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      Dear Pit Chasers,

      By the end of Flat Out, Aurélie and Callum had stopped pretending. They weren’t just racing anymore—they were planning a future and standing firm in their beliefs. Together. That’s where Red Flagged begins.

      Red Flagged is heavier. It’s raw in ways I’ve never written before. Here, you’ll find complex family dynamics that can cut deep. There are conversations about miscarriage, the realities of infertility, and the kind of anxiety that claws at your chest until you can’t breathe. There are off-page mentions of self-harm. These aren’t just plot points, they’re lived experiences, ones that so many carry quietly, and they deserve to be seen with honesty and care.

      Now that Cal and Auri are firmly in the public eye, their love story stretches beyond race week. Red Flagged still takes you through three races, but the spotlight shines brighter in the politics, the scrutiny, the impossible choices that test their resilience. The grid isn’t just fast cars and champagne anymore—it’s advocating for change, chasing legacies, rebranding reputations, and finding a new form of survival.

      And still, through the chaos, this book is worship. It’s devotion. It’s the kind of spice that isn’t just heat, but reverence. It’s about finding a way to choose each other, loudly and quietly, through heartbreak, through healing, through every battle they never asked for but still have to fight side by side.

      Thank you for trusting me with this part of their journey. Thank you for holding them with tenderness when the pages get sharp, and for celebrating with them when the light breaks through.

      With all my love and every heartbeat that still races flat out,

      Caitlyn P. Tajon
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      Speed Demons is a high-stakes, emotionally charged romance series that explores intense themes. This series contains content that may be distressing to some readers, including:

      
        
          	
        Infidelity (not between the main characters, but it impacts their world)
      

      	
        Difficult family dynamics (strained parental relationships, pressure, expectations)
      

      	
        Emotional and psychological manipulation (not between the main characters, but it plays a role in the story)
      

      	
        High-pressure competitive environments
      

      	
        Relationship trauma
      

      	
        Themes of isolation, anxiety, and feeling unseen
      

      	
        Moments of panic, emotional spirals, and self-doubt
      

      	
        Mention of assault (sexual & physical)
      

      	
        Mention of off-page grooming
      

      	
        Mention of self-harm
      

      	
        Infertility & miscarriage
      

      

      

      This is a story of resilience, love, and devotion, but please take care while reading. Your well-being matters.
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        Rivals-to-lovers (with tension so thick you’ll need a chainsaw)
      

      	
        Forced proximity (because nothing says ‘I hate you’ like breathing the same air every day)
      

      	
        High-stakes competition (but who’s really keeping score?)
      

      	
        Worship-level devotion (read: borderline obsession)
      

      	
        Praise kink (good girl/good boy energy is strong in this one)
      

      	
        Possessiveness (protectiveness, jealousy, and a need to claim)
      

      	
        Emotional & physical surrender (the kind that ruins you)
      

      	
        Forbidden desire (the kind you know you shouldn’t want, but do anyway)
      

      	
        Soft moments hidden in all the intensity (because breaking walls down is sexy too)
      

      	
        Biting (because Callum is the type to leave his mark—literally)
      

      	
        Power plays & control shifts (AKA switch behavior, because sometimes you give in, and sometimes you take what you want)
      

      	
        A magnetic push-and-pull dynamic that results in equal parts “winning” and “losing”
      

      

      

      And, of course, spice levels that will leave you overheating more than an F1 engine in the desert.
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        No third-act breakup
      

      	
        No unnecessary heartbreak
      

      	
        No “miscommunication” trope
      

      

      

      Aurélie and Callum are both stubborn, but in the best way—the kind that makes them fight harder for each other, not run away. When they clash, it only makes them stronger. Because some love stories aren’t meant to break… they’re meant to withstand everything.

      

      If any of these topics make you uncomfortable or trigger you, please do not read this series.

      

      I encourage all readers to review the provided content warnings before diving into the series to safeguard their mental health. It is essential to note that nothing in this book is intended to offend, but rather, it aims to explore complex themes. The content is meant for mature audiences aged 18 and above.

      

      Red Flagged is the fourth book in the Speed Demons series. It should be read after Flat Out and before Finish Line.
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        The ones who toe the line between power and desire—who know that strength isn’t in never yielding, but knowing when to surrender…

      

      

      
        
        … this one is for all of you.

      

      

      
        
        XO,

        Caitlyn
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      Welcome to your crash course in F1! Whether you’re a die-hard fan or just dipping your toes into the world of fast cars and even faster drama, I’ve got you covered. Believe it or not, a Formula 1 romance is exactly what got me into this sport (Revved by Samantha Towle, if you’re curious [image: winking face]), and before I knew it, I was spiraling down a rabbit hole of terminology, strategy, and all the chaos that makes F1 elite. So if Callum and Aurélie are about to make you fall head over heels for racing, here’s a little cheat sheet to help you keep up—because trust me, once you start, there’s no going back. [image: racing car][image: dashing away]

      The Ultimate F1 Cheat Sheet for the Girlies Who Get It [image: nail polish][image: racing car]

      (Because once you start obsessing, there’s no going back.)

      
        
          	
        Apex – The inside point of a corner where the car should ideally pass for the fastest line.
      

      	
        Backfield – The lower half of the grid. Not where you want to be, but where some epic underdog moments happen.
      

      	
        Backmarker – A driver at the very back, often getting lapped by the leaders. Think of them as background characters in the main battle.
      

      	
        Balaclava – A fireproof head covering worn under the helmet. Because safety first, slay second.
      

      	
        Box, box – The team’s way of telling the driver to pit. Basically, “Come in NOW.”
      

      	
        Chicane – A quick left-right or right-left turn sequence. Think of it as an F1 zigzag.
      

      	
        Clean air – The opposite of dirty air—when a car is leading and gets perfect airflow, making it easier to drive fast.
      

      	
        Constructors’ Championship – The season-long battle between F1 teams (not just drivers). The teams want this just as badly as the drivers want their title.
      

      	
        Dirty air – The turbulent air behind a car that makes it harder for the car behind to drive smoothly. A sabotage move, unintentionally.
      

      	
        Divebomb – When a driver yeets themselves into a corner at the last second to overtake. Big risk, big reward… or big regret.
      

      	
        DNF (Did Not Finish) – When a driver doesn’t finish the race, either due to a crash, car failure, or team drama. The worst nightmare.
      

      	
        Duel – When two drivers battle for position. Can be friendly, but we prefer it when it’s full of drama and tension.
      

      	
        Drivers’ Championship – The ultimate prize. The driver with the most points at the end of the season takes the crown. Literal legend status.
      

      	
        DRS (Drag Reduction System) – A button that lets drivers open a flap in their rear wing to go faster, but only in certain areas. Basically turbo mode.
      

      	
        Engineer – The genius talking to the driver over the radio, guiding them through the race. Sometimes helpful, sometimes triggering.
      

      	
        FIA (Fédération Internationale de l’Automobile) – The F1 referees. They make the rules and (sometimes frustrating) decisions.
      

