bex,” I say, “You’ve got to watch yourself with these guys.
Do you have any idea how many people show up at these races just to throw
themselves at the drivers? Women, men, you name it. These places are like
smorgasbords for the guys behind the wheel.”


“You’re one to talk, Miss Bathroom Makeout Sesh,” Bex
chides.


“That’s fair,” I allow, “But it’s not like I’m chasing
Harrison down for a quickie in the garage or anything. For all I know, I’ll
never even see the guy...”


My words trail off as a burst of dirty blonde hair catches
my eye just ahead. I stagger to a stop, and Bex promptly runs right into me.
Before us, a half dozen cars sporting the McClain logo are gathered, and a very
familiar, very gorgeous man is leaning against the hood of the nearest one.


Harrison Davies looks no worse for the wear after our night
of tequila shots and dirty dancing. His perfectly balanced, sculpted body looks
relaxed but ready for action. He’s rocking a sinfully well-fitted pair of light
blue jeans, an ab-skimming black tee shirt, and a vintage leather jacket. His
sparkling blue eyes take in the scene unfolding before him with confident
excitement, and his lips are twisted into a knowing grin. For a moment, it’s
all I can do to stand in awe...until those baby blues swing my way, that is.


“Well, I’ll be damned,” he laughs, pushing himself away from
the hood, “If it isn’t my new drinking buddy.”


“It certainly is,” I manage to say, “Fancy meeting you here,
Harrison.”


I can feel Bex vibrating out of her skin with curiosity as
Harrison makes his way toward us. Peering over his shoulder, I spot the others
from last night milling about the scene. Andy, Cora, and Sara wave my way
cheerfully, though Shelby can only bring herself to spare a chilly half smile. 


“I was wondering I might not run into you this morning,”
Harrison says with his gorgeous accent, “That house tequila is a real
ass-kicker.”


“I can keep up just fine,” I tell him.


“Yes...I can see that,” he says, “What brings you over to
our corner of the course?”


“Just scouting out the competition,” I tell him, “Seeing
what familiar faces might be back again this year.”


“Seems like a good year for some new faces to make a splash
too,” he remarks pointedly.


“Of course,” I smile, “I guess you’re pretty new yourself,
eh Davis?”


“You could say that,” he says.


“Don’t worry,” I tell him, “You’ll catch on soon enough.
Take it from an old pro.”


“What, are you some kind of guru?” he asks, raising an eyebrow.


“Born and raised,” I say proudly. I can hear myself growing
haughtier by the second, but I just can’t help but get riled up by Harrison.
For whatever reason, I want him to know how serious I am about being here, that
I’m a legitimate authority on F1. Still, I’m not about to go throwing my
brother’s name around just yet. It’s bad for business. I hurry to change the
subject before my pride gets the better of me.


“This is Bex,” I tell Harrison, taking a step back. “Bex,
this is Harrison. We met last night at the club.”


“Pleasure,” Harrison says charmingly, taking Bex’s hand. 


“Pleasure’s all mine,” she replies, shooting me a sidelong
glance. “I’m pretty new to these tournaments myself. Siena was nice enough to
land me a job this year with Ferrelli. Tell me, Harrison, what is it that you
do for Team McClain?”


“Davies!” Andy calls from a few yards away, “Let’s go!”


“Ah, I must be off,” Harrison says in his irresistible
cadence. 


I could swear that he looks relieved to be called away. Is
he trying to shake me off for some reason? I didn’t think I was being too
forward by stopping to chat.


“See you around, I guess,” I offer nonchalantly, “But if
not, have a good time in Barcelona.”


“I will,” Harrison says, “But only if I do, in fact, see you
around, Siena.”


A tremor of anticipation rolls down my spine as Harrison
takes his leave. When he’s safely out of earshot, Bex grabs hold of my arm and
lets out an excited squeal.


“Holy shit, Siena!” she exclaims, “Way to gloss over the
fact that your hookup last night was a top-of-the-line babe.”


“Oh, come on,” I say, leading her away from the McClain
camp, “He’s just a guy, Bex.”


“False,” she insists, “He is a golden freaking god and if
you don’t sleep with him and make adorable little babies I might have to disown
you.”


I shake my head and soldier on through the crowd until we
make it back to our team. Dad is standing at the barrier, looking out toward
the starting line. I join him at his post, following his gaze. Enzo’s sleek,
emerald green car is rolling out onto the track. F1 cars are compact
one-seaters, but with the right person behind the wheel, they’re more like an
extension of the driver. 


These machines reach speeds over two hundred miles per hour,
and hug the track so tight that they could, theoretically, drive upside down on
a ceiling. It takes years and years of practice to work up to driving one of
these babies, which is exactly how long Enzo’s been in the game.


Dad starting grooming my brother to succeed him before I was
even born. Enzo graduated from a Big Wheel to a go cart to a box car before
finally getting behind the wheel of a car. Even then, he had to work through
the other racing tiers before Ferrelli would even take him seriously. He may be
Alfonso Lazio’s son, but he still had to prove himself. 


Enzo skipped college altogether, so that he could focus on
his racing career. He was built to be an F1 driver—it’s all he’s ever wanted
out of life. Every time I see him pull up to the starting line, my heart swells
up with sisterly pride. Enzo may be arrogant sometimes, but he’s got a pure
heart. It makes me so happy to see him doing what he loves. 


“I feel good about this tournament, Siena,” my dad says,
“Your brother’s never been better poised to become a champion.”


“You think this is the year, Dad?” I ask excitedly.


“It could very well be,” he says, “As long as no surprises
crop up, that is.”


“I don’t see how that could happen,” I say, “You two study
the other F1 drivers relentlessly. You know their habits and weaknesses as well
as they do. What could possibly catch you off guard now?”


“I hope you’re right,” Dad says, “But we can't celebrate
Enzo’s victory just yet.”


The sharp, unmistakable sound of Enzo’s car revving up roars
across the track. I grab onto the barrier railing, feeling like a kid again.
Every one of Enzo’s races is more exciting than Christmas morning, New Years
Eve, and every single birthday rolled into one. I hold my breath, waiting for
him to take off. For a moment, the entire world seems to hold its breath...and
then he goes, flying down the track like a bat out of hell. The car speeds past
us, and the tail wind blows my curls back off my shoulders. 


The Grand Prix has finally begun for team Ferrelli. 


Enzo soars out of sight in an instant, off through the
closed course like a rocket. Gus hovers at Dad’s other elbow, eyes glued to his
stopwatch. The two older men stand stoically, their thick brows furrowed. Enzo
needs to set himself ahead of the pack right from the very start if we’re going
to sweep this thing, and the entire team is on pins on needles waiting to see
how these preliminary runs go. 


Charlie sidles up next to me as we wait for Enzo to reappear
and cross the finish line. With both of our fathers in ear shot, I’m sure he’s
not about to start quizzing me about last night again, but his silence is
making me just as itchy. His protectiveness is growing more and more
pronounced, lately. He’s always kept an eye out for me, but the intensity of
his interest is starting to worry me a little bit. I really don’t ever want to
have the “I think of you as just a friend” conversation with him, if I can help
it. There’s no way I’m ever going to want to be with him romantically, but I
don’t want to hurt him either.


“How’s the rest of the turnout look?” Charlie asks me
cordially, keeping his eyes on the track, “See any old friends out in the
crowd? Or new ones, for that matter?”


“A couple,” I reply vaguely, “How’s the crew feel about
Enzo’s chances?”


“All the pit guys are stoked,” he tells me, “We’re all
trying to keep our expectations in check, but it’s hard. This could be an
important year. For all of us.”


“What do you mean?” I ask.


“It just feels like things are starting to come to
fruition,” Charlie says. He’s slipping into abstract fancy speak, which always
happens when he’s nervous. He’s a brainiac at heart, and always tries to hide
behind lofty ideas. That’s just his way of protecting himself, I guess. Still,
I can’t help but wonder what other things he expects to come to fruition in the
near future.


“There are some pretty cute ladies on some of the other
teams this year,” I tell him, “I met some of the McClain girls last night, and
let me tell you—”


“I’m sure I wouldn’t be interested,” he cuts me off, “You of
all people should know—”


“There he is!” Gus roars.


Our heads whips around just in time to catch Enzo sail over
the finish line. Gus lets out a whoop of elation, holding the stop watch high
above his head.


“Half a second better than his last run!” he cackles,
“That’s our boy!”


A satisfied smile spreads across Dad’s face. It’s the most
excited he ever lets himself get, at least on the outside, but that smile still
speaks volumes. It’s going to be a very good year for Team Ferrelli. After so
many seasons of training and perfecting his craft, Enzo is finally poised to be
number one. 


The second that Enzo returns to our corner of the course,
the entire team surges around him. Everyone’s eager to offer a pat on the back
or a word of encouragement, but I can’t contain myself. I burst through the
pack, running at full speed. My brother spots me and opens his arms wide. I
leap into his embrace, and he spins me around in the air. Our bubbling laughter
entwines, and a thousand memories come back to me. I’ve always been at Enzo’s
side, supporting him at every turn. It’s where I belong.


“Alright, alright,” my dad says gruffly, breaking up the
chattering crowd, “That was just a preliminary run, folks. I know we’re all
happy to start off with a bang, but let’s keep a little perspective, eh? We’ve
got a long weekend ahead of us, and a much longer tournament. Eyes on the
prize, now.”


The team disbands, and Enzo sets me lightly down on the
pavement. There are other Ferrelli drivers who need attention too, though no
one could deny that Enzo is everyone’s favorite. I plant my hands on my hips
and turn an exaggerated pout on my dad.


“Jeez, way to kill the buzz,” I drawl sarcastically.


“Funny,” he says, slapping Enzo on the back, “Always with
the jokes this one. Where did you learn to be such a smart ass, Siena?”


“Guess it’s hereditary,” I shrug.


“I’m feeling pumped, Pops,” Enzo says excitedly, “My focus
is great. Crystal clear.”


“Keep it up, Son,” Dad replies, “You’re going to need every
ounce. Now come on. I think McClain’s got the preliminary spot after us. We’d
better keep an eye on the competition.”


Team Ferrelli lines up along the barrier once again, and
sure enough, a cherry red McClain car is idling at the starting line. Charlie
and Bex stand to either side of me, peering out onto the track.


“So, who’s McClain’s top dog?” Bex asks, ready to type some
quick notes into her smart phone. “I want to start tweeting about the
preliminaries. Think it’s OK if I get some video?”


“Sure,” I tell her, “McClain’s senior driver is Maxwell
Naughton. He’s placed in the top ten during his last three tournaments.”


“Impressive,” Bex mutters, her thumbs flying across the
screen of her phone. 


We watch as Naughton is secured into his car. He’s a couple
years older than Enzo, but his record is fantastic. Naughton’s got the whole
Brooding Brit thing down to a science, with dark eyes and a heavy jaw. As far
as I can tell, this guy is my brother’s main competition in this tournament.
Still, I say a little prayer for him nonetheless as he revs his engine to
start. These guys need all the divine intervention they can get. I have
incredible respect for F1 racers, and not just the ones who are related to me.
These drivers look death in the face every time they get behind the wheel. You
have to admire that kind of courage. 


Naughton takes off like a shot, soaring past us down the
track. As he disappears around the bend, I look down along the barrier and
catch a glimpse of Harrison, watching his team’s driver from afar. He studies
the senior racer with a calm, cool eye. His gaze is calculating, and incredibly
bright. I’m intrigued, wondering what thoughts might be racing through
Harrison’s gorgeous head. But even more so, I’m left wondering what he’s doing
on this side of the barrier. 


I’d assumed that he was some kind of pit technician, but
here he is among the spectators. If he doesn’t work in the pit after all, then
what the hell is his place on the McClain team? 


“Here he comes,” Charlie says, nodding toward the finish
line. 


“Ooh, great shot...” Bex says, raising her camera to capture
Naughton’s finish.


The bright red car zooms over the finish line, and I hear
Gus make a small, triumphant sound. Enzo must have earned a better time on his
preliminary than Naughton. 


“I’ll be damned,” Gus says happily, “We might just have a
winner on our hands.”


My eyes are locked onto Naughton’s car as he speeds down the
track toward us. Usually, drivers take a little while to decelerate from their
runs, but Naughton seems to be charging on full speed ahead.


“Why isn’t he stopping?” I ask.


Team Ferrelli falls silent, and a worried murmur goes up
through the crowd. 


“That’s not right,” my dad murmurs.


“What’s going on, Siena?” Bex asks, keeping her camera
trained on Naughton’s trajectory, “Is something—”


The grinding sound of metal against asphalt silences my
friend’s inquiry at once. My heartbeat is suspended in terror as Naughton’s car
flips onto its nose, rolling over and over across the track. The tattered
vehicle slams against the inner barrier and stops cold. 


“Holy shit...” Charlie breathes beside me. 


It’s all that anyone can manage to say before Naughton’s car
bursts into flame. The spell of frozen silence is broken in an instant as a
dozen technicians and team members rush toward the wreck. Enzo vaults over the
barrier and dashes at Naughton’s smashed vehicle, and my fingers tighten around
the railing as I watch Harrison sprint after him.


“Be careful,” I whisper. If I’m honest, I’m not even sure
who my plea is for—my brother or the handsome stranger I’ve only just met.


Naughton’s car is engulfed by a rippling fireball in a
matter of moments. Rescue workers hold back the concerned drivers, diving into
the blaze to try and rescue Naughton. The crowd is roiling around me, as
everyone jostles and jumps to try and catch a glimpse at the wreckage. I’m
rooted to the ground, unable to budge an inch as Harrison and Enzo try and
throw themselves into the rescue effort. 


Finally, someone manages to extract Naughton from the
inferno. The breath leaves my lungs as he’s hauled out of the burning vehicle.
Just moments ago, I watched him climb into his car, whole and strong and handsome.
But the body being carried away from the pile of burning rubble is limp,
blistered, seared. His face, burned and bruised, is by far the hardest thing to
see.


“Oh my God...” Bex whimpers, her hand on her cheek, “Is
he...?”


“No,” I say, “Look, he’s moving.”


An ambulance skids to a halt beside the burning wreck, and a
stretcher is unfolded from the back at once. Naughton is lowered onto the
device, writhing in pain. His agonized cries ring out across the track, sending
rivulets of dread dripping through my body. 


“What the hell happened?” Charlie asks, befuddled.


“From the look of it, I’d say his breaks gave out,” Dad says
solemnly. “Poor bastard. Thank God for flame resistant suits.”


Though Naughton is Enzo’s primary competitor in this
tournament, there’s not a hint of glee to be found among the members of Team
Ferrelli. When any driver is hurt, it’s everyone’s tragedy. It doesn’t matter
that Naughton is a McClain man in this moment. It’s a terrible truth that
disaster is the one thing that never fails to unite the full spectrum of F1
teams. But terrible accidents bring us together—we’re only human, despite what
some drivers might tell you. 


Once Naughton is safely loaded in, the ambulance tears away
down the track. Those who flew to the driver’s aid disperse back to their own
teams, and I lay a trembling hand on Enzo’s arm as he climbs back over the
barrier.


“You’re shaking like a leaf,” he says, pulling me into a
hug.


“That could have been you...” I whisper into his shoulder.


“It always could have been me,” he says, smoothing down my
hair, “That’s the nature of the sport, Siena. You know that.”


“I never get used to it,” I tell him, “Watching someone get
wrecked like that.”


“Good,” Enzo says, looking at me intently, “You should never
get used to it. If seeing something like that stopped getting to you...Well.
You wouldn’t be the Siena I know and love anymore, that’s sure.”


“I knew something like this was going to happen,” Dad says,
his jaw tight, “I knew there’d be some kind of surprise lying in wait for us.”


“But now McClain has to race their next best driver,” I say,
“It’s shitty to point out, but that’s not against our favor.”


“You OK Bex?” Charlie asks, moving around me. My best friend
is paralyzed at the railing, staring down at her smart phone in horror. The
video she took of the crash is playing on loop, and she can’t seem to look
away.


“Shit, Siena,” she says softly as I throw my arm around her
shoulder, “This shit...This shit is real.”


“It is,” I tell her, “But you can handle it, Bex.”


“I don’t know if I want to,” she tells me. 


But there’s no time to argue the morality of playing into
this high stakes sport right now. There’s a commotion rising up around the
McClain camp that has everyone looking their way. From afar, I watch as the
team owner huddles with the senior managers and technicians. To my surprise, I
see Harrison’s face among their number. What is he doing, deliberating strategy
with the most important people of Team McClain? Maybe he’s some sort of
statistics whiz, or perhaps he has some kind of psychic ability that I wasn’t
made privy to during our illicit little make out session last night. 


Harrison’s face is alert and luminous. The wind tosses his
dirty blonde hair, and I feel my knees go to mush. Even amid all this chaos,
this mysterious man has got quite a hold on me.


“What’s their next move?” my dad muses as Team McClain
disperses. Charlie, Bex, Enzo and I huddle together against the barrier,
drawing strength from each other. As tough as it is to swallow, these terrible
accidents happen all the time. We have to press on, no matter what.


“Look,” Enzo says, “McClain's sending out another driver.”


All of our eyes snap forward in time to catch a second
McClain vehicle roll up onto the track. Oddly, this car seems to be newer than
Naughton’s, and hopefully better constructed. What the hell gives? Why wouldn’t
McClain’s senior driver be behind the wheel of their best and newest car? 


“Who is that, Bradbury?” Dad says to no one in particular,
“He’s McClain’s backup driver, right?”


“Too tall to be Bradbury,” Gus poses, “I don’t think I
recognize that guy.”


Before any of us can identify the driver, he’s off and
racing. The vibrant red car soars past us, a red smear of light and color in
the brightening morning air. As if on cue, the clouds above finally begin to
disperse, and the persistent fog rises up off the hills and sea beyond the
course. I’m a big believer in omens, and this one doesn’t bode well for
Ferrelli. But then why is my blood run through with such excitement? 


“You timing this guy?” my dad asks Gus.


“I’ve got it,” Gus replies, eyes glued to his stopwatch.


“I’m sure he won’t have anything on Enzo,” Charlie says
confidently.


“Don’t jinx it,” says my brother, his eyes stony.


A hush falls over the crowd as McClain’s new driver tears
around the track. This morning has taken a quick turn toward the surreal, and
we’re all knocked off our game. This upset could completely change the dynamics
of the tournament, for all we know. One way or another, things are about to get
interesting.


The McClain car roars around the corner once again, flying
over the finish line and coming to a quick stop. Gus’s face clouds over, and no
one needs to ask him what the stopwatch says. This new guy beat Enzo’s
preliminary time. Sure, these runs don’t count for anything as far as
tournament points go, but it’s still a bad sign. If this guy’s already out
ahead of Enzo, what does that mean for the Grand Prix this weekend? 


“Beginner’s luck,” Bex chirps, smiling up at Enzo. The look
he gives her could slice through diamond, it’s that cutting. 


Team McClain gathers out on the track, obscuring their new
man. I stand up on my toes, trying to catch a glimpse as he climbs gracefully
out of the driver’s seat. He straightens up, standing taller than any of the
men swarming around him. We all look on, full of curiosity, as he lifts the
helmet from his head. A burst of ash blonde and steely blue sends the world
spinning furiously around me.


“No...” I breathe.


Standing among the throng of McClain team members is
Harrison Davies. He tucks his helmet under his arm, his face flushed and
unbearably beautiful. His satisfaction seems to keep him suspended in the air,
floating on a wave of praise and adoration from his team. The smile on his face
is full of promise, and determination, and an unwillingness to fail. He already
looks like a champion, and the Grand Prix has barely even begun.


“Who the hell is that?” Enzo snaps.


“I’ve never seen him before in my life,” Dad growls.


“Is this some kind of a joke?” Gus scoffs, “He’s a kid! A
newbie! What’s he doing in this tournament, I ask you?”


“Maybe they just brought him up from F3 or something?”
Charlie suggests.


“No way,” Enzo says, “There’s not an F3 driver on earth who
can drive like that. This guy knows what the hell he’s doing.”


Bex grabs my hand, wordlessly telegraphing her shock and
sympathy. I hold onto my friend as tightly as I can as an unexpected knot
tightens in my throat. I watch, too shocked to move, as Harrison makes his way
off the track. He’s not some lowly pit guy, or a freeloader touring with the
team. He’s a driver. The driver for Team McClain, my family’s number one rival.
That means that Enzo and Harrison are pitted against each other for the top
prize in this tournament, and only one of them can be victorious. 


“Oh shit...” I whisper, my eyes locked on Harrison’s
strapping form. 


I flirted with him last night. I kissed him. I would have
done a lot more, too, if left to my own devices. I nearly slept with the
goddamned enemy before the first preliminary was even run. If anyone from Team
Ferrelli knew, I’d be sunk. 


“Oh shit is right,” Charlie mutters beside me. 


My stomach flips over, mimicking Naughton’s gravity-defying
wreck. Charlie was there at the club last night. He watched Harrison charm me
onto the dance floor, steal me away against his protestations. He knows everything.


“Don’t worry,” he says, seeing the panic in my eyes, “You
didn’t know. Your secret’s safe with me. It’s not like you’re going to let it
happen again.”


“Right...” I breathe, watching Harrison slip the racing
jumpsuit off his sculpted form. “Never again. Of course not. That would
be...crazy.” 
















[bookmark: five]Chapter Five


Sleeping With The Enemy





 


The second we arrive back at the hotel after a long day of
preliminaries, Bex and I hightail it up to my suite. The rest of the team is
off to some bar or other to celebrate a good run and talk strategy for
tomorrow’s qualifier, but we shook them off with some vague mention of “girl
stuff”. Sometimes you’ve got to play the lady card to keep the boys out of your
business.


We hurtle into my suite and rooms and I quickly lock the
door behind us. Letting out a long-suppressed groan, I let my back slide down
against the door until I’m sitting in a little heap on the cushy carpet.


“Of all the people in the entire F1 universe,” I say, “Why
the hell did I have to go feel up Team McClain’s new golden boy?”


“You didn’t know, Siena,” Bex says, grabbing a couple of
mini Jack Daniels bottles out of the mini fridge. “If you had any idea who he
was, you probably would have gone about things a little differently.”


“That’s the thing, Bex,” I say, happily accepting a tiny
bottle and screwing off the top, “I don’t know if I would have.”


“You don’t mean that,” Bex says, taking a sip of her booze
and kicking off her heeled boots, “Family is, like, the most important thing in
the world to you.”


“It is,” I allow, “But Bex...That guy is not easy to resist.
I had every intention of ignoring him at the club last night, sparing Charlie’s
feelings...but he does something to me.”


“Gee,” Bex says, rolling her eyes, “A staggering handsome
race car driver with a British accent does
something to you? Color me shocked.”


“It wasn’t just that,” I say, taking a swig of my Jack, “I
felt like we understood each other, from the moment we said hello. It was like we
were instantly on the same level. I didn’t feel like I needed to bullshit him,
or play the game.”


“Siena, you never play the game,” Bex says, “You just wait
for the next twerpy guy with a masters degree to wander along and eat up your
time.”


“Exactly!” I exclaim, rising to my feet, “I never go after
any guy that I actually find attractive. Never once have I chased down someone
that I really, truly wanted.”


“And this Harrison guy? Do you really, truly want him?” Bex
asks, “Even now that you know he’s the competition?”


“I...I don’t know,” I say, “Maybe.”


“Siena Lazio,” Bex grins, shaking her head in wonder, “I do
believe that you’ve got a bad case of the Gottafuckems!” 


“You’re a terrible influence,” I smile.


“Look, I’m not saying you should run off and marry the guy,”
Bex goes on, “But he’s obviously into you, and I feel pretty confident in
guessing that the feeling is mutual. The question is, are you capable of being
discreet about it?”


“About what?”


“A booty call with Mr. Davis, of course.”


“I don’t do booty calls, Bex.”


“You haven’t done booty calls. But you’ve never gone after
someone who actually deserves a second of your time before, either. There’s a
first time for everything.”


“I guess...”


