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	AUTHOR’S NOTE

	 

	Dear Reader,

	 

	Thank you for reading Popping the Clutch. 

	 

	My prince loves cars and prides himself in problem solving and maintaining our small fleet of family vehicles. He has installed his appreciation of quality engineering and upkeep to our children. He watches endless car influencers on YouTube. So much so, that I’ve started dreaming about them and thus we have the birth of The CarTubers Manual for Love series.

	 

	Ever since my son was a toddler, he loved cars, too. Not planes or trains—cars. Especially the big yellow Hummers. He’s now 22 and graduating from UNOH (University of Northwest Ohio) with a business degree focused on—you guested it—cars. He’s part of the racing club and interns as crew chief, and other positions, for Rise Motorsports  (car 31) in the ARCA Menards series.

	 

	I’m surrounded by car lovers and had to do a lot of research for this one, but I love Callie and Dyson’s story, and I hope you will too.

	 

	Enjoy and keep sassy,

	Rochelle
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	Filled with high status sports cars, murmuring people, and hot spotlights, the car show overwhelmed my senses. Still, every time I glanced at our entry, a 1986 C4 Corvette with a flawless copper metallic finish, I smiled with pride. My brother Jay and I had successfully rebuilt the crashed Corvette as part of Enzo’s Auto Tech’s CarTube channel. 

	My master mechanic father, Alexander Ferenzo, had taken Jay and me under his tutelage as soon as we could hold a wrench. We learned the fundamentals of engine schematics while other children climbed trees and rode bikes. I’m still shit at bike riding.

	Jay dubbed himself the stage name Enzo for our CarTube show. We had the same dark brown hair and green eyes—not uncommon for siblings, and the ladies found him irresistible even if he rattled on about exhausts or torque.

	According to my father, I was the true reason the Corvette ran. I had an eye for troubleshooting and, more importantly, the patience to diagnose correctly. 

	Jay also agreed I was the reason we finished the restoration in time for the show, except he credited my looks and viewership rather than my skills. He believed my feminine presence on the show drove the views higher, so we made more money, thus allowing us to purchase parts faster. I knew my value, so I usually ignored his comments and just rolled my eyes.

	Some of our CarTube viewers had visited our booth to congratulate us on the completion of our project. They wanted pictures of Jay and me with the car. 

	This auto show wasn’t big like SEMA, but one step at a time. It was a tremendous success for Enzo’s Auto Tech to be here, at the Kansas City Car Meet—to have come this far in such a short time. I was confident we’d get to the Specialty Equipment Market Association Show in a few years.

	My father’s ringtone sounded, and I picked up. “Hi, Dad.”

	"Hello, Calloway Turbo. Are you going full throttle?" Dad greeted me with my nickname, then coughed.

	Biting my lip, I ignored his cough and the wheezing that followed. "Did you see the pictures I sent? It’s a great turnout. Jay is playing host, and we’ve visited with some fans of the show."

	"Great. I knew you could do this. I’m so proud of you." He coughed again, reminding me of my childhood cat, Mr. Morris Garfield, who hacked up hairballs.

	"Dad?" 

	He cleared his throat. "I’m fine. Just a frog. Have fun and tell Dyson and Corey hello."

	"Will do. Love you Daddy." Since his heart attack, I never knew when talking to him would be my last time.

	Ending the call, I waited for my brother to return from his hour-long bathroom break.

	“Hey,” Jay greeted as he sauntered toward me. 

	I stared at the red and white bag in his hand before meeting his gaze

	“I couldn’t refuse the smell of popcorn.” Jay grinned as he tossed a handful into his mouth.

	"It does smell good," I countered. "Did you get me one?" 

	He held only one bag, and his smile slackened. "Uh. Um."

	"It’s okay. I'll run and get my own. Be back in a few minutes." I saluted and turned away before he could swallow. My time browsing exhibits would be based on Jay-minutes. A few equaled thirty to sixty.

	I ambled toward the far side of the arena. The aisles of shiny cars in a kaleidoscope of colors could hold my attention for hours. I ventured toward a cherry red Lamborghini Diablo. 

	Once I reached the car, I walked to the side, admiring the lines. "Classic beauty," I muttered.

	"Callie." 

	My name came from somewhere. I glanced around.

	"Callie, in here." 

	I leaned over and peered into the supercar. Inside, Dyson Gabbard, of the CarTube channel Gabby’s Garage, waved. 

	"Hey, how's it going?"

	In my perusal of the car’s exterior, I hadn’t noticed him behind the wheel. I opened the door and slipped into the passenger seat. "Taking a break?" I asked as he raised the tinted windows.

	"Yes. I’m going to sip my water and not talk."

	"You’re talking to me," I offered with a laugh.

	He chuckled. "Yeah, you’re different. I don’t have to answer the same questions over and over, like I'm on repeat."

	I studied him. Dyson, with his boy-next-door charm and sparkling hazel eyes, offered a lopsided grin. His short, spikey hair brushed the headliner and his long legs folded comically in the small space. 

	"You don’t mind talking about your baby," I teased with a smirk. "You love it when they ask you questions."

