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  Content Warnings


Steady Spark is a light romantic comedy, however the characters experience past traumas. 
If any of the below are concerning for you, please stop reading.
Your mental health matters to me.
Age recommendation: +18
Content warnings:
●   Divorce
●   Widow
●   Open door, graphically explicit sex scenes
●   Watching a racing crash via TV, vague description






  
  Championship Schedule


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






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

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









  
  Dedication


This book is dedicated to my perimenopausal and menopausal babes. 
Having to get used to a new normal. Over and over again.
Struggling to accept this new body, hormones and emotions at this stage of life.
Feeling like it’s been ruined, and devoured (not in the good, sexy way) after silent illnesses and ailments. After pregnancy or trying to get pregnant and dealing with that bitch, infertility. After enjoying and abusing it in your 20s.
This body is yours and yours alone. No one will be as amazing as you.
It’s never too late to fall back in love with yourself.
You took on those shitty battles and re-built yourself stronger.
Because you are a fucking badass. 
xo
[image: ]








  
  1
Rayna

Present Day - November – End of season break


How the fuck did my life end up like this?  I think as I watch my leftovers spin around the plate in the microwave.
The racing season has ended early. Cut short post-season testing because of the start to the tropical storm season in Queensland. More than happy to send the team home after another winning season. We can always catch up at the start of next season.
This means I’m back home in my Paddington terrace. Far away from the track but not away from my reality. Lonely. At least I have friends on track. Here, I need to wait until next month, the week before Christmas, for the first visitor to come through the house before I have company.
My brother is stuck in our Italian office, my sister-in-law is caught up in New Zealand with her kids, and my son, Louie, has pre-season testing with our Infraction32 rally team in South Australia. And here I am, wondering what Wesley and I would be doing if he didn’t pass away well over a decade ago. Holidaying together after a bumper season? Visiting friends in the Netherlands? Planning out the next season together?
But no, I’m here. On my own. Because some fucking asshole had to run a red light and take a husband away from his wife and pre-teen son over a decade ago.
I swear I’ve made peace with it. But sometimes life is unfair. I miss him, and what we’ve missed out on with him not being here.
The microwave dings, taking me out of my head. Reaching for a tea towel, I extract my meal and place it on the counter to cool. Retrieving a wineglass from the cabinet and the wine bottle from the fridge, I don’t bother sitting down at the kitchen island to eat. What’s the point? It’s just me. I finish off the meal standing over the sink. Blankly staring at nothing. Unenthused.
Placing the empty container in the dishwasher once I’ve eaten, my phone rings. My sister-in-law, Jillian, fills the screen when I pick up.
“Heya Jill. How are you going?”
“Heya Ray. Good! You?” She’s sitting in her bed, the lamp’s light gently touching her face.
Waving my glass in front of my face, I reply. “Just peachy.”
“Save some fun for me!” She jokes.
“Everything good with the kids?”
“Yeah. Marla’s finishing up her final exams, and Declan is on his way back from uni. Still on schedule to get to Sydney a few days before Christmas.”
“Sounds great. Will be great to have everyone home again.” I take a big gulp of wine.
“You okay?”
“Just thinking about Wes.”
She nods. “When is Louie due back home?”
“Around when you’re due. I told him to come when he wants. He might have plans.”
“I can try for earlier flights and push the kids to come home quicker.”
“No, don’t be silly. Marla will have end-of-year fun to have.”
“Well, we’re here if you want to come over before Louie arrives. We can hit the vineyards for some sis-in-law time.”
“Sounds good. I’ll let you know.”
We finish up talking about some spa treatments we want to get when she’s here and a promise to send me their flight details so I can go and collect them from the airport.
Sitting at the table on my back patio and pouring another large glass of wine, I scroll through my phone to make sure I have replied to all my text messages and returned any missed calls, the setting sun hitting my face.
My scrolling brings me to a message I have answered but a name that runs deep. I have no idea why we were so distant for so long, but over the last few years, Koby and I have been rebuilding our friendship. My finger hovers over his name, and in a split-second decision, I hit “Call”.