“I’m just saying,” Bex sighs, “If you really felt a
connection with this guy, you shouldn’t let some silly sense of competition
stop you.”


“I just wish he’d told me who he actually was before we got
all hot and heavy,” I say.


“True...that’s a little sketch,” Bex allows, “But you don’t
know the full story. Maybe he was bound to secrecy, by penalty of death or
something.”


“What?”


“I don’t know! You F1 people seem pretty intense.” 


“I guess I could give him the benefit of the doubt,” I say.
“I think I should at least talk to him, now that I know the score. Clear the
air, or whatever. I mean, I’m sure we’ll be running into each other over the
course of the tournament. I don’t want things to get weird between us if they
don’t have to.”


“Go ahead and justify it all you want,” Bex laughs, “I’m not
judging you.”  


“I wonder where Team McClain is staying,” I muse, “Or where
I could conveniently run into Harrison without it looking like I’m stalking
him.”


“Well, you would be stalking him. Let’s call a spade a
spade,” Bex says, “But anyway, that part’s easy.”


“How do you mean?”


“Hello,” Bex says, “Social media whiz over here, remember?
Give me five minutes, and I’ll find your lover boy for you.”


I watch as Bex whips out her smart phone and taps away at
the screen, the tip of her tongue clenched between her teeth. I sip the last of
my booze, enjoying the smoky taste as it coasts down my throat. In no time at
all, Bex lets out a victorious cry.


“Got him!” she says, beckoning me over to her phone.


I peer down at the screen and see that Bex has pulled up the
Twitter account of Team McClain. One of the PR girls must be documenting the
tournament for the fans at home. There’s a picture at the top of the team’s
feed, featuring the grinning Harrison and Andy, posing in front of this very
hotel. The caption on the photo reads, “Nice Digs, Team McClain :D Hello,
Barcelona!”


“I never would have thought of searching their Twitter
account,” I say.


“That’s why they pay me the big bucks,” Bex smiles, “Now you
know. Harrison’s staying right here in the same hotel as us. How very
convenient for you.”


“Kind of,” I allow, “I’ll be able to ‘accidentally’ run into
him more easily. But if people see us talking...”


“It’s not like you’re going to mount him in the middle of
the lobby,” Bex says, “And anyone who gets annoyed with you for having a
conversation with a nice young man like Harrison needs to get their head
checked. You’re totally in the clear, Siena.”


But despite Bex’s assurances, I know that talking to
Harrison again isn’t going to be as simple as all that. I need to proceed
carefully, or risk bringing the wrath of my entire team down on my head.
Charlie already knows that Harrison has a more-than-friendly interest in me.
The last thing I need is for my dad and brother to hatch their own suspicions.
I’m not even sure that I’m willing to start anything up with Harrison, just by
virtue of the fact that he drives for McClain. At the end of the day, teams
have each others’ backs. But an affair? That might be pushing it. 


A knock on the door makes me jump a foot in the air.


“Are you decent?” says Enzo from the other side of the door.


I’m a little let down to hear my brother’s voice. That’s
ridiculous, of course. What, was I expecting Harrison to pop over for visit or
something? 


“As decent as we’ll ever be,” I answer, swinging open the
door.


Enzo and Charlie stroll across the threshold. I can tell
they’re already a few beers in, and I don’t blame them. It was a trying day for
everyone, after all.


“Hey there girls,” Enzo says, flopping down onto my bed,
“How’s tricks?”


“You guys want to come down and grab a bite with us?”
Charlie asks.


“I guess we could stand to be seen in your company,” I joke,
pushing Enzo’s dirty boots off my comforter. “Why don’t you give us a few
minutes to get dressed and we’ll meet you down there. How’s nine o’clock?”


“Beautiful,” Enzo says, “We’ll wait for you at the bar.”


The boys leave us to scrub off the race track grime and
dress up a little. Bex’s room is right next door to mine, so we’re free to come
and go as we please. I’ve always enjoyed getting a little dolled up at the end
of a long day. Maybe it’s because I’ve always been such a workaholic, but
putting on a nice dress and some tasteful makeup has always seemed like a treat
in and of itself. I choose a sleek backless dress in a rich emerald shade for
tonight. The beautiful green is an open homage to Ferrelli’s racing colors.
Despite my attraction to Harrison, my ultimate loyalties are all sewn up. I
want him to be able to see that from a mile away, if he’s even looking at all. 


I let my hair hang in loose waves and smear on some plum colored
lipstick. Satisfied with my beautification efforts, I go to fetch Bex. As ever,
she’s chosen a much flashier ensemble than mine—a leopard print crop top and
black high-waisted mini skirt. 


“Damn, Bex,” I say, “Trying to make the rest of us look
bad?”


“As if anyone could ever make you look bad, Lazio,” she
says. “Now come on, let’s go. A little airplane bottle of Jack is hardly going
to get me through the night.”


We make our way down to the bustling hotel restaurant and
bar, Encrucijada. One look at the assembled patrons puts my mind at ease about
being overdressed. Gorgeous, glowing celebrities of the F1 circuit mill about
in their Friday night best while lesser-known but still impeccably styled team
members hang about. The whole joint is a who’s who of the racing scene, or at
least the younger faction. Older gurus like Gus and my dad have retired to
their rooms for strategizing and slumber, but all the youngsters are out and
ready for whatever twists the night might take. 


I spot Enzo and Charlie at the bar at once and lead Bex in
their direction. I have to hand it to them, my boys clean up nice. Enzo’s
nailing the whole dark and brooding thing while Charlie rocks his signature
Cape Cod meets Roman Holiday style. I’m proud as ever to be in their company,
even if I’m secretly keeping an eye out for another man altogether. Bex and I
settle down on either side of our companions and find ourselves furnished with
drinks at once—a margarita for me, and a rum and coke for Bex.


“Aw, how sweet!” Bex coos, “You chaps know my drink
already.”


“It’s my job to know,” Charlie replies, “If anyone’s going
to be buying drinks for the ladies of Team Ferrelli, I’d prefer it to be me.”


I lift my frosty drink to my lips, ignoring Charlie’s none
too subtle jibe. He’s still smarting from my dismissal last night, but I’m not
about to open that can of worms again.


“Charlie takes his guardian angel role very seriously,” Enzo
laughs, “Me, I do my best. But I find that I’m easily...distracted in these
kind of situations.”


I watch as my brother’s eyes follow the figure of a
perfectly proportioned and scantily clad woman making her way across the bar.
Enzo’s been a shameless ladies man for as long as I can remember, but he tends
to be subtle, so none of us mind too much.


“By all means,” I say, “If you’re going to ditch us for the
sake of getting tail, you might as well do it now.”


“Thanks for understanding, Sis,” he smiles, kissing me on
the forehead. 


In a heartbeat, Enzo’s vanished, tracking down the woman
that managed to snag his eye. If only I had an ounce of Enzo’s confidence where
the other sex was concerned. 


“Lucky me,” Charlie says, “Here at the bar with two
beautiful women? I’ll be the envy of the entire tournament.”


“That is, if we deign to stay here with you,” Bex winks.


“I can only hope,” Charlie replies, taking a long swig of
his drink. “How are you guys holding up after this morning? That was a rough
scene. I hope it didn’t upset you too much.”


Bex opens her mouth to respond, but I don’t hear a word she
says. Because at that moment, my eyes align on a welcome and forbidden sight. 


Harrison Davies has arrived.


He strolls into the bar attended by the same posse as the
night before. Andy and Cora enter arm in arm while Sara and Shelby flank
Harrison like diminutive body guards. But the rest of the party might as well
be invisible—I’ve only got eyes for Harrison.


The subject of my ardent gaze has neglected to alter his
uniform of perfectly fitted jeans and a classic black tee shirt. His clear blue
eyes scan the restaurant and bar, sizing up the crowd that has gathered. As he
shoves a hand through his dirty blonde hair, those blue orbs alight on me. With
a wicked smile, he gives me a wink. I have to steady myself against the bar to
keep from toppling over there and then. 


“Siena?” Charlie says, drawing me out of my reverie.


“Wh-what?” I stammer.


“I asked if you were hungry,” Charlie says.


“Oh...No,” I reply. Not for anything but Harrison Davies, if
I’m being honest.


Charlie and Bex follow my gaze and watch as the members of
Team McClain make their way into the bar. At once, Harrison is beset with
admirers, and a stab of protectiveness surprises me. I’m not the jealous type,
but there’s something that really irks me about the throng of people descending
on Harrison. Do they even think of him as anything other than a celebrity, some
kind of untouchable god? He’s a person, with anxieties and fears and dreams,
just like the rest of us. Or at least...that’s what I suspect. Hell, maybe I’m
just fooling myself into thinking we had some kind of deep connection last
night. Maybe he is as invincible as everyone else seems to believe. I suppose
there’s only one way to find out. I have to see him again. Alone.


“Look what the cat dragged in,” Charlie grumbles, glaring at
Harrison as he walks across the restaurant.


“What’s your problem with him?” I ask, “So he’s a good
racer. Is that a crime or something all of a sudden?”


“I just think the whole secret weapon thing is a shady move
on McClain’s part,” Charlie says, “It’s not playing fair, keeping him all
cloistered away from us while he trained. Part of this sport is knowing the
other drivers in your race, that’s how strategy is built.”


“I know how strategy is built, Charlie,” I say shortly, “And
frankly, I think McClain has a pretty great one with Harrison.”


“First name terms, huh?” Charlie asks.


“Look,” I say, “You might be settled in your little macho
rut of acting like an asshole to anyone who’s halfway decent at this sport, but
I’m not. Why don’t you put on your big girl panties and start acting like an
adult.”


“Where are you going?” Charlie asks as I stand up from the
bar.


“I’m going to congratulate my friend on a great preliminary,
and offer my condolences for Naughton,” I say, “You got a problem with that?”


“Don’t worry, I’ll keep you company,” Bex tells Charlie,
laying a calming hand on his arm, “Send McClain our best.”


My heart begins to pound against my ribcage as I weave
through the tightly-packed bar. Harrison and his crew have settled down in a
booth in the far corner of the space, away from prying eyes. Perfect. I walk
past the McClain booth, pretending to be headed somewhere else entirely. But in
no time, they’ve spotted me on their own. 


“Look who it is!” Andy calls as I approach.


“Hey Siena!” Cora says, beckoning me over to their table.


Harrison smiles knowingly as I approach. I wonder if he’s
seen through my little ruse already? I smile back gamely and scoot into the
booth beside Sara.


“Hey you guys,” I say, “Glad I ran into you.”


“So are we,” Sara says. I ignore Shelby’s disinterested
expression and accept the warm greeting anyway. 


“Quite a day for McClain,” I go on, “I’m so sorry about what
happened to Naughton. Are you all holding up OK?”


“It’s sweet of you to ask,” Cora says, “Everyone’s a little
shaken up, but we’re hanging in there. It’s the risk all the drivers take, you
know?”


“Do I,” I say, my mind straying back to my own family, “I
can’t imagine having one of our drivers get seriously injured like that. What’s
Naughton’s status?”


“He’s pretty banged up,” Andy tells me, “But he’s no longer
in critical condition. He’ll pull through, but he’s out of the tournament for
sure.”


“Which means that McClain’s got a new superstar, eh?” I say,
looking pointedly at Harrison.


“So it would seem,” he says, “Personally, I would have
preferred to see Naughton happily retired before I took his place, but things
don’t always pan out the way we’d prefer.”


Like getting all hot and bothered over a bad boy race car
driver who happens to be your brother’s competition? Yeah. I think I know the
feeling. 


“Your drink is looking a little empty there, Siena,”
Harrison goes on, “Shall we do something about that?”


“Sure,” I say, sidling back out of the booth. 


“Shouldn’t you be getting some shut eye?” Shelby asks
pointedly, “I’m sure you’ve got a long day ahead of you tomorrow. The media’s
going to want to know all about how your driver is taking Harrison’s success.”


A white hot charge of anger gushes through me. It’s all I
can do to keep my tongue in check. I don’t know what this girl has against me,
but her attitude is getting on my last frayed nerve.


“Our driver is a professional, and so am I,” I tell her,
“It’s an important attribute to cultivate, professionalism. Just a little tip.”


Andy cackles as I turn away from the McClain table. I can
practically feel the daggers in Shelby’s gaze as I walk away. Harrison lays a
hand on the small of my back, guiding me through the crowded room toward the
bar. And though his touch is all I want in the world right now, I have to keep
my distance from him.


“I don’t mean to be forward,” Harrison says, surprised by my
flinching away, “Well, that’s a bloody lie, actually. I always mean to be
forward.”


“This isn’t exactly the most private environment,” I point
out.


“Are we looking for somewhere private?” Harrison asks, “I,
for one, am completely in favor of that course of action. Who knew Italian
American girls were so insatiable?” 


“Oh, good. Sweeping generalizations. Precisely the way to a
girl’s heart,” I say, rolling my eyes. “Listen—why don’t you get me another
drink and meet me somewhere we can talk. Alone.”


“Your place or mine?” he smiles.


“Neither,” I say, “There’s a path down to the beach behind
the hotel. I’ll meet you there. OK?”


“I’ve never heard of anything more OK in my life,” Harrison
says.


I dart away from him, my face flushed. Every single word out
of those full, gorgeous lips gets me more riled up. How can I be so turned on
and so flustered by the same person? This whole going after someone I actually
dig thing is quite the trip.


Making sure to stay way out of Charlie’s range of vision, I
beat a quick path through the bar and out onto the open terrace beyond. I skirt
past wickedly attractive men and women, the cream of the F1 crop, and finally
start along the sandy path that leads down to the beach. The sea opens up before
me, a deep black abyss in the dark of night. During the day, the water is a
clear, cheerful blue; but with only the stars and moon hanging above, and the
reflected light of innumerable bars and hotels along its shore, it’s inky
black.


I wrap my arms around my waist, thankful for the warm breeze
off the water. The salty spray whips my curls, and I close my eyes to enjoy a
moment of relative quiet. These tournaments are so chaotic, so noisy and
crowded, that this rare moment of peace is something very special. Now if only
my racing heart would quiet down, too.


The soft shuffle of footsteps in the sand catches my
attention. I peer over my shoulder and see Harrison Davies making his way
toward me on the beach. He’s got a fresh drink in each hand, and offers me one
with an endlessly charming smile. 


“It’s dangerous, you know,” he says, “Standing out here,
looking as beautiful as you do. Someone with less than noble intentions could
wander by at any time.”


“Someone like you?” I ask.


“I’m hurt!” he says with a theatrical pout, “My intentions
are as noble as they come. I intend to spend as much time with you as possible
during this tournament of ours, and make you very glad of it along the way.”


My imagination flashes through a dozen fantasies of Harrison
making me glad. I have to wrestle my mind away from thoughts of his ripped,
naked body on mine and back to the present moment. 


“About that, Harrison...” I begin.


“Oh dear,” he says, sipping his cocktail, “That’s never a
good start. It seemed like you enjoyed my company enough last night. Did I
misinterpret something between us?”


“Not at all,” I say, laying a hand on Harrison’s sculpted
arm, “Last night was...well, incredibly hot, to be frank.”


“I thought so too,” he says, placing a hand on my hip.


“However,” I continue, stepping out of our loose embrace.


“You’re trying to kill me with these ‘however’s’,” he
groans, running a hand through his wind-tossed hair. 


“However,” I repeat, “You weren’t entirely honest with me at
the club.”


“Wasn’t I?”


“You conveniently failed to mention the fact that you’re
McClain’s secret weapon,” I tell him, “Call me crazy, but that seems like
pretty pertinent information.”


“I never lied to you, Siena,” he says, “I told you that I
worked for McClain, and I do. I may have failed to mention the exact nature of
my employment...”


“It’s called a lie of omission, Harrison,” I say. 


“Well, you would know,” he shoots back.


“What is that supposed to mean?” I ask, cocking an eyebrow
at him. 


“Just that you’re being very touchy about me not being entirely
honest with you after knowing you for all of twenty minutes,” he says, tossing
back the rest of his drink and placing the empty glass down in the sand.
“Especially considering the fact that you, my dear, have not been entirely
honest with me.”


“I haven’t lied to you either,” I insist.


“Is that right, Miss Lazio?” he asks, the corner of his
mouth twisting upwards. 


I stare at him blankly for a long moment, unable to
formulate any sort of comeback. 


“How did you...How do you know my full name?” I ask.


“Aha,” Harrison smiles, taking a step toward me, “So you
admit, you were hiding something from me, too.”


“I was...It was just easier not to mention it,” I say,
setting my glass down beside Harrison’s. God, what I wouldn’t give for another
one of those right about now.


“I agree,” Harrison says, “It was far easier not to mention
my little secret, as well.”


“When did you figure out who I was?” I ask. 


“Long before you walked into that club last night, that’s
for sure,” he laughs.


“What?”


“Come now, Siena,” he says, running his hands down along my
bare arms. “With all the research you do, scoping out your brother’s
competition, don’t you think I’ve done a spot of my own? You’re not exactly an
invisible presence on the team.”


“That’s not how it feels,” I tell him, as goose bumps spring
up along the trail of his light touch.”


“You can’t really think that,” he says, taking my hands in
his, “You can’t truly believe that someone as beautiful as you could ever be
relegated to the background?”


“You don’t have to flatter me, Harrison,” I tell him, “You
know I’m already attracted to you.”


“I don’t believe in flattery,” he tells me, “I believe in
speaking my mind. And in letting my body do the speaking itself, sometimes.”


“Is that so?” I breathe, the proximity of Harrison’s beautiful
lips knocking every rational thought from my mind.


“Indeed,” he says, “It’s something you should try more
often, Siena. I get the sense that you’re not accustomed to giving yourself
over to your more...inhibited desires.”


“I’m not accustomed to desiring someone like this,” I tell
him truly.


“God, that’s sexy,” he says, “Knowing that you want me as
much as I want you.”


He tucks a stray curl back behind my ear and closes the
space between us. I lay my hand on the firm panes of his chest, looking desperately
up into those endless blue eyes. We’re utterly alone out here, suspended
between the earth and sky with no witness save the sea itself. What I wouldn’t
give to let myself go, to give myself up to him here on the shore. Every cell
in my body is screaming with want of him, but my roaring mind is just as loud.


“Harrison, wait,” I plead, as his arms circle my waist.


“What’s wrong?” he asks, “Did I say something—?”


“No, it’s not that,” I say quickly, “It’s just...How can we
do this?”


“Easy. Let me show you,” he smiles, lowering his lips toward
mine.


“No, I mean...You know who I am. I’m a Lazio. My family
would be furious if they knew I was out here with you. You’re the competition,
Harrison.”


“I’m your brother’s competition,” he says, running his hands
along my exposed back. “But what does that matter? To you, I’m just a man. A
man who happens to be insatiably attracted to you.”


“It doesn’t work like that,” I tell him, “I can’t just
separate being a woman from being a Lazio, you know?”


“Perhaps you’ve just never had reason to try?” Harrison
says, pulling me to him. 


I gasp as I feel his pulsing desire hard against me. I’ve
never wanted anything so badly in my life. A deep, throbbing pressure builds in
my very core, and I know that only one thing will satisfy me now. I press
myself to Harrison’s chest, and the aching desire reaches a pitch to rival the
crashing waves. 


“God, you don’t make it easy for a girl to resist you,” I
whisper.


“I won’t do anything you don’t want me to,” Harrison tells
me, his voice rasping with lust, “If you tell me to stay the hell away from
you, I will. If you tell me to lay you down right here and show you just how
badly I want you...Oh, how I will.”


“Show me,” I whisper, wrapping my arms around his broad
shoulders, “Please...”


My plea has barely left my lips when his mouth finds mine.
His strong arms take me up, and I melt against his powerful body. I open myself
to him, savoring the taste of his kiss. My breasts billow against his hard
chest, straining at the thin green fabric of my dress. Harrison’s hands work
their way down my back, cupping my ass, pulling me hard against his
ever-growing desire. 


As one, we fall to our knees in the sand. I slide my hands
up under his black tee shirt, letting my fingers play along with ridges of his
defined, cut muscles. His lips find the tender skin of my neck, kissing me all
over. He lets his mouth graze across my skin, salty with sea air. Down along my
collarbone, onto my heaving chest. I hold my breath as he tugs down the thin
straps of my dress, sliding the garment down off my shoulders. I lean into his
embrace as the dress falls away from my breasts, exposing my lacy black bra. 


“God damn, Siena,” he growls, taking in the sight of me
kneeling before him in the sand, “How was I ever supposed to stay away from
you?”


“Who asked you to stay away?” I whisper, letting my hands
trail down along the length of his body. “As long as we can keep this a secret
between us...”


“Oh, I think we can manage that,” he smiles, “God knows,
it’s a secret worth protecting with everything I’ve got.”


I gasp as he lowers his lips to my chest, kissing along the
delicate boundaries of my bra. All I want is for him to peel every last stitch
off my body, but I know that we have to take things slowly. This is uncharted
territory for me, and I don’t want to bite off more than I can chew. Still,
that doesn’t mean we can’t have a bit of fun.


I push Harrison’s shoulders back, lowering him down onto the
sand. He grins up at me in the dim moonlight, his blue eyes sparkling with lust
and mischievous glee. I straddle his hips, planting my knees in the soft sand.
I can feel him hard against me, right where I want to feel him most. That place
between my legs is crying out for him, pulsing with barely restrained need. All in due time, I
tell myself, all in
due time. 


“I’m in,” I tell Harrison, looking down onto his gorgeous
features, “Whatever the hell it is we’ve doing, I’m all in. As long as we can
be honest with each other, totally honest, from here on out.”


“I can do that,” Harrison tells me, “And right now, I
honestly want to take you right here on this beach and refuse to leave until
we’ve both had our fill.”


“Not so fast, Tiger,” I laugh, “You’re used to beating your
own time on the race track, but your days of driving solo are over. There’s
someone else with you behind the wheel now. Are you man enough to handle that?”


“And then some,” he tells me, “Just you wait and see.” 
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“Miss Lazio! Miss Lazio, over here!”


“Over here, Siena!”


“Question, Miss Lazio—Question!”


I blink out into the crowd, a mess of flash bulbs and eager
faces. Reporters, bloggers, and photographers rubberneck around each other,
every single one vying for my attention. I’m sitting at a long table with Enzo,
my dad, and Gus. It’s our last press conference before today’s qualifier race,
and every media type out there is trying to get the last bit of dirt that might
give them the edge. Even the journalists of F1 are too competitive for their
own good. I take a deep breath and lean toward the microphone. 


“Yes, you there,” I say, nodding to a stout American man in
the front row.


“Miss Lazio,” he says, pulling himself up to standing,
“What’s the mood like in the Ferrelli camp, heading into this Grand Prix?”


“I’d say that, as a team, we’re optimistic about our senior
driver’s chances,” I tell him, “And confident that he’ll make a real showing
this weekend.”


“Well sure,” the man presses, “But you must be a little
shaken up by what happened to Maxwell Naughton on the track yesterday.”


“We’re deeply saddened by Mr. Naughton’s accident,” I say,
folding my hands in front of me, “It’s always difficult to see a good driver
and a very respected man get injured during a race. It reminds us all of the
risk these drivers take every time they get behind the wheel. Next question,
please.”


Dozens of voices rise up in the conference room, calling for
attention. When I first started running Ferrelli’s press events, the din was
overwhelming. But by now, I’ve been through this particular ringer far too many
times to let nerves get the best of me. I’m in my element here, wrangling the
press. It’s what I’m here to do, after all.


“You,” I say, pointing to a prim blonde woman in the back of
the room, “What is your question?”


“It’s a follow up, really,” she tells me in a musical
Swedish accent, “Has the change up of McClain’s roster altered anything about
Ferrelli’s strategy, going forward?”


“Our strategy is rather fixed,” I tell her, “Drive fast.”


An appreciative chuckle goes up around the room, but the
blonde reporter doesn’t flinch. “Harrison Davies is a very different driver
than Maxwell Naughton,” she says, “He’s fresh out of the gate, and very good at
that. He has a lot to prove this weekend, as well. Are you telling me that
Ferrelli isn’t concerned?”