	"I know," he laughed, leaning his head against the headrest, “I just needed to rest my vocal cords for a moment.” 

	Glancing out the windscreen, I noted fans had gathered, snapping pictures of the gorgeous car. 

	"How’s your dad?" Dyson asked softly.

	"I just spoke with him. He seemed in good spirits. He was really bummed about not coming, especially since we’re not too far from home, but he has to take care of his health." I couldn’t meet Dyson’s gaze. 

	Nearly losing my father, the inspiration for and the originator of both me and my brother’s passion for cars, had been devastating.

	Dyson patted my arm, bringing me from the brink of dire thoughts. "Thank you for asking. Dad said to say hi.”

	"I’m glad to hear he’s on the mend." 

	I wasn’t sure about that. The inactivity would probably kill him before his bad heart would. 

	Changing the subject, I turned in my seat to face him. "I wish you could start the Diablo. I’d love to hear it."

	"Me too." He gripped the wheel. “I’ve got an idea.” He fished for his phone, then searched in his albums. "Ah, found it."

	He tapped the screen, and a clip from his show played, the episode where he started the Lamborghini, then took it on a drive. The short piece had no commentary. He turned the phone volume up and I closed my eyes, imagining the vibrations. I envisioned putting the beast into gear and then down shifting. 

	When I opened my eyes, Dyson had a strange look on his face. His gaze dropped to my legs. 

	"What?" I asked, wondering if I’d don something wrong.

	"You air shifted and used the clutch."

	My face heated. Living out the fantasies in my head meant sometimes I manifested them. 

	"I do that, too," he shrugged, smiling.

	I returned his smile. A funny feeling flared in my chest. Nothing a snack couldn’t fix or chase away, I hoped.

	 "I’m going to grab some popcorn. Jay had some and it smelled just the right buttery." I opened the door and stepped out.

	"Callie," Dyson called. I looked back in as he continued, "I like your dad’s idea of the competition between Corey, Enzo, and me. Would you have your own car, too?"

	"No," I said, even though I was tempted to join them to show my mettle. "I’ll help my brother with filming and editing, but nothing else. This would be his baby." 

	"That’s a shame. He’ll lose without you." Dyson winked.

	The strange sensation returned, and I rubbed my chest. 

	"Probably, but I’ll be there to record all your shenanigans." I waved and left before I was tempted to speculate about the source of the strange sensation.

	I munched on my popcorn, returning to the Corvette. The metallic copper paint glimmered under all the overhead lights. It wasn’t my favorite color, but it was unique and made a statement.

	Jay stood by the front of the Corvette, conversing with a man with beefy arms, a thick neck, and messy hair. The hood was raised, exposing the clean engine. They occasionally leaned over investigating something. 

	I kept out of earshot but took a few pictures to show my dad how Jay was working it. Jay noticed me, waved, then returned to his conversation.

	At a small table, I sat and ate my snack, waiting for a reply from my dad. It was possible he was napping. I sighed, thinking of the energetic, strong man who’d been devastated by a heart attack. Now he appeared frail and helpless. The most mundane tasks caused breathlessness and frustration. 

	We’d started the Enzo's Auto Tech channel after I’d returned from college with a BS in business management and a minor in film and my brother had breezed through his tech and tuning classes. Our new skills built on what we’d already learned from Dad, and he was there to guide us behind the scenes. I gave thanks for him every day.

	"See you, Enzo," the man said, using Jay's show name. The burly man gave me a once-over as he walked away. I shuddered. His expression was unnerving.

	Jay joined me, smiling. He smoothed his polo shirt, giving an extra pat to the Enzo’s Auto Tech logo embroidered on the left chest. The red shirt with black and yellow lettering had been Dad’s idea. The colors popped.

	"Who was that?" I asked, pushing aside my lingering unease.

	"Jacob Miller, a consultant. While you were off on your hike yesterday, I met him at the bar. We had a beer together." He reached into his jeans' rear pocket and pulled out a business card. "Nice guy. Doesn’t really give a hoot about cars. It was fun talking about the business end of things for once."

	I gaped at my brother. He was all about the power of the car—the more torque, the better. And about how a sexy car could catch a needy woman. It was rare hearing him speak about the business side of the–well, the business. 

	Jay enjoyed going big and flashy. We needed to spend money to make it. I kept telling him there are inexpensive ways to gain followers. Other than exploiting my curves.

	A TV crew came through and interviewed us for their local newscast, touting Enzo’s Auto Tech as an up-and-coming channel and something to watch.

	With Jay’s ego appropriately stroked, he called Dyson and Corey on FaceTime to brag. "Guess who just pegged Enzo’s as the up-and-coming channel?" 

	I waved to the men over Jay’s shoulder, then gave Jay bunny ears. Dyson and Corey laughed. I began recording a video with my phone. Catching the pre-competition sparring would make for fun teasers or extras. After his call ended, we continued talking with car enthusiasts.

	All afternoon people ebbed and flowed like waves on a beach. My feet ached by the end of the day. 