  
  2
Koby


The cab from the airport was agonisingly slow. Serves me right for flying in on a Friday afternoon. Banked up traffic all the way to the Eastern suburbs. I met up with my daughter, Aria, in Melbourne as she was wrapping up the Ghostly Flux enduro season. She organised some sponsor meetings for me to be a part of at the last minute, considering I was down there. The end of season testing getting the plug pulled meant I could hang out with Aria outside of meetings, but as it was unexpected, she was getting busy with friend commitments between work and the silly season approaching. 
But she had everything sorted work-wise. She didn’t need me there at all, and I started to feel in the way. I’m so proud of her hard work and balancing her social life so she won’t burn out. I was thrilled she wanted to come work in the family business after uni, and she’s really taken the reins on the enduro side of the business. She has everything under control.
The cab pulls up to my house in Bronte, and the light brown bricks of the modest house are a sight for sore, tired eyes. I’m ready for an early night so I can hit the beach in the morning. Slipping the key into the lock and swinging the door open, I notice an uncharacteristically damp smell. I take a step in and my shoe meets the squelch of soaked carpet.
“Fuck!”
I flick on the light and behold. The house has flooded, and there is not a centimetre of floor that doesn’t have water. Leaving my suitcase outside the door, I continue walking into the house, heading straight for the kitchen and patting the counter to ensure it’s dry before placing down my laptop bag to look under the sink, and there it is. A burst pipe in the kitchen.
I shut off the water and start to think. Who was here last? How long has this been going? Aria said she stopped in here a month ago, so this must have occurred over the last few weeks. Hopefully, the damage isn’t too drastic. Jumping on the phone, I’m quick to organise some tradies, cleaners and start the insurance claim, but nothing can happen until the following week. Not an emergency, so no need to call them in on a Friday after hours. But they advised it best to not stay until the damage has been assessed.
I’m about to call a hotel when my phone rings.
“Hi Rayna. How are you going?”
“Heya, Koby. Good here, was just seeing what you were up to. How was your trip to Melbourne?”
“Yeah, it was great. Aria has it all under control. But I’ve arrived home to water damage. I was just about to work out which hotel to call and hope they have a vacancy for the next week.”
“Don’t be silly. Come stay here. I have room.”
“Geez, that would make things easy. As long as you’re sure?”
“Absolutely. I can come pick you up?”
“No, don’t worry about that. Friday afternoon traffic. I’ll make my way over now. Thanks, Rayna.”
“Anytime!” She replies, and the phone goes dead.