      	
        Formation lap – A slow lap before the race starts where drivers warm up their tires and mentally prepare for chaos.
      

      	
        Formula 1/F1 – The top tier of motorsport. The pinnacle of speed, drama, and world travel.
      

      	
        Formula 2/F2 – The junior series just below F1. Where future stars (like Aurélie!) prove themselves.
      

      	
        Free Practice Session – The test sessions before qualifying and the race, where teams fine-tune the car.
      

      	
        Full Wets – Tires for heavy rain. If these are on, expect madness.
      

      	
        Grand Prix – The main event! The full-length F1 race that determines the winner.
      

      	
        Grid – The starting lineup for the race. Where all the pre-race tension simmers before the chaos begins.
      

      	
        Intermediates (Inters) – Tires for light rain. A mix of grip and gamble.
      

      	
        KERS (Kinetic Energy Recovery System) – A system that stores energy from braking and reuses it for extra speed. F1’s version of an energy drink.
      

      	
        Lap traffic – Slower cars getting lapped by the leaders. Sometimes polite, sometimes a nightmare.
      

      	
        Livery – The design and colors of an F1 car. The fashion statement of the grid.
      

      	
        Lights out and away we go! – The iconic phrase the commentators yell when the race begins. Chills every time.
      

      	
        Lock up – When a driver brakes too hard and the tires stop rotating, causing a slidey situation.
      

      	
        Midfield – The middle of the pack in a race. Not leading, not last, but fighting hard for points.
      

      	
        Motorhome – The team’s luxury portable HQ where drivers eat, relax, and throw shade before and after races.
      

      	
        Out lap – The first lap a driver does after leaving the pits, before setting a flying lap. Basically a warm-up lap.
      

      	
        Overcut – Staying out longer and hoping the fresher tires pay off later. A gamble, but sometimes genius.
      

      	
        Oversteer – When the car turns too much, making it spin or slide.
      

      	
        Overtake – When a driver passes another on track. Bonus points if it’s dramatic and aggressive.
      

      	
        Pace – How fast a car can go. Saying a driver has “good pace” means they’re flying.
      

      	
        Paddock – The VIP area where teams, media, and hot drivers hang out. The heart of the F1 world.
      

      	
        Parc Fermé – The area where cars go after qualifying/race finishes. No one can touch them (except FIA officials) to make sure no funny business happened.
      

      	
        Penalty – A punishment for breaking rules. Can be time penalties, grid penalties, or drive-through penalties.
      

      	
        Pit lane – The lane next to the track where cars stop for tire changes, adjustments, and strategy calls.
      

      	
        Pit stop – When a driver dives into the pit lane for a tire change, a wing adjustment, or a strategy tweak. Blink and you’ll miss it—it’s that fast.
      

      	
        Pit wall – The area where the team sits and monitors everything during the race. Think mission control, but for speed demons.
      

      	
        Pole position – P1, baby! The driver who qualifies fastest starts at the very front of the grid.
      

      	
        Post-race cooldown room – Where the top three drivers sit, sweat, and talk shit before the podium.
      

      	
        Protest – When a team complains to the FIA about another team’s rule-breaking. It’s petty, it’s political, and we LIVE for it.
      

      	
        Push – When the team tells the driver to give it everything and go full speed. No holding back.
      

      	
        Qualifying – Where drivers compete for their starting position on the grid. The fastest lap gets pole!
      

      	
        Race Day – The moment. The drama. The speed. Sunday’s the day we live for.
      

      	
        Radio message – The conversations between drivers and their teams during the race. Some iconic, some unhinged, all entertaining.
      

      	
        Safety Car – A physical car that leads the pack when there’s an accident or dangerous conditions.
      

      	
        Slipstream – The aerodynamic boost a driver gets by tucking in behind another car.
      

      	
        Sprint Race – A shorter race before the Grand Prix that offers extra points and sets part of the grid. F1’s version of a teaser trailer.
      

      	
        Spray the champagne – A tradition where drivers pop their champagne and absolutely drench each other. A moment of pure unhinged joy.
      

      	
        Stop-go penalty – The worst penalty. Driver has to come into the pits, stop for 10 seconds, then go again. It’s giving pain and suffering.
      

      	
        Switchback – The art of the perfect comeback in racing. When a driver fakes an overtake on the outside of a corner, forcing their opponent to defend, only to cut back to the inside and slingshot past them. It’s smooth, it’s ruthless, and it’s Callum Fraser’s signature move—until Aurélie masters it herself.
      

      	
        Team orders – When the team tells a driver to let their teammate pass or to not fight them. Cue major side-eye from fans and drivers alike.
      

      	
        Telemetry – The car’s data system that tracks everything—speed, tire wear, fuel levels, even how much a driver is braking.
      

      	
        Tifosi – The passionate (and sometimes chaotic) Ferrari fans.
      

      	
        Track limits – The invisible boundary drivers love to push. Go too far, and the FIA says “nah, that lap doesn’t count.”
      

      	
        Tyre/tire degradation – How quickly tires wear down during a race. Managing tire wear is an art.
      

      	
        Undercut – Pitting before a competitor to get fresh tires and gain an advantage. Like playing chess at 200 mph.
      

      	
        Undertake – Overtaking on the inside of a turn instead of the outside.
      

      	
        Virtual Safety Car (VSC) – Slows all cars to the same speed without a real car on track.
      

      	
        Wet race – When it rains and chaos takes over.
      

      

      

      

      Now you’re ready to watch, scream, and fangirl over F1 like a pro. And if you suddenly start referring to random things in life as midfield or lights out and away we go, just know—you’re officially one of us.
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        Aurélie: oh-RAY-lee

        Unless you’re Callum, then the second syllable is clipped short to sound like Oh-Rellie.

      

        

      
        Étienne: eh-TEE-en

      

        

      
        Dubois: due-BWAH

      

        

      
        Marco Bianchi: bee-ON-key

      

        

      
        Reinhardt (RINE-heart) - the “d” is soft, like Morel’s limp shrimp dick

      

        

      
        Hungaroring (HOON-gar-oh-ring) - lmfao not hunger ring

      

        

      
        Emilie (eh-mee-LEE) - soft “eh” like how Callum shortens the second syllable in Aurélie’s name

      

        

      
        Spa-Francorchamps (spa-FRAHN-kor-sham) - please don’t say the “ps” at the end, it’s not “champs”

      

        

      
        Mogyorod (MO-deo-road) - like rodeo road but with an m, and if g was d
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      “Okay, I realize that’s a bit extreme,” I muttered in French, pacing the floor of our hotel suite. “I don’t mean I want to actually sue an entire international, multi-billion dollar organization. Perhaps just the stewards who didn’t want to listen to me.”

      The storm slammed against the windows, rattling the glass like it wanted in. I watched the rain come down in crooked sheets, beading on the railings and pooling on the plush outdoor furniture. The concrete floor of the balcony shimmered under the muted grey morning light.

      I reached out and pulled the sliding glass door open to feel the cool breeze across my heated skin. I stood just at the edge of the threshold, letting the damp wind sting my cheeks. Goosebumps broke out down my legs, the only flesh exposed as I adorned my newest favorite sleep shirt.