	"Have you heard from Dad?" Jay asked, glancing at his phone.

	"Not since earlier. I had a quick chat with him while you were getting popcorn. And I sent him a bunch of photos from when I strolled around."

	"Me too." Worry etched Jay’s brow. "I’m going to call him." He paced as he waited for Dad to respond.

	Corey and Dyson approached. "Hey there. How did you do?" I asked.

	Corey held up a trophy. "They gave me this. So, I guess The Car Magician did all right."

	“That’s awesome, Corey!” Corey smiled as I studied the glimmering gold car on the top of the trophy. “I predict a Kansas City Car Meet episode on The Car Magician’s channel coming soon.”

	"What’s Enzo doing?" Dyson's gaze tracked my brother.

	"He’s calling Dad." I frowned when I heard Jay leaving a message. "He could be napping."

	Jay hurried over to me, and I stepped backward, bumping into Dyson. "Sorry."

	"I can’t reach him. I'm calling Mrs. Covelli."

	"She’s his neighbor," I said before the others could ask.

	Someone rubbed my shoulders as I waited with bated breath for my brother to report. "She’s going next door."

	Jay paced and paced, then he paused and his shoulders dropped. "She’s calling nine one one." 

	"No," I choked out, blinking back the tears.

	Jay froze, his phone glued to his ear as he strained to listen. Minutes ticked away. I chewed my lip, barely breathing. 

	Jay lifted watery eyes at me. "He’s gone."

	A solitary tear slid down his cheek. He closed his eyes and inhaled. Jay’s face became a mask of stone as he listened to whatever was going on. 

	Stunned, my chest tightened. Large arms surrounded me. I spun into Dyson’s embrace, then the sobs hit me. 

	I cried, "Daddy."
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	Eighteen months later.

	 

	"Stop being an asshole, Jay." I smirked at my brother while holding the camera focused on Jay and his two CarTube guests. Since the inception, I’d helped my brother film Enzo’s Auto Tech. We upload twice a week—Mondays and Thursdays with the occasional special edition or live broadcast.

	His laughter stalled in his throat as he swung around to face me. "Don’t call me that," he growled, red-faced.

	"Asshole or Jay?" I laughed. When he was angry, he was easy to goad. I continued before he could respond, "Jay is your name." It was really James Allen Ferenzo, but I didn’t push my luck.

	His nose crinkled, as if he strained to think of some witty retort. 

	"Come on, Enzo," Dyson Gabbard called my brother his preferred name. "If you keep harassing your sister, she’ll quit."

	Dyson briefly met my gaze. A sappy grin tipped his lips, reminding me of his goofy CarTube persona. 

	"If Callie quits, then she can come shoot for me or you, Dyson," Corey Davidson said, rubbing his scruffy beard.

	"Oh? What would it pay?" I asked.

	With his hands on his hips, Jay’s attitude turned playful once more. "She can have cameos on your shoots. It’s guaranteed to boost views. I’ll share."

	Our guests glanced at each other and nodded. I rolled my eyes. I hated being used to gain views and followers on Jay’s channel. When it comes to working on cars—or anything, really, I’m methodical and patient and that makes me a better mechanic than my brother. But for the videos we uploaded for our channel, I preferred to be behind the camera, not leaning over a car engine, my butt in the air while I got my hands dirty. Unless I had an idea for my own show, where I’d have complete creative control of the channel, and then I would gladly be the star.

	"You aren’t the CarTube pimp, Jay. I’d work with either of these two because they are professionals." 

	I zoomed in on Dyson and Corey, who were laughing. Like this moment, it was the raw, unscripted footage I loved the best. Real glimpses of the men behind the CarTube personalities. 

	"That’s the first time I've been called a professional," Dyson said. "I kinda like the sound of it. Thanks, Callie."

	Jay stomped over to his director’s chair and climbed into it. He huffed as he crossed his arms. Dyson and Corey went and sat in their chairs. My wiry brother seemed almost child-size next to the lanky Dyson and brawny Corey. 

	All three of the men's channels had debuted nearly simultaneously, leading to several audience crossovers—and today’s filming was one of the shows meant for all three audiences. This time, they planned to discuss—or argue, motor trends and EVs. 

	As the men waited for me to give the okay, they settled into a conversation about the traffic around their homes. They agreed stupid drivers are everywhere.

	I double checked that the static camera on the stand was fully charged and recording. All the microphones passed the checks. The side profile camera was ready to catch all the shenanigans. And tonight my real fun would begin—I’d edit and splice the videos.

	I handed each of the men a sheet with questions I’d researched and found trending with other CarTube channels.

	"Ready?" I asked Jay, returning to the camera for one last check of the view.

	"Let’s roll," Jay quipped his CarTube go-phrase and smiled.

	"Ugh, not the cheesy grin. You need to be real," I ordered. "Remember, ten-twelve."

	Jay’s smile morphed into a cat-who-caught-the-canary grin. 

	Oh shit. I glanced at the screen, tapped settings and hoped he’d let my numbers comment drop.

	"What’s ten-twelve?" Dyson asked. 