      [image: ]Stepping out of the cab and staring up at the terrace takes me back to a time over twenty years ago. Standing in front of this terrace with Wesley, Courtney, dropping Rayna off or picking her up. I instinctively look over, and there is a new Triumph Thruxton sitting where she always parked her bikes on the small front patio. The façade is just as I remember it. Brown and cream highlights. But this time, the colour scheme extends over to the next terrace house, which was once burnt red and rusted iron bars as the decorative trims.
Rapping my knuckles on the door, I’m met by Rayna a few short moments later.
“Koby! So glad you’re here.” Extending her arms and embracing me in one of her warm hugs, I’m transported to being twenty again.
“Heya, Rayna. Thanks so much for this.” Inhaling deeply, smelling her familiar vanilla scent.
“No need to thank me. You’re welcome anytime.” She steps back and extends her hand out for me to head in.
The interior design is just as I remember, however it is double the size.
“Ahh, this seems bigger?” I exclaim.
“Oh yes, I had an opportunity a few years back to buy the terrace next door and open it up. Now I have more room for people to stay over and add a garage. Louie, Declan and Marla are all too big to share a room with parents, and if they have kids down the line, there’s plenty of room for everyone over the breaks to spend time here.”
“You were always one for forward thinking.”
She smiles sweetly at me and ducks her head. “Feel free to make yourself at home. I just had dinner, but there are some more meals in the fridge the chef has cooked.”
“Chef? Don’t we live the life?” I tease.
She playfully waves her hand. “Stop! It’s a friend of mine. Plus, I’m on my own here for a few weeks. Feels like a waste to cook food just for myself.”
I know the hidden meaning behind that gesture. She would have told this friend that reason so she could support their business where she can. Always doing what she could for her friends and family.
“I could eat. Aria had to skip lunch with me for another equipment meeting, and the flight didn’t serve food.”
“She is a machine. How is she going?” She asks as she goes to the fridge and pulls a pre-portioned meal out and sticks it in the microwave.
“Going well. She really didn’t need me in any of the meetings she had me down there for. I have full confidence in her leadership capabilities. She retained much more in her uni degree than I did.”
“That wasn’t hard when you had a stunner like Courtney on your arm.” She lifts a wineglass up and I nod.
“Absolutely. I think I’ll tell her at Christmas that next season I’ll head down but only to spend time with her as father and daughter before she gets busy with social commitments. She can handle the business side where and how she sees fit.”
“Such a milestone!” She praises, placing the large, clear wineglass in front of me, filling it up with the bottle sitting on the counter.
“How’s Louie?”
“Stuck in some end of season testing with the mechanics. They’re having the hardest time working out some shitty chassis issue. I should actually suggest he reach out to Micah or Dave.”
“They are the top crew in the paddock. I’m sure they’d definitely have some insight,” I agree as three dings from the microwave compete with our conversation.
Rayna retrieves the container from the microwave and sets it in front of me with some cutlery and warns, “It’ll be hot.”
I nod, picking up the wineglass and taking a gulp.
“Do you have many plans over the weekend? Sorry if I’m encroaching.”
“No, I really don’t. With Louie doing that testing and Jill and the kids not due over for another few weeks, there’s no one to hang with. My parents are in aged care now, and I popped over to see them this morning, but visiting them too much gets overwhelming for them, so I have to stagger my trips and Wes’ dad moved to Spain a few years ago and doesn’t like to travel during peak holiday time. You’re actually helping me out by keeping me company.” She raises her glass for me to clink it. “What did you have planned this weekend?”
“I was just looking forward to heading to the beach for a surf, to be honest. Back to my summer habits.”
“You still head out at 5:00 a.m.?”
“Nah, respectable hour these days. 7:00 a.m.,” I joke.
“That’s a relief.” She remarks and looks into her wineglass, so I can take her in. Her frame, engulfed in a grey cardigan over a basic white t-shirt and light blue jeans. Her legs cross at the ankles as she leans back on the counter on the opposite side of the kitchen. Hair piled up on her head with a loose elastic. Her head lifts, and smiles when her eyes hit mine.
“When did you start riding again?” I ask, motioning to the front of the house, where her bike lies in waiting.
“Haven’t as yet. Two years ago, Javi asked if we could do a team building day on track. I was all over the place. Couldn’t believe it had been so many years since I had been on one. Decided to buy one and have it when I’m home. Just to get back on it again. But I’ve not been able to actually get on it.”
“You always loved riding. I can’t believe it took so long to get back on one.”
“Oh, you know how it is. One year rolls into another so quickly. I lost track.”
“Yes, I’m very familiar with that scenario.”
A comfortable silence surrounds us as we stare into our drinks.
“It’s a trip being in this house again,” I remark, looking around, rubbing the stubble on my jaw.
It’s been a long time since we’ve been here. Friends in this house.
“Yeah. Lots of good times we’ve had here.” She smiles, and it’s filled with fond memories. “I’m sure you’re stuffed after the eventful day. I’ll show you which room I set up for you, and please feel free to make yourself at home.”
“Thank you,” I repeat and grab my luggage and follow her to the second floor.
Walking behind her on the stairs, I give her the space of a few steps between us, which puts me in eye line with her slipper adorned feet. And not just any slippers. Some fluffy pink slippers with little bunny faces and ears at the front that flop with each foot placed on a step.
The setting sun lavishes the open landing in a blaring orange light as we reach the top of the stairs. The beige walls doing nothing but capturing and highlighting the bright streams of light. Rayna reaches the top step and turns around to face me, raising her hand in one direction. “My room is there if you need anything. And your room is over here.” She gestures to the opposite side of the floor before walking towards the door.
Each door is solid wood, stained in a deep mahogany, showing red now from all the light spilling into the room. Rayna steps into the room and stands by the door to allow me in. More sunset light floods the room and hits the crisp whites and greys in the large space.
“This room has an ensuite with towels already in there. Fresh sheets and a TV if you can’t sleep.” She waves a hand by the bedside table to the remote and a charging station already set up.
“You think of everything.”
“I try.” She scratches her head under her messy bun. “Oh! I almost forgot!” She digs into her pocket and pulls out a few keys on a Triumph-branded keyring.
Eyeing the keyring with a quirked eyebrow, I jest. “I can’t be seen walking around with that keyring.”
She opens her hand for the keyring to rest on her palm, then looks over to me with a sly look on her face. “Who do you think is going to be looking so intently at this keyring this weekend? Have any stalkers I haven’t heard of yet?” She teases.
Rolling my eyes, I open my hand out for the key. “Ducati team owner with a Triumph keyring. Scandalous.”
She victoriously places the key firmly in my palm. The warmth of her fingers grazing, her long nails dragging gently across my calloused skin.
“Thank you.” I close my hand, feeling the metal bite of the jagged edge of the keys.
“Anytime, Rookie.” She smiles and pats my shoulder. “I’ll be downstairs for a bit before bed. Feel free to relax. No pressure to come down.”
She leaves. The scent of vanilla lingers in the room.
Running my hand down my face, I decide on a shower.






