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  Content Warning


Content Warnings can be found at the back page. 

I'm giving readers the option to discover confronting topics naturally as the story progresses, or you can go straight to the last page and see if anything I write about in this book is a topic you are not comfy with.






  
  Championship Schedule


Outlined on the next page is Love on the Limit's fictitious motorcycle championship schedule.
Each month holds two races at the same track.
Not all of these tracks in Australia facilitate motorcycle racing anymore, but creative liberty and ambitious storytelling took over logic and practicality.
However, these are wonderful tracks in their own right.
Notes: Paddock is mentioned throughout this story. Paddock is referencing the workplace environment encompassing the pit boxes, tracks, people and teams as an overarching term.
Where there is a month and location on top of a chapter, this is the location for the subsequent chapters until a new month and location is listed.






Championship Schedule
First half of season
February: Pre-season testing, Phillip Island, Victoria
March: Phillip Island, Victoria
April: Adelaide International Raceway, South Australia
May: The Bend, South Australia
June: One Raceway, New South Wales
July: Mid-season break/testing

Second half of season
August: Mount Panorama Motor Racing Circuit, New South Wales
September: Sydney Motorsport Park, New South Wales
October: Queensland Raceway, Queensland
November: End of season testing: Queensland Raceway, Queensland
December – January: Championship break






  
  







  
  Dedication




To those who think they are too hardened by life to find love.

It will find you when you're least expecting it.
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Misty

March - Phillip Island, Victoria


New season, new challenges for this rookie. This is my first year at this racing level, and I am determined to make sure no one thinks they have made the wrong decision promoting me up through the categories prematurely. 
While I’ve been promoted fast, I’ve still made sure to learn everything I can. Koby Hartley would never have backed me going into his secondary motorcycle racing team if he didn’t believe I could do the job. He’s a legendary ex-racer and phenomenal team owner, and has been deeply involved in the sport for decades. He knows what it takes to race these machines at the top level in Australia.
I’m staring down pit lane, enjoying the out of sync roars of the different motorcycles coming and going during this pre-season testing period.
Felix Tarne, the team manager, steps to my side. “Want to go and grab a coffee, and I’ll let you know when we’re ready for you? The team’s just making those changes from your last run, and should be ready for you soon.” He pats my back and then runs into the pit box, not waiting for my reply. 
Walking past my rider’s coach, Izzy Piketon, she rights herself from her lean on the bench and nods, “I think it’ll take a while.”
Guess I’m heading for a coffee. Hopefully I run into someone I can have a chat with. Harlow Marah was another rider who came across from the New Zealand-based training academy last year and has been filling in for Cole Dyce while he is recovering from his accident at the end of last season. We’ve been able to time training sessions together, so when she sees me, she always makes a point to talk.
Stripping off my leather suit, I stay in my shorts and tank top, and throw my team hoodie on.
Walking out the back of the pits towards the hospitality tent, I hear footsteps behind me accompanied with a “Hey!”
Turning around, I’m met with wild blond hair and a condescending smirk. “Can I get a latte over to the pit box of Whirly Insanity?”
“Excuse me?” Who the fuck is this guy? Whirly Insanity is the other new team that’s started this year. But I haven’t seen this dickhead before.
“A latte. Over to Whirly Insanity. It’s a milk-based, caffeinated beverage. Comes in a takeaway cup. Generally served hot.” He’s moving his hands around, explaining a fucking coffee, like I was born yesterday.
“How about; I am not your fucking PA and you can go get coffee yourself?” I turn, denying the opportunity for a reply from this guy as I spin on my heel and start walking away from the self-entitled twat.
Hearing his hurried steps behind me, I brace, “Sorry. I thought you were the all-rounder.”
“Even if I was, I’m in another team’s colours.” I wave a finger up and down the front of my hoodie that, very clearly, says Tidal Duende and is my favourite colour, pink. Nothing close to the burnt orange in his team’s colours.
“Yeah, but I’ve heard everyone is all communal with their staff here.”
My silence settles between us. I don’t need to reply to that.
“So what do you do here? PR? Promo Girl? Security?”
I stop, and death stare directly into his stupid face, “I’m the rider for Tidal Duende.” Then continue to walk away from him. Hoping he doesn’t follow.
He jogs behind me again. “Ohhhh, a girl rider. Gotta admit; that’s pretty hot.”
Again. Silence.
“Not much of a talker. Surprising… for a girl.”
“I don’t know what you are trying to achieve by following me like a lost puppy and being antagonising, but fuck off.”
“Maybe this is exactly what I am trying to achieve?” I can hear the smirk in his tone as I speed walk away and into the hospitality tent. Distancing myself from him. Thankfully a few more people have entered behind me so I can be ahead of him and get my coffee to go.
I order, waiting off to the side for my Drink, hearing his annoying voice dripping with honey to the server. I’m staring daggers at him when he turns around and flashes me his cocky smile, completely unfazed by my annoyance of him looking at me.
He gets the hint and stays standing away from me as he pulls his phone out while he waits.
My name is called to collect my coffee. Keeping my head held high, looking past where he is standing and ignoring him. The only problem is I have to walk by him to get my coffee. As I get to his side, he places two fingers on my arm. I’m surprised at his boldness as I meet those sparkling brown eyes.
“Name’s Knox Bailey. I’ll see you around, girl rider.”
I pull my arm dramatically away from his hold and huff away.