	My heart flew to my throat. I attempted to swallow it back down.

	"I'm so glad you asked. It’s an interesting story, Dyson." Jay's Cheshire grin grew evil. "It’s all thanks to you. She knows your Gabby’s Garage episodes better than mine."

	Dyson glanced at me, so I shrugged.

	"Come on, Callie. Don’t keep your boyfriend waiting," Jay teased.

	I narrowed my eyes, hoping my glare would singe Jay’s forehead. The other men waited, staring at me.

	I set the camera aside and inhaled. "Here’s the deal. Sometimes Jay wears a cheesy grin. It’s goofy and not authentic, so one day when I was scoping out the competition, I found…" I squeezed my eyes shut, envisioning the scene–such purity of emotion. Dyson behind the wheel of a red Lamborghini, wind blowing his hair, eyes sparkling, and t-shirt pulled tight on his biceps and chest.

	"What?" Dyson asked.

	I blinked, feeling heat on my face. "I found joy. Such pure joy. And that’s what I want Jay to emulate, not give me some fake smile." I inspected my brother. "You're supposed to be living your dream, and you need to sell it."

	"But what is ten-twelve?" Corey asked, keeping to the point.

	"It’s a time marker in an episode in the forties," I said, picking up my camera. "It's an episode with the Diablo. God, I loved that car." A touch of envy gnawed, as I remembered the supercar.

	"Episode forty-three," Dyson and I said together.

	"Seriously?" Jay wheezed.

	I met Dyson’s eyes, and warmth blossomed in my chest. He blushed but agreed. "I loved that car, too."

	Corey rubbed his hands together. "I know what I’m watching later."

	"You’ll see the genuineness in it. That’s more appealing. Be real and have fun. I know working with Jay isn’t the best, but you’ve got me today." I bowed with a flourish.

	Jay pointed a finger at me. "My sister–the magic maker."

	"That’s The Car Magician’s schtick," I quipped.

	"Touché," Corey said, cracking a rare smile.

	Corey had a dry sense of humor, which often made my brother scratch his head. He reminded me of a thirty-year-old gamer who lived in his parents’ basement. Socially awkward and quiet, with random bursts of wisdom. When it came to diagnosing cars of all makes, the guy was a brilliant mechanic.

	After filming the day’s interview, Jay offered beers and snacks, so we strode over to Jay’s house, which was next to Enzo’s Auto Tech garage. My brother lived in our childhood home, while I had moved not too far away. Staying in that house, surrounded by reminders of my father and the echoes of our shared past, was unbearable. Plus, I needed time away from Jay and Enzo's Auto Tech.

	While in the kitchen relaxing, Corey watched Gabby’s Garage episode forty-three but got so into it he passed the timestamp without pausing.

	"What’s your favorite thing they don’t make anymore?" Jay asked Dyson.

	"A manual transmission," Dyson said without hesitating. "They’re so rare now and…"

	"Most use the flappy paddles and not a stick," I offered.

	Dyson lifted his beer in salute. 

	"Callie loves a stick shift. She knows how to work it," Jay teased, waggling his brows.

	My brother–the major tool. His attempt at teasing flopped. But I wondered if it was his way of trying to set me up with one of his friends. I played along. “I do like a good long stick shift—one with a ball on the end. Especially when you put it into gear and pop the clutch… ” I closed my eyes and hummed. "There’s nothing like it."

	"So, Enzo, how about those Chiefs?" Dyson asked.

	I laughed, walked to the fridge, and pilfered a bottle of water. On my way back to the guys, a flash of turquoise out the window caught my eye. 

	I gasped, dropping my water. "Tell me you didn’t drive here in your limited edition 911 GT3 RS Porsche with under five thousand miles." I whipped my head to peer incredulously at Dyson.

	"I did." He stood and ambled to my side, stooped to retrieve my bottle of water, and together we gawked at the gorgeous car–me in awe and, when I chanced a glance at Dyson, him with a prideful smile.

	Without thinking, I exited the house and walked straight to the car, Dyson’s heat on my back the whole way. The classy fender curves, raw engine torque, and bright color all mesmerized me. Like a moth to a flame, I reached out to touch the shiny car. At the last second, I pulled my hand back. So many guys hated when anything rubbed the paint, because dirt molecules can microscopically scratch the finish.

	I hadn’t noticed how close Dyson was until his breath fanned my ear when he whispered, "Go ahead, Callie. Touch it."

	I shivered, but was it from his nearness or the anticipation of getting up close and personal with a beautiful ride?

	"Really?" I asked breathlessly, studying his intense hazel eyes.

	"Yes, really,"

	"Don’t break my heart, Dyson."

	"Never, Callie."

	"Get a room," Jay hollered from the door. 

	My gaze swung to Jay. I thumbed over my shoulder toward the car. "If that room contained the work of art on the driveway, I’d get it."

	"Oh, yeah?" Jay asked me, then glanced at Dyson, wiggling his brows.

	Ignoring my brother, and not meeting Dyson’s gaze, I returned my attention to the Porsche. The curving contours of its body tantalized me. "So sexy," I whispered. 