      That silly long-sleeve that read Les Twisty-est Virages across the chest, gifted to me by Marco and Kimi.

      This weather reminded me of home. Different, but the same. In the vineyard, storms would roll over the fields and turn the soil to mud, thunder rumbling low between the rolling hills of the estate. I used to watch from the shelter of the ornate wooden cellar doors while I corked bottles, hands busy with the repetitive work while the sky split open. I knew the vines would bend, then rise again once the skies cleared.

      Here, though, the storm didn’t promise renewal. It pressed down on my shoulders, heavy and restless, like the sport itself. Formula 1 was glamorous, relentless, intoxicating—but never gentle. Every second of it was a wild ride.

      Home had been lonely in its own way, all that silence between breathtaking rows of lavender and grapes, but at least the storms there had an ending. It was the nature of Southern France. But here… this one felt endless.

      And maybe that’s what I was always chasing: some fragile moment of calm in the middle of the ferocity. Something to numb the ache long enough to breathe.

      Basically, everything Callum Fraser was for me in our moments together.

      But even as the storm beat down, I knew the truth: vines survived because they bent. If they resisted, they snapped. In this world, I wasn’t sure which I was becoming.

      It was hard to describe the nostalgia of being at peace while simultaneously chasing that feeling because it numbed the pain.

      Behind me, I heard the kettle click off. Callum’s arm wrapped around my waist from behind, his other appearing with a fresh cup of coffee. He pressed the warm mug into my free hand and pressed a tender kiss to my temple. His T-shirt was rumpled, his hair wild, and he looked at me like I was the most fascinating thing in the world.

      Like he hadn't looked me in the eye and vowed he wanted me, no matter what future my body could or couldn’t carry. That I wasn’t ruined. That love wasn’t conditional. And then proved it with the kind of devotion that felt less like sex and more like worship, not even thirty minutes ago. I leaned back into his chest, and his stubbled chin dropped to my shoulder. My eyes closed, and I knew I was safe here. We were safe.

      On the other end of the line, my attorney let out a long-suffering sigh. “Bonjour to you, too, Aurélie. I’ve been watching your interviews. That little social media crusade the last few weeks? I am impressed. Almost inspired to post something myself, if that tells you how serious it was.”

      I snorted, clutching my mug tighter. Callum broke away to sit on the couch in the living space of our suite. “So you saw the chaos.”

      “I saw conviction. And I assumed this call was about that.” A pause. “Then you opened with ‘I want to sue the FIA.’”

      Callum made a strangled noise behind his cup of tea, trying not to laugh. I flicked a glare at him, but it only made his grin widen. Bastard. Then I spilled everything we knew to Alain—the crash, the assault, the tampering with my car, the FIA’s negligence.

      Alain’s voice turned more serious. “Aurélie, ma chère, if you were going to sue the FIA, I’d rather you didn’t say so aloud where anyone could hear you.”

      “I’m in a private suite in England. You’re in Paris. You think someone bugged my room?”

      “I think the FIA has eyes and ears everywhere, and a long legal reach. So if we’re going to shake them down, we do it with precision, not bravado.”

      I let out a slow breath and finally turned away from the rain-soaked balcony, eyeing Callum as he opened a box of pastries he’d just had delivered. Then he pulled out a pistachio-covered croissant like it was nothing.

      It was everything.

      Biting my lip, I stared at the golden pastry, my stomach growling suddenly. I shouldn’t indulge, but honestly, we’d both been through enough to warrant a treat every once in a while. I crossed the room to sit beside him on the couch.

      “Then tell me how to be precise, Alain,” I said. “Because I am so tired of playing nice. I tried to go through the right channels. I brought evidence, I went to the stewards, and they dismissed me like a hysterical child… a woman. And a man almost died. A forty-eight G impact, and they're calling it a racing incident. Then there’s the tampering with my car, the groping⁠—”

      “What evidence, exactly?”

      I glanced at Callum. He met my gaze, all silent encouragement and unwavering loyalty. My shoulders dropped, relief hitting me. Here he was, once again showing me that he would always be here for me.

      “The audio recording,” I said at last. “From the hotel in Montreal. I overheard four drivers, Adrian Morel included, talking about taking Fraser out to get in my head. I recorded it. I took it to the stewards and reported it. They ignored me. I played it in a live interview in Austria.”

      Silence met me on the other end of the line, and I could practically hear him scribbling notes.

      “And then the crash,” Alain said. “You believe it was connected?”

      “I know it was,” I whispered. “Morel forced Fraser wide. The data shows Fraser did everything right, down to his reaction time, and that Morel could've held his line. Besides, he fucking admitted it to me yesterday, along with the sabotage to my car, when he pushed me against a wall and copped a feel. Which we also have footage of.”

      Callum’s hand brushed my lower back, a silent reminder that I wasn’t alone in this.

      “What you’re describing,” Alain said slowly, “is more than negligence. It borders on coordinated endangerment on multiple drivers’ parts. But a recording isn’t enough. We’ll need hotel security footage—confirmation that you were there, that they were there, that you went to the FIA. Audit logs from the stewards’ meeting. All race reviews must be recorded. If there’s proof they dismissed a legitimate safety concern… that’s our wedge.”

      I nodded. “And then we go after them?”

      “Not exactly. We open a targeted investigation. Stewards, marshals, officials from Montreal. We cite violations of failing to ensure safety and sporting integrity." He cleared his throat. "And clauses regarding gender-based discrimination.”

      “You think we can prove that?”

      “With your statement, the recording, and any corroborating footage? Yes. Especially when paired with Callum’s crash and the fact that your warning was ignored. Male drivers have had lesser concerns taken seriously. We build a case around systematic negligence.”

      My pulse quickened. “Systematic negligence,” I repeated under my breath, the words tasting both vindicating and terrifying.

      “And that’s just the start,” Alain continued. I could hear papers shifting, the scratch of his pen. “Let’s break this down. First, negligence: you reported a credible safety threat, the stewards ignored it, and the result was a near-fatal impact of another driver. That alone could sink them.”

      He didn’t pause before the next strike. “Second, we have gender-based discrimination. The pattern is clear—when your male colleagues complain, the FIA investigates and the GPDA gets involved. When you complain, you’re dismissed as emotional. We’ll build a comparative record. It will hold.”

      A tremor went through me, half fury, half relief. Callum’s hand pressed firmer against my back.

      “Third, duty of care. The FIA is legally bound to protect its drivers. By ignoring sabotage, by failing to act on your evidence, they breached that duty. If anything, they enabled danger.”

      Callum flexed his free hand, and I knew he was seconds from saying something violent.

      “Fourth—retaliation. The FIA didn’t just ignore you. They let the media mock you publicly when they called you emotional. They spun your complaints as dramatics by dismissing you more than once. That’s a hostile environment claim, Aurélie. A damning one.”

      The words sank in like stones, heavy and hard.