  
  2
Knox


I knew exactly what I was doing. I’ve been itching to run into Misty Varo for weeks. Ever since I saw her getting off the shuttle bus the first day on track. But she’s been just out of reach, our timing all off. I would see her get off her bike and never come out of the pit. Or she would dismount, and then head off to the hospitality tent. I couldn’t time my exit from my pit box quickly nor subtly enough to cross her path. 
But there she was when I looked up from my phone at the back of the pits. Long legs sticking out of a hoodie swallowing her frame. I’ve been mesmerised by her. Why am I so obnoxious now I’m finally getting noticed by her? She makes me nervous. It’s the only thing I could think of doing. Hassling her. Wanting to see her fired up. And she did not disappoint. A spit fire. No backing down and standing her ground. 
Hot. As. Fuck.
Even yanking her arm from my grasp, and storming off did something for me. The barista calls my order, and I could easily catch up with her, but I’m good with following. She walks with an undeniable confidence. Head held high as she saunters into her pit box and out of my view.
Continuing into Whirly Insanity’s pit box, I stay out of the way at the back of the pit. The team work smoothly and methodically. You would never have guessed they’ve only been working together for the past four months. It’s impressive.
It’s not the first time I’ve watched a team iron out the kinks.
My parents are highly motivated and ambitious. They have a proven record of focusing on different motorsports within Australia, building up a successful team, and then moving onto the next one while it continues thriving in the background. They have done it with formula one, motocross, and now motorcycle racing. I was too young to pay close attention, I was a teen through the formula one years, but as they were building up the recent motocross team, I kept a close eye on how things worked. Not only did I fall in love with the bikes, but I loved listening to the track technical coordinator, and how they reviewed their data and took it back to the team to tweak the equipment to get the best out of it on the track. I used to bend the track tech’s ear at motocross. Which wasn’t an asphalt track, meaning the different terrain needed unique assessments and perspectives, but they still walked me through how they analysed the data. I found it so interesting that I started doing online courses and working towards being officially registered.
“Knox.” My mother calls from the front of the pit box.
Approaching her, I notice she checks her phone with a sigh. “Yeah, Mum.”
“Can you do me a favour and check in with the media tent, please? I sent your father over, but I think he must have gotten caught up. I’m getting some messages from a few of the journalists checking in, and your dad left his phone.” She raises the phone and hands it to me. “I don’t want to leave the team right now. We’ve got some good things happening at the moment.”
“Certainly can.”
My parents are very different people. My mum is intensely focused and driven. Dad is a huge talker and very social, and I love him, but he’s a bit of a flaky dreamer. Together, they perfectly balance each other out.
Walking with a little more swagger in my step as I go over the encounter with Misty, I hear one of the other riders, Javi Cordova, calling out to get my attention. He’s a solid guy. Real knowledgeable and open to talking shop. I’ve run into him during the first week here and he invited me to a few training sessions after getting back from the track.
“Hey Javi, how’s it going?”
“Knox, man. Good, thanks. Just wanted to let you know a few of us are heading down to the gym for some training this arvo if you’re around. Our trainer has given us a few new killer sessions.”
“Sounds great. Same time? Around five?”
“Yup. Riley and Mabel will be joining us too. See you then.” He claps his hand on my shoulder and walks back towards the pits. Riley is the rider from Koby’s primary team, and Mabel is his girlfriend, but also the PR Director in Javi’s team. Another pair of nice people in the paddock.
Continuing on my task, I round a corner and see Dad talking to, funnily enough, Javi’s team owner, Rayna Ellsworth. Dad’s eyes move from her to me, and he waves me over.
“Hi, Rayna.”
“Hey Knox, settling in well, I’ve heard?”
“Yeah, everyone’s been very kind.”
“That’s wonderful. Anything you need, please reach out.”
“Thank you,” I reply and turn to Dad, “Did you make it to the media tent?” I lift his phone up and hand it to him. The screen lights up, and there are stacks of notifications from Mum.
He grimaces, “Oops. Rayna and I got caught up talking about her rally team.”
“I’m so sorry to have talked your ear off when you had somewhere to be!” Rayna exclaims.
“It’s okay. My fault. I get caught up.”
“Let’s meet up in the lobby around seven tonight. I’d love to take you and Olivia out for dinner to this gorgeous little Lebanese place Koby and I go to.”
“Sounds great! I’ll chat with you later.” My dad replies as we turn around and head towards the media tent.
“You’re such a chatterbox.” I laugh at Dad.
“I know. Lucky your mum knows
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