	Still feeling Dyson’s nearness, I strode to stand by the car’s front driver’s side fender. Holding my index finger a millimeter from the cool metal, I glanced at Dyson, offering one last chance for him to refuse me.

	He stood tall, eyes wide and sparkling in the afternoon sun. A grin split his face, and I returned it. "Ten-twelve," he said.

	I may have squealed as I rested my palm on the hood. Inhaling, I started my slow perusal of the luscious vehicle, trailing my fingertips over the curves.

	I lost myself in the moment, tuning out nature, my brother, Corey, and Dyson. I peeked inside the driver’s side window. Intent on scrutinizing the interior–the smooth black leather seats with bright yellow piping and embroidering, the racing harness, the roll bars–I startled when the door lock disengaged.

	My hopeful gaze rose to meet Dyson’s. With a nod, he grinned.

	Touching the door handle, I slid my fingers under, pulled it open and leaned in. Warm air laden with the scent of leather tingled my senses. I inhaled until my gut hurt.

	Not wasting another second, I slipped into the driver’s seat. Gripping the wheel, my heart thundered as I used the tip of my finger to trace the Porsche emblem on the horn pad before moving my hand to caress the gear shifter, sliding my hand down to the supple leather boot.

	The racing harness had yellow accents to match other special details like the brake calipers.

	The seat had been positioned to accommodate Dyson’s lanky body. I couldn’t reach the pedals because he was a six-two giant. And where Dyson’s spiky hair rubbed the roof liner of every supercar he acquired, my head was inches short and my line of sight was only just above the dash.

	I scooted to the front edge of the seat, stretching to reach the pedals. "How the heck do you drive this thing?"

	"I have legs," Dyson teased, as he gripped the roof of the Porsche and then leaned in.

	"Ha." I crinkled my nose, trying to ignore his scrumptious scent and the way his position made his biceps bulge.

	He reached down and pulled the lever on the side of the seat. It activated and slid forward until I could touch the pedals comfortably. Then he raised the seat height for me. I settled back as the leather conformed to my body. It was comfy, and I closed my eyes while taking the beast on an imaginary road. 

	"Dyson, why don’t you take Callie home?" Jay suggested.

	A grin manifested unhampered on my face.

	"Would you like that, Callie?" Dyson asked.

	"Duh. Yes, of course, I would." I opened my eyes and met his gaze.

	Dyson chuckled. He dug in his pocket. Extending his arm until his fist was mere inches from my face, he opened his palm to show me the key fob. "Would you like to drive?"

	My heart stalled. "Seriously?" I gasped.

	"Yes, ma’am."

	"No way," Jay muttered. 

	I frowned at my brother, catching his gaze through the passenger window, cracked open about two inches. "You’re just jelly that he offered."

	I snatched the fob from Dyson’s hand without even considering how I'd get back to the garage the next day if I left my Jeep here. Flipping the small object in my palm, I studied the symbols. 

	I pushed the ignition, and the beast rumbled to life. The throaty engine purred, and I shivered at the sound, gripping the wheel tighter. The engine’s vibrations flowed through my body. I may need to change my panties when I get home.

	"Are you sure?" I glanced at Dyson again. 

	With hooded eyes and a gleaming smile, he reached in and helped me adjust the harness before closing the door. 

	Definitely need to change my panties now.

	A moment later, Dyson sat next to me as I adjusted the mirrors and lowered the windows all the way. The smile on my face would possibly be tattooed there forever.

	Jay leaned into the car, crossing his arms on the window edge. "Wow. Dyson must really like you, Callie." He smirked, then winked at me.

	I rolled my eyes. "The word is trust, not like. He trusts me."

	Jay’s lopsided grin faltered, and he stood. "Are you implying he doesn’t trust me?"

	I stole a look at Dyson, pressed back against the bucket seat, silent and still, giving me the space to sass Jay.  

	"Dyson has seen our videos just as much as we’ve seen his, and he knows I drive better than you."

	"What?" Jay shouted.

	I grinned and saluted Jay, then pressed the clutch and shifted to first. I punched the gas, shooting away from the house as I smoothly shifted into second and then third. The force of the acceleration pressed Dyson and me into the seats. 

	"Woo-hoo!" I hollered.

	The rear got a little squirrelly and fishtailed as I turned out of the driveway, but I caught the power and straightened it. No way I would take a chance where Dyson demanded I pull over, so he could drive. Not today.

	The beast hugged the curves, and I tried to stick to the speed limit. At a four-way stop, I revved the engine while deciding whether to turn left or right. Right was the most direct route. I turned left.

	Flooring it on a straight stretch, joy bubbled up, and I laughed. Dyson joined me. The road dipped into a tree-lined curling noodle.

	The sports car responded to my every touch. We became one, my senses responding to every nuance of the finely tuned example of German engineering.

	After a short hour, I pulled into the driveway of the white Cape Cod-style house my roommate Amber and I rented. Amber had forgotten to close the door to our two-car garage again. I parked behind her nondescript gray Honda sedan and my work-in-progress Crosley Hotshot. 