      “And then there’s Morel.” Alain’s tone dropped, deliberate and cutting. “His actions extend beyond the FIA. We have assault—the groping, the physical intimidation, potential marks left behind—and if you truly have footage, that is indisputable. Pair it with any on-record proof of sabotage, and we have conspiracy to endanger. Possibly even attempted manslaughter on two counts, if a prosecutor were feeling bold.”

      My stomach tumbled. Callum muttered something vicious under his breath, his arm tightening like he could hold the rage in his body and mine at once.

      “So you’re saying…” I swallowed hard. “This isn’t just one case.”

      “No,” Alain said, his tone almost sinister. “It’s five. Negligence. Discrimination. Breach of duty. Retaliation. Assault. Each one damning on its own. Together?” He paused, and it felt heavy and certain. “Together, Aurélie, this isn’t a lawsuit. It’s an indictment. Of Morel, of the stewards, of the system that protects them.”

      Lightning cracked outside, close enough to rattle the glass. It felt ominous, but Callum didn’t flinch. He leaned forward, voice low, unshakable. “Then we bring the whole system down.”

      Callum leaned in. “You’re not doing this by yourself,” he said softly. “Whatever you need, I’m with you.”

      There was a pause on the other end of the line before Alain chuckled and switched to English. “Then we have a narrative. Instead of litigation, we demand reform. An independent audit, stewarding changes, perhaps mandatory gender representation on panels. A driver advocate for medical concerns, appointed by the GPDA. Transparency reports.”

      I leaned back into Callum's arm, the full weight of it settling around me. “So this isn’t revenge.”

      “This is revolution,” Alain said. “You’ll threaten legal action. But you’ll offer them a better option: real, structural change. If they refuse… then we sue.”

      Callum’s thumb skimmed the edge of my shoulder. “I’ll talk to my team. They’ll release the internal report and the telemetry of the impact. Also the medical reports.”

      “And Callum, if you'll speak publicly in support⁠—”

      “He will,” I cut in, smiling up at him. A gust of wind blew through the open door and tousled his hair, lifting it off his temples where it was starting to curl at the ends. He looked like walking sex, and I suddenly couldn't wait for this call to be over.

      “You know the media will spin your relationship," Alain warned. "They’ll call Callum biased and say this is personal.”

      “It is personal,” I said defensively. “But that doesn’t make it untrue. I brought this to the FIA before we were public about anything.”

      “Exactly,” Alain agreed. “If you’re both open about it—about why you’re fighting, and what you’re fighting for—they’ll have no choice but to listen. A safety and equity campaign, spearheaded by one of the sport’s few female drivers in history and a fan-favorite male champion?” His tone shifted, warm and resolute. “Then what we have, Aurélie… is not just a case or justice. It’s a movement. And it will be impossible to ignore.”

      “And if they try to bury it?” I whispered.

      Callum’s hand brushed mine, his pinky looping gently around mine. His voice was quiet but firm. “Then we bury them.”

      Alain exhaled. “You’d make a terrifying legal duo.”

      I smiled faintly and looked at Callum, who just sipped his tea with the calm of a man already committed to arson.

      “Let me make some calls,” Alain continued. “Stay quiet for now. No more veiled threats on social media. No interviews.”

      “No promises,” I muttered.

      “Aurélie.”

      “Fine.”

      When the call ended, I dropped my phone on the coffee table, snagged a pistachio croissant, and turned fully toward Callum. The pastry flaked between my fingers, light and sweet, a stark contrast from the bitterness in my chest. It felt wrong to taste something so delicate when the storm outside promised to wreak havoc.
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      The rain hadn’t let up. If anything, it had only gotten worse.

      Silverstone was drowning. Rain beat down on the asphalt under our shoes, thunder cracked above us, and lightning flashed against the dark grey clouds overhead.

      And yet, none of it compared to the fucking maelstrom brewing inside me, because still, all I could think about was Morel’s hands on Aurélie.

      I thought of the security footage Ivy was able to obtain, where Morel had shoved Aurélie against a wall and touched her like he had any fucking right—violating her. Even without audio, I saw the exact moment he admitted to tampering with her car. Her body had locked up, horror flooding her features. He should’ve been penalized on the spot. Suspended. Fucking banned from the sport. Instead, he got to walk away yesterday with a bloody nose and not one single reprimand.

      Meanwhile, Auri and I had been instructed to leave the goddamn paddock. As if we were the problem, rather than the ones fighting against the problem.

      The people who governed this sport were a bunch of bloody fucking twits.

      Qualifying had been a shit show. Aurélie scraped into P10 thanks to the crash, her car barely pieced back together today, according to Kimi. Thank God for him being able to acquire intel from the team when they all seemed to alienate Auri.

      I’d ended up P9 after abandoning mine in the pit lane when the red flags waved and I thought—fuck, I thought she was dead. The panic of not knowing if she was moving or breathing. The relief when I saw her climb out. The horror that none of it mattered to the FIA. Or to Luminis, who buried their heads in the sand. Or even to Orion, Morel’s team, who hadn’t said a single fucking word. They were probably waiting for their new owners to polish the mess and snuff the PR nightmare before it became too public.

      It was all poison. And it was spreading.

      The rain pelted the umbrella I held over us, a steady thrumming as Aurélie and I crossed the lot together. For once in the public eye, we weren’t pretending, we weren’t hiding. Her hand was in mine, and it hit me… this was our first time in the paddock like this. Two weeks since we’d made things official on that live interview, and it had taken everything in me not to touch her too much in public yet.. But now the whole world could see.

      Currently shielded under a flimsy umbrella, untouched by the rain that battered the ground around us. We looked formidable.

      Maybe we were.

      We were a dream team together, but to them, we were their worst fucking nightmares.

      Reporters swarmed the doors, cameras strobing and voices cutting through the rain.

      “Fraser, why did you threaten Adrian Morel after the crash?”

      “Aurélie, are you standing by your sabotage claims?”

      “Do you regret making your relationship public?”

      Aurélie squeezed my hand and shifted closer to me, almost subconsciously.

      “No comment,” I called out to them over the rain. I sounded even, controlled, but I felt far from.

      The cameras kept clicking, the echoes chasing us as we pushed into the FIA headquarters building attached to the paddock—sterile white walls, glass doors, and polished floors meant to scream authority. The thunder dimmed to a dull hum outside, but the pressure inside was heavier. Dooming, if you will.

      I pulled the umbrella closed, water dripping onto the tiles as we cut down the corridor.

      “Think they’re going to delay the race?” Aurélie wondered, the lilt to her voice giving away her nerves. Glancing at her, you’d have no idea that she was battling nerves at all. She was an expert at controlling her composure.

      Maybe I should take some notes. I thought I was the same way… until I lost my shit yesterday.

      I chuckled dryly. “No shot. It’s Silverstone. They’d run it in a hurricane if it sold tickets.”

      Henric and Dom stood at the doors of the conference room, waiting like wardens. Their grim expressions told me they weren’t just here to escort us. They were here to remind us where the leash belonged—grim faces, folded arms, and all.

      Henric’s tone was all false patience, clipped French accent telling me. “Fraser. Dubois. You know the procedure. One driver at a time.”