“That’s right,” Enzo says, grabbing the microphone away from
me. I have to sit on my hands to keep from snatching it right back. Enzo’s
never been very good at speaking to the press. His temper makes it impossible
to control him during these events. “I’ve been an F1 racer for years. I’ve
trained since the day I was born. Pardon me if I’m not intimidated by a rookie
with a toothpaste ad smile.”


“If I’m not mistaken,” the Swedish reporter goes on, her
eyes gleaming, “Mr. Davies actually outpaced you yesterday during the trial—”


“Those times count for nothing,” Enzo says hotly, “And
anyone who claims otherwise is too ignorant about the sport to even be
speaking.”


My dad shoots me a furious look from down the table. I set
my jaw and go once more into damage control mode. 


“That’s all we have time for today,” I say quickly,
resisting the urge to elbow Enzo in the ribs, “We have a qualifier to run,
after all.”


The room erupts into a cacophony of voices as the four of us
rise and take our leave. I wait until the conference room door has closed
firmly behind us before rounding on my petulant big brother.


“What did I tell you about addressing the press?” I ask
hotly.


“That woman wasn’t the press,” he sniffs, “She was after
gossip. Conjecture.”


“And that’s exactly what you gave her,” I retort, “Now,
thanks to your little chest-pounding moment, we’re going to have a dozen
articles about the rivalry between you and Harrison Davies.”


“There’s no rivalry between us,” Enzo says, “To be rivals,
you must be equally matched. That child has nothing on me.”


A flash of anger erupts behind my eyes for Harrison’s sake.
“What do you have against Harrison Davies?” I ask.


“I’ll tell you what I have against him,” Enzo says, “He’s an
opportunist and a playboy. He’s treating Maxwell Naughton’s tragedy like a personal
victory.”


“He’s McClain’s alternate,” I say exasperatedly, “It’s his
job to race if the senior driver is ineligible.”


“Well, he shouldn’t be so damned gleeful about it,” Enzo
growls, “Naughton is a good man. I respect him. This Davies kid is nothing but
a pretty face.”


“Look,” I say, crossing my arms, “I don’t know what this
vendetta is really all about, but you’re going to seriously bang up your image
if you keep antagonizing Davies in front of the press.”


“Your sister is right,” Dad says gruffly, “You’re only
giving him power by mentioning him at all.”


“What am I supposed to do then?” Enzo asks our dad, “Pretend
that I’m OK with him? He’s a show off. Nothing but charisma.”


“Just because you envy his charm, doesn’t mean it’s a good
idea to make a big deal out of it,” I say.


“Your brother doesn’t envy Harrison Davies anything,” Dad
snaps, “And shame on you for suggesting otherwise.”


“Hey, I’m not the problem here,” I say, hurt by my father’s
accusation, “And don’t talk to me like I’m thirteen years old. I’m speaking as
your PR manager right now, not your daughter.”


“You’re always my daughter,” my dad says, “No matter how
many titles you rack up. I won’t have you insulting your brother and this
entire family right in front of me.”


I stare at my dad, stunned into frustrated silence. It’s
been this way forever in our family: Enzo can do no wrong, I can do nothing but wrong. 


“Tell me something, Dad,” I say, “Are you ever going to
treat me like a professional adult and trust me to do my job?”


“I do trust you, Siena,” he says, “More than anyone, I trust
you to have this team’s best interests at heart. To be the faithful team player
you’ve always been.”


My heart tightens as I remember the feel of Harrison’s lips
against my skin. Not twelve hours ago I was straddling him in the sand, wanting
nothing more than to give myself over right then and there. We both managed, by
some miracle, to hold back...but we came pretty damned close to going way
beyond the bounds of casual hooking up. If I’m honest with myself, my feelings
for Harrison Davies were far from casual from the start.


I lower my eyes, fearing that my family will be able to see
the guilt eating away at me, like I have sex hair that everyone can see. I’ve
always put the team, my family first. What would they think if they knew I was
off fooling around with McClain’s new number one man? It would be one thing if
I was attracted to some low-ranking driver from an unknown team, but Harrison
is shaping up to be a real competitor in this tournament. And the fact that
Enzo already dislikes him certainly doesn’t lighten the weight that’s dragging
at my heart. 


“Are we gonna get a move on, or stand here biting each
other’s head off for the rest of the day?” Gus asks gruffly.


“Right,” Dad says, “We need to move. This qualifier isn’t
going to run itself.”


“You guys go ahead,” I tell them, “I’ll meet you there.”


They depart for the course without a word, but I start off
in the other direction. I step out into the warm morning, drawing in deep
breaths. Of course, the air is hardly as fresh as it might be. Rippling waves
of steam and exhaust billow up around the city as teams prepare for today’s
run. This will be the last go around before the actual race tomorrow. The
results of today’s qualifier will determine each driver’s position in the real
race. I know that Enzo is gunning for first today so that he can secure his
spot in the pole position tomorrow. Pole position is the best place to start
from in any race, and snagging that right can make a huge difference in the outcome
of a race.


I make my way to the course and spot Bex and Charlie
chatting beside the track barrier. Bex spots me as I hurry their way and can
tell in an instant that I need to talk. Charlie follows her gaze and sees me
approaching, too.


“Where the hell did you disappear to last night?” he asks
bluntly, “We waited at the bar forever after you left.”


“Just decided to call it an early night,” I tell him, “I
needed my beauty sleep.”


“Wish I had done the same,” Bex says, “Charlie and I knocked
back a couple more than we might have. Right, Charlie?”


“I suppose so,” he says.


“Speaking of, would you mind grabbing me a coffee or
something?” Bex asks, tossing her blonde curls back over her shoulder.
Charlie’s eyes catch on my best friend’s glistening locks, white tank top, and
skin-hugging jeans. He’s a goner.


“Sure,” he says, “I’ll...uh...be right back.”


My best guy friend hurries off on Bex’s errand, leaving us
alone to talk. 


“It’s like you have magical powers or something,” I say.


“I just know how to get what I want. Especially from men,”
Bex smiles, “Besides, Charlie is not exactly the most difficult person in the
world to read.”


“No. And I’m reading that he’s way onto me,” I say softly.


“Onto you and Harrison, you mean?” Bex asks. 


“Yeah.”


“I figured that’s where you snuck off to last night,” she
says, turning away from the crowd, smiling wide, “Tell me everything.”


“I just wanted to talk to him, at first,” I say, “We met
down on the beach, and—”


“You totally screwed, didn’t you?!” she asks excitedly.


“What? No, we...I mean we fooled around, but—”


“I can’t believe that this is your life, Siena,” Bex says.


“That makes two of us,” I sigh, “What the hell am I supposed
to do? Harrison is quickly becoming public enemy number one for Team Ferrelli.”


“I think you’re blowing it out of proportion,” Bex says,
“Charlie’s going to hate any guy who shows an interest in you. He’s your guard
dog. And Enzo’s going to have it out for any new driver who might give him a
run for his money. He’s too competitive for his own good.”


“So?”


“So, none of that has anything to do with you, or Harrison,”
Bex says, “Listen, Siena. I understand why you’re a little freaked out by
wanting to get freaky with Davies. This sport is your world. But try and see
beyond it, for a minute. In the grand scheme of things, you’re just a woman,
and Harrison is just a man.”


“Somehow, I don’t think my family will see it that way,” I
point out.


“Juliet’s family didn’t want her to be with Romeo,” Bex
says, “What would have happened if she’d listened to them, huh?”


“You do know that Romeo and Juliet both end up dead at the
end of the story, right Bex?”


“Details.”


I sigh, leaning my elbows on the barrier railing. “Maybe the
rivalry thing will blow over before it even gets going,” I say hopefully, “If
Harrison isn’t a real threat to Ferrelli’s chances of winning, no one will care
if I spend a little time with him.”


“Exactly,” Bex smiles, “And really, what are the chances
that this rookie is actually going to be good enough to beat your brother?”


“I don’t know,” I say, “Harrison seems to be a rather
skilled gentleman...”


“I expect a full play-by-play of last night. Right this
instant,” Bex says.


“Come on now,” I wink, “You know I don’t kiss and tell.”


Bex is about to retort when the race announcer’s voice roars
through the speakers. 


“Today’s qualifier will begin in just a moment,” the voice
says enthusiastically, “Drivers and crews should report to their positions.
Spectators are encouraged to find their seats.”


Bex and I hurry off to where the rest of Team Ferrelli has
gathered. Charlie hurries up behind us, coffees in hand. I happily accept my
cup, glad to have a tiny distraction from my racing thoughts. Just focus on the race,
I coach myself. There
will be plenty of time to figure out the personal stuff later. 


The excitement rising above the crowd is palpable. This is
the first time we’ll all get a glimpse of the full Grand Prix lineup. The track
is lined with car after gleaming car, each plastered with stripes and logos and
vibrant colors. Each vehicle is an extension of its driver—celebrities in their
own right. Even the drivers who never finish in the top ten are still regarded
as heroes around here. No matter what a driver’s ranking, he’s still racing in
Formula One, after all. It’s a small, elite group of people who have the guts
to do so. 


I spot Enzo’s emerald green ride right up front. From this
far off, I can’t see his eyes behind his visor, but I know that they’re
gleaming with anticipation. Enzo’s never more himself than when he’s speeding
down the race track. Despite his ego, despite his temper, he’s one hell of a
driver. Sisterly pride swells up inside of me every time I watch him race by,
and today is no exception. There is one thing, of course, that makes today’s
run very, very different for me: Harrison Davies.


My eyes stray to the ruby red McClain car. I can see
Harrison there behind the wheel, waiting to jet off into the race. And as I
think about him, something strange happens. I start to feel proud of him, too.
Proud for
him. How can that possibly be? We’ve only known each other a couple of days,
only had two conversations between the moments we managed to stop kissing each
other. How can I feel so close to him, so excited for him and his chances of
success? Harrison’s victory would come at the expense of my brothers, and yet I
want them both to win. I’m hoping for nothing short of an impossible miracle,
and I know it. Jesus...Why couldn’t Harrison have been a member of someone’s
pit crew all along?


But as I gaze down the track at that bright red car, I can’t
kid myself any longer. I’m falling for Harrison because he’s devastatingly
handsome and intriguing as hell...but I’m also falling for him because he’s an
incredible driver. I like
that he’s amazing behind the wheel. I like that he’s powerful and strong and
astoundingly brave. The fact that his hands do things to me that I’ve never
felt before...Well, that’s one hell of a perk, too. 


“Here we go,” I mutter, my voice lost beneath the crackling,
booming sounds all around me. “This is it.”


The crowd erupts into excited cheers and the starting horn
blares across the city. My hands tighten on the barrier railing as a collective
roar goes up from the assembled cars. They tear past us, picking up more speed
by the inch. Enzo takes off in the lead, with Harrison a few cars behind. 


“Go, go!” I shout.


“Which one are you cheering for?” Bex asks slyly.


“What do you mean, which one?” Charlie says archly.


“It was a joke, Chuck,” Bex tells him, “Lighten up, would
you?”  


My eyes snap toward the huge screen that broadcasts the race
in progress. Enzo is holding his lead like a champ, leaving no room for anyone
to get past him. But a flash of red weaves through the rest of the pack like a
shot. Harrison’s car swings deftly around the others, overtaking them one by
one. Good God, he knows how to handle that machine. Under his command, it’s not
an unwieldy, dangerous metal shell. It moves like an animal that only he can
control. 


Harrison’s a natural driver, that much is sure, but what
he’s showing out there on the track is far more than natural skill. That level
of control, of expertise, takes years and years of practice. And I should
know—I watched my brother train for that same level of excellence. I’ve seen
dozens of old tapes of my father’s races where he’s shown the same incredible
skill. Could it be possible that Harrison’s actually as good a racer as the
Ferrelli men? 


“Holy shit...” Charlie says, staring at the far end of the
track. 


I follow his gaze and see two cars whip around the
corner—one red, one green. Enzo is still firmly in the lead, but Harrison is
gaining on him in a big way. The chasm between them begins to close as they
head into the second lap. Enzo holds the inside, his car practically one with
the track. Harrison hangs just behind him, waiting for his golden opportunity.
My knuckles are turning white on the railing, my entire body feels like one raw
nerve as the cars speed on. I’ve lost of track of what outcome I’m hoping for,
or if there’s a single way this can end that isn’t going to leave a man I care
about disappointed and furious. 


Time loses all meaning as Enzo and Harrison lap the other
drivers and speed on ahead, neck and neck. When they finally set off on their
final lap, I can scarcely feel my feet of the ground. I watch as they barrel
ahead, gaining on the finish line. In the last moment before they close in,
Enzo shoots out ahead of Harrison, riding a burst of speed from the draft of
Harrison's car. My brother sails ahead of Harrison, crossing the finish line
with a nice, healthy lead. Harrison zooms over after him, securing second
place.


“Hell yes!” Charlie cries, hugging Bex tightly against him,
“He got pole position! He’s going to kill it tomorrow!” 


I let a grin spread across my face. My big brother’s poised
to win tomorrow’s race, and Harrison’s shaping up to come in second. That
sounds like a best case scenario if I ever heard it. I dive into Bex and
Charlie’s bear hug, and the three of us fall against each other, laughing and
cheering. For a moment, my anxiety lifts. Maybe this will work out for
everyone, after all. 
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Pole Position





 


That evening, Team Ferrelli hunkers down in Enzo’s suite for
some last-minute strategizing. We’re all gathered together, going over the
logistics of the next day, keeping Enzo’s spirits up and stress level as low as
possible. He’d hate for any of his fans to know it, but Enzo gets terribly
anxious before every Grand Prix. 


My brother wants so badly to keep up his standing, to do
well for the team that raised him. The pressure can get to him, once in a while.
He keeps a pretty cool mask on in front of the team, but I know him too well to
be fooled.


I sit with Bex on the cushy hotel couch, going over our
schedule of press conferences for the coming days and weeks. Across the room,
Enzo and my dad are huddled over a table covered in notes and statistics. Gus
is briefing the pit guys about the following day’s race, and Charlie is on the
phone tackling some snag in our travel plans. Looking around, I can’t help but
be proud of our team. We’re as well oiled a machine as the one that Enzo races,
and it takes every single person in this room to rack up the points. 


“Siena?” Bex asks, “What do you think of that idea?”


“What?” I say, “Sorry, I was distracted.”


“I’m sure,” she says quietly, her eyes dancing mischievously.


“Not by...that,” I tell her, knowing precisely what she’s
thinking of. 


“I was just saying that we should think about adding a blog
component to the website,” she reiterates, “What do you think?”


“Hold that thought,” I tell her. My cell phone is buzzing
against my thigh. I pull it out of my pocket and see that I have a new text.


I unlock my phone and peer down at the message. It’s from a
number I don’t recognize, but one glance tells me exactly who it’s from.


“Room 582,” it reads, “Come here.”


My eyes dart around the room, but of course no one’s even
looked up. Bex looks down at my phone and takes a quick little breath. I shake
my head at her, urging her to keep quiet. I’m entirely torn—should I really go
up to Harrison’s room, the very night before the race?


“I’m starving,” Bex says pointedly, “Would you mind running
to the vending machine for me?”


“I don’t know...” I say, “We have a lot of work to do. I
shouldn’t—”


“Please,” she says, giving me a tiny wink, “For me.”


“Well...OK,” I say, standing up slowly, “I’ll see
what...what they have.”


“Make it sweet. Or hot. Whatever you’re in the mood for,”
she grins. 


“You’re wicked,” I whisper to her.


“That makes two of us,” she replies, “Now go.”


I slip out of Enzo’s suite, unnoticed by the rest of the
team. They’re too busy concentrating on tomorrow’s race to even realize that
I’m gone, and so much the better. I can practically feel my blood charging
through my veins as I hurry into the elevator and press the button for floor
number five. I know that if I pause long enough to think too hard about what
I’m doing, I’ll start to second guess myself. 


For once, I want to let myself be impulsive. Bex is right,
after all. Why should my romantic life be determined by my place within the
world of F1? My entire life so far has been all about this sport. I’m sick of
being a spectator to my own life. It’s time to jump behind the wheel. 


The elevator doors open noiselessly before me, and I pad
down the quiet hallway. Room 582 looms ahead at the end of the hall, and I feel
my body being drawn ahead step by step. It’s like every cell in my body knows
that Harrison is near, is begging me to go to him. And I’m more than happy to
oblige. 


 I stop in front of the door, take a steadying breath, and
knock softly. After the first light tap, the door swings open before me, and
Harrison’s brilliant eyes lock onto mine. A smile breaks across his face like a
ray of sun through the darkest of storm clouds. My legs begin to tremble
beneath me at the sheer proximity of that impeccably sculpted face, that
staggeringly fit body. 


“And here you are,” Harrison says, taking my hand and
pulling me into the room.


“As requested,” I reply, looking around the dimly lit space,
“Are you sure no one’s going to happen upon us here?”


“I’m certain that they won’t,” he tells me, lacing his
fingers through mine, “I rented out an extra room for the evening. The rest of
my team is five flights away.”


“Clever man,” I smile, leaning back against the closed door.



Harrison steps toward me, closing the space between our
bodies. He pins my hands over my head, brings those full lips down to mine. I
accept his deep kiss, and a low moan escapes my throat. The moment he touches
me, need begins to pulse between my legs, along every inch of my skin. 


“I know what you’re thinking,” Harrison says, kissing down
along my neck, “You’re thinking that I asked you up here to lay you down across
my bed and have my way with you over and over again. Am I right?”


“Didn’t you?” I ask.


“Well...yes and no,” he tells me, nipping lightly at my ear.
“That may very well be how we conclude our evening, but first, I need you to do
something for me.”


“Oh?” I say, arching an eyebrow, “And what might that be?”


He winks in response and takes me by the hand, leading me
into the darkened suite. We step into the living room, and I stop short. A
table is set in the center of the room, with a beautiful dinner spread out
across it. Beyond the table, a gorgeous view of the city sprawls out before us.
Harrison looks at me expectantly.


“Have dinner with me?” he asks. For once, his request isn’t
phrased as a statement. He’s actually asked me on...a date?


“Of course. Sure,” I say, flustered and giddy. 


We sit down across from each other, and Harrison produces a
bottle of chilled white wine. Pouring me a generous glass, he says, “I would
have gotten you your signature drink, but I didn’t know how long it would take
for you to skip out on your team.”


“I haven’t skipped out,” I tell him, “I’m just...”


“Visiting?” he suggests.


“Right.”


“It occurred to me this morning that we haven’t had much of
a proper chance to get to know each other,” Harrison says, filling his own
glass. 


“Could that be because we spend most of our time doing more
interesting things with our lips than talking?” I ask.


“You keep talking like that, and I’ll have no choice but to
carry you into the next room, Miss Lazio,” he informs me.


“Maybe that was my plan, Mr. Davies.”


“I knew you only wanted me for my body,” he sighs
theatrically. “I’m hurt.”


“You just don’t strike me as the dinner and conversation
type,” I tell him.


“I’m not. With most women,” he says, “But I’m learning very
quickly that you, Siena, are an entirely different matter.”


I can’t help but be excited by the idea that I could be
something more to Harrison than a Grand Prix fling. But still, best to tread
lightly. He’s a bad boy, after all. As connected to him as I feel, it’s
true—there’s a lot we still don’t know about each other.


“So tell me, Harrison,” I say, filling my plate with all
manner of delicious offerings, “How does a rookie driver completely blindside
an entire sport, come out of thin air, and earn himself a chance at winning?”


“It’s a long story,” he says, “The good ones tend to be. But
the short version of it is this. I’m no rookie, Siena. I was scouted by McClain
when I was eleven years old. They’ve been grooming me all my life for this. My
opportunity to get on the track came about a bit unexpectedly, to be sure, but
I intend to make the most of it.”


“You’ve been training since you were eleven?” I ask
wondrously, “Didn’t your parents have any qualms about that?” 


“One thing we have in common, Siena, is being beholden to
the family business. Have you ever heard of a driver named Walther Davies?”


“Walther Davies...Of course,” I say, “He was famous, back in
the day. You’re—?”


“His son,” Harrison says. 


“How did I not make that connection?” I say, sitting back in
my chair.


“Well, it’s not as though he retired gracefully,” Harrison
says, “His career was rather...short-lived. And so was he, as it turns out.”


“Oh god. That’s right...He passed away, didn’t he?”


“Six years ago.”


“I’m sorry, Harrison,” I say, reaching for his hand.


“Don’t be,” he shrugs, “He was an asshole. Only reason he
gave any shit at all about me was because I could drive. That man had me in a
boxcar by the time I was five years old. Don’t know what he would have done if
I’d turned out to be a shit racer, or a girl. It was his idea to get McClain to
train me in secret. He wanted me to have this grand reveal when I was good
enough to race in the tournaments. Drank himself to death before he could see
it, though. Is that what they call poetic justice or something?”


“What about your mother?” I ask.


“Let’s just say that she’s used to making sacrifices in the
name of the sport,” Harrison says dryly, “Jackie, my mother, was a bit of a
sacrificial lamb, as far as her marriage to my dad went. She was from one of
those horribly wealthy British families. Or at least, they were wealthy for a
time. By the time Jackie was of marrying age, they were on the edge of
bankruptcy. They needed to marry her off to a rich, famous bloke. Lo and
behold, my father was the first man to wander along that fit the description.
They didn’t much mind that he was a raging asshole with a knack for barely
legal women and bourbon...I guess beggars can’t be choosers.”


“And I thought my family was messed up,” I say. “Enzo and I
were raised in the sport too. But save for a bit of heavy favoritism, I can’t
much complain.”


“You don’t have to justify it to me,” Harrison tells me, “I
can see how driven you are, Siena. It must be hard to have such...strong family
ties holding you in one place.”


“It is,” I admit, “God, I can’t believe I’m talking to you
about this...”


“I don’t buy that,” he says, “I think you know how well I
understand you, Siena. The moment we met, something just felt familiar about
you. I know what it’s like, growing up in this world. It’s almost like I know
you already. Don’t you feel that, too?”


“I...I do, Harrison,” I tell him, “But I have to be careful
with you. This isn’t exactly a risk-free situation we’ve gotten ourselves
into.”


“No,” Harrison agrees, “But then, I wouldn’t much care for a
life without some risk.”


We lapse into a supercharged silence, and every word I’ve
ever known seems to evaporate into thin air. I’m suddenly reminded of the one
and only talk my mother and I ever had about sex. When I was a young teenager,
she sat me down and gave me some advice about how to know when the time was
right to sleep with someone. She told me that the moment to give yourself over
to someone like that is the moment when there are no more words left between
you. I don’t think I ever understood what she really meant by that until this
very moment in time. 


Sitting across from Harrison, alone in this gorgeous hotel
room overlooking the stunning city of Barcelona, what else could I possibly do
but let go and embrace the moment? Already, I feel more honestly myself around
him than with any man I’ve ever met. How can it be that we’ve only known each
other for a couple of days? He’s right. It does feel like I knew him long
before we locked eyes at the club the other evening. There’s something shared
between us that goes far deeper than words. 


The sparkling intensity of Harrison’s clear blue eyes is
almost too much to bear. I push myself up from the table and make my way toward
the tall windows overlooking the sea. Down below, the stretch of beach where we
gave over to each other just last night gleams like a beacon. Just yesterday,
being with him felt so much easier. But now, with the rivalry between Harrison
and Enzo heating up with every lap they race, everything seems so terribly
complicated.


I watch in the reflection of the window as Harrison stands
and crosses to me. Silently, he stops behind me and wraps his strong arms
around my body. I relax into him, malleable and willing in his embrace. His
slightest touch has the power to open me up, make me eager and
adventurous—exactly the person I want to be. 