	I couldn’t bring myself to cut the engine until after I had revved it twice. With a sheepish grin and a shrug, I offered the fob back to Dyson. "Thank you. That was awesome."

	"Anytime." He unbuckled the harness while studying the white house with the black shutters that I called home. 

	"Want to trade?" I nudged him and drew his attention to my cute little car. Quite the history on the Crosley. Conceived in Cincinnati after World War II, you could buy my car in a catalog. 

	"Do you have two? So I can wear one on each foot?" His gaze swung back to the house. "Someone is watching us."

	Amber was peering out the living room window. "She’s probably hoping Jay is with me. She totally crushes on that asshole."

	"I thought she was gawking at the car."

	I pressed my lips together and sighed. "For Amber, a car is exactly four wheels and a gas tank. A thing for getting you from point A to point B. Not a masterpiece of transportation and art."

	Dyson covered my hand, which had yet to leave the shift knob. He squeezed, and a shiver ran up my arm. "You appreciate fine art. Jay was right. I like you."

	I tipped my head, staring into his fabulous hazel eyes. "Fine art comes in all sizes, mediums, and speeds. I like you, too. You have been elevated to one of my favorite people. You want to come in?"

	Dyson grinned meeting my gaze. He squeezed once more, then let go. "Sure."

	We climbed out of the low-slung car and Dyson followed me to my front door, where Amber stood waiting to greet us. Her face held a note of disappointment covered by a sparkle of curiosity.

	I spun, and Dyson almost bumped into me. "A word of warning. Amber is worse than my brother for teasing me about guys. Just so you know, and you're prepared."

	"So, no open mouth kisses?" His eyes crinkled in mirth.

	Ignoring the warmth in my belly, I poked him in the gut. "Behave."

	"You’re no fun," he said with a pout.

	I couldn’t help the giggle. "That’s not true, and you know it."

	I continued toward the door and hopped up the three steps to my waiting friend. A high, tight ponytail held back Amber’s blonde hair. She wore a fuchsia lipstick that matched her designer shirt, and probably her thong, too.

	“Hi Callie. And you must be Dyson—hello.” She winked at Dyson and turned back to me. “Jay called an hour ago saying to check out the car you were driving." She glanced at the Porsche. “It’s a pretty shade of blue.” She held the door open, and I entered with Dyson on my heels.

	"Jay called, huh?" 

	Amber’s cheeks blossomed red. "He said you have a new boyfriend."

	I glanced at Dyson and rolled my eyes. It seemed like I did that a lot when it came to Jay. "As far as Jay’s matchmaking ability goes, I could do a lot worse. But no, Dyson isn’t my boyfriend. His car might be my new love, though."

	Dyson’s brows shot heavenward, and he chuckled.

	"Ah, geez, you and your cars." Amber threw her hands in the air. "You’re worse than your brother."

	"In my opinion, that’s a good thing," I chirped, staring out the window at the gorgeous vehicle. I hoped my dreams would be full of flashes of Dyson’s blue baby.

	I gave Dyson a tour of the small house, which Amber and I rented. Two bedrooms, one full bath, a tiny kitchen, and dining and living rooms. Everything I needed to live, especially since I wasn’t home much—I was either filming or editing footage at the shop or studio. When I wasn’t working on Enzo’s Auto Tech stuff, I tinkered with my Crosley. Progress on its restoration was slow, but I was happy with what I’d done so far.

	When we returned to the kitchen, Amber sat at the table, texting. She giggled and glanced up when Dyson said he should go. We moved toward the door.

	"Um, Jay says you need to thank Dyson properly," Amber said. Her gaze swung from me to Dyson.

	With hands on my hips I said, "Ask my brother this, Amber. How do I thank a man who’s already let me finger his stick shift and given me the ride of my life?"

	She blinked cow eyes and Dyson busted out laughing. We exited, and I walked him to the car. He was still chuckling.

	"My brother is such a nosy asshole," I muttered, without taking my eyes from the sun glinting off the Porsche’s hood.

	"He likes to tease, but what would happen if Amber reported to him that we kissed?" He stared at the house. I didn’t have to turn to know Amber watched us as a willing spy for my brother.

	"If she accurately relays my message, he’ll be sputtering with the double entendres I offered." I smirked, giddiness and elation bubbling through me. 

	I faced Dyson. The breeze ruffled his chestnut-colored hair and the sun glinted off the moving strands. When he caught my gaze, I couldn’t pull away. Flecks of gold and green sparkled in his eyes.

	 Gratitude swelled in my heart. He didn't have to let me drive his car, but he had taken a chance. "Thank you for letting me drive your baby," I said, my voice hoarse with emotion as I touched his arm. "It made my year. I don’t know how I can ever repay you."

	"You're welcome. There’s no need to repay…" Dyson glanced away, his gaze distant. "Actually, I might need your help with something."

	"What?" I asked, willing to help him, especially with his CarTube episodes.

	"Something with my family."

	"Oh?" My curiosity was piqued. I knew nothing about his family other than he had a sister who’d made an appearance on Gabby’s Garage a few times. To his credit, Dyson hadn’t dangled his sister as a piece of juicy meat for his viewers.