      Aurélie bristled, but I let go of her hand and pressed my hand against her spine. “No,” I said. “They’ll speak to us together.”

      Dom shifted, uneasy. “That isn’t how these meetings are handled.”

      “It is today,” I snapped, my own patience wearing thin. Dom opened his mouth to respond, but I beat him to it. “We’re not here as two separate drivers. We’re here because of an incident that involved both of us yesterday. One of you nearly let her die,” I narrowed my eyes at Henric, “and one of you tried to stop me after another man laid his fucking hands on her.” I gestured to Aurélie’s face, the purpling bruise along her temple and cheekbone that she hadn’t bothered to cover with makeup today.

      She knew the impact it would have when she dropped this bombshell on everyone.

      Aurélie crossed her arms, her tone all stern fortitude and seriousness. Fuck, it was a turn-on when she was like this. “If they’re afraid of two voices, maybe it’s because they know how badly they’ve fucked up.”

      Henric exhaled loudly. “Aurélie⁠—”

      “Let me rephrase,” she quipped. “Maybe it’s because you know how badly you fucked up. You let someone sabotage my car right under your nose. What, you didn’t confirm my set up preferences matched what was submitted to the FIA? Isn’t that part of your job? Aren’t you supposed to protect your drivers? Or were you just complicit in letting this happen because you regret signing me?”

      “Either they see us together,” I cut in, quiet and final, “or they won’t see us at all.”

      Lightning flashed outside, white light cutting across the glass wall of the corridor. For a split second it lit up the conference room ahead. Rows of suits were already seated, faces turned toward us, waiting patiently. Not a single person moved. They looked like vultures sitting there, patient and hungry.

      Aurélie’s arms tightened across her chest, her chin tipped higher. I pressed my palm more firmly against the small of her back, guiding her forward as I pushed the double doors open. Together, we walked in.

      The air inside the conference room was colder, too clean, almost like disinfectant was trying to cover the corruption. Stewards lined one side of the table. Victor Reihnardt, the FIA president, sat at the head with sharp eyes and an absent smile. Henric and Dom slipped in behind us, flanking like guards escorting prisoners to their hearing.

      “Dubois. Fraser,” Reinhardt said tersely. “We’ll begin with individual statements⁠—"

      “No,” I cut in. My voice echoed. I didn’t raise it. Didn’t need to. “We will both be present.”

      A flicker of irritation flashed across a steward’s face. Another shifted in his seat. Reinhardt squinted at me. Papers were uselessly shuffled around.

      You could hear a pin drop.

      Aurélie and I stood next to each other, waiting for them to concede. Eventually they would, when they realized we weren’t budging and there was a race in a matter of hours. And people paid a fuck ton of money to see us compete.

      Reinhardt nodded once and gestured to four empty chairs with the air of authority of a man used to being obeyed. So we all sat, side by side. Henric, Aurélie, me, and then Dom.

      “Gentlemen, ladies,” Reinhardt began, hands steepled. At least he had the decency to nod in Aurélie’s direction. That was when I noticed she was the only woman in the room. Of fucking course. “This meeting will address several matters arising from yesterday’s events: Driver Dubois’ allegations of tampering and assault, Driver Fraser’s abandonment of his car during a qualifying session, and the subsequent altercation in the paddock. We will take statements, review evidence, and determine any necessary action.”

      Henric’s face was a practiced mask. “Luminis is committed to driver safety,” he started, leaning forward on the table, palms flat. “But we must caution that allegations must be demonstrable⁠—”

      “—and verifiable,” Dom interjected, shooting Henric down. He looked at us, then at the stewards, as if daring anyone to dismiss the obvious. Thank fuck he was on our side of this whole debacle. I didn’t know what to expect heading into this meeting. Maybe because he’d known me for so long, knew who I was at my core and what I stood for. “This is about safety.”

      Henric’s pivot was subtle but sharp. “Of course. But reckless accusations destabilize teams and reputations.”

      Aurélie’s silence had a weight to it. I watched her carefully, heart palpitating as I scanned the bruise on her temple, the band of purple encircling her wrists where Morel’s hands had been, the way she held herself together even though the stiffness in her shoulders said otherwise.

      Reinhardt flicked through a folder. “We will begin with factual questioning. Mademoiselle Dubois,” he dipped his chin as he met her gaze, and she nodded back, as if acknowledging the respect of using her title in French, “please describe the events in the corridor.” His tone implied neutrality, but his eyes were already searching for anything to discredit us.

      She told it. Quiet, clipped, breath-tight. She didn’t curl into the hurt, didn’t beg for sympathy. She named names. The accomplices on her team, the drivers involved. She said Morel’s name, and more than that, she said what he’d done, what he’d bragged about, what he’d admitted. She said he’d boasted about tampering, about making space. She said he’d shoved her and touched her and laughed. She played the surveillance footage of the incident, and it was about as damning as evidence could get.

      A ripple moved across the table. Reinhardt listened intently, his face stoic and unreadable, never cracking a smile or uttering a condescending word. Henric shifted like a man who didn’t know how to protect a human being. Dom kept his face hard, betraying nothing but concern for protocols.

      Reinhardt looked at me. “Mr. Fraser, you abandoned your car during qualifying. Video shows you exited the vehicle and confronted another driver in the paddock. Explain yourself.”

      Everything in me tightened. I could hear my pulse in my ears as if the blood itself was a drumbeat. “I left the car because I thought she was—” I couldn’t finish that sentence because the memory hit me like a physical blow. I’d seen her in that cockpit, fingers slack, and something animalistic inside me had ripped free. For the first time in my career, I felt the pressure of a meeting. The room tilted as the edge of panic pressed under my ribs. I gripped Aurélie’s thigh under the table and squeezed. She turned her head to look at me with concern, and after a moment, she slid her hand over mine, fingers entwining. I counted each place my skin touched hers. Anchor-points. Breath in four, out six.

      Don’t break here. Don’t feed them the story they want.

      “I thought she was dead,” I managed around the lump in my throat that burned as I spoke. “And I needed to know. I got a second chance at life, having just gone through an extreme accident myself. I won’t apologize for prioritizing someone I love. The last thing I was concerned about was my session.”

      Fuck. I probably shouldn’t have gone that far with my explanation, but I couldn’t stop it. It felt like word vomit, spewing from me while my insides twisted. Aurélie squeezed my hand, silently offering me reassurance.

      Henric interjected, smooth. “Mr. Fraser, we appreciate your concern for our driver, but rules exist for safety. You compromised your duty⁠—”

      “You’re right. The rules do exist for safety. Which proves how negligent you are as a team principal because you put her in that car,” I spat back, not able to keep the edge from my voice at the whole network of complacency. “You let the setup go unchecked. You ignored her concerns. You let someone on your team be influenced enough to sabotage her.”

      Henric’s face went white for a moment, then he composed himself. “We performed due diligence⁠—”

      “No,” I growled. “You performed whatever was easy.”