  
  3
Rayna 


Hearing the sound of the shower going upstairs feels uplifting. Noise of someone else in the house. I can’t imagine Koby feeling up to joining me for the evening. He looked wrecked after he had some food in him. Like he could finally relax. 
My mind wanders as the movie I’m watching plays. I’m unsure what happened or how Koby and I drifted apart over the years. Busy lives? Our families and teams to look after?
We’ve been hanging out here and there over the last few years, but it feels like a very slow process of getting back to how we used to be. Inseparable. Fuck, we practically lived together after his accident, then arrived at uni together. We started Infraction32 together. We used to go everywhere together.
The abrupt end of the movie draws me back from spacing out. I check the time on my watch and it’s close to ten p.m. Turning everything off downstairs, I quietly make my way upstairs.
Hitting the top step, I hear the faint sound of Koby snoring through his door. I exhale with content.
Standing in front of my bathroom mirror in a pair of underpants and a tank top, waiting while my estrogen gel dries, I take in my body.
Running my hand down my stomach, I sigh. I’m definitely not in my twenties anymore. The remnants of my stretch marks, fragmented and marred across my skin. I do my best to fit time to work out at the hotel gyms, keep my daily step count up and have been spending the last year doing Pilates in my hotel room late at night. Looking away from my mirror, that was the longest time I’ve stared at my reflection for a while. The gel is dry enough, so I can put on long, light pants and a loose long-sleeve top. Yes, it’s summer, but I don’t love my body being out there. I’ll blast the air-con in my room so I can cover myself up. Blame perimenopause and pretend hot flashes.
Climbing into bed, the soft light from the lamp on my bedside table illuminating the cozy space. Do I have enough time for a few pages on my ereader? My eternal struggle. Sleep or read? I know I’ll get stuck into my new book and be up until 3:00 a.m., so I opt for a scroll on my phone.
My feed is full of colleagues from the paddock. Holiday-mode is definitely on. My fingers pause longer at certain accounts. Young, beautiful woman. Hair flowing and perfect. Skin toned and taut. Travelling, carefree in the prime of their lives.
Shutting off the phone, the screen goes black. My reflection stares back at me. Face puffy, bags under my eyes, hair a mess. Okay, okay. The low light from the lamp isn’t helping at this angle, but I can wallow. Putting it on charge on my bedside and turning the light off, I enjoy the darkness. Things are more forgiving in the dark. Hidden away.
Closing my eyes, I pull up my blanket and push my head back into my pillow, trying to quell the thoughts swirling around in my head. I need to not spiral and get some sleep. I think as I lay there and, indeed, spiral.