	"I don't know yet. But I might need a favor."

	I smiled at him. My neck started to ache. Any girl who dated Dyson would have to strengthen her neck muscles in order to keep her head tilted so she could look into his beautiful eyes. "Sure, anything. IOU."

	"Anything?" His gaze jerked to mine.

	I swallowed, then opened my mouth to speak. It snapped shut when he lowered to kiss me. My heart worked overtime, and I found my lung capacity inadequate. His lips lingered on mine for a moment, but the sweet kiss still ended too soon.

	He pulled away and walked to his car. I stood speechless, watching him. 

	"I’ll see you later, Callie." He called as he sank into the driver’s seat. “Ouch.”

	I giggled as I heard the seat slide backward and lower. Then the engine rumbled to life and my hand flew to my heart. But instead of closing my eyes and savoring the feeling, I couldn't peel my eyes away from the driver. He winked before sliding on sunglasses. As he pulled onto the street, I began to breathe again. 

	I could still feel the pressure of Dyson’s surprise kiss on my lips. Maybe it was more than the car that turned me on.
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	Two weeks after Callie's drive and the kiss I’d stolen, memories of her sweet taste had me longing to pull her against me to probe her mouth fully and claim her as mine. That would teach Enzo to tempt fate. 

	As I coasted my Yukon into Enzo’s parking lot, I saw Callie’s little yellow Crosley and one of Enzo’s project beaters. I couldn’t deny him credit for making that deal. I’d bought my Yukon for a song. But to get the thing in operating order, it’d cost more than a song–-more along the lines of an opera. Thanks to Corey, though, who really did live up to his channel’s name—The Car Magician, the Yukon was Ol’ Reliable and my daily ride.

	I entered the building and swore I could smell a hint of vanilla and almonds–Callie. Poking my head in the office, I spied Callie staring at a monitor. She chewed her bottom lip as she studied the footage.

	She wore a white t-shirt and her long, dark hair was pulled into a braid that landed halfway down her back. If she wore makeup, I couldn’t tell. Callie had a classic beauty that appealed to me. Not only me, unfortunately—any red-blooded hetero male. And that’s why Enzo liked to stick her in his episodes. Her presence made his ratings rise. Probably because it made other things rise on the viewers.

	I hated her being used for her T and A almost as much as Callie did.

	"Hello, hello," I called as I knocked on the door frame.

	Callie jumped and swiveled in the seat to face me, her hand over her heart. "Geez-Louise, Dyson, you scared the crap out of me." She blew out a breath.

	My gaze dropped to her chest. My show's logo embellished the shirt she wore. "Nice shirt," I teased.

	"Uh huh, is that all you're looking at?" She crossed her arms, hiding the words. I noticed how her movement pushed up those Ts and my gaze rose to hers. Her brows dipped as a blush blossomed on her face.

	Ignoring her comment, I said, "Thanks for pimping my show. That’s prime real estate." 

	Oh shit, did I just say that? My face heated, and I had to be as red as the 1985 Ferrari Testarossa I'd just sold.

	Luckily, she giggled and I wouldn’t get sued for sexual harassment.

	After a beat of silence, she said, "What did you drive today?" 

	"Kiss me for a drive," I teased.

	Her eyes widened. "Ohhh, is it something good?" She leaned back so she could see out of the window. The desk chair accommodated her movement. 

	How the hell did she not blatantly reject me and shut me down? Had I actually tempted her?

	She snapped upright again. "I can’t see what it is. It’s not the Porsche, is it?"

	"No, not today. It’s something I actually fit in." I chuckled as she pushed past me, eager to see my ride. I followed her hip-hugging jeans as we exited the building. She stared at the Yukon with a frown. 

	"That's it?" she groused. "So boring."

	I leaned close, where her almonds and vanilla scent was stronger. "It’s fully loaded. Do you know the MSRP?"

	She ran a finger down my chest, giving me goosebumps. "Why Dyson, are you going to quote retail, torque, and other seductive stuff to me?" She fluttered her lashes as she tipped her tempting lips toward me.

	My heart threatened to leap out of my chest. Her hooded green eyes sparkled a mischievous glint. I wrapped an arm around her waist and tugged her close. She squealed and her eyes widened.

	"Dyson," she whispered.

	Her phone chimed, and she backed out of my arms. "Time to leave for my hair appointment."

	"Are you getting it cut?" I asked, following her into the building. 

	"I’m getting highlights and a trim," she said over her shoulder. She bypassed the office, going straight toward the work area. “I’m filming Jay troubleshooting and rebuilding the sixties Ford he bought. I want the premium footage for the channel, even though the only thing I like about the truck is its sparkling blue paint.”

	The large workspace could hold four vehicles with room to spare. A blue truck was up on the lift and Enzo pointed a flashlight at the undercarriage. Cameras encircled him as he worked.

	"Look what I found lurking around?" Callie said as she ambled toward her brother.

	Enzo glanced over and smiled. "Hiya Dyson. Great timing. I could use a second pair of eyes. I’m looking for a leak." He rubbed his grit-smudged cheek.