I gaze at our reflection in the darkened glass; I look so
small against Harrison’s staggeringly build. But his tall, rugged body doesn’t
make me feel meek in comparison. With him, I feel more powerful, more uninhibited
than ever. And I have to admit...we make a remarkably good-looking couple. His
sandy blonde hair, blue eyes, and tanned skin are the perfect complement to my
chestnut curls, chocolate brown eyes, and olive complexion. It’s like we were
built for each other.


“How can it feel so right to be here when I know it’s so
wrong?” I ask softly.


“We are
right together, Siena,” Harrison says, letting his hands run down the curvy
sides of my body, “It’s this circumstance that’s wrong.”


“But that doesn’t change it,” I say, turning to face him, “I
want to be with you, Harrison. We’ve barely had a chance yet, and already I
don’t know how I could go without you.”


“I know it’s messy,” Harrison tells me, pulling me against
him, “And I know it’s going to be hard. But what worth having isn’t?”


I run my hands through his hair, marveling at this amazing
person that’s fallen into my life. “You’re right,” I whisper, “Of course,
you’re right.”


“I know,” he smiles, “It’s kind of my thing.”


“Shut up and kiss me, would you?” I say, cupping his sharp
jaw in my hands.


Harrison presses me back against the thick glass pane,
pinning me there with his hips. He brings his lips to mine with a new fervor. I
open myself to him, feel his tongue glide against mine. The cool glass presses
against my hot skin, and my hands run all along Harrison’s firm, sculpted form.
The taste of him engulfs me, and all I want is to feel him within me. He teases
me with this tongue, letting me feel him inside my mouth. Making me want to
feel him everywhere, taste him everywhere. 


“I want you,” I whisper, letting my hands slide down his
firm ass. 


I pull his hips toward me, feeling the rise of his manhood hard
against my thigh. Harrison’s breath comes hot and fast as I grind my hips
against his growing desire. I gasp as he scoops me up into his arms, and pushes
me hard against the glass of the floor to ceiling windows. I wrap my legs
desperately around his hips, my fingers fumble for his belt buckle, but his
strong hands catch my wrists and stop me. 


“Wait,” he breathes.


“Please,” I beg, “Harrison, I need to—”


“I know,” he says, “Trust me. I do too. But more than that,
I need you to know that I’m not going anywhere once tomorrow comes. I want to fuck
you so badly, Siena. But it’s not going to be tonight.” 


“But...I...” I whimper.


“That’s not to say,” Harrison goes on, “That we’re through,
here. I just want tonight to be about you.”


He carries me in a few long strides into the darkened
bedroom. He lays me out across the bed, and I tug him down on top of me. With
one deft flick of the wrist, Harrison unbuttons my favorite pair of jeans and
slides them down off my legs. I lay back, stunned into silence, as he pushes my
knees apart. He trails his fingertips along the tender skin of my thighs, until
finally they glance against my cotton panties. I groan softly as Harrison slips
my underwear down off my hips, leaving me open and exposed before him. 


I spread myself open, wanting nothing but to feel him there
between my legs. A great shudder runs through me as Harrison sets two fingers
against my throbbing sex. He strokes all along my slit until he finds that
place, that aching center of sensation. My knees begin to tremble as he rubs
and caresses me, edging me toward blissful oblivion.


“Oh my god, Harrison...” I moan.


“Trust me, darling,” he growls, “I’m just getting started.”


He lowers his mouth to where his hands so attentively caress
me. And my cries of pleasure mount in our darkened hideaway. My mind goes numb,
the world slips out of focus, and for that night, we’re the only two people in
the world. 
















 


[bookmark: eight]Chapter Eight


Race Day





 


“I don’t think you’ve stopped smiling all morning,” my dad
remarks. We’re on our way to the Barcelona course, hitching a ride in one of
Team Ferrelli’s town cars.


“What?” I ask, turning to face him. I’ve been completely
lost in my own thoughts, unable to bring myself fully back into reality after
the dream that was last night.


“I said, what’s with the smile?” Dad repeats, looking me
over curiously.


“I’m just...excited for the race, is all,” I say.


“Are you blushing?” my dad presses.


“What? No. I’m just pumped, is all. Enzo’s going to kill it
out there today.”


“I certainly hope so,” my dad replies, crossing his arms.
“We need to make a strong first showing. Remind all those other drivers of
their place.”


“Anywhere behind Enzo, you mean?”


“That’s right,” Dad says, “Your brother’s been training for
his entire life. This is finally his moment, I can feel it.”


“I hope you’re right,” I say. And I mean it, of course. I
want nothing more than for Enzo to take this tournament by storm. But if
Harrison happened to do well, too...Well. That wouldn’t be such a tragedy
either. 


We step out of the car, and a wave of noise subsumes us.
Revving engines, chattering fans, and a thousand different sounds rise up all
around us. The entire city of Barcelona is practically vibrating with energy
and commotion. It’s strange to see the mechanical, industrial working of the
Grand Prix set against the surreal, ornate landscape of Barcelona. It’s like
the two worlds are colliding, creating something complex and beautiful. Sort of
like Harrison and I, now that I think about it.


“Jesus, Siena,” I mutter, “Snap out of it for a second,
would you?”


I feel like a schoolgirl again, hopelessly wrapped up in
thoughts of my new guy. Of course, I certainly didn’t act like a school girl
last night. Fleeting memories of our secret tryst keep flying through my mind,
blindsiding me at every turn. I feel like a wide open book. Hopefully, no one
of Team Ferrelli will be able to read me that easily. I still have no idea how
I’m going to come clean to my team about Harrison, but we’ll cross that bridge
when we get there. Maybe once the little tiff between Harrison and Enzo dies
down, it’ll be easier. Surely, once they’re both wrapped up in the tournament,
this petty rivalry will snuff itself out.


Dad and I weave through the buzzing crowd until we find
Enzo. The crew of Team Ferrelli is rushing around him, making sure that
everything is ready and secure. My heart swells with pride at the sight of my
brother, standing at the center of the vortex. I can see the anxiety gleaming
just behind his eyes, but his sharp focus is what really stands out. He’s ready
for this, primed for victory at last.


“Have everything you need, Son?” Dad asks, clapping a hand
on Enzo’s shoulder. 


“Just about,” my brother says, grinning gamely. “If Siena
would be so kind as to supply me with my good luck charm.”


He turns his cheek to me, tapping his finger against his
tanned skin. Laughing, I plant a kiss just above his jaw. Just as I’ve done
before every single race he’s ever run. It’s been our tradition for as long as
I can remember. 


“Now
I’m ready,” Enzo says, pulling me into a hug.


“You’re going to be amazing,” I tell him.


“Keep an eye out for Davies,” Dad says pointedly. 


A tug of guilt pulls at the corner of my heart. Standing in
the middle of the Ferrelli camp, I suddenly feel like a fraud. Just last night,
I was sprawled beneath Harrison Davies himself, giving over to the frenzy of
pleasure he incited in me. The giddy smile that’s been playing across my lips
all morning finally begins to fade. I bury my secret deep inside of me, praying
that no one finds me out. 


Not yet.


Enzo lowers his helmet onto his head, obscuring everything
but his sharp brown eyes. He climbs into his emerald chariot, and the crew
descends to secure him. A thousand buckles and latches are set into place, and
I tamp down a wave of nerves. Each time Enzo climbs into his car, there’s the
very real chance that I might not see him again. And after what happened to
Maxwell Naughton during preliminaries, I’m more conscious of that fact than
ever. Why do all the people I care most about in the world love to risk their
lives? 


“You should go find your place,” Dad tells me, “We don’t
want the crew tripping over you while they’re trying to work.”


I turn away to mask the hurt in my eyes. No matter how much
I try and do for Ferrelli, Dad never treats me like a part of the team. Not
really. I’m an onlooker, a spectator, and employee. I love my father dearly,
which is probably why his words cut me to the quick. The people you love the
most are always the ones who can hurt you the most. Don’t I know that to be
true. 


Wading out into the crowd once more, I catch sight of Team
McClain’s holding area. Against my better judgment, I decide to reroute toward
Harrison’s camp. A flurry of activity obscures my view of the ruby red car. The
entire crew is working at breakneck speed, making sure that their brand new
driver is taken care of. I see Cora, Shelby, and Sara standing off to the side,
observing the proceedings.


“Hey!” I call to them, weaving through the crowd.


“Siena!” Cora says happily, giving me a quick hug, “What a
day we got for the race, huh?”


“It’s perfect,” I smile, “Best of luck to you guys.”


“And to you,” Sara tells me, her red hair gleaming in the
morning sun. “Maybe we can all get together at the hotel before we ship off
tomorrow. Grab a friendly drink. I wouldn’t mind meeting that handsome brother
of yours, if I’m being honest.”


“I’m sure that could be arranged,” I laugh.


Shelby’s cold eyes alight on my face. “Aren’t you forgetting
that Enzo hates our driver?” she asks.


“Hate is stating it rather strongly,” I say, taken aback.


“Not from the press I’ve been reading,” Shelby goes on,
crossing her arms, “Seems to me Ferrelli’s whipped up some kind of vendetta
against McClain. Not exactly grounds for becoming drinking buddies, I think.”


“It’ll blow over,” Cora says, “Don’t take things so
seriously, Shelby.”


“Whatever,” the beautiful blonde says, “I’m just trying to
look out for Harrison’s best interests. It’s best to keep personal drama far
away from the track. Don’t you think, Siena?”


“Uh...” I say, my pulse beginning to race.


“It’s no good to have our drivers’ minds clouded with that
kind of stuff,” she says, “They need to be able to focus on the race, after
all. It’s not safe to have them distracted.”


“Sure,” I say. “That sounds about right.”


Shelby’s unflinching gaze unnerves me. Where is she going
with all of this? She couldn’t possibly know that Harrison and I are seeing
each other in secret. I mean sure, a few people know that we hung out at the
club that first night, but past that we’ve been discreet. At least...I thought
we were being discreet. But could Shelby know something that she shouldn’t?


“Let’s just see how today goes, yeah?” Sara says brightly,
“Hopefully, all that rivalry nonsense will blow over, and we can just enjoy the
rest of the tournament.”


“Right,” I agree, “That sounds...”


But I trail off as Harrison appears at Sara’s shoulders. His
racing jumpsuit clings to his body, hugging every tight muscle. The image of
that body lowering itself onto my naked form bursts into my mind’s eye. I
nearly lose my balance standing perfectly still. Harrison grins at me, and I
know that he can read my mind. I can tell that he likes knowing exactly how
crazy he drives me. As if last night weren’t enough evidence that I’m totally
insatiable for him...


“Hello ladies,” he says, “Ready to watch me kick the shit
out of this race?”


“That’s the spirit,” Cora chirps.


“You’re going to be incredible,” Sara says, “I can tell.”


“Let me get a picture for the blog,” Shelby says, raising
her smart phone, “The fans will love it. Why don’t you go stand with him,
Siena?”


“Oh...no,” I say quickly, “I probably—”


“Come on now,” she says, shoving me at Harrison, “It’ll be cute.” 


She snaps a picture just as Harrison catches me in his arms.
I step away quickly, embarrassed and annoyed. Shelby flashes her pearly whites,
smug as hell.


“Got it,” she says, “I’d call that a keeper. Come on, girls.
We should go find a place to watch the race. See you later, Siena!”


The trio of McClain ladies sets off, leaving Harrison and I
alone together. I turn to him, baffled by Shelby’s behavior.


“What the hell was that?” I ask.


“Don’t pay her any mind,” Harrison tells me, “Shelby’s been
carrying a torch for me for years. She’s a bitch, but she’s harmless.”


“I’m not so sure about that,” I say, “The way she was talking...Do
you think she knows about us?”


“Not a chance,” Harrison tells me, “We’ve been very
diligent, don’t you think? Of course, someone could have heard you through the
walls last night. You were rather...enthusiastic.”


“Can you blame me?” I ask, smiling despite my nerves. “I’m
surprised I managed to pour myself out of bed this morning.”


“Perhaps we’ll have to find a little nook to escape into
tonight, once we make it to the next city?” he asks.


“Get your mind out of the gutter and into the game, Davies,”
I tell him, “You’ve got a race to run.”


“I wish I could ask you for a good luck kiss,” Harrison
says, his eyes intent on my face.


“I wish I could give you one,” I say quietly. I think about
kissing my brother on the cheek for luck, and wonder if it would still count,
should I wish what luck I have to two drivers. The unease of betrayal churns my
stomach once more. 


“How about a friendly shake,” Harrison says, holding out his
hand.


I take it in mine, amazed how even this little touch
scorches along my nerves. “Be safe, would you?” I ask him.


“Of course,” he says, “I just met the woman of my dreams,
after all. I’m not about to go wreck myself in a bloody crash. What a waste
that would be.”


My jaw falls open, and I stare at Harrison wordlessly. Did
he just call me the woman of his dreams? His grin widened as I struggle to find
words.


“You heard me,” he says, taking a step closer, “I’m wild
about you, Siena. You have to know that by now. And whatever happens today, I
want you to know that I’m all in. However hard, however complicated this thing
is between us, I want it. I want you.”


“How do you expect me to put full sentences together when
you say things like that?” I ask, breathless and flushed. 


“I don’t,” Harrison says, “But since we can’t use our mouths
the way I’d prefer right this second, I guess sentences will have to do. See
you after the race, darling. I’ll be the one on the winner’s podium.” 


He lowers his helmet onto his head and gives me a wink
before turning away. In a daze, I wander off in search of my racing family. One
way or another, this is shaping up to be a very intense race, indeed. 


***


At long last, I manage to find Bex and Charlie out in the
crowd. They’re right up at the front of the stadium seating, as ever, as close
to the action as possible. Charlie’s eyes are already glued to the track, but
Bex eagerly waves me over to sit. I’m glad that Charlie’s mind is so occupied
with the race that he fails to question my whereabouts last night, after I
disappeared from Enzo’s suite. God knows my watch dog isn’t easy to shake, but
at least the Grand Prix offers me a slight reprieve from his attentions. Bex,
on the other hand, is looking at me expectantly, bouncing up and down with
anticipation.


“Later,” I mutter, turning my eyes to the track.


“You’re killing me, Siena,” she whispers into my ear.


Before I can answer, the race announcer’s voice roars out
over the crowd, telling us that the first Grand Prix of the tournament is about
to begin. The entire city seems to be on its feet, cheering and shouting as the
cars move into their positions on the track. Enzo pulls into pole position, the
best possible place to start the race. From there, he can secure his spot right
against the inside track in no time. 


In the second best slot, Harrison’s car waits. You can
almost see the tension sparking between the red and green cars. I bite my lip,
hoping against hope that this race will dismantle the rivalry between Harrison
and my brother, rather than add to it. Maybe they’ll both run a fantastic race,
emerge seeing each other as equals, and perhaps even respect each other a bit.


Can’t blame a girl for dreaming.


“Come on, Enzo,” Charlie shouts, “You can do it! Level them
all!”


“Charlie,” I chide, “Sportsmanship, dude.”


He rolls his eyes at me as the announcer’s voice booms out
over the crowd. His words give way to a blaring horn, and that good old
checkered flag begins to wave. Each and every car roars to life at once, a
glistening cloud of steam and exhaust rising from the herd. They take off in a
pack, charging ahead across the track. The race has finally begun.


I’m on my feet, unable to contain or calm myself. My eyes
are locked onto Enzo’s car as it easily snatches up the lead. Harrison’s red
vehicle hangs back, gauging the pace of race. They tear through the first lap,
and my world is narrowed down to the race track. Nothing matters in this moment
except those two cars speeding through the course at breakneck speed. I grab
onto Bex’s hand for support as the riotous crowd surges around me. 


With each lap, Enzo’s lead increases. He’s the uncontested
frontrunner of the race, making it look absolutely effortless. My brother
relentless holds onto his place as the leader of the pack as the cars of his
competitors fall away. All except one, that is. 


Harrison trails Enzo by a fair margin, giving my brother
room without letting him out of his sight. The rest of the top ten cars fall
behind as the fifteenth lap begins. The race seems to fly by at the same time
that every second stretches on forever. I fall into a paradoxical time warp, as
I do every time I watch a race. There’s absolutely nothing like it in the
world. 


My every nerve stands on end as Enzo and Harrison close in
on their final laps. A couple other cars get aggressive, here at the end, and
jet up to join them at the front of the herd. I spot the canary yellow car of
Sven Landers, a Swedish driver just a few years Enzo’s senior. Landers pulls
into third place and holds his position, trying to find a way to get an edge on
Harrison. Behind them in fourth place is Alexi Rostov, a young Russian driver
who happens to be Enzo’s closest friend in the world of F1. The four of them
race ahead way ahead of the rest, the ultimate frontrunners of this race.


The roar of the crowd picks up as Enzo, Harrison, and the
others speed into their final lap. My breath is shallow, my head pounding.


“Ow,” Bex cries, pulling her hand from mine, “You trying to
break my arm off? Just breathe, Siena.”


But her words fall on deaf ears. My eyes are glued to the
green and red streaks of light that are Enzo and Harrison’s cars. Enzo is
drifting inexplicably toward the center of the track, leaving his coveted
position wide open. Harrison inches toward the inside track, vying for a shot
at the window that will let him get past my brother. Is Harrison going to
overtake Enzo at the last second? I’m thrilled and terrified by the prospect,
and I couldn’t look away if I tried. 


“What the hell is he doing?” Charlie cries, as Enzo edges
further away from the inside position, “He’s going to blow it!”


I hold my breath as Harrison lines himself up just behind
Enzo, on the verge of jetting into his abandoned position of power.


“He’s gonna go for it,” Bex squeals, “He’s gonna—”


Harrison’s car surges forward on a sudden burst of draft momentum.
He flies ahead, about to slide past Enzo. But just before Harrison can secure
his place, Enzo veers hard toward the inside track. A scream rips from my
throat, echoing among the cacophony of the crowd around me, as the two cars
careen toward each other. Harrison spins away across the track, struggling to
keep from colliding with Enzo. My brother surges ahead as Landers and Rostov
speed around the out-of-control red car. Harrison skids past them toward the
barrier, and the breath rushes out of my lungs.


Just before his car turns over, Harrison wrestles back
control. He sets off again, soaring toward the finish line, but the three
frontrunners are far beyond him now. I watch as Enzo tears across the finish
line, with Landers on his tail and Rostov coming in third. Harrison speeds
after them, placing fourth overall. The spectators are cheering and laughing
all around me, but my voice has fallen silent.


“Siena, where are you going?” Bex asks as I tear away from
her. 


I charge through the crowd, knowing that Charlie and Bex are
scrambling to follow me. My mind is a mad whirl as I skirt around revelers and
crew members, media types and vendors. I crash into my fair share of people,
but finally make it down to where Team Ferrelli is gather, cheering and
carrying on as if it’s New Years Eve. 


“We won!” Gus shrieks, pulling me into a bear hug, “That
crazy brother of yours did it, Siena! Did you see?”


“I saw alright,” I say furiously, “What kind of shit was
that he pulled?”


“What are you saying?” my dad demands, grabbing onto my
wrist.


“Enzo totally cut Harrison off!” I say, pulling away from
him.


“Who gives a shit?” my dad says, “Davies shouldn’t have been
so damn eager. He deserved it.”


“They could have crashed,” I say, “That was reckless, Dad.
That was stupid.”


“You don’t know what you’re talking about,” Dad says,
brushing me off like a gnat.


Hot tears spring to my eyes as Enzo’s car rolls to a stop on
the track. Team Ferrelli surges out to meet him, and I storm after them. My
brother leaps out of his car, pumping his fist in victory. I’m so furious with
him I could spit, but I hang back. Let him enjoy his moment of glory. They’ll
be plenty of time to chastise him while we’re alone. There’s no need to do it
in front of thousands of people. 


“Are you OK, honey?” Bex asks, laying a hand on my shoulder.


“That was a dirty trick,” I say, angry tears running down my
cheeks.


“Don’t think of it like that,” Charlie says, “It was just
strategy.”


“You don’t even believe that,” I snap, “You’re just trying
to protect him.”


Before Charlie can retort, a flash of red catches my eye.
Harrison’s car screeches to a halt beside Enzo’s, and Team McClain rushes over
en masse, looking more than a bit panicked. I gasp as Harrison leaps out of his
car and tears the helmet off his head, tossing it off onto the track. He
marches toward Enzo, shoving crew members out of the way as he goes.


“Lazio!” Harrison roars.


Enzo turns to face Harrison, and a cool sneer spreads across
his face. “Davies,” he says, crossing his arms, “Come to congratulate me on my
victory? How very sweet of you. I suppose the British do have some manners, after
all.” 


“That was a bullshit stunt you pulled you dumb motherfucker,”
Harrison growls, stepping up to my brother and pushing his chest with both
hands. “You could have caused a goddamn wreck. What the fuck were you
thinking?”


Enzo stumbles but keeps his cool. “I was thinking that I’d
like to win the race,” he says, “It’s sort of the point of this whole thing.
But I guess a rookie like you might not grasp that concept yet.”


“You threaten my life like that again Lazio,” Harrison says,
“and I'll fuck you up so bad none of your little whores will look at you again.
How can you celebrate a victory that’s built on acting like a proper cunt?”


“With champagne and lots of easy women,” Enzo replies.


My stomach turns, watching the smug smile widen on my
brother’s face. What the hell has gotten into him? This isn’t the Enzo I know
and love. Not by a long shot. Harrison narrows his eyes at my brother, his jaw
pulsing with anger.


“If that’s the way you want to race, Lazio, so be it,”
Harrison growls, “but make no mistake—I’m not going to forget this.”


“I don’t really give a fuck either way,” Enzo laughs.


“I think you do,” Harrison counters, “I think I’ve got you
shaking in those designer boots of yours, and you’re way off your game. You’re
afraid of me, Lazio. I can smell it. And you should be, too. Because we both
know that I’m a better driver than you. And I can prove it.”


“Is that so?” Enzo says, his smile dissolving into a furious
scowl.


“You bet your ass,” Harrison says, “I’m coming for you,
Lazio. You may have thought that this was your little star turn, but you’re
dead wrong. I’m going to win this tournament. I’m going to shove all those
precious years of toil and training straight up your ass.”


“Beat me?” Enzo says, “That’s your plan? Conquer the day
with your pretty face and bullshit bad boy attitude, win one tournament, then
piss away the rest of your life with cheap whiskey and hookers? Just like dear
old Dad.”


“Pardon me?” Harrison says, his voice deathly quiet.


“That’s right,” my brother goes on, “I don’t know why I
didn’t see it before. You’re Walther Davies’ kid, right? The second I put the
pieces together, the worries I had about you cleared right up. How could you be
any sort of threat, having that pathetic drunken playboy as a fa—”


“No!” I scream, as Harrison rushes at Enzo, murder in his
eyes. A dozen members of Team McClain and Team Ferrelli throw themselves
between the two drivers, pulling them apart before they can tear each other to
pieces. 


The world seems to fall down around my ears as I lock eyes
with Harrison. Gone is any hope of some kind of miraculous reconciliation
between him and my brother. I can see the hatred burning in Harrison’s
eyes—hatred for my own flesh and blood. How can I be with someone who despises
my family? How could Harrison ever want to be with me now? Enzo just had to go
and add fuel to the fire for the sake of his own pride. And now, because of
that one stunt, the greatest passion of my life has been torn from my hands. 


Three whispered words leave my lips and are lost at once in
the roaring crowd and post-race dissonance: 


“It’s not fair.”
















 


[bookmark: nine]Chapter Nine


Just The Beginning





 


I stare down at the cottony expanse of clouds beyond the
airplane window and will my mind to be quiet. From the moment Enzo sailed over
the finish line at the Barcelona Grand Prix until this second, I feel like I’ve
been in constant motion. All I wanted after that nearly disastrous  race was to
go to Harrison, soothe him somehow, make sure that he was alright. But there
was no way, and certainly no time. After all, that was race one the first of
sixteen. We’ve got a lot of ground to cover before this tournament draws to a
close.