      Reinhardt lifted a hand, shutting the growing argument down with a single economical gesture. “Mr. Fraser, you will let the questioning proceed.”

      Aurélie’s fingers brushed my sleeve under the table, a soft warning. “Ça va, mon amour,” she murmured as she leaned toward me, eyes meeting mine. I read the message in her warm hazel eyes as they glittered adoringly at me. God, she couldn’t fucking look at me like that in public. Not when I wanted to escape back to our room together. “Let them hang themselves with their own process,” she added, barely audible.

      I exhaled through my nose and leaned back in my chair, trying to appear nonchalant. I needed to trust her here, just as she was doing with me.

      Reinhardt resumed, clinical as ever. “Mademoiselle Dubois, your objective today, beyond the specific allegations, what outcome do you seek? Reparations? Penalties?”

      Her chin rose a fraction. “Change,” she said simply. “Do you have any idea what a compromised setup is like on a driver’s body? Each bump feels harsh through every joint in your body. You feel it in your spine, your wrists, your shoulders until you’re holding on by painkillers and adrenaline. It’s not just my safety at stake. When the car bottoms out, when the suspension is sabotaged, it endangers every driver on the track. That’s how pileups start. That’s how people die. Look at yesterday, where I strapped into a sabotaged car and could no longer physically hold on. We were lucky it wasn’t worse.”

      I listened to her explain all of this in that perfect French accent, captivated. She was mesmerizing with how eloquently she spoke, how her free hand motioned when emphasizing certain points, and how professional and poised she was.

      And suddenly I was struck, at the worst fucking time, with the thought that she could sit here, all polished restraint, when I knew what she looked like stripped of it. I’d had her handcuffed, begging, quivering under my touch; I’d had her soft and pliant, whispering my name like a prayer. Dominance and devotion—two sides of the same coin, both mine.

      The memory hit like a punch. And then—another flash—her curling against me slow and tender, tears on her cheeks as I kissed every inch of her, reminding her she wasn’t broken. Christ. Both versions of her lived in me, battling for space, threatening to derail my composure.

      Jesus Christ.

      It was probably offensive, having these obscene thoughts at the most inopportune times, because I didn’t love her just for her body. She just… goddamn, she just did things to me that I couldn’t stop. There was no escape from her, from these reactions.

      I loved her all the more for it, but hated that I couldn’t control myself.

      “I want there to be a tamper-proof procedure. A sealed chain-of-custody on setup submissions. Dual-authorized changes on ride height, packers, dampers. Maybe two signatories minimum, filed directly with the stewards. Independent screening and background checks for garage personnel with third-party oversight. And there should be a medical and safety advocate appointed by the GPDA, and gender representation on panels. Transparent logs without an arduous process for staff to request.”

      Reinhardt’s brow furrowed, the faintest crease betraying the neutral mask he liked to wear. “Mademoiselle Dubois, this is… an ambitious ask. What you’re describing would require rewriting procedure, budgeting for oversight, changing governance structures. Not something achieved overnight.”

      Aurélie didn’t so much as blink. “I’m aware. But we have to start somewhere. If the FIA’s answer to sabotage and assault is ‘these things take time,’ then you’re part of the problem.”

      Reinhardt’s lips tightened, but before he could respond, Dom leaned forward. “Dubois is right. Half of those proposals are already modeled in the GPDA’s private recommendations. Having her at the table would strengthen them.”

      Aurélie inclined her head. “Which is why I’ll be attending the GPDA dinner tomorrow night.”

      One of the stewards blinked. “You were… invited?”

      “She was,” I cut in, my voice even but firm. “She’s advocating for change and for driver safety. That’s the very backbone of the Grand Prix Drivers’ Association. She belongs there, and it’s time the rest of you caught up.”

      The silence was heavy, uncomfortable, and revealing. For a beat, I thought Reinhardt might push back, but he only made a note. It looked like he’d steer us back into safe administrative waters, but my girl was never one to let the difficult topics go.

      Aurélie slid a folder across the table with clean tabs and color-coded charts—something I’d watched her assemble that morning. “These are telemetry overlays from FP3 to Q1,” she said, tapping the graph. “Note the migration curve variance. The packers are loaded incorrectly. Brake bias is shifted forward by 1.8% from my signed setup, versus what was submitted. Dampers increased—see rebound here—exacerbating the porpoising. These are not driver errors or driver preferences. They are fingerprints to sabotage.”

      Henric swallowed, looking like he wanted to sink into the floor. It was small, but I saw it. Everyone did. Reinhardt leaned in despite himself. “Your hash mismatch—this suggests the file submitted to scrutineering differed from the run file.”

      “Yes,” she said, steady. “Which is either incompetence or collusion. You choose.”

      “We must be careful about precedent,” he said, voice calm. “Creating mandatory dual-authorizations and independent vetting across every team is costly and complex. We need a roadmap. There are timelines and budgets to be considered⁠—”

      Aurélie’s smile didn’t reach her eyes. She leaned forward until her face was close enough to the files in front of us to be surgical. “Or we could start by protecting human beings. The very ones that make you said money to make this change happen to begin with,” she said, slow and precise, as if she were talking to a toddler. I fought the smirk that made my lips twitch. “What do you propose we do today about a man who cornered me in our workplace and put his hands on me? Not a hypothetical. This is real. What is your plan for a driver who sexually and physically assaulted a colleague?”

      The effect was immediate. The stewards’ practiced neutrality slipped into visible discomfort. Reinhardt’s hand paused above his notes. You could see the calculation flicker through his eyes—politics, optics, litigation risk.

      “We are bound by due process,” Reinhardt began, but his voice had lost some of its edge. He cleared his throat as if to buy time, hooking. “Any criminal allegations should be referred to the appropriate authorities and we’ll assess sporting sanctions pending an investigation.”

      “Due process doesn’t mean time served for the privileged,” Aurélie protested. “It doesn’t mean ‘wait and see’ while someone else—someone who’s dangerous—goes back on track. You can suspend provisionally pending investigation. You can ensure access to evidence. Or you can keep saying ‘due process’ while drivers keep getting hurt.”

      Reinhardt exhaled slowly, the kind of controlled breath meant to lower the temperature in a room. “Mademoiselle Dubois, we must be careful not to extrapolate one isolated incident into a pattern. Every driver faces tension in this sport. Tempers rise. Misunderstandings occur. We cannot set a precedent for suspension every time there is… contact.” His voice softened on the last word, as if framing assault like a racing term would make it easier to swallow.

      As if that would make this all okay.

      My hands curled into fists under the table, but I kept myself in check. For now.

      “And other drivers, male or female, have also raised concerns and waited their turn through proper channels.”

      Aurélie sighed, the sound quiet but deliberate, and leaned back in her chair. “Contact?” she repeated, almost gently, though the word landed like a slap in the quiet room. “I know what wheel-to-wheel contact feels like. I know what a collision feels like. This wasn’t that. This was hands on my body where they didn’t belong. This was a man deciding he could use his strength to corner me and then brag about it. You call that contact?” She let the silence linger, her eyes never leaving his. “Monsieur Reinhardt… you’re a father. Imagine your daughter describing that to you, and someone brushing it off as a misunderstanding. Would you still call it contact then?”