      [image: ]The sound of pans clanking rouses me from my sleep. For a moment, I forget that I opened my home to Koby, until I hear his loud whisper voice floating up the stairs, “Fucking noisy pans! Shhh.”
Hitting the bathroom, putting a bra and light robe on, I descend the stairs.
“Good morning,” I greet Koby.
“Morning. Sorry.” He offers a meek smile.
Eyeing the table, Koby has been busy. Fruit cut and laid out, coffee mugs out waiting next to the coffee machine, and the pan on the stove has scrambled eggs finishing off.
“I haven’t had your legendary scrambled chilli eggs in years!”
Koby’s mum is an amazing cook, so she imparted a lot of her cooking skills to Koby growing up and it helped him out being on the road racing a lot. No wonder his parents buggered off to the south of France to retire. Within a few short trips to some of the best food regions in the world.
“It has been a while.”
“Geez, when was the last time?” My perimenopausal brain needs a good few hours to wake up before I can do any mental heavy lifting.
“Probably the summer before Wes...”
“No, seriously?” I was shocked it’s been so long. What happened between us?
“You know how it goes. Family, track. Time gets away from us, right?” He answers my unasked question, palming it off, turning away from me. Busying himself at the stove, tidying up around the counter.
Blinking away my disbelief, I stand and head to the coffee machine. “Still two sugars?”
“Yeah, thanks.” His laser-focus on the pan and plating up the scrambled eggs on the buttered toast on the nearby plates.
Making coffee, being in the kitchen with someone who isn’t my child or a family member takes me back a moment. Sharing my space like this feels quite intimate, and a burst of nostalgia floods over me. I have known Koby for decades. We have spent countless times in this very kitchen doing this same routine in our 20s, and this feels familiar. Like we haven’t been apart any time from then until now. I glance over at him from the corner of my eye. His shoulders are broad under his white t-shirt, flowing loose over his torso. Koby still runs, swims, surfs, so his body is in great shape, but still shows the signs of our age. Where he was skinny and taut in his 20s, he’s now a little stout, and husky. His arms are still muscular, but not as defined as they used to be.
He walks out of the kitchen to set the plates down on my long dining table opposite the kitchen. His forearms strain as he gently places the plates down for us.
I walk the mugs over to the dining table, and place them down next to our plates, taking my seat at the table.
Koby collects some cutlery from the kitchen and brings it back to the table. Handing mine to me. Our hands gently graze during the handover. He snaps his hand back and clears his throat, sitting on the opposite side of the table to me.
I start eating the scrambled eggs, which are cooked to perfection. Exhaling as I hum my approval. “Just as I remember them,” I offer, smiling at him.
He smiles with a nod and starts eating. “So you said no plans for the weekend?”
“That’s right. What about you?”
“I was hoping to pop by the house and see how bad it is, now that the water has been shut off.”
“Want some company?”
“You must really be bored to want to tag along to assess a water-damaged house.”
“I’m avoiding some sponsors’ calls.”
“Ah, all makes sense now. Well, we can always hit the beach after? Still early enough for a surf and a dip.”
My skin goes cold. I haven’t been in front of anyone in swimmers in years. I have my infinity pool in the backyard, but I only go in there when no one is around. Otherwise, I just sit by it or the hotel pools in my clothes.
“Oh!” Koby checks his phone. “Actually, no swim. Beach will definitely be crowded at this time on a Saturday. Didn’t realise the time.”
While Koby loves a big crowd on track, he’s always considered his beach stints as his time for solace. Basking in the roaring, crashing sounds of the ocean to find his peace.
“What time you heading back to yours?”
“After we’re done here? Might as well get it over and done with. See if I can grab some more clothes.”
“Sounds good.”
We fall into silence as we finish the eggs and coffee. A comfortable silence.
My phone rings as we rinse our plates. Koby waves me off to take the call in my room as he finishes tidying up.
“Hello, Louie! How are you going?”
“Hi, Mum, good thanks! How are you going?” My son, Louie, comes through the other line.
“Good, thanks. How are things going with that chassis issue? Any breakthroughs?”
“Nah, nothing yet. I was going to ask if you think Micah would mind if I called her and asked her a few questions?”
“I was going to suggest you called her or Dave about it. I am sure they won’t mind. If you need them to travel to you, just buy the tickets for them and their partners, if they want to bring them.”
“Sounds like a plan. Hopefully, it’s a simple issue they will know off the top of their head.”
“If it were a simple issue, the crew would have worked it out by now. They are a solid team.”
“This is true. I just want to get it sorted so I can send everyone home for the break.”
“Don’t stress about that, otherwise the problem will never sort itself out. If it were me, I would give everyone the option to head home. You’ll have enough who will want to stay on and get the work done and others who want to get home to see their families. I trust whatever you need to do.”
“Thanks, Mum. Obviously, there is still a question mark on when I can get back home for Chrissie.”
“You do what you need to do. I’ll see you when you can get back home.”
“You know what I’m doing this weekend. What’re you up to this weekend?”
“Koby is actually having some water issues at his place, so he’s staying here over the weekend while he waits for tradies to come in and assess it for him next week.”
“That’s great to hear you have someone to hang out with. You turn into a bit of a recluse in the off-season.”
“I’m hardly at home throughout the year. Of course, I am a recluse. I love this house and miss it.” I sit down in my wingback chair at the desk in my bedroom. The brown leather material is soft and
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