How could so much have happened over the course of one Grand
Prix weekend? I arrived in Barcelona with a light heart and a clear head. I was
going to bust my ass as Ferrelli’s PR whiz, knock back a few margaritas with
Bex and Charlie, and cheer on my brother as he added a new chapter to our
family’s racing legacy. But the moment I saw Harrison in that Barcelona club,
everything changed. It’s like my entire worldview was refocused, and all of
things I knew so well to be true are suddenly in flux, up for question. 


My hands clench into tight fists as I replay the alteration
between Enzo and Harrison at the end of the first Grand Prix. They both flew
off the handle, but there’s no way around it—Enzo instigated that fight out of
a petty need to prove himself against the new guy on the circuit. My brother
antagonized Harrison from the start. And that stunt he pulled cutting Harrison
off just before the finish line? It was dangerous, and spiteful, and downright
ugly. 


I’ve never been one of those little sisters who thinks her
big brother is perfect, but this isn’t like Enzo. He’s always been critical of
other drivers, and his ego is inflated like a hot air balloon after years of
being treated like the next freaking messiah, but I’ve never seen him put
another driver in harm’s way like that. And of course, the first guy he really
messes with on the track happens to be the same man that I’m falling head over
heels for. 


Perfect.


I feel a hand on my shoulder and snap out of my reverie.
Charlie sits beside me on the Ferrelli private jet, looking at me with concern.
We’re on our way to Monaco for the next Grand Prix, and everyone is riding high
after Enzo’s early victory. Everyone, of course, except for me.


“Airsick?” Charlie asks me.


“Not exactly,” I tell him.


“Talk to me, Siena,” he urges, “You’ve barely said a word
since the race. Hell, we’ve hardly spoken since we got to Barcelona.”


I smile wearily. “It’s been a busy weekend, Charlie.”


“That’s never stopped us from having fun before,” he says.
“Come on. How many of these tournaments have we been through together, huh?
First with your dad, now with your brother. You live for Grand Prix weekends.”


“I guess the job’s just stressing me out,” I say, trying to
change the subject.


“Nah, it’s more than that,” Charlie insists, “You don’t
crack under pressure. There’s something else going on.”


I turn away from Charlie, digging my fingernails into my
palms. Charlie’s been my best guy friend for my entire life. I’ve come to him
with so many guy troubles over the years, but there’s no way I can ask for his
advice this time around. He’d go right to my dad if he knew that I was seeing
Harrison. And that, as they say, would be that.


“I think I know what’s going on up there,” Charlie goes on,
giving my temple a little tap.


“I seriously doubt that,” I mumble.


Charlie leans toward me, lowering his voice. “This is about
Davies, isn’t it?”


I whip around in my set, jaw falling open. “What...How...?”
I splutter.


“You’re not as hard to read as you think,” Charlie tells me.


“Charlie,” I say, grabbing onto his hands, “You have to keep
it a secret.”


“Of course,” he tells me, “But Siena, it’s not a big deal.”


“Not a big deal? How can you say that?”


“Look, I know you’re probably feeling a little guilty,”
Charlie says, “But Siena, the world is not going to end just because you let
Harrison Davies buy you a couple of drinks. You didn’t even know who he was at
the time!”


I stare dumbly at my friend. So he’s totally in the dark
after all. He thinks that I’m worked up about a margarita or two at the club?
Jesus...If he had any idea what those drinks have already led to, he’d toss me
out of this jet in a heartbeat. 


“Don’t beat yourself up about it,” Charlie tells me,
“Everyone makes mistakes.”


A flare of anger shoots through me. “I didn’t make a
mistake,” I tell him, “Even if I’d known who Harrison was that night, it’s not
like he’s some kind of villain. He’s a man who happens to race for another
team. I’m allowed to spend time with anyone I like.”


“Not when anyone is your brother’s main competitor. Not to
mention an arrogant douche with a cheesy accent and a bad temper,” Charlie says.


“You haven’t said three words to Harrison,” I snap, “You
don’t get to pass judgment on him. If any of you even tried to get to know
him—”


“Get to know him?” Charlie scoffs, “Why the hell would we do
that? And why do you even care, Siena?”


“I just think he’s a good guy,” I say, “And this rivalry
thing is bullshit. Not to mention a PR disaster—”


“You don’t like this guy, do you?” Charlie asks, “I mean,
actually like him?”


“What is this, seventh grade?” I deflect.


“Siena,” Charlie says seriously, “You and Davies...You just
had a couple of drinks together, right? It did end there between you?”


“Of course,” I say, lying through my pearly whites. 


“Are you sure?”


“Did I stutter, Spano? There’s nothing going on between me
and Harrison. I just think Enzo’s acting like a jackass.”


“Well, he’s allowed to,” Charlie says, “He’s in the lead.”


We don’t speak for the duration of the flight, Charlie and
I. We begin our descent into Monaco and gather our things. I barely notice the
breathtaking view of the French Riviera as we head to the next hotel. My head
is too full of worry to take in the sights. I finally manage to shake the rest
of the team and shut myself in my hotel suite. As soon as I lock the door
behind me, I collapse onto the sprawling queen bed and let myself have a
long-awaited cry. 


I let out all of my frustration, my guilt, my anger, but
most of all, my heartbreak. It’s killing me to know that I’m going behind my
family’s back...but the pain I feel knowing that I may never get to see things
through with Harrison is worse. I’ve finally found someone who understands me,
someone who turns me on from a mile away, someone I feel safe with and trust
with my heart and my body, and I can’t be with him. 


There’s a soft knock on my door, and Bex calls out from the
hallway.


“Siena?” she says, “Honey, can I come in?”


I open the door for my best friend, and watch as her face
crumples into a mask of sympathetic hurt. 


“Oh, sweetie...” she says, closing the door and hugging me
tight, “It’s OK.”


“It’s not,” I cry, clinging to her slim body.


“Tell me everything,” she says.


I spill the entire story. From the night at the club, to our
seaside rendezvous, to the night we spent hidden away together, getting to know
each other’s minds and bodies. 


“Did you guys...?” Bex asks.


“No. We didn’t have sex. I mean...Not technically. He said
he wanted that night to be about me trusting him. Knowing that he just wanted
to make me happy.”


“Damn,” Bex whistles.


“Tell me about it,” I laugh, wiping away the tears from my
eyes. “I’m so lost, Bex. I have no idea what to do.”


“Have you heard anything from him since the race?” she asks.


“No,” I say, “Not a word.”


“I’m sure he’s just caught up traveling,” she says, “You
guys have plenty of time to sort things out.”


“I don’t know how we can,” I say softly.


“Look,” Bex says, “I stand by what I’ve said from the start.
If you really like this guy, you shouldn’t let anything come between you. Not
your family, not F1, not some stupid tournament. Your happiness is more
important than any of that.”


“Thank god you’re here,” I whisper, laying my head on Bex’s
shoulder.


“You kidding?” she says, “This is what best friends are
built for. Your guy problems might be slightly more epic than I’m used to,
but...”


“Tell me about it,” I sigh, “Some girls try online dating, I
fall for my brother’s arch nemesis. Different strokes, I guess.”
















[bookmark: ten]Chapter Ten


Together Again





 


Late that first night, I finally hear from my star-crossed
lover. Well, heard is an overstatement. As I’m getting into bed,
exhausted and tense, a message pops up on my phone. I snatch up the device,
hungry for word of Harrison. 


“Staying at another hotel,” it says, “See you as soon as I
can.”


That’s it. 


All week leading up to the next Grand Prix, my phone is
glued to my hand. I try and keep my mind on my work, but some part of me is
always wondering about Harrison. Team McClain has him on lockdown, training
hard to give him an edge over my brother. For days, I don’t hear a thing. My
nerves are frayed, my mind dizzy. My dad and brother barely notice, except when
it begins to affect my work. Finally, on Thursday morning, Enzo insists that I
take the night off and relax. 


I tell him that I’ll do my best. 


I’ve been resisting the urge to contact Harrison, but I
can’t hold out any longer. I shoot him a text, asking him to meet me at a bar
far away from the hotel where my team is staying. After an agonizing wait, he
finally replies and tells me that he’ll be there. The rest of the day, my
nerves are like live wires. I try and calm myself down with a long soak in the bath,
scented candles, a glass of wine. 


As I recline in the hotel bathtub, I let my thoughts stray
to Harrison. I remember that night in Barcelona, when he spent hours pleasing
me with his hands and his mouth. I can feel myself begin to ache, and let my own
lets stray down to that tender place between my legs. The moment I let myself
think of Harrison, I find myself right on the edge of coming. I roll my fingers
over that throbbing spot, remembering the feel of Harrison’s hands. Pleasure
ripples through my body, and I gasp at the intensity of the sensation.
Trembling, but finally a bit relaxed, I pick myself up out of the tub and ready
myself for the evening. 


I arrive at the bar dressed in a simple LBD and soft,
natural makeup. The last thing I want is to let myself think this is some kind
of a date before having any idea where Harrison’s mind is. For all I know, he
could be completely repulsed by me, after my brother’s behavior in Barcelona.
Maybe I’m guilty by association, or relation, in his eyes. I order a glass of
wine for myself and am just taking the first sip when the door swings open and
Harrison walks in.


He looks as devastating as ever in black jeans and charcoal
tee shirt. In this tiny, quiet bar, he stands out like a super nova. His eyes
find me across the room, and a wave of relief washes over me. There’s no
resentment or anger in his gaze—only earnest desire. Harrison crosses the room
and sits down beside me, drinking me in with those baby blues of his.


“You have no idea how happy I am to see you,” he says.


“Oh, I think I might,” I smile.


“I’d give anything to be able to kiss you right now, he
tells me, leaning in close.”


“Why don’t you then?” I ask, my heart hammering.


“Are you sure?” he asks.


“Absolutely.”


Harrison takes my face in his strong hands and brings his
mouth to mine. I stifle a moan as his lips brush against my own. I didn’t
realize how much I missed touching him, tasting him. It’s hardly been any time
at all, but I’m totally hooked on him. We break away from our kiss, grinning
like maniacs.


“I’m so glad you’re here,” I say softly.


“How could I ever stay away from you?” he asks. “I’m so
sorry I couldn’t sneak away sooner. My keepers have me on quite the short leash
these days.”


“It’s OK,” I tell him, “Trust me, I get it. I just...I was
so afraid that you were through with me. After what happened at the race.”


“What?” Harrison says, “I thought for sure that you’d want
nothing to do with me after I flew off the handle and threatened your brother.”


“You were totally justified in that,” I tell him, “Enzo
crossed the line.”


“I don’t understand why he’s coming after me,” Harrison
says, shaking his head, “I guess he feels blindsided, but his attacks are way
too personal. I can’t back down, Siena. I can’t let him think he has me beat.”


“I know,” I say softly.


“And you still...want to see me?” Harrison says, “You don’t
think I’m the enemy?”


“I think...I don’t want to talk about my brother any more
tonight,” I say. “We have tonight to be alone together. Let’s actually be
alone, OK?”


“OK,” Harrison smiles, “But in that case...I think we’d best
find somewhere a little more private. I don’t know how much longer I can keep
my hands off you.”


I leave my barely-touched glass of wine sitting on the bar
as Harrison leads me to his car. We jump in and take off through the city
together. Harrison lets his hand rest just above my knee, and his touch is
making my head spin. We’re flying along the shoreline, the beautiful coast
sprawling out before us. Under Harrison’s command, the car sails along smooth
and fast. I don’t know what’s turning me on more, his hand on my thigh or his
impeccable driving skills. What can I say—I respect a man who knows how to
handle a car like this. 


“Harrison,” I say, “Where are we going?”


“I haven’t a clue,” he laughs, “Know any sleazy motels?” 


“Not off the top of my head,” I grin, “But I think I have a
better idea. Why don’t you pull over somewhere?” 


His eyes snap toward me, brimming with surprise and
excitement. “Are you serious?” he asks me.


“You bet your ass I am,” I grin.


“You wouldn’t rather go the whole rose petals and smooth
jazz route?” he asks.


“What I want,” I say, resting my hand on his thigh, “Is for
you to pull this car over, take me in the backseat, and make good on your
promise to show me what you’re made of. Think you can handle that, Davies?”


In reply, Harrison swings the car off the main drag and down
a dusty trail overlooking the water. We screech to a halt on a cliff side
overlook, the city of Monte Carlo spread out before us. Without saying a word,
Harrison grabs me by the hips and pulls me into his lap. My dress bunches up
around my hips as I straddle him in the driver’s seat, bringing my lips to his
neck. I kiss him deeply as his hands run down my back, taking firm hold of my
ass and pulling me tightly against him. I can feel him growing harder by the
second as I run my tongue lightly against his skin.


“I don’t know how I managed to go so long without this,” I
moan.


“It’s only been a week,” he laughs, “Are you that crazy
about me?”


“And then some,” I tell him, running my hands along his
chest.


“Good,” he says, “That makes two of us.”


Harrison buries his strong hands in my curls and pulls my
face toward his. Our mouths move together, furious and searching. I writhe
against him as his hands find my breasts, and bite down on his lower lip in
excitement. In a frenzy, I slip my hands up under his tee shirt, feeling every
defined muscle of his chest. I lean back and tug the shirt up over his head,
making the car horn screech accidentally. I fall off of him, laughing, and
scramble into the back seat, looking mischievously over my shoulder, beckoning
him to follow. He certainly doesn’t need much persuading.


He kneels over me as I lay myself out before him. A dozen
tattoos are scrawled all across his chest and arms, and in the darkness I can
just make out the words inked below collarbone: La
Vida Loca. Looking up at my gorgeous, staggeringly built, insatiable
partner, I have to agree. This is the crazy life, indeed. 


I arch my back as Harrison reaches around me and unzips my
dress. The garment falls away from my body, and I lay before him in a lacy red
bra and panties. He groans at the sight of my naughty lingerie, running his
hands along my slender waist. 


“So you were planning
to seduce me,” he teases, running his thumbs over my hard nipples, “No one
wears red lace without meaning it.”  


“If I’d had my druthers, I would have had you right in that
bathroom stall the first night we met,” I tell him, letting my knees fall open,
“But I think a car is a little more appropriate, don’t you think?”


“I’m not thinking much of anything except how incredible you
are,” he tells me, his eyes raking along my bare body, “You’re beautiful,
Siena. You drive me absolutely mad.”


“Harrison...I breathe, as he lowers his powerful body onto
mine, “You don’t know how badly I’ve wanted this.”


“But I do,” he tells me, snapping open my bra with ease,
“How I do...”


He rips the bra away from my body, sending it flying into
the front seat. I groan as his full lips close around my nipple. He flicks his
tongue against the tender little rise, sending sparks of pleasure straight down
to my throbbing sex. I reach down and snap open his belt buckle, hungry to feel
him in my hands. He slides his jeans and briefs down over his rock hard ass,
and I lower my eyes breathlessly. 


“Oh my god...” I say, taking in the sight of him.


He tugs off my panties, and I take his hard member in my
hands. I can barely fit him in both hands and I work my fingers up and down the
length of him, drawing a satisfied moan from his throat. 


“Jesus, Siena,” he says, his voice gruff. “You see what you
do to me?”


“I can show you much more...” I breathe, running my fingers
down along his stiff length. I slip out from under him and pull him to sitting
before me. I lower myself onto my knees and bring my lips to his chest. Working
my hands up and down his member, I let my lips trail down along the firm panes
of his pecs, further across every distinct ab. His fingers work themselves into
my hair as I plant a kiss just below his navel. I let my eyes flick up to his
as I lower my lips and, ever so slowly, take the very tip of him into my mouth.


“Fuck...” he groans, his hips bucking toward me.


I run my tongue along his sensitive expanse, taking as much
of him as I can into my throat. The sheer size of his manhood is staggering,
and I know that there’s no way I’ll be able to fit too much of him between my
lips. But I know full well how to make him feel amazing all the same. I keep my
hands rubbing along his shaft as my tongue flicks against his head. His breathing
quickens, and I can feel him growing harder with every lick and stroke. I
relish the taste of him, thrilled to be pleasing him just as he pleased me the
other night. 


Just before he loses it, Harrison lifts me away and presses
my back down onto the backseat. I blink up at him in the low light, and see
that his eyes are gleaming with barely restrained abandon. He pushes my legs
open and poises himself above me. I steady myself, pressing my palms back
against the car door. I can feel the tip of him resting right against my slick
slit.


“I need you,” I whisper, “Please. Let me feel you...”


My words trail off as Harrison presses himself into me,
slowly parting my silky flesh. I’ve never had anyone so huge in my life. He
slips into me inch my inch, filling me more entirely than I could have ever
imagined. 


“You’re so tight...” he growls.


“I’m not used to guys as big as you,” I gasp.


“You OK?” he asks.


“Better than that,” I say.


He rocks back and sinks in deeper, and I cry out in
pleasure. I can feel him in the very core of me, opening places I never even
knew existed. I grab onto his firm ass and pull him in deeper, leaning into his
every pass. His thrusts come harder, faster, and I meet every one. Our words
give way to moans and cries as we ride each other, bucking against the back
seat. The car windows fog up around us, shrouding us from the outside world. 


My breasts billow against his chest as he lowers himself to
me, and I kiss him hungrily as he drives into me. I can feel a hot,
irresistible pressure building in my core, radiating out from our point of
connection. I’m getting so close to the edge, and my entire body is brimming
with sensation as he rubs against my clit with each powerful thrust. 


“Harrison,” I cry, clutching onto his broad shoulders, “I’m...I’m
gonna...”


“Come with me,” he rasps, thrusting as hard as he can.


We topple over the edge together, bursting at the seams with
ecstasy. Rippling waves of sensation break through my body, as I hold onto
Harrison for dear life as I ride them. His head is thrown back, his eyes closed
blissfully as gushes into me, filling me up. My legs tremble uncontrollably,
and I give myself over fully to this unbelievable moment. 


When the blazing burst of pleasure passes through us, we
collapse into each other, our chests rising and falling in time. My head falls
back against the seat, and Harrison rests his cheek against mine. For a long
moment, it’s all we can do to catch our breath. He pushes himself onto his
elbows, and smoothes the hair off my forehead, looking down at my dazed,
satisfied face. Am I crazy, or is there something shining in his eyes that goes
deeper than pleasure, further than lust?


“I’m hell to get along with sometimes,” he says quietly,
“I’ll tell you that right now. I drink like a fish, I lose my temper, and I’m
nothing if not wildly impulsive. But I can promise you one thing, Siena. I’ll
do everything in my power to keep from hurting you.”


“I know Harrison,” I tell him, resting my palm against his
cheek, “I’ll do my best, too. Whatever it takes.”


“That’s all I ask,” he says, “Now come on. Let’s make good
on that drink we were gonna have, yeah?” 
















[bookmark: eleven]Chapter Eleven


So Good





 


It’s amazing what a good screw in the backseat of a car and
a bottle of wine will do for your spirits. Over the next couple of days,
through the preliminary runs and qualifying race, I feel like I’m walking on a
freaking cloud. Enzo’s posturing, Dad’s snapping, Charlie’s
brooding...everything just rolls right off my back. All I can think about is
Harrison—all
of Harrison. Bex nearly faints when I tell her about our little road trip.
She’s the only person I’ll ever tell, of course. As happy as I am, I know that
whatever’s going on between Harrison and I has to be kept a secret.


The day of the second Grand Prix rolls around, but the chaos
of the event can’t touch me. I smile through press conferences, cool and
collected no matter what the reporters throw my way. I do my best to diffuse
the questions about a rivalry between Enzo and Harrison. That’s the perk of
being in PR, I guess. The narrative here is mine to shape. As long as they
don’t start throwing punches out on the track, maybe I can patch things up
between them from afar. 


I spend most of the Monte Carlo Grand Prix clutching Bex’s
hand and doing my best to ignore Charlie’s muttering. I’m still not allowed to
be down in the pit with Dad and Gus—something about distracting the pit crew.
But I’m more than happy to watch from afar. That way, no one will be able to
see that I’m watching Harrison’s car with just as much enthusiasm as I’m
watching my brother's. Split allegiance would be cardinal sin for someone as
close to the sport as me, but I know how to be discreet...I’d damn well better.



Enzo pulls out ahead of the pack again in no time, but the
herd doesn’t thin out quite so easily as they did in Barcelona. Most every
driver is feeling the pressure to prove something after letting Enzo sail away
with first place during the last Grand Prix. Almost all the drivers seem more
desperate this run around...That is, except for Harrison. If anything, it seems
like he’s gained more control, more precision, in the week that’s past. All
that training is paying off in a big way. He’s not in first, but his driving is
markedly better than most every other driver’s. Not quite better than my brother’s,
but then whose is? 


Bex, Charlie and I rush forward as the final lap begins,
pressing up against the course barrier with bated breath. Enzo lays on the
speed and zooms out ahead of the rest of the first ten cars. A few others
charge off after him: Landers and Rostov are neck and neck for second, and
Harrison surges ahead to fourth. He’s just about to overtake Rostov when
Landers closes rank, sending them off toward the edge of the track. Enzo roars
across the finish line with Landers on this tail. Rostov takes third, just a
hair ahead of Harrison. A twinge of outrage ripples up in me, twining with glee
for Enzo’s second win. It’s strange, having two favorites in the same pack.
Strange and a little reckless.  


“That’s what I’m talking about!” Charlie shouts, pulling Bex
and me into a bear hug, “Our boy is killing it! I swear, I really think this is
his year. I think Enzo’s gonna win this whole thing.”


“I wouldn’t be so sure,” I say, watching as the lead cars
glide to stopping on the track. Dad and Gus help Enzo out of his car, and even
from here his grin in unmistakable. By when my eyes alight on Harrison, I don’t
see annoyance or frustration. He looks calm, like he expected this outcome. Is
McClain trying to lure the rest of the drivers into a false sense of security
where Harrison is concerned?


“I’m calling it right now,” Charlie insists, “Enzo’s going
to sweep this thing. The only guy we had to worry about was Davies, and look.
He can’t even break into the top three.”


“He hasn’t yet,” I point out, “We’ve still got fourteen—”


“Could you cool it with the devil’s advocate thing?” Charlie
snaps, “I swear, every time I mention Davies, you rush to his defense. People
are going to start getting the wrong idea about you two if you’re not careful.”


“People won’t get any sort of ideas unless someone plants
them,” I say pointedly, “And I’m sure that no one would go spreading rumors
about me out of spite, right?”


“Are you accusing me of something?” Charlie asks coldly.


“Not at all,” I tell him, “Just making sure we’re on the
same page.”


“That’s enough, cryptic twins,” Bex says, stepping between
me and Charlie, “If I’m not mistaken, we just won our second Grand Prix. I’m
pretty sure that calls for a round of drinks, am I right?”


She tugs on Charlie’s arm, dragging him away into the crowd.
I lean on the railing, waving to Enzo as he heads into the pit. He flashes me a
thumbs up and disappears, but Harrison stands beside his car, waiting for me to
look his way. Without thinking, I blow him a kiss, straight across the track.
Harrison lifts his hand and catches it with a wink. It’s daring, and probably
stupid, to be so brazen, especially with so many people around, but I just
can’t bring myself to care. No one’s going to catch onto us. No one’s going to
find out until we absolutely want them to. If that day ever comes.


I watch as Harrison is subsumed by team McClain. Andy leads
him away into the pit while the ladies head back into the crowd. As I look on,
Shelby’s icy eyes swing my way. I’m rooted to my spot beside the railing, my
blood running cold. Was she watching me this whole time? She disappears before
I can say for sure, but I can’t shake the feeling of dread her eyes instilled
in me. So much for no one being onto us. Hopefully, we’ll get better at this
secret lover thing as time goes on. Or maybe someday, we won’t have to be
secret at all...as soon as I discover some alternate universe where our
relationship wouldn’t be a complete disaster for everyone involved, that is. 
















 


[bookmark: twelve]Chapter Twelve


Toronto Grand Prix





 


The grand caravan of F1 teams continues its trek around the
world from Monaco. It's incredible, the distances we travel for the sake of our
sport. Hauling a race car around the globe, not to mention a full roster of
team members, is not exactly a breeze. But despite the logistical madness, we
ship off for Toronto before the steam and exhaust left over from the Monte
Carlo Grand Prix have even cleared. 