	I stared up into the space where the light flashed but saw nothing. "Maybe you should take it to the Magician."

	"Cheater," Callie whispered.

	Enzo chuckled. "My ever-charming sister." 

	"Jay, I’m leaving for my haircut." Callie met my gaze before turning. 

	"Have fun, and tell Haley I’d be happy to look at her tires," Enzo tossed after Callie.

	"I’ll do no such thing, jerkwad." Callie offered a one-finger salute, then traipsed toward the door. She paused, turning once more. "See you, Dyson."

	"Who’s Haley?" I wondered if there was fodder for the tease machine.

	"She’s Callie’s stylist. Haley has a thing for me." Enzo shifted the light, peering in a new area.

	"You offered to work on her car?" I hoped I'd kept the surprise out of my tone. Jay Ferenzo wasn't philanthropic.

	Enzo shrugged. "All Callie’s friends like me. They want me to fix their cars and shit."

	"Do they let you do it for the show?" 

	He lowered the flashlight and met my gaze. "Callie won’t let me. She thinks I’ll break their hearts. And if they only want me for my mechanic skills, it would serve them right."

	Enzo wasn't much taller than Callie and had the same thick, dark brown hair. Italian roots, he’d said. He had swagger, and the ladies seemed to flock around him at events. But he seemed more of a love ‘em and leave ‘em sort of guy. That is probably the true reason Callie refused to bring her friends around her brother.

	"About Callie," I started.

	Enzo laughed, "I knew it. You have a thing for her."

	My face heated, but I continued. "I need to ask a favor. What’s your shooting schedule for June?"

	"Why? What’s going on in June?" Jay pulled off the black latex gloves he’d been wearing and glanced at the small mirror on the wall. Frowning, he swiped at the grime on his cheek with a microfiber towel.

	"I have a family reunion." I studied the shelf with various oils and other fluids.

	"And you need Callie to feed your cat or something?" Enzo surmised, still wiping at the streak.

	"No. It’s in Alaska and I’ll be gone for two weeks." 

	"So, you need Callie to water your plants and check your property."

	"No." I glanced at the ceiling lights and sighed. "I wanted to ask you about that."

	"Sure. I don’t mind but Callie–?"

	"I’m trying to tell you," I heaved in exasperation. When he remained quiet, I continued. "I wanted to see if I could borrow Callie for the trip. My mother thinks I have a girlfriend, and I thought Callie would be game to help me out."

	Enzo crossed his arms and leaned back against the workbench. "Wow, Dyson. Lying to your mom, and your whole family too. Ouch. What did Callie say?"

	Hearing the deception put so bluntly threw me, and I rubbed the back of my neck. "I haven’t asked her yet."

	"Dyson, my man. Let me save you some time. She’ll say no. She hates devious shenanigans." He raised his index finger. "Although, maybe if you promise you’ll let her drive the GT3 RS for a month or so, she’ll go along with it."

	"There’s an idea." I rubbed my chin. "I’m pretty sure bribing her wouldn’t be the way to go. But I wish I could have asked her while she was here."

	"You can ask her," Enzo pointed out. "Just go to the salon." He pulled out his phone and sent me the address. It was only a few miles away. 

	"Is she not coming back?" Killing time by sorting Enzo’s truck issues wasn't what I had in mind for the day.

	"Nope. Not today."

	"Fine. I’ll message her."

	"Dyson, you need to show up and ask. This is a personal request for a sensitive topic. And I know my sister. She’ll appreciate the face to face." Enzo motioned to follow. 

	We walked to the office. Large whiteboards canvased one wall. One held a shopping list of car parts and web addresses. Two others seemed to feature lists of upcoming shoots, titles and ideas.

	"Have a seat." He tapped on a laptop, opening a digital calendar. "We have stuff in the works, but I’m confident we can work around your…" he coughed, "family emergency."

	"Thanks." I relaxed back into the desk chair, swiveling from side to side. 

	Enzo’s eyes sparkled with mischief, much like his sister’s did sometimes. Although similar colors, both were framed with long, dark lashes. "You know, it's funny you came to me to ask permission to date my sister."

	"I’m not dating–"

	"Stuff it, Romeo." He laughed.

	I stood, glancing toward the door. "I should go catch Callie before she leaves the salon."

	"Alright." Enzo walked me to the door. "Good luck, Dyson. I’m sure I’ll have a few questions about the trip later."

	Once in my car, I entered the address into the GPS and arrived at the salon. Parking, I noticed a man waiting in a gray sedan with a large ding on the driver’s door. Probably has a wife in there.

	I approached the building’s chic exterior. At least, it looked fancy to me. “Salon Forty-Four” was backlit against the brick exterior.  

	Suddenly nervous, I decided to FaceTime her before going in.

	Callie picked up, her face a mask of worry. "Hello?" Her greeting came as more of a question.

	"Hi Callie. Do you have a minute?" I asked.

	She frowned, glancing to the side. A dark cape covered the Gabby’s Garage shirt. Her hair
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