      The tension around the table was palpable, and Reinhardt’s composure cracked for a second when guilt flashed across his features. I knew he was imagining it, his daughter, that the inside world of F1 knew, was his entire life.

      “You are right, Aurélie,” Reinhardt said, and my eyes flew to my hairline at the admission. Everyone in the room took in a collective breath as we awaited his explanation. “Assault is never acceptable, nor should we turn a blind eye to it. I apologize if my…” his gravelly voice trailed off as he slowly leaned forward on his forearms, eyes only leaving hers to flick to me, “perceived dismissal comes off as brash. My first inclination as the president of the FIA is to protect the brand and the sport as a whole.”

      Aurélie just cocked an eyebrow at him. “I appreciate that, but I’d like to know what course of action will be taken to hold Adrian Morel accountable for his inappropriate, violating behavior.” She appeared as confident as can be, but as she squeezed my hand tighter, I knew she was feeling anything but. Her free hand gestured to her face. “He left marks. I thought he was going to dislocate my shoulders. And whether you like the word or not, we’ll call it what it is: molestation. He molested me, and if there isn’t a formal investigation done, despite the damning evidence I’ve already provided, this will go public and I will press charges. And then the ‘brand’, as you put it, will be tarnished. Imagine that: you’re employing a sexual predator without reprimand, and allowing him to be around fans. Children and women all over the world, not to mention the female employees of Orion GP and within the paddock itself.”

      Jesus. Watching her like this made my chest ache and swell at the same time. I never wanted to get on her bad side, not because she was ruthless, but because she was right. Righteous, actually, and so goddamn brilliant. Proud didn’t even cover it; I felt gutted by awe, lit with fury, torn apart by love. Part of me wanted to stand on the table and scream that if they didn’t protect her, I’d strangle them all myself. The other part wanted to drop to my knees and kiss the hand that had just eviscerated the president of the FIA with nothing but the truth.

      To witness a goddess in action was truly a sight to behold. She was utter perfection, pure radiance, and nothing but the love of my life.

      Aurélie seized the pause, her voice steady but laced with steel. “And while we’re on the subject, let’s not pretend this is only about procedures. If I were a man, my complaints would’ve been investigated. If I were a man, the stewards would’ve believed my evidence instead of calling me emotional. The negligence that nearly killed me, that nearly killed Callum, happened because I was dismissed as a woman first, a driver second. That negligence opened the door for assault, for tampering, for humiliation. And if I don’t say that here, in this room, it will keep happening.”

      She didn’t stop there. “You want to talk about progress?” Her gaze swept the table. “Look at the F1 Academy—good publicity, yes, but it isn’t enough. You put us in a sandbox and call it inclusion, but once those women graduate, you slam the door. I’ve had girls come to me, all the way down to the karting leagues, asking how to survive when sponsors won’t touch them, when team bosses laugh them out of the room, when harassment is treated as banter. I fight for them because no one here does. That’s why I’m here. Not just for me.”

      The silence that followed was deafening, and I couldn’t stay quiet anymore. “She’s right,” I said, my voice carrying even though I didn’t raise it. “You’ve ignored her because it was easier. But ignoring her nearly killed her, and nearly killed me. You want us to separate the personal from the professional like they aren’t bound together by blood and risk every time we step in a car. But here’s the truth: she’s the bravest, most precise driver I’ve ever seen. She’s exposing every flaw in your system not because she wants attention, but because she wants every single person on this grid to survive it. She’s not going anywhere but straight to the top of this sport, both as a driver and as an advocate. She will change it from the inside out, whether you like it or not. So if you can’t respect her as a driver, then respect her as the mirror you’re too cowardly to face.”

      The room went still. Seconds stretched. Reinhardt’s eyes stayed on me, sharp, weighing, like he was deciding whether to strike or fold.

      “And if I were you,” I continued, “I wouldn’t take her threats for legal action lightly.”

      Finally, Reinhardt leaned back in his chair, steepled his hands, and gave a single, reluctant nod. “Very well,” he said. “A formal investigation will be opened. After this race concludes, we will begin immediately. In the interim, Mademoiselle Dubois, you will be provided additional oversight with security personnel assigned in the paddock, full access to your car’s scrutineering files, and the option to have a GPDA delegate present at all technical meetings. That is my compromise.”

      Aurélie exhaled, the faintest sound of relief breaking past her composure. She nodded once, controlled, but her hand tightened on mine under the table. I didn’t need words to know what it meant. Gratitude, resolve… and something that still burned like a live wire between us.

      “Thank you,” she said. “For listening. That has literally been ninety percent of my battle, Monsieur Reinhardt.”

      I stared at her like I was memorizing her. Every line of argument, every precise term. Genius, not as a headline, but as a weapon, as armor to protect everything she stood for. She wasn’t just surviving this room. She was teaching it.

      While she spoke, a separate current flickered to life in the back of my brain, trying to give substance to a wild train of thought.

      Orion GP. Ownership handover. New investors. Rebrand in progress. Reputational hazard. The kind of words that loomed larger than any penalty a steward could dish out. If Alain—Auri’s attorney—packaged this evidence and sent it to the incoming owner’s lawyers and insurers with the intention to press charges, they’d torch their own driver to save the deal.

      As for the FIA, they didn’t listen to morality. They listened to money. “Bringing the sport into disrepute” suddenly cut both ways—a clause of their own regulations that Aurélie had brought to light during her social media crusade.

      My mind kept spinning. I knew the new owner. He was an old friend of mine, a billionaire business mogul who’d leapt at the chance to own a Formula 1 team. I’d spoken to him in passing several times about the ongoing acquisition negotiations of Orion GP the last couple of years. This year, we’d discussed terms of sponsorship, potentially even ownership opportunities…

      If I could influence a team from the inside, maybe I could help change the sport itself. I could help Aurélie, and the other drivers, just by playing a role in who was on the grid. Forcing out pay drivers, blocking predators like Morel, and make space for drivers who deserved it. Maybe more female drivers, too.

      The FIA wanted to ignore Aurélie, but Orion’s lawyers—especially my friend’s shark of an attorney—wouldn’t. This was a lever. One we could pull.

      Aurélie could start a lawsuit, and we could use the FIA’s lawyers as our megaphone.

      “Mr. Fraser,” Reinhardt said, dragging me back to the surface, “you are cautioned not to let your… personal relationship interfere with your professional obligations. The sport expects objectivity.”

      I met his gaze dead-on. “My obligations are to safety and integrity. Both were violated. My relationship hasn’t clouded that. It’s why I saw it first.” I released Aurélie’s hand and clasped both of mine together on the table, leaning forward with the cocky assurance that I was known for. “And in case you hadn’t noticed, my ‘professional obligations’ are being met in abundance. Despite needing to take time off from injury, I still lead the World Driver Championship by more than sixty points. My involvement with Miss Dubois has not impacted my performance.”