Enzo is riding high from his second victory in Monaco.
During his last tournament, he didn’t win a Grand Prix until the fourth race.
This time, he’s taking home the prize from the very start. Still, coming in
first doesn’t mean that his training and research schedule is any less
rigorous. Dad knows enough to be certain that one doesn’t keep the lead unless
it’s continually worked for. 


The moment we touch down in Toronto, Enzo and his keepers
lock themselves away to go over statistics and strategies for the next Grand
Prix. Usually, I’d be annoyed with their unwillingness to let go and have a
little fun during the weeks between races...but these days, I’m more than happy
for their time to be occupied. With Enzo, Dad, Gus, and even Charlie squirreled
away, it’s that much easier for me to sneak off and rendezvous with Harrison
whenever I please. The only person who has any inkling of my extracurricular
activities is Bex, and she’s the last person who would ever rat me out. 


Almost every night that we spend in Toronto, I slip away
from dinner or drinks with my own team to set off in pursuit of Harrison.
There’s nothing quite like the illicit thrill of meeting up away from the
watchful eyes of our friends and family. I live for those moments where we come
together again, after spending an excruciating day apart. We find each other in
dimly lit bars, secluded corners, and hotel rooms rented just for the
night...wherever we can snag a few hours of privacy.


My need for Harrison, I soon find, is inexhaustible. Every
time I get a fix of him, I only want him more the second we’re away from each
other. Now that we’ve finally crossed that line, fallen into bed (or the back
seat, depending on the night) together, I have trouble thinking of anything
else. I’ve never known this feeling before, of feeling so whole with someone
that a part of me seems to be missing while he’s away. This whole compatibility
thing is totally new—and I have to say, the whole thing’s been rather
eye-opening. Who knew that I could get off without the help of something
battery-operated? 


And who knew that I could actually go after someone I really
wanted, someone I really desired on every level? That’s certainly a first. All
my life, I’ve been one to settle for whatever guy fell into my lap. I’ve never
taken risks, romantically. Not until Harrison, that is. I’ve gone from zero to
two hundred in the course of a couple weeks. It’s exhilarating, and
incredible...and a little bit terrifying, to be sure. But what worth having
isn’t a little bit scary to chase? 


My week leading up to the Toronto Grand Prix flies by in a
flurry of hot sex and media events. Every reporter out there wants to quiz me
about Enzo’s meteoric rise, his fiery temper, his every mood and thought. Oddly
enough, I find that I’m ever better at my job now that Harrison’s come crashing
into my life. My focus is sharper, my wit quicker. This whole satisfying sex
thing is doing wonders for my professional life. I can’t believe I’ve been
missing out on it for all these years! I only wish I’d met Harrison before we’d
fallen into our lines of work...but then, who would we be without F1?


The day of the race rolls around after a stretch of
preliminaries and qualifiers. Enzo sweeps almost every run, losing out a couple
of times to guys like Rostov and Landers. I halfway suspect that my brother’s
throwing them bones for the sake of their own tender egos. He’s a strategic
racer, Enzo. And he knows full well that this sport is just as much about
emotions and mental states as it is about speed and skill. A driver with a bone
to pick can be a dangerous thing, indeed. 


The Toronto Grand Prix begins smoothly enough. The day is
bright and crisp, not a drop of rain on the horizon. The specter of Naughton’s
crash still hangs heavy over us all, so ideal conditions are no small blessing.
Enzo, having secured pole position once again, sails easily into the lead and
keeps it for the first half of the race. But this time, his position doesn’t go
uncontested. The usual suspects of Landers and Rostov keep on him relentlessly,
and the Spanish driver, Marques, is trying to establish himself as a competitor
as well. 


But the real challenger for my brother’s lead is no other
than Harrison.


While Enzo jets out in front from the start, Harrison creeps
up little by little. He takes the other top five drivers by surprise when he
pulls into second in the final laps. Enzo speeds up to keep his distance, but
Harrison stays on his tail. The two of them get way out in front of the others,
and finish in the top two spots. When I cheer this time around at the race’s
conclusion, I know full well that my excitement is for both of them at once. 


I watch as Enzo glides to a halt and hoists himself up out
of his shining green car. He smiles out into the crowd and raises his fist in
triumph, having secured his third win of the tournament. But even from where I
sit in the crowd, I can see that his grin is tinged with anxiety and anger.
Harrison gave him a run for his money this time around, and I can tell that my
brother is none too pleased about it. He’s kept Harrison at bay so far, but
there are plenty of races left in which the rookie can outstrip him. 


Harrison leaps out of his ruby red racer and lifts the
helmet from his head. He shakes out his sandy blonde hair, laughing and
cheering along with the rest of the McClain team. A robust rush of pride surges
through me as I watch him wave to the crowd. But that gust of warmhearted joy
is soon replaced by concern and guilt. I’m happy that Harrison is gaining on my
brother, happy that he has a chance to come back and win this thing. I should
be furious that Enzo has a real competitor, but instead I’m elated. 


I suppose love—or whatever the hell is going on between
Harrison and me—can do screwy things to your head, sometimes. 
















[bookmark: thirteen]Chapter Thirteen


Budapest Beat





 


The next city on the tournament circuit is Budapest, in
Hungary. Team Ferrelli touches down and sets to work at once, frenzied to
maintain its lead. I drop off my things in the small but elegant hotel suite
and scramble to check my phone for word of Harrison’s whereabouts. Sure enough,
he’s texted me the name of a hotel where we can meet up. I gather my things,
all smiles, and yank open my door.


“Oh!” I cry, finding myself face-to-face with my father.


“Where are you off to in such a hurry?” he asks, striding
into my suite.


“I’m...uh...meeting Bex for a...PR meeting,” I lie, and
lamely at that.


“Good,” my father says, clapping his hands together, “That’s
what I wanted to talk to you about.”


“Yeah?” I ask nervously.


“Yes indeed,” my dad says, ushering me to the sitting room
of my suite. “You’ve been doing a great job talking your brother up so far,
Siena. Really. There’s this ferocity to your approach all of a sudden, this
energy. You’ve really stepped up your game this time around. I don’t know what
you’re doing differently, but you should keep it up.”


If only he knew what was different about this tournament for
me, he might rethink that suggestion. But I swallow my words and smile,
grateful for the rare compliment. “Thanks Dad,” I say, “Enzo’s been doing an
amazing job. It makes my work a lot easier when all I have to do is remind
people what a great driver he is.”


“True,” Dad says, “But the way you’ve been handling
yourself, lately. You seem so much more confident and at ease. It’s nice to
see.”


“Wow,” I laugh, unsure of how to handle my father’s praise,
“Thanks, pa. So, what is it you need from me, if you already like the way I’ve
been handling Enzo’s PR this go around?”


“Well,” Dad says, “I have some concerns about that Davies
character.”


“Ah...” I say, wary of Dad’s tone.


“We’ve managed to keep him in check so far, but it’s no
secret that he’s becoming more of a problem,” Dad says, “I think we need to cut
him off at the pass a little. Start turning public opinion about him. He’s a
charismatic guy, I’ll give him that. And let’s be honest, Enzo can be a little
prickly with the press.”


“So, what are you suggesting?” I ask.


“I think we should draw the public’s awareness to the
less...savory elements of this Harrison person’s character,” my dad says,
leaning in conspiratorially.


“What elements would those be?” I ask sharply.


“Well, are you aware of who this guy’s father was?” Dad
asks.


“Sure. He’s Walther Davies kid. What does that have to do
with anything?”


“It has everything to do with...Do you know anything about
Walther Davies, Siena?”


“He was a driver. A good one, at that,” I say, “Died a few
years ago. Had some...personal problems.”


“You can say that again,” Dad says, “And he didn’t just die
a few years ago, he drank himself to death. I knew Walther back when he was
still at the top of his game. He was a cocky hothead, a womanizer, and an all
around son of a bitch.”


“Fine,” I say, “But I still don’t understand how that has
anything to do with Harrison.”


“I’m just saying. It might make sense to suggest that the
apple doesn’t fall far from the tree...” my dad says.


“You want me to slander Harrison Davies in front of the
press?” I say, my voice hollow.


“Don’t be dramatic about it,” Dad says, “I don’t think you
should call for his head. Just...drag him through the mud a little. Harrison’s
a bad boy and a loose cannon, just like this old man.”


“You don’t know that,” I snap, “You’ve never even met him.”


“I’ve seen enough of his attitude on the track,” Dad says
resolutely.


“The only time he’s snapped during a race was when Enzo
attacked him,” I say, “It was your son who started that fight.”


“And Davies was more than happy to engage,” Dad says,
“What’re you getting so worked up about?”


“I’m just shocked that you would ask me to do this,” I
cover, “That’s never been how we do things, Dad.”


“Well, we’ve never had a competitor like Harrison Davies,”
he says, his jaw set. “Desperate times, this is Enzo's year.”


“Dad, I’m sorry, but I can’t do what you’re asking me,” I
say, “If what you want is rumor and speculation...Well, maybe you should hire
another PR manager.”


“Maybe I’ll have to,” my dad mutters, standing up from the
couch.


“Wh-what?” I splutter.


“If you’re not willing to go that extra mile for your
family—”


“It’s playing dirty,” I protest, “We’ve never sunk down to
that level before! Think about what you’re asking me, Dad. Is ruining
Harrison’s reputation really the way you want to keep our lead in this
tournament? That’s beneath you, it's beneath our family.”


“Don’t presume to lecture me about my family's honor,
Siena,” Dad spits, “I won’t have back talk from you.”


“Stop it,” I say, rising from the couch, “Don’t talk down to
me like I’m an angst-ridden teenager, Dad.”


“Then grow up and do your job,” he shoots back, “Or I’ll
find someone else who can.”


He storms out of the room before I can say another word,
slamming the door behind him. My entire body is shaking with suppressed
outrage. How dare he ask me to do something like this! What is going on with my
family, all of a sudden? Between Enzo acting like an inconsiderate jerk on the
track, putting the other drivers’ lives in danger, and my father suggesting
that I spread shit about Harrison’s father...it’s all too much. This tournament
is changing them, and not for the better. 


A soft knock on the door pulls me out of my thoughts, and I
storm across the suite. I yank open the door, expecting my father to have come
back for another round. But standing there in the hallway is Bex, looking
rather alarmed by my stormy demeanor.


“What the hell is up?” she asks, “You look like you’re ready
to bite my head off.”


“Just my insane freaking father,” I vent, turning to grab my
purse up and make my exit.


“Where are you off to?” she asks, “You might want to take a
minute.”


“I’m meeting Harrison,” I tell her in a whisper.


“Seriously?” she asks, “You’ve been doing this almost every
night, Siena. Aren’t you worried that someone’s going to catch onto you?”


“What?” I say, “You’re the one who’s been encouraging me to
see him.”


“Yeah, once in a while for a good roll in the hay,” she
says, “But this is on a whole new level, Siena. What’s going on between you
guys?”


“I’m not sure...” I say, “But whatever it is, I intend to
see it through.”


“I wish you’d be more careful,” Bex says softly.


“I wish you’d support me in this,” I retort.


“I do support you. Always,” she says, “I’m just worried
about you, is all. If this thing is dragged out into the open...Siena, it could
be disastrous for you.”


“I’m perfectly aware of that,” I say, pushing past my
friend.


“And you’re still going to keep it up?” she asks.


“Absolutely,” I say.


“He means that much to you? I thought this was just a fling,
Siena.”


“I thought so too, at first,” I say, “But now, I’m not so
sure.”


“Just be careful, would you?” she pleads.


“I always am,” I say, stealing away to meet Harrison once
again. 


***


He opens the door to the hotel room before I can even knock.
His haughty, charming smile falls an inch when he sees the look on my face.


“What’s the matter?” he asks, pulling me into the spacious
room and wrapping his arms around my waist.


“Oh, you know...” I say, pulling my lips into a strained
smile, “We’re sneaking around in a foreign country, my entire family hates you,
my friends think I’m insane, and my job is on the line...”


“But hey,” Harrison says, brushing an errant curl behind my
cheek, “We’re here together, aren’t we?”


“That’s no small grace, I’ll give you that much,” I say,
laying my hands on Harrison’s broad shoulders, “But something’s got to give,
Davies.”


He sighs, pulling me by the hand into the cushy bedroom of
the suite. That familiar fire roars to life in my belly as I find myself alone
with Harrison once again. I swear, it’s like the man sends out a miles-wide
force field of irresistible sexuality. And the closer I get to its epicenter,
the lower my inhibitions fall. Now here I am, just a pace or two away from him.
It’s all I can do to keep from tackling him onto the sprawling king bed and
allow our situation to go unspoken of for another week. But with Dad and Enzo
bearing down on me to wreck Harrison’s reputation, I’ve got to stay strong and
get through this.


“How does a vodka martini sound?” Harrison asks, producing a
bottle of fine booze from the hotel fridge.


“Like just the ticket,” I tell him, sitting on the edge of
the bed. 


I let my eyes rake recklessly over his body as he turns away
to make the cocktails. It’s a long journey for my gaze, from his dirty blonde
hair, down his muscular back, shapely ass, all the way down to his feet planted
so firmly on the ground. He towers over me at six feet and change, and every
inch of him is absolutely turbo charged with raw power. I can’t help but replay
every steamy moment we’ve shared together over the past couple of weeks as I
try to work up the nerve to have the “relationship talk”. I cringe a little
just thinking about it.


“Here you are,” Harrison says, handing me my martini,
“You’ve earned it.”


“You’re the one who’s been putting your life on the line on
a weekly basis,” I laugh, raising my glass to him.


“Sure,” he shrugs, “But I live to do that. You’re the one
who has to spend her weeks wrangling media sharks and badly behaved Ferrelli
boys.”


“Maybe I live for that,”
I say, taking a sip of my strong, dirty drink.


“Somehow, I find that hard to believe,” Harrison says,
sitting down beside me.


“What, you don’t think I’m suited for it?” I ask, brushing
at an imaginary speck on lint on my dark skinny jeans. 


“That’s not it at all,” he says, sounding shocked. “If
anything, it seems like you should have a bigger role where the team is
concerned. You should shaping the sport itself, not shaping the reputations of
single drivers.”


I feel myself swelling with pride at Harrison’s suggestion.
For some reason, his faith in me means more than anyone’s ever has. My dad and
brother have always allowed me a place on Team Ferrelli, but no one’s ever
really acknowledged my potential. Not like this.


“How can you think so highly of me?” I ask Harrison, “We’ve
hardly known each other for a month.”


“And for a month, you’ve been an unstoppable, scrappy,
determined force,” Harrison laughs, “I have a feeling there’s nothing you can’t
get if you put your mind to it.”


“There may be...one thing,” I say, dropping my gaze from
his.


“What’s that?” he asks.


“Isn’t it obvious?” I sigh, “You.”


“What are you talking about?” he asks, resting a strong hand
on the small of my back, “You’ve got me. Right here.”


“For a couple of hours, sure,” I say, “But once we’ve had a
little fun, we’ll go back to Ferrelli and McClain, peering at each other over
the line drawn in the sand.”


“I’ll still be thinking about you,” Harrison offers, closing
the space between us. His breath on my neck almost knocks the words from my
mind, but I have to keep going.


“I’ll be thinking about you too,” I tell him, letting my
eyes flutter closed as he brushes his lips against my throat, “But I’d
rather...I’d rather not...”


“What?” he asks, pulling away, “You’d rather not...be seeing
me?”


“No!” I exclaim, sending a slosh of vodka over the rim of my
glass, “Exactly the opposite! Harrison, I’d rather see nobody but you. In a
perfect world, that is.” 


“In a world far away from F1, you mean,” he says.


“Pretty much,” I say.


“Did something...happen, Siena?” Harrison asks, “Did
someone, you know. Find out about us or—?”


“No, of course not,” I say quickly, “I mean...Bex knows, to
be perfectly honest.”


“To be perfectly honest...Andy does, too,” Harrison smiles
sheepishly.


“Best friends. What’re you gonna do?” I ask, laughing
nervously.


“So then, why the sudden qualms about what we’ve been up
to?” Harrison asks, “I’ve been having a wonderful time with you, Siena.”


“So have I,” I tell him, “But Harrison...how much longer can
be really go without acknowledging the fact that I’m literally sleeping with
the enemy right now?”


“I’m not your enemy,” he points out.


“But you’re my brother’s,” I say, “For all intents and
purposes, that’s the same thing.”


“I don’t buy that,” Harrison says, “You’re a grown woman
with a mind of your own. You can spend time with, sleep with, fall in love with
whoever you damned well please.”


The “l” word snags my focus, but I barrel on. I can’t even
begin to consider what leads down that road just now.


“So what,” I continue, “We keep seeing each other under the
cover of darkness and hope that no one figures it out? What about after the
tournament is over?”


“Can’t we cross that bridge—”


“I’d rather just speed over it now, to be honest.”


“Are you...suggesting that we make this thing between us
public?” Harrison asks quizzically.


“No!” I say, “No, that would be insane—”


“Would it?”


“Of course! Harrison, my dad just asked me to launch a media
campaign that would dismantle your reputation and make you look like a
good-for-nothing bad boy. My brother’s no above coming after you on the race
track. I honestly think they might disown me if they find out about us—”


“I just don’t understand,” Harrison says, his jaw clenched,
“Why are they hounding me like this?”


“Isn’t it obvious?” I ask, “They’re intimidated, Harrison.
They’ve never seen anything like you before. Neither have I.”


Harrison stands up from the bed, taking a long sip of his
drink. I can practically see the gears furiously turning in his mind,
struggling in vain to find a solution to our unfixable dilemma. But as long as
I’m a Lazio and he’s a Davies, I don’t see any way for us to be together
without weathering a pretty awful shit storm.


“Tell me what you’re thinking,” I say softly, setting down
my drink and going to him.


“I’m thinking...” he says, draining the last of his martini,
“That you don’t deserve this.”


“What?” I say, taken aback, “What is it that I don’t
deserve?”


“To be dragged around through dark side streets to meet in
shady hotels,” he says, exasperated, “Look at us, Siena! Hiding out like a couple
of delinquents, sneaking behind your family’s back? I don’t want you to feel
ashamed of what we’re doing.”


“I don’t.”


“But you said yourself that your family would kill you if—”


“They probably would,” I say, laying my hands on Harrison’s
cut biceps, “But what I didn’t get around to saying is that...it would be worth
it.”


“What?” he breathes.


“What we have, whatever it is, is too amazing to throw away
because of grudge that I don’t even hold,” I tell him, trailing my fingers down
his arms, “I’m not saying we need to run to the presses. I just...I want you to
know that this is important for me. Someday, maybe a long time from now when
this rivalry bullshit with my brother has blown over...I don’t know. Maybe we
can be more to each other than shady hotel companions.”


“That’s something that you’d want?” he asks earnestly.


“Absolutely,” I tell him, “And you...?”


“Yes,” he says, running his hand through my hair, “Siena, I
told you that I’m in this with you. All in.”


“I still don’t think we should parade around or anything,” I
say, growing dizzy with the closeness of him, “We have to make sure the time is
right.”


“Mhmm...” he murmurs, bringing his lips to my neck.


“The moment has to be...just perfect...” I purr, softening
into his arms as he runs his fingers along my spine.


“Sure,” he whispers. 


“Because if we...spring this on people, on my family,” I
breathe, “Harrison...it could get ugly. I mean seriously...irrevocably...”


“Siena, I’ll follow your lead with this,” he tells me,
running his hands down over my ass and pulling me against him, “If you want to
step out into the daylight with me, when you do, I’ll be ready. But right now,
I don’t want to think about that. Right now, I want to lead. May I?”


“Oh god, yes,” I moan, throwing my arms around Harrison’s
shoulders. 


My feet leave the ground as he scoops me up into his
powerful arms. He carries me like a new bride back across the room toward the
bed. One martini in, and the lush room is already whirling around us. The deep,
rust-red walls enclose us, encasing us against the world. Every thought of the
universe beyond these four walls runs from my mind like sand in an hour glass.
Nothing can touch us when we’re alone together. All the exists in my world
tonight is Harrison Davies. And I wouldn’t want it any other way.


He lays me out across the bed, and kneels before me. Pulling
my hips, my brings my ass right to the edge of the bed, and I plant my knees
firmly in his broad shoulders.


“I know what you want,” he says, his voice thick with
wanting me. 


“Show me, then. Lead me...” I whisper, laying back against
the plush golden bed.


Harrison pushes my knees apart, running his fingers down
along my denim-clad thighs. I lean into him as he brushes his hand against my
sex, relishing the friction between my clothing and his touch. Knowing that we
can strip each other down at any time only adds to the hot anticipation.
There’s nothing that can truly stand between us... certainly not a pair of blue
jeans.


Suddenly, Harrison pulls away and comes to standing. I gaze
up at him in the warm, shrouded light, curious. His eyes gleam excitedly, and
his rising desire stands out clear as day. I stand up on my knees, and the foot
of space between us crackles with urgent need.


“I want you to take off your top,” Harrison growls. The note
of mischief in his voice sends a grin playing across my lips.


Without a word, I take the edge of my blouse between my
fingers. I’ve never done anything like this before, following the leader. Every
other man I’ve slept with has forced me to take the reins. That’s not to say
that I don’t enjoy it, taking charge. But to have someone who will share that
with me, then turn around and snatch back the lead when the moment is
right...Talk about having your cake and eating it, too. 


As slowly as I dare, I draw my top up over my torso, my
breasts, my shoulders. Harrison’s eyes bore into my, raking along my olive
skin. I can practically feel the heat of his gaze as it lingers on my flat
stomach, the sumptuous rise of my chest. I fling my top away and look up at
Harrison, awaiting further instruction. If we’re going to play follow the
leader, I’m going to give it all I’ve got.


He grins, game as hell. “Now your jeans,” he says.


Sitting back, I lower my hands to my waist. I pop open the
button of my jeans and let him glimpse the smallest peek of my navy blue
panties. I lay back on the bed, letting my hair splay out against the
comforter. I slide my jeans down off my legs, exposing inch after inch of skin.
I know that I’m driving him crazy, upping the ante on his desire with every
moment that passes. And I love it. 


I let my jeans fall off the bed and pull myself onto my
elbows. My knees part, and Harrison can barely contain himself. He takes a step
forward, standing right between my legs. But he knows full well that I’m losing
my mind in time with him. It’s like a game of chicken—who’s going to break
first?


“Your bra,” he says, his voice riding along the bottom of
his register.


I arch my back, knowing that the very shape of me is driving
him mad. My fingers unclasp my bra, and the garment falls away. The twin swells
of my breasts are set free, and my nipples stand hard and erect. What I would
give to feel his lips around those tender peaks right now, to feel his tongue
flick against them, driving me absolutely wild.


“The rest,” he growls, not an inch away from me. 


My fingers tremble as I hook them into my panties. I slip
them down over my ass, tilting my hips up, and fling them across the room. I’m
entirely naked before Harrison, spread wide and shaking with desire. He’s fully
clothed, straining at every stitch. There’s something so forbidden, so hot
about being stripped down for him. Giving up control like this is new, and so
thrilling. I can feel myself growing wetter with need, my sex aching for his
touch. 


“Just lay back,” Harrison says, his voice quiet but rock
hard in its firmness.


I sprawl out across the bed, my every cell crying out for
those strong hands of his. Harrison plants his knees on the bed, and moves to
kick off his heavy boots. 


“Wait,” I say, planting my hands on his chest, “Leave the
boots for now. Please?”


“You’re full of surprises, aren’t you, Siena?” he asks,
looking down at me in wonder.


“Oh, we're just getting started,” I grin breathlessly,
“Now...tell me what you’d like me to do next.”


My mind is subsumed by pleasure as Harrison leads the way,
teaching my body what it means to be adored. 
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A Night Together





 


I feel myself beginning to wake up, but keep my eyes closed
firmly against the day. The cushy bed is far too comfortable to abandon just
yet. I turn over and nuzzle against Harrison’s side, and he slings a muscular
arm over me, pulling me closer. A slow smile creeps across my face as I feel
the rise and fall of his firm chest. His breath is smooth and even, and nearly
lulls me back to sleep...


But then it hits me. 


My eyes spring open, taking in my surroundings. I don’t even
remember falling asleep! Harrison and I have had our fair share of hot and
heavy moments by now, but we’ve never spent the night together. Somehow,
sleeping beside him feels more daring, more intimate, than anything we’ve done
together. 


I gaze up at him in the darkness, mesmerized by his
slumbering face. In sleep, his confident grin and mischievous eyes are calm. He
looks so at ease, so peaceful. So staggeringly gorgeous I could weep. As I
watch him sleep, I feel something clarify inside of me. All of the
overwhelming, new sensations I’ve felt since meeting Harrison Davies suddenly
make sense. The big questions that I’ve been wrestling with can all be answered
by a single, simple truth.


I’m falling in love with this man. 


As if he’s sensed my revelation, Harrison swims up from the
depths of deep sleep. His eyes open slowly, and focus on my face. A smile
unlike any I’ve seen him wear spreads across his full lips. 


“Good morning, Beautiful,” he murmurs. 


I rest my cheek on the pillow beside him, feeling
unaccountably shy all of a sudden. Now that I’ve finally admitted to myself
just how much I care about Harrison, I feel like some sort of blushing young
bride. 


“When did we even fall asleep?” I ask.


“Sometime after round three,” he grins. 


Fragments of last night flit through my memory, and I’m glad
that the darkness of the room hides my flushed cheeks. Harrison led me to
entirely new levels of bliss last night, places I never even knew existed. I
can only imagine what else he’s bound to introduce me to, what other illicit
delights. I’m no stranger to sex, but with Harrison everything feels new again.
But even so, he never makes me feel embarrassed or somehow lacking. I’ve never
felt better about myself than I do now that we’re together. 


That little word, “together”, tugs at the corners of my
heart as we lay in bed together. It’s hard enough figuring out the finer points
of a relationship, but our circumstances make it a Herculean task. Between the
tournament, my family’s animosity, the media frenzy that would ensue if word
about us got out, and Harrison’s bad boy mentality, we’ve really got our work
cut out for us. But even with so much working against us, I don’t want to back
down. If anyone’s worth fighting for, it’s Harrison Davies. 


I just hope he feels the same way about me.  


“What time is it?” I ask, sitting up in bed.


“How am I supposed to care about the time when you’re lying
naked beside me?” he asks, setting his hand on the small of my back. 


I glance down and realize that I am totally in the nude. This has got
to be a first as well. I’ve never been so spent after a night of lovemaking
that I forgot to throw something back onto my body. Hell, I’m usually the type to
fetch an oversized tee shirt and brush my teeth after having sex with someone,
even if it’s a one night stand. But Harrison knocks any such mundane ideas from
my mind. Having sex with him is an entirely new experience—one that I’m more
than happy to revisit as often as humanly possible. In fact...


“Maybe let’s forget about the time altogether,” I say,
letting my hands rest on Harrison’s cut chest.


“I can get on board with that,” he says, taking my wrists in
his hands and pulling me toward him. 


Our mouths meet, moving together in a slow, sleepy rhythm. I
can’t believe how comfortable it feels, kissing him. There’s no awkwardness, no
adjustments, just us. He knows exactly how to kiss me, touch me, make love to
me. And all after a matter of weeks. A ripple of anticipation rolls down my
spine as I imagine what we could do to each other after months, or even years. 


He can taste my excitement as his tongue brushes against
mine. I let my hands skim along his pecs and abs, working down inch by inch.
He’s totally naked, too...and totally hard as well. I wrap my fingers around
his thick length, marveling at the enormity of him. A low groan rises from his
throat as I stroke him slowly.


“I love how hard you get just from kissing me,” I purr,
pulling myself up to straddle him on the soft bed. 


“What can I say?” he breathes, his hands cupping my ass,
“It’s what you do to me, Siena. The second you touch me, I’m a goner.”


“Is that so?” I ask, tightening my grasp just a hair.


“You know it is,” he moans, “And you love it, too.”


“You’re damned right I do,” I say.


I release him, planting my hands on his chest. Eagerly, I
lift my hips and let the very tip of him brush against the slickness between my
legs. Harrison’s hold on me tightens as we glance lightly against other in the
most intimate of places. 


“Guess I’m a goner, too,” I whisper. 


“I love that,” Harrison says.


I
love you, I think, keeping the words close to my heart, deep inside of
me. There may come a time to tell him as much, but it certainly isn’t now. I
gasp as Harrison’s stiffness brushes against that tender spot, the very center
of my bliss. There’s no way I can hold out any longer. I poise myself above him
and begin, very slowly, to take him inside of me. I lower myself onto him, inch
by inch, my silky flesh parting to accommodate his enormous girth. Harrison’s
eyes are closed in bliss, his mouth hanging open ever so slightly. I let out a
moan as I finally sink down onto him, feeling the fullness of him within me. 


“You’re so tight,” he groans, planting his hands on my
waist. 


I rock against him gently, feeling him work further inside
me with every slight movement. As much as I want to pull him in deeper, I know
that I have to ease into it. If I’m not careful, he’ll go right through me.
It’s amazing how I trust him even more, knowing that he has the power to hurt
me more than any man ever has. And I don’t mean in bed, of course. I can feel
myself coming to care about him more deeply than I even knew was possible. 


There’s real danger in letting someone know you. And I’m
sure that falling for a bad boy speed demon is the last thing any sensible
person would do, if they were interested in preserving their fragile heart. But
even though it’s risky, borderline insane, I’m ready to give myself over to
Harrison. I’m ready to put my aching heart in those strong hands of his and see
what happens. And even if I get wrecked along the way, I’ll be better off for
having felt the thrill of loving him. 


I feel myself lifted up into the air, and wrap my arms
around Harrison’s shoulders. He carries me to the edge of the bed, planting his
feet on the ground. I swing my long legs around his back as he pulls me tightly
against him. I cry out as his cock collides with that spot deep inside of me,
driving me right up to the edge of bliss. I let my head fall back as we buck
against each other on the edge of the bed. He holds me up, as I lean back, his
eyes fixed on my bouncing chest, my firm stomach. We’re rocking madly, revving
each other up as hard as we can. 


“I’m gonna lose it,” he growls.


“Lose it,” I urge him, “I want to feel you...”


Holding me tightly with one firm hand, he brings the other
down to where our bodies meet. In a heartbeat, he finds my desperate, throbbing
clit with his deft fingers. I scream out into the darkness as he rubs and
kneads me, sending me barreling into unspeakable pleasure. A searing orgasm
rips through my entire body, and I clutch onto Harrison for dear life. I feel
him explode within, gushing into the very depths of me. We ride the sensation
together, hanging on with all we have. The rest of the world goes entirely
blank. For that moment, Harrison Davies is
my entire world. It’s a world I wouldn’t mind staying in forever. 


Harrison pours me back into the bed beside him, enclosing me
in his arms. Our chests rise and fall together as our breath finally evens out.
We don’t say a word, simply pull each other closer. I don’t think I could
muster any pillow talk if I tried. It’s like I’ve forgotten every word I ever
knew. 


I’m just about to slip back into sleep when a buzzing sound
invades my consciousness. It’s a sound that’s far too familiar in my line of
work—the persistent vibration of a cell phone. Groaning, I pull myself onto my
elbow.


“Leave it...” Harrison urges, running a hand along my curvy
side.


“I just want to check...” I sigh, dragging myself out of
bed.


I hunt around the room, a sheet clutched against my naked
body. It makes me a minute to locate my phone, buried as it is under my
discarded clothing. Blinking at the harsh glow of the screen, I check to see
who’s calling. My stomach flips as I see that it’s my dad. What is he calling
about so early in the morning? 


The call goes to voicemail, and I see with mounting worry
that I have seven missed calls and a slew of text messages. My eyes search for
the time, and I let out a cry of surprise.


“What is it?” Harrison asks, climbing out of bed, “Siena,
what’s wrong?”


“It’s ten o’clock!” I say, whipping around to face him.


“Oh, shit...” he exclaims, leaping out of bed.


“We should have been at the course—”


“I know, I know,” he says, snatching his phone up off the
night stand. “I have about thirty missed calls to prove it.”


“What are we going to do?” I ask.


“Act natural?” he suggests.


“Funny,” I say, “But seriously...”


“Seriously, it will be OK,” Harrison tells me, “Just say
you...fell asleep in the gutter.”


“How is that even a remotely good idea?” I cry.


“Sorry. I’m not used to making excuses. Usually, I just do
whatever the hell I want and let everyone else deal with it,” he says.


“You’re kidding,” I drawl, throwing on my clothes. “I’ll
think of something along the way, I guess. Kidnapped by traffickers? Roofied?”


“And you thought my excuse was bad,” he says, getting
dressed in a hurry.


“At least you can just say you had a one night stand
somewhere,” I say, “My team would never believe me if I told them that.”


“And yet, here we are,” he says lightly.


I pause and look up at him, hurt despite myself. Is that how
he’s thinking about all this? As a drawn out one night stand? Could my feelings
for him really be as completely one-sided as all of that? No time to press the
issue now. Harrison has a preliminary to run in an hour’s time, and I need to
get back to my team as quickly as I possibly can. The whole “share your
feelings” thing will have to wait. 


We leave the tangle of bed sheets behind and slip out of our
room. The hallways are quiet as we race through them, and thank god. Most of
the teams and spectators will be staying at the bigger hotels closer to the
course. Our fancy little love nest isn’t on anyone’s radar. We draw up before
the elevator and pause.


“How should we do this?” I ask. 


“You take the head start,” Harrison says.


“This is reaching a whole new level of sneakiness...” I say.


“Well, it’s either sneak around, get caught, or make some
grand announcement,” Harrison says, “I know which option I prefer.” 


“Fine,” I say, “I’ll go first.”


“Hey,” he says, taking my hand in his, “Are you alright?”


“Yeah,” I say, giving him a quick smile, “I guess...This is
just a little more unconventional than what I’m used to.”


“If it makes you feel any better, I’m out of my element
too,” Harrison tells me.


“Yeah?” I ask, leaning up against the wall, “How so?”


“Well usually, I’m something of a...”


“Hit it and quit it kind of guy?” I offer.


“Yes, exactly,” he says, planting a hand on the wall above
my shoulder, “To be completely honest, I’m not used to feeling much for the
women I spend time with. I’ve always been in love with my sport, after all. And
every dalliance feels a little like cheating on that one big love...”


“Uh-huh,” I say, my heart beginning to sink.


“But with you...” Harrison goes on, looking at me intently,
“It’s something else entirely. With every other woman, I’m a driver. But with
you...I’m just a man.”


My heart slams against my ribcage. “So...you have feelings
for me, then?” I ask.


“And then some, my dear,” he smiles. 


“You better,” I say cheekily.


“Oh come on,” he says, “I’ve spoken my heart to you. Now
it’s your turn.”


All I want to tell him is the truth. That I can feel myself
falling more in love with him by the minute. That I’d happily risk everything,
forsake the life I’ve always known, betray my family and my career, if it meant
being by his side. But everlasting love is a pretty heavy thing to drop on a
guy at ten in the morning. “I’m really very fond of you, Harrison,” I tell him,
“Fonder than I’ve ever been of anyone before.”


“I’ll take that,” he smiles, bringing his lips to mine. I
wonder if he can taste all the words of love I’ve swallowed. 


The elevator slides open, and I hop inside. Flushed, I shoot
him one last glance before the doors close between us. His gaze is locked on
me, ardent as ever. I wish that we didn’t have to part ways, that we could
arrive at the course together hand-in-hand. But even though Harrison’s a dream
come true, that particular fantasy may just be too far-fetched, even for us. I
lean back against the elevator wall with a sigh, and try like hell to think of
an excuse that my family will actually buy. 
















[bookmark: fifteen]Chapter Fifteen


Red Handed





 


When I finally arrive back at my own hotel, the entirety of
Team Ferrelli has already departed for the course. Enzo has preliminaries to
run, and they certainly don’t have time to wait around for their truant PR
manager. Or at least, all but one of them don’t.


I spot Charlie the moment I step into the hotel lobby. He’s
sitting hunched over a morning newspaper, cup of coffee clenched tightly in his
hands. His eyes flick up toward me as I hurry across the foyer. To put it
lightly, he doesn’t look thrilled to see me. 


“You didn’t have to wait for me,” I say, drawing to a stop
in front of him, “I could have found the course on my own.”


“As if your dad would let you go traipsing through Budapest
on your own...if he could help it,” Charlie says archly. 


“Well,” I sigh, “I’m back now. I’ll just run upstairs—”


“I’ll come with you,” he says, standing.


“That’s really OK,” I tell him, “I’ll just get changed,
and—”


“Don’t bother trying to shake me, Siena,” Charlie says, his
voice a quiet growl I’ve never heard from him before, “I’m already in hot water
with your family for letting you sneak off last night. I’m not about to let you
slip away again.”


“I think you’re taking this whole watch dog thing a bit far,
Spano,” I say coolly, crossing my arms, “I’m not yours to guard, you know.”


“Of course you are,” he shoots back, “I’ve been looking out
for you our entire lives. Why would I stop now?”


“Because we’re grown up, Charlie,” I say.


“Grown up? You?” he scoffs. “Getting wasted in night clubs,
staying out all night with god knows who, flirting with whoever you like,
regardless of what it might mean for the team? Yeah. Sounds real grown up to
me, Siena.”


“And trailing me around like some lovesick puppy is so much
more mature?” I shoot back, “You need to stop this, Charlie. It’s starting to
border on pathetic.”


“Lovesick?” he asks, “You think that’s why I keep such a
close eye on you?”


“Come on, Charlie,” I sigh, “It’s obvious. It’s been obvious
since we were kids. I don’t want to have this conversation with you.”


“What conversation?” he asks, a bit too loudly for the quiet
lobby.


“The whole ‘I love you like a brother, nothing more’
conversation,” I say, lowering my voice. “I honestly can’t believe I have to
spell it out for you.”


“Christ, Siena,” he says, shaking his head, “You don’t get
it, do you? This whole running around, acting like some wild party girl...thing is just a
phase. Someday, you’ll see that I’ve always had your best interests at heart.”


“It’s not for you to decide what’s in my best interests,
Charlie Spano,” I spit, “You’re not my boyfriend. You’re not my brother. And
even if you were, it still wouldn’t give you the right to preach at me like you
do. I’m the only one who gets a say in what’s best for me. And it’s time that
all of you Ferrelli men realized that.”


“Why don’t we just go upstairs so you can get dressed,”
Charlie says, ignoring me completely, “We’re late enough as it is.”


“You know what, Charlie?” I say, “You go ahead to the
course. On your own.”


“Don’t be ridiculous. You can’t go on your own.”


“I’m not going at all,” I tell him, “I’m staying here.”


“You can’t.”


“Oh, can’t I?” I ask, “Just watch me. Suddenly, the idea of
watching you all salivate over toy cars going around in circles all day just
doesn’t appeal to me. You can tell my father I said as much, too.”


“What the hell has gotten into you lately, Siena?” Charlie
asks, “Ever since this tournament began, you’ve been acting like a completely
different person.”


“Call it perspective,” I say, as Harrison’s bright blue eyes
flash through my memory.


I turn on my heel and march away from Charlie. He calls out
my name, pleading for me to come with him to the track. But for the first time,
I don’t listen. I don’t care that he’s acting on orders from my dad and
brother, I don’t care how far back we go. They don’t get the final say anymore,
where my life is concerned. And it’s high time they figured that out. 


The minutes crawl by as I wait for the preliminary events to
wrap up. I can’t convince myself to sit at my laptop to look up news and work
on PR research for Ferrelli. I’m too livid with Charlie and my dad to even
think about diving back into my work for them and Enzo. After a quick shower
and a change of clothes, I slip back out of my room. I know that the team will
be arriving back at the hotel any moment, and I don’t want to be here when they
do. Without a plan or even the most general knowledge of Budapest, I set off
into the city once more. 


My feet carry me through the bustling streets, crowded with
F1 aficionados for the big Grand Prix weekend. The unfamiliar sounds of foreign
languages weave and surge together, forming a sea of white noise that engulfs
me. I make my way past gorgeous museums and breathtaking feats of architecture,
past bridges that arch their backs across rivers and castles that stand tall
and proud against the rest of the city. 


Finally, I find myself walking alongside a vast, green park.
The first slice of green I’ve seen since touching down. Though I’ve been raised
in cities my whole life, I still feel a wash of calm come over me whenever I
wander along a stretch of grass and trees. I slip off my well-worn flats and
walk across the park, feeling the cool grass between my toes. 


A moment of peace and quiet, at long last.


I settle down beneath an old, leafy tree, resting my back
against the smooth bark. Forcing deep breaths down into my lungs, I finally
find a moment to step back and look at the frenzied mess I’ve stumbled into.
And from where I’m sitting, it doesn’t look good.


It would be one thing if I’d simply had a fling with
Harrison that first night in Barcelona. I didn’t even know who he was at the
time, none of us did. It was only by insane and tragic circumstance that he
ended up at McClain’s star driver this year. I can’t help but dwell on a
thousand “what if’s”. What if Naughton hadn’t crashed that day on the track?
What if Harrison had remained shrouded by anonymity? What if he was just a
little less talented, and Enzo didn’t feel threatened by him at all? How many
“what if’s” would have to shift in our favor to give us the smallest fighting
chance as a pair? 


Somewhere along the way, Harrison and I crossed a point of
no return. There’s no longer any way to stop this ride without someone getting
hurt. We care too much about each other to call it quits, but if anyone finds
out about us, all hell will break loose. My family will see our affair as a
betrayal of the first order, Ferrelli and McClain fans will be outraged,
Harrison will fall out of favor with his team for bringing a gossipy scandal
down on them during his first ever tournament. Harrison and I being together is
a disaster waiting to happen, that’s for sure. But I know, despite all logic
and reason, that the real tragedy would be to run away from this thing just
because I’m scared of the consequences. I’ve let this sport, this team, rule
over me for my entire life. Something, someday, has got to give. And if I’m
going to go down swinging for anyone, it’s Harrison Davies.  


With a clear mind, I make my way out of the expansive park,
through the bustling city, and back to Team Ferrelli’s hotel once more.


I make a beeline across the lobby and head up to my room.
The mood in the halls and open doorways is jovial—everyone in the hotel is
chattering about this weekend’s Grand Prix. Despite all my misgivings, I can’t
help but feel their excitement infecting me. However messed up my current
situation happens to be, these Grand Prix weekends are what I’ve always lived
for. There’s so much excitement, so much potential for joy and despair riding
on each and every race, it’s impossible to be indifferent. 


When I draw up to my room, I find that the door is already
cracked open. I take a deep breath, knowing full well that there’s going to be
some kind of tribunal waiting for me on the other side. Just be strong, I urge myself, You can do this. 


I push open the door, bracing myself for a torrent of
outrage to come crashing down on my head. But as I step inside, there are no
screaming voices, no angry red faces charging toward me. I feel deflated, the
spike in my adrenaline squandered. I peer across the room and see that instead
of an army, a lone solider has stopped by to visit. Enzo is sitting by the
room’s big bay window, looking out over Budapest, toward the course that he
tore around just hours ago. He doesn’t look up as I pad into the room, closing
the door behind me. 


“Go ahead,” I say, keeping my distance.


“Go ahead with what?” he asks, his voice even.


“You’re here to give me hell about missing the preliminary,
right?” I ask, leaning back against the door, “Just get it over with.”


“It’s going to be a good race,” he says, “Good, challenging
course. Probably the most interesting one of the tournament so far.”


“Where’s Dad?” I ask, “I thought for sure he’d be lying in
wait for me.”


“He’s too angry to see you just yet,” Enzo says.


“So he sent you instead?” I ask.


“No one sent me,” my brother says, finally turning to face
me. 


I feel my heart clench painfully as I take in the look on
his face. His dark brown eyes are filled with confusion and hurt, his mouth
pulled into a straight, stern line. I haven’t seen that look for years. It’s
the same one he gave me when, at age seven, I took his go cart out for a spin
without permission and crunched its nose against a tree. Then again, when I got
carried away at a high school house party and had to call him to drive me home
because I was too drunk. It’s the look he gives me when he can’t understand my
actions, when we can’t see eye-to-eye no matter how hard we try. 


“What’s been going on with you lately, Siena?” he asks,
truly at a loss.


“I...I don’t know what to tell you Enzo,” I say.


“You’ve always been at my side,” he goes on, “Every race,
every qualifier, every single preliminary. You’re my good luck charm, you know
that. We’ve always been a team. Our family has always stuck together. What’s
changed in you, all of a sudden? Tell me. Please.” 


Part of me wishes that I could just come clean with him. Not
because I think he’d understand or forgive me, but because the burden of
secrecy is just too heavy to keep on hauling around. If only there was some way
to make Enzo think of Harrison as just a man, rather than his rival. But that’s
not the way my brother thinks. For Enzo, there is no world outside of F1. It’s
the only context his world has ever had. And no amount of pleading and
reasoning on my part is going to change that any time soon.


“Enzo,” I begin, walking slowly toward him, “Listen to what
you just said, would you? I’ve always been your
good luck charm. By your
side. On your
team. I know you don’t see it this way, but my whole life has been defined by
the fact that I’m your sister. Maybe I’m just feeling like...Like I want to
live my life for me, for a change.”


“There’s no reason for you to be jealous, Siena,” Enzo says,
taking hold of my hand and pulling me down to sit beside him.


“I’m not jealous, Enzo,” I sigh, “I’m so so damn tired. You
work so hard for your success, and it pays off. You get glory, and attention,
and pride. But the work I do? It just evaporates. It doesn’t amount to anything
at all. Imagine putting your heart and soul into something every single day
that never culminates in anything.”


“But the work you do helps me win,” Enzo insists, “Doesn’t
that make you happy?”


“It makes me happy for you,” I tell him, “But aren’t I
allowed to track down my own happiness too, Enzo?” 


“I wish you’d spoken up sooner,” he says quietly, pulling me
into a hug, “Have you always felt like this?”


“Oh...only my whole life,” I laugh, feeling a thick knot
tighten in my throat. 


I was expecting ire and outrage after missing the
preliminary today, but instead Enzo’s here, being kind as hell. I don’t really
know what to do with it, to be honest. We’ve never been a share-your-feelings
kind of family, yet here we are—curled up the window seat together like the two
little kids we were so many years ago. For the first time in quite a while, I
feel like Enzo’s little sister, rather than his employee. 


“Don’t cry, Siena,” he says, smoothing down my hair, “We’ll
figure this all out, OK? We’re family, after all. There’s nothing you could
ever do that would make me stay mad at you.”


I swallow a sob and bury my face in Enzo’s shoulder. Guilt
is twisting at my heart, making it hard to breathe. As much as we may argue and
disagree, Enzo’s my flesh and blood. I’ve known full well this whole time that
my being with Harrison would absolutely kill him, and yet I continue on. I
can’t break things off with Harrison, I can’t tell my family what’s going on,
and I can’t bear to rip open my brother’s heart. 


“I love you, Siena,” Enzo whispers, rocking me like a child,
“I know I’m hell to get along with, and Dad’s even worse, but we only want the
best for you. You’re our angel. Our little girl. No matter how grown up you
get.”


“But what if you hate what’s best for me?” I ask, unable to
meet his gaze. 


“That would be absolute shit,” Enzo says, “But we’d work it
out, Siena. I’m sure of it.”


If only you knew...I think, looking out across the city.
Enzo plants a kiss on the top of my head and holds me until my tears subside.
How can he make feel so much better and so much worse at the same time? That’s
just family, I guess. 
