      His lips flattened. He didn’t like the reminder that love wasn’t a weakness. He definitely didn’t like the implication that their failure was so obvious even a man blinded by devotion could see it. And most of all, he didn’t like that Aurélie had just planted the seed that if they didn’t act, we’d take this fight somewhere they couldn’t control. Courtrooms. Headlines. Investors.

      “And yet, the abandonment of your vehicle yesterday proves otherwise,” he responded smoothly. “Should your relationship, and this goes for the both of you, interfere with your performance again, we will reconvene on next steps and consider enforcing regulations for interpersonal relationships between drivers.”

      My eyes narrowed at him, the gears in my head turning once again as an idea started to form.

      Reinhardt shifted back to Aurélie. “Your proposals will be noted. We will⁠—”

      “Implemented,” she corrected, voice soft, lethal. “Noted is how we got here.”

      Henric cleared his throat, trying to reassert control. “Luminis will review internal processes⁠—”

      “With an independent audit,” she snapped. “Not another internal review that lands in your inbox and disappears. I’m not dumb, Henric. I know this will try to get swept under the rug to avoid a public scandal. But my safety—my life—is more important than that.” Then she turned back to Reinhardt and added, “If the FIA refuses to take steps toward protecting drivers, then drivers will have no choice but to protect themselves. Through every avenue available to them.”

      A ripple moved through the room. Reinhardt’s brows dipped. One of the stewards coughed like the words had lodged in his throat. Even Dom leaned forward slightly, eyes narrowing like he understood exactly what she’d just implied.

      My pulse kicked. Was she hinting at it? Suing? Taking them to court for negligence, discrimination, harassment? I couldn’t tell. And maybe that was the point. Because either way, it worked. The stillness in the room said for the first time, they actually believed she might take action.

      A muscle jumped in Reinhardt’s cheek. He understood leverage when he heard it.

      But my mind was already five moves ahead, watching the money trail wake up and do the talking no one in this room wanted to hear.

      Reinhardt smoothed a page. “We will proceed to the next item: your interaction with Mr. Morel after the qualifying session, Mr. Fraser⁠—”

      The storm outside rolled like distant artillery. Inside, every person in this room waited to see who blinked first. I felt Aurélie’s knee brush mine, and when our hands met once again under the table, we became the united front that no one in this sport could eradicate.

      She had a crazy plan, and I had an idea to push it just a little bit further.

      This is what happened when the track turned into a battlefield. When two drivers chose collision over surrender. When love refused to be a liability and stood up for what was right.

      And we were just getting started.
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      The meeting dissolved in a scrape of chairs, but justice didn’t follow us out the door. Dom and Henric stayed behind with Reinhardt and the stewards, already diving back into discussion. Callum and I were dismissed like schoolchildren, though I’d wager half the men in that room were rattled enough to lose their breakfast.

      We walked side by side down the corridor, only our hands connected. My lungs only remembered how to properly draw air once the doors sealed shut behind us. The sound left me in a rush—part exhaustion, part disbelief.

      “That’s it,” I muttered, almost to myself. “A formal investigation after the race.”

      Callum chuckled darkly as he looked straight ahead. He wore a calculating look that I’d once mistaken for broodiness, but really, it was his brain constantly turning things over, running through every scenario.  “Which means Morel gets to line up on the grid like nothing happened.”

      My stomach churned as I recalled his hands on me, the pain in my shoulders, the jarring sensation of my face hitting the wall. “He calls that compromise. It’s still negligence even with all that evidence staring them in the face! Fucking unbelievable.”

      For a stretch, neither of us spoke, the echo of our footsteps louder than the words we’d just used in that boardroom. They would applaud my composure, no doubt, maybe even my tenacity. And yet, Adrian Morel would strap into his car today, and I’d be expected to do the same.

      Callum tugged me to a stop, forcing me to turn to face him. His icy blue gaze searched my face for something I couldn’t name. “You shouldn’t have to share a track with him.”

      “No,” I agreed. “And neither should you after what he did. But if either of us backs down now, he wins. They all win.”

      He pressed his lips together, and I wondered what was going on in his head. “Reinhardt said I should be grateful he didn’t suspend me after yesterday’s incident.” He spat the statement with so much venom that I half-expected the tiles beneath our feet to corrode.

      The tension in his shoulders tugged at my heart. I didn’t agree with him getting in the car at all today, but I knew his pride wouldn’t allow him to sit out another race. Besides, he’d been so busy defending me that I had completely lost sight of that fact.

      I stepped into his space and wound my arms around his neck, and he blinked, eyes softening as his hands found my hips. “Mon amour,” I murmured, standing on my toes to press a gentle kiss to his lips. “Your battles are mine, and mine are yours. Always. That’s how this works, right? You and me, team forever. Racing 101.” I brushed another kiss against his mouth, feather-soft. He squeezed my hips, and I knew I was breaking through that tough exterior he put on when we were in public. “I love you, Callum Fraser. More than the sport. More than the fight. You make me proud every time you choose me, every time you choose us.”

      He let out a shaky breath, melting beneath the words, and I nipped playfully at his bottom lip, my voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. “Chivalrous gentleman, defending your woman,” I teased before slipping into French, a sultry purr I reserved just for him. “Et mon bon garçon récompensé ce soir…”

      And my good boy will be rewarded tonight.

      The way his body shivered under my touch told me he understood every syllable. The tension in him snapped, replaced with a groan as he pulled me closer, mouth crushing to mine in a kiss that was no longer gentle, but desperate and hungry. As if this connection between us was a living, breathing thing.

      It had always felt that way, though. Even when we were fighting it, but especially now as we each went to the ends of the earth to protect one another.

      “You were brilliant in there,” he moaned against my lips, the words vibrating with pride and anger and something deliciously vulnerable. “Fuck, I could listen to you talk like that all goddamn day.”

      I huffed a laugh and pulled back a few inches. “I only told the truth.”

      Callum’s eyes burned into mine. “Exactly. And that’s why they’re terrified of you.” His mouth was back on mine before I could respond, and a shiver rolled through my body at how consuming it felt. “My goddess. My fucking goddess. Do you know how proud I am of you?”

      My whole body went molten, knees nearly buckling. Pride wasn’t something I heard often in this world, not without a list of conditions. But Callum always expressed it without a second thought, it was clean, and whole, and perfect, and all mine. He tore his lips from mine, dragging them down to kiss my throat, rough stubble scraping against my skin. I gasped, arching into him, not caring in the slightest that we were in the middle of a corridor in a public building.

      How could I care when his hands mapped me like he could brand the proof of his love on me?

      I wanted it, wanted him, needed him to ground me after sitting in that room full of men who thought they could decide my worth. I only needed this man to show me that I was worthy of his love.

      But then his hands trailed over my breasts, and my body betrayed me when a white-hot pain streaked through me. I gasped and flinched before I could stop the reaction. It was reflexive, and I hated the way it tore me out of the moment.

      Callum froze instantly, pulling back just enough to search my face. “What’s wrong?”

      Nothing. Everything. My mind scrambled, desperate to cover the fracture of my composure. Not here, not now. I couldn
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