[bookmark: sixteen]Chapter Sixteen


Consequences





 


The day of the Budapest qualifier gets off to a shaky start
for me. My frayed nerves keep me up most of the night before, and by morning
I’m an absolute mess. Harrison and I trade a few short texts, but it turns out
we’re both on thin ice with our respective teams. Harrison may be a
rule-breaker, but he still has to answer to Team McClain. They were just as
upset with him for showing up late to the preliminary as Team Ferrelli was with
me. McClain had arranged for Harrison to take his turn early in the morning,
and we slept straight through it. He’s heading into this qualifier without
having tried out the course—bad news for a new driver. 


My team, of course, is ecstatic to have an advantage over
Harrison. I ride over to the course with my dad and Enzo, and neither of them
can shut up about how wonderful this turn of events is. Dad has yet to say a
direct word to me, but my head is full of his arrogant carrying on all the
same. I sit beside them, watching the city fly by. I hope that Harrison doesn’t
think I sabotaged him on purpose, keeping him in bed all morning. He has to
know by now that I’d never do anything to hurt his chances on the track.
Well...I’d never do anything on purpose. But I’ve given up hoping that our
relationship can continue on without a few casualties. 


I shudder, imagining the possibility of really causing
Harrison harm. Enzo lays a comforting hand on my shoulder.


“Don’t be nervous,” he says, “Today is cut and dry. And the
way things are going, I bet that tomorrow’s going to be even better.”


It’s breaking my heart, the extra effort Enzo’s putting in
to make me feel better. He means well, but he’s so in the dark about what’s
actually going on in my life that his attempts are downright laughable. But at
least he’s trying to make up for his inconsiderate behavior. My dad, for his
part, simply can’t be bothered to even notice my discomfort. 


Just as Enzo’s predicted, the qualifier goes off without a
hitch for him. But I barely notice a thing about his performance. Today, I only
have eyes for another driver entirely. From the moment we arrive at the course,
my gaze is glued to McClain’s fire-red race car. Harrison has yet to test this
track out, which means that the chances of something going wrong are at an
all-time high. My fingers are clenched around the barrier railing as the cars
take off, and Harrison quickly drops into last place. I’m at once relieved that
he’s taking it slow and anxious for him, knowing that the disadvantage must be
killing him.


Harrison doesn’t even manage to make it into the top ten by
the end of the qualifier, while Enzo sails across the finish line just behind
Landers. I halfway suspect that he let his friend go past him, just for the
sake of his narrative. If a driver places first each and every time, people
become less interested in him. The drama that goes along with F1 is a big
component of every tournament, a fact of which my brother is sharply aware. 


As soon as the qualifier has wrapped up, I make my way to
the Ferrelli camp. Bex joins up with me en route, but remains mercifully
silent. She doesn’t even need to ask about what happened yesterday morning. She
knows full well where I was, and I have a pretty good idea of what she might
have to say about it. I’m undyingly grateful to her for not dredging the
subject up once more. I don’t know how much more emotional acrobatics I can
take just now. 


The closer we get to the Ferrelli corner of the course, the
more my sense of dread begins to mount. There are media types swarming around
Enzo’s car, trying to get a word out of him. Bex and I exchange wary glances
and dive into the fry, trying to wrest some order from the rowdy group of
reporters. I elbow my way through the crowd and finally make it to Enzo’s side.
He’s grinning into a microphone, reflecting on today’s qualifier and his
chances for tomorrow. I feel my dad step up beside me as we look on.


“I’m feeling very confident about tomorrow,” my brother is
saying, “Especially since some drivers who may have posed a threat are starting
to show their true colors.”


“Are you talking about Harrison Davies?” the reporter asks.


“I don’t want to toss any names around,” Enzo says with a
wink, “But I think we all know who I’m talking about.”


“Do you have any idea why Davies may have skipped
yesterday’s preliminary?” the reporter presses.


“Look,” Enzo says, “My Dad’s been training me to be a
professional since the day I was born. Davies didn’t have that same kind
of...presence in his life. Perhaps we can conclude that the apple doesn’t fall
far from the tree?”


I can hear the blood pounding in my ears as Enzo shoots the
cameras a wide grin. I whip around to face my father, who’s smiling smugly at
his son.


“You wouldn’t do what I asked,” Dad says, “So, I passed the
buck along to your brother. He’s always looked out for this team.”


“And who’s going to look out for him, if you’re too worried
about winning to care about whether he’s a good person or not?” I shoot back.


“I don’t give a shit whether or not he’s a good person,” Dad
scoffs, “I just want him to be a good driver. A champion.”


I stare at him, dumbfounded, as the media presses in around
Enzo, swarming in to swallow him whole.


***


Just as I arrive back at the hotel, I receive a text from
Harrison with the name of a restaurant on the far side of the city and a time
for us to meet. I stare down at the message, biting my lip. It’s getting harder
and harder to sneak off away from my team. After yesterday morning, I feel like
I’m on lockdown. Between Charlie, Enzo, and my dad, there are too many watchful
eyes trained on my every move to make a clean escape. It’s time to draft some
reinforcements. 


Bex knocks on my door mere minutes after I shoot her a text.
She’s all dolled up for the evening, looking flawless. Her primped appearance
takes me by surprise. 


“Where are you off to, looking so incredible?” I ask.


“I, uh, may have a date tonight,” she grins, stepping around
me into the room.


“No way,” I breathe, catching her hands in mine, “I didn’t
even know...”


“You’ve been a little preoccupied with your star-crossed
lover thing,” she shrugs.


“I’m sorry, Bex,” I tell her, “You must think I’m such a
shitty friend.”


“No, just a really shitty sneak,” she laughs, pulling me
into a tight hug, “How the hell did you manage to sleep through the
preliminary?”


“If you only knew the night we had, you wouldn’t be
surprised,” I grin.


“Ooh, I love naughty Siena,” she giggles, “But that can’t
have gone over well with your dad and Enzo. Are you and Harrison still OK?”


“I don’t know,” I tell her, “After all that shit Enzo
spouted to the press...”


“Harrison won’t hold that against you,” she says, “That
would be crazy.”


“There’s not much about this situation that isn’t crazy, is
there?” I sigh.


“Nope. Not much.”


“Listen Bex,” I say, skirting past her to lock the door, “He
wants to see me tonight, at this restaurant across town.”


“Well, that’s great!” Bex exclaims, “Look at you two, acting
like a normal couple and all. This is more than sex, isn’t it?”


“I think it might be,” I tell her, “Something’s changed
between us. He...he told me that he has feelings for me.”


“Shut. Up,” Bex says, her eyes wide. “What did you tell
him?”


“That I’m falling for him,” I say softly, “In so many words
of course.”


With a shriek of joy, Bex launches herself at me. For a
moment, I’m totally swept up in her excitement. It feels so good to be able to
share this with someone, after so many nights of feeling guilty and anxious.
I’m falling in love, for god’s sake. It should be wonderful!


“Someday, when you two are happily married, this is going to
be an awesome story,” Bex tells me.


“Whoa, put on the brakes,” I say, “I have a feeling that
things are bound to get much darker before the dawn.”


“What do you mean?”


“The whole letting the world know thing? How the hell is
that supposed to work?”


“Witness protection?” she suggests.


“Great,” I mutter.


“Well, look at it this way,” Bex offers, “Harrison fell
behind in the qualifier today, which means that Enzo won’t feel so jumpy about
him. Maybe they’ll forget about how much they hate each other now?” 


“Not if Enzo keeps dragging Harrison through the mud just to
make sure he never gets back up,” I say miserably.


“Well, you’re going to see him tonight. I’m sure you guys
will figure something out.”


“About that...” I begin, smiling hopefully.


“Uh-oh,” Bex sighs, “I sense a favor coming down the
track...”


“Just a little one,” I tell her, “There’s no way I’m going
to make it out of this hotel without someone trying to get in my way. Could
you...maybe escort me?”


“Are you serious?” Bex asks.


“Please,” I beg her, “You don’t have to come all the way
across town with me. I just need to get out of here without anyone stopping
me.”


“But...What about my date?” Bex pouts.


“Can you push it back a little?” I plead.


“I...It’s just...” she stammers, “I might not be the best
alibi, Siena.”


“What? Why not?”


“Because...Oh Jesus, this is kinda awkward,” she giggles
nervously, “My date...might be with someone...who has a keen interest in your
whereabouts.”


“What the...what?” I splutter, “Bex who are you...?”


“Charlie,” she says.


I stare at her, uncomprehending. “Charlie Spano?” I say, “As
in, my built-in chaperone who’s been harboring a crush for our entire lives?”


“That’s the one,” she sighs.


“But Bex...why the hell would you want to go out with
Charlie? He’s—”


“A Siena Lazio fan boy. I know,” Bex says, “But what can I
say? We’ve gotten to spend a little time together, since the tournament began.
He’s a really nice guy, Siena.”


“He’s a controlling, Ivy League stool pigeon,” I say.


“Eh. He’s cute anyway,” she shrugs.


“Bex, what can you possibly see in him?” I demand.


“Company,” she says, “Some of us aren’t lucky enough to have
a shot at true love and hot sex right off the bat, Siena. But that doesn’t mean
we stop looking.”


“I’m sorry, I don’t mean to sound like a tool,” I tell her,
“I’m just...surprised, is all.”


“I was too, when he asked me out tonight,” she admits.


“You don’t think...” I begin, “Never mind. Sorry.”


“Say it,” Bex drawls, “We might as well get it out in the
open.”


“What if...He’s trying to make me jealous by going out with
you?” I suggest.


“Then I get complimentary drinks for the rest of the tour
and a shot at getting the marrying-for-money thing out of the way,” she laughs.
“Who knows? Maybe I’ll be able to sway his interest away from the incomparable
Siena Lazio. Maybe I’ll go brunette?”


“You’re a piece of work,” I tell her.


“Tell me something I don’t know,” she grins. “Get your
things. We’ll head out together to ‘grab a drink’ before my date, and if
Charlie asks I’ll say that you struck up a conversation with an interesting
gentleman at the bar. It won’t be an utter lie, after all.”


“What would I do without you, Bex?” I ask.


“I have no earthly idea,” she shoots back, “Now come on.
Let’s pick out something pretty for you to wear on your illicit little
rendezvous.” 


Under Bex’s supervision, I choose a backless burgundy
minidress and pile my curls into a loose up do. No one questions us as we
stroll out of the hotel, and in no time we’re off toward the restaurant that
Harrison’s picked out for tonight. I step out onto the sidewalk as we reach the
agreed-upon address and look back anxiously toward Bex.


“I’ll do some laps around the city before I head back. Have
a good night, my darling,” she says, blowing me a kiss as the car pulls away.


I turn toward the cozy hole-in-the-way restaurant and take a
deep, steadying breath. Gathering my courage, I push open the front door. The
dining room is minuscule, with perhaps six tables scattered about. And Harrison
is nowhere to be seen. I’m about to turn and wait for him outside when the
hostess hurries toward me.


“Are you Mr. Davies’ companion?” she asks, in heavily
accented English.


“Y-yes,” I stammer.


“Follow me,” she says, and leads the way into the back of
the restaurant. 


I follow her through a turning maze of corridors and
doorways until a light begins to glimmer ahead. We step out into a secluded
terrace, lit from above by strings of white lights. A single table is set at
the center of the patio, and Harrison stands to greet me. It’s hardly been 48
hours since I saw him last, but the surge of relief I feel setting my eyes upon
him again propels me across the space, into his arms. 


“I missed you too,” he laughs.


“Harrison, I’m so sorry,” I tell him.


“For what?” he asks, pulling me toward the table.


“For making you miss your preliminary,” I say, “For all the
shit Enzo was spouting after the qualifier, and...why are you laughing?”


“I’m sorry,” he says, “It’s just...Things are going just the
way we wanted.”


“Who’s ‘we’?” I ask.


“McClain,” he says, “We’ve been gearing up for a coup since
my first race. Siena, missing the preliminary was a brilliant accident. I look
like an incompetent amateur playboy! And your brother’s pathetic smack talk is
only helping.”


“I don’t understand...”


“We’ve been luring everyone into a false sense of security,”
Harrison grins, “Now everyone will be blindsided when I start to win.”


“How can you know that you’ll start to win at all?” I ask.


“Trust me,” he says, “Come tomorrow, I’ll have secured my
first win of the tournament. You can count on that.”


“Does knowing you ever get less surprising?” I ask.


“Nope,” Harrison smiles, “I’m afraid not.”


Our waitress returns to fill our glasses with wine. Harrison
raises his glass to me and says, “To my impending victory.”


“Someone’s awfully confident,” I say, clinking my glass
against his.


“Why wouldn’t I be?” he asks, “I’m in my prime! I’ve been
waiting for your brother’s defenses to fall since this season started.”


A twinge of annoyance takes me by surprise. Something about
Harrison’s brazen manner is rubbing me the wrong way, all of a sudden.


“You do realize what a tough spot I’m in, don’t you?” I ask
him. “You haven’t forgotten, in the light of your ‘impending victory’, that I’m
totally going behind my family’s back to be here with you right now?”


“Of course not,” he says, raising his eyebrows, “You can’t
blame me for being excited about the race, though.”


“I don’t blame you,” I tell him, “It’s just...I’m starting
to wonder whether you know just how hard this is for me. Do you have anything
on the line by being with me? Anything at all?”


“How can you ask me that?” he says, his blue eyes blazing.


“It just seems like you’re in the clear, all of a sudden,
and I’m going to get screwed however this turns out,” I tell him.


“In the clear...? Siena, you do realize what your family
means to this sport, don’t you?”


“Sure,” I shrug, annoyed by his tone, “We’re F1 royalty and
all that. Blah, blah—”


“You’re beloved,” he says, his jaw clenching, “Your dad and
brother are the golden boys of F1. They’re everything that drivers should be.
They’re good looking, smart, well bred, ferocious, and loyal. And as for me?
I’m the degenerate bad boy whose father drank himself to death before he could
see me race even once. I’m the underdog, Siena. Do you have any idea how
powerful Ferrelli can really be? They could never go after me for winning a
race fair and square, but if they decide that my being with you is
unacceptable, I’m gone.”


“How can that be true?” I ask quietly.


“Simple,” he says, leaning his elbows onto the table, “This
sport is as ruthlessly capitalistic as any. Ferrelli’s investors have got more
cash in the game than anyone else. All your team would have to do is threaten
to withdraw some of its advertising cash flow, and they can get whatever they
want. Including my resignation.”


“That would never happen,” I insist.


“Like it or not, you’re a princess in the fans’ eyes,”
Harrison says, “And no one really wants to see their princess carried off into
the sunset by some tattooed ruffian from a bad family. I’ve got just as much to
lose as you do, Siena, but I’m trying to find some way for us to come through
this together. Because as terrible as getting knocked out of the sport would
be, losing you before we even got a chance to try and be something would be
much worse.”


“You mean that?” I ask.


“Absolutely,” he says, reaching across the table and taking
my hands in his. 


“Well. We could disappear into the Hungarian countryside and
never be heard from again,” I point out. 


“It’s a thought,” Harrison says.


We smile across the table as plates of delicious food are
set down in front of us. The tension has been diffused for the moment, but I
know that this is far from the last time the two of us will have to have it
out. I’ve always know that relationships take work, but damn have we got our
work cut out for us. 


“I liked waking up next to you the other morning,” Harrison
tells me, “I wish we could make a habit out of it.”


“I do too,” I tell him, “It made this whole thing feel...”


“Real?” he suggests.


“Well, yeah,” I say, “For a while, I thought you were going
to lose interest once we’d slept together. Move on to the next F1 groupie.”


“Before you, that’s probably exactly what would have
happened,” he says, “To be perfectly honest, I never could have imagined
something like this before meeting you. I mean...look at us!” he gestures around
the terrace, “We’re having a goddamn date night, of all things!”


“Is that so out of character for you?” I tease.


“You're damned right it is!” he exclaims.


“Then why did you insist on coming here?” I ask.


“I...I don’t know,” he says, “I guess I’m still trying to
impress you.”


“That’s adorable,” I smile.


“Don’t play with my delicate heart,” he smirks.


“I have an idea,” I tell him, “Why don’t you pay up, take me
out of here, and show me what a night with Harrison Davies is really made of?”


“You wicked woman,” he breathes, “I’m not the only one who’s
full of surprises around here, am I?”


We hightail it out of the restaurant, our arms thrown around
each other. After all, I didn’t sneak out of my hotel for some expensive
appetizers alone. There’s only one thing that will sate the hunger that gnaws
at me day in and day out since meeting Harrison. Luckily, he’s more than happy
to dish out as much as I can take. 


Harrison helps me into his car and takes off through
Budapest. The city is almost surreal in its ancient beauty. We find ourselves a
noisy, crowded bar full of young people. I’m way too overdressed, but it feels
so nice, slipping into a sea of people my own age for once. Harrison and I
spent our every waking hour with team members and reporters twice our age. But
tonight, we’re just two twenty-somethings in what could possibly be love, one
day. And I’m going to enjoy every minute of it.


We grab ourselves a couple of vodka martinis from the bar
and make our way to a secluded corner of the bar. I settle down onto Harrison’s
lap, feeling my inhibitions melt in this anonymous place.


“This is more like it,” I tell him, letting my lips brush
lightly against his neck.


“Keep that up, and we’re going to have to relocate again,”
he warns, “I’m thinking somewhere with a bed and soundproof walls.”


“Maybe later,” I laugh, “But right now, I just want you to
dance with me.”


Harrison takes a long swig of his drink and follows me out
onto the dance floor. I feel like we’ve stepped back into time to the first
nice we spent together in Barcelona. God, it feels like so long ago already. I
turn to Harrison and place my hands on his hips, closing the space between us.
Skipping dinner like we did, my drinks are going straight to my head. The room
goes in and out of focus around me as I swing my hips to the pumping house
music. Harrison spins me around, wrapping his powerful arms around me from
behind. My eyes close blissfully—I’ve never felt so safe is anyone’s arms as I
do in his. 


Time rushes past us as we dance to song after song. I can
almost forget, in this dim, enticingly gritty place, that tomorrow will be all
about press conferences and coiffed hair. Part of me wishes that I could cast
off all my responsibilities there on the spot—quit my job, get a punk hair cut,
and backpack around Europe until I go totally broke. Isn’t that what plenty of
twenty-somethings get up to before they settle down? Damn professional
ambition...ruining all my fun, as ever. But who am I kidding—I’ve always loved
working hard.


“We’d better get you back to the hotel before long,”
Harrison tells me, tugging me off the dance floor.


“I don’t wanna,” I moan, “Can’t we just keep dancing?”


“I’ve got a race to win in the morning, sweetheart,” he
smiles, “When you’re singlehandedly running the entire F1 universe and I’m your
spoiled, kept man, we can dance each and every night away. But for the moment,
we’ve both got work to do once the sun comes up.”


I begrudgingly let myself be towed off the dance floor and
out into the fresh air. Though Harrison and I are staying in the same hotel
once again, it’s not as though he can give me a lift home without arousing
suspicion. He hails me a cab and opens the back door. I throw my arms around
him and kiss him deeply, passionately.


“I’m not going off to war in the morning,” he asks, “Go home
and get some sleep, you.”


“Goodnight then,” I smile, slipping into the cab, “I love
you.”


The car pulls away from the curb before I can register what
I’ve just said. I whip around the stare out the back windshield. Harrison is
frozen on the curb, staring after me with his mouth hanging open. Shit! Did I
really just drop the “L” word on him? Smooth as ever, Siena. Smooth as ever. I
sink back against the seat and cover my face with my hands. Just when our
situation couldn’t possibly get more complicated...


I pour myself back bed, thankful that no one was awake to
intercept me upon my return. As I drift off, my mind is full of Harrison: the
man I’ve come to love. Whatever’s going on between us is tricky, and
terrifying, and temperamental as hell. But hey, I’ve always loved a good
challenge. 
















[bookmark: seventeen]Chapter Seventeen


A Raw Victory





 


The Budapest Grand Prix roars into life the next morning. I
sit in the stands with Bex and Charlie, clasping my hands tightly together to
keep them from shaking. I’m unaccountably nervous, so much so that I barely
even notice the flirtatious looks Bex and Charlie keep throwing one another
behind my back. 


I can’t even begin to process whatever the hell is going on
there, not when Harrison could very well be kicking my brother’s ass on the
race track. That is, if his big talk is to be believed. But I tend to believe
most of what Harrison says, and for good reason.


The checkered flag swooshes down, sending the drivers flying
into action. The lineup falls into place the same way it has throughout the
entire tournament. Enzo, Landers, Rostov, Marques, and Harrison roar into the
top five spots as if it were nothing. Even from afar, I can tell that something
is different about this race. Enzo’s out ahead, but Marques is right on his
tail from the start. Landers and Rostov trade off third and fourth place,
fighting for incremental leads for the first half of the race. Harrison hangs
back in fifth, but I can tell that it’s strategic. He isn’t harassing the other
drivers out of their spots, he’s simply biding his time. Is he really going to
pull off his first win, like he promised?


By the time two thirds of the race have been run, I’m on my
feet, pacing back and forth in my tiny little square of legroom.


“Chill out Siena,” Charlie tells me, “What the hell are you
so worked up about?”


“Shhh!” I hiss, “I need to concentrate.”


“Beaming out good luck to your brother?” Charlie ribs.


“Something like that...” I say, my eyes glued to Harrison’s
red car. 


As the drivers move into the final laps, something shifts.
Landers and Rostov have gotten so wrapped up in their charades that they’ve
dropped way behind the others in the top five. Marques has wrested the lead
away from Enzo, and now my brother is fighting like hell to get it back.
Harrison creeps up toward them inch by inch as they vie for first, but neither
of them seems to notice. This is it. He’s going to make his move. I shove my
hands through my hair, my heart pounding in my chest.


They rocket into the final lap, and Enzo takes his chances.
He jolts ahead, nearly smashing into Marques. The Spanish driver swerves to get
out of his way, ceding the lead once more. But he’s not about to go down
without a fight. I gasp as he nudges Enzo out of the way, just as they’re
bearing down on the finish line. But the brief collision takes Marques by
surprise, and he veers out of the way, straight toward Enzo. My bother swings
out of Marques’ way, trying to avoid a side-swiping collision. The two lead
drivers gravitate toward the outer edge of the course, leaving the inside track
wide open for the smallest of moments.


It’s the opening Harrison’s been waiting for.


On a sudden, incredible surge of speed, he flies ahead of
Enzo and Marques on the inside of the track, ripping over the finish line in
first place. Before I even know it, I’m leaping up and down, cheering and
screaming over the din. Charlie grabs onto my arm and looks into my face,
accusingly. My cheeks burn with alarm and embarrassment, but no one else has
spotted me. I tear off through the wild crowd, grinning as the entire stadium
cheers for Harrison’s first victory. 


I’m carried through the packed crowd by a wave of momentum.
It’s like the entire city is bearing down on Harrison, and I’m no exception. I
grab onto the barrier railing and hoist myself up as he glides to a stop and
jumps out of his car. A bottle of champagne pops open as he rips off his
helmet, and the member of Team McClain surge around him. He scans the crowd
until he catches my eye, and shoots me the most beautiful smile I’ve ever seen
in my life. I lean heavily against the railing, happiness flooding every cell
of my body.


 A persistent buzzing at my hip distracts me. It’s probably
my dad, asking me to come run damage control. I whip my phone out of my pocket
and peer down to see who’s bothering me. I have a score of picture messages
from a number listed simply as “Unknown”. My brow furrows as I open the first
file and wait for it to load.


As the picture clarifies, I nearly drop my phone onto to
hard pavement. There on my screen is a crystal clear shot and me and Harrison
Davies outside of the bar last night. My arms are thrown around his neck, my
tiny dress just barely covering my ass. An entire set of pictures staring the
two of us, dating all the way back to Barcelona. Someone’s been trailing us.
All this time, we’ve thought we were in the clear. A simple message accompanies
the damning photos:


“Stay away, or the world finds out.”


The world spins around me as I look out onto the track
towards the smiling Harrison. As they proclaim him the winner, I can only think
of one heartbreaking truth. Everything we’ve built, everything we’ve dreamed,
might already be lost. 


 


*THE*END*
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