
  
    [image: Team Orders]
  


  
    
      TEAM ORDERS

      A Lights Out Novel

    

    
      
        RJ SCOTT

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: Love Lane Books Limited]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Copyright

          

        

      

    

    
      Team Orders - A Lights Out Novel

      Copyright ©2023 RJ Scott

      Cover design by Meredith Russell

      Edited by Sue Laybourn

      Published by Love Lane Books Ltd

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      This literary work may not be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, including electronic or photographic reproduction, in whole or in part, without express written permission. This book cannot be copied in any format, sold, or otherwise transferred from your computer to another through upload to a file sharing peer-to-peer program, for free or for a fee. Such action is illegal and in violation of Copyright Law.

      All characters and events in this book are fictitious. Any resemblance to actual persons living or dead is strictly coincidental. All trademarks are the property of their respective owners.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Dedication

      

      
        Racing Pride

      

      
        Trigger Warning

      

    

    
      
        
          Team Orders

        

        
          
            Chapter 1

          

          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Chapter 3

          

          
            Chapter 4

          

          
            Chapter 5

          

          
            Chapter 6

          

          
            Chapter 7

          

          
            Chapter 8

          

          
            Chapter 9

          

          
            Chapter 10

          

          
            Chapter 11

          

          
            Chapter 12

          

          
            Chapter 13

          

          
            Chapter 14

          

          
            Chapter 15

          

          
            Chapter 16

          

          
            Chapter 17

          

          
            Chapter 18

          

          
            Chapter 19

          

          
            Chapter 20

          

          
            Chapter 21

          

          
            Chapter 22

          

          
            Chapter 23

          

          
            Chapter 24

          

          
            Chapter 25

          

          
            Epilogue

          

        

      

    

    
      
        Never miss another release

      

      
        Also by RJ Scott

      

      
        Wishing Tree, Vermont

      

      
        Christmas stories

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Dedication

          

        

      

    

    
      Always for my family, but a special mention to my wonderful husband, resident petrol head, and Ferrari fan, Steve, for his valuable input (thanks for the shower scene ;) )

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Thank you to Lisa, Charlie, H.L, Emma, and Beth, for making this the most fun project of all time.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Books in the Lights Out Collection

          

        

      

    

    
      Each book in the collection is a standalone story, and can be read on its own.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      
        
        Team Orders - RJ Scott

      

        

      
        Full Throttle - Lisa Henry

      

        

      
        Pole Position - Charlie Novak

      

        

      
        Scoring Points - H.L Day

      

        

      
        Black Flagged - Emma Jaye

      

        

      
        Rookie Mistakes - Beth Laycock

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Disclaimer

          

        

      

    

    
      This is a work of fiction. The use of Formula 1 (F1), Formula 2 (F2), and Grand Prix in no way reflects the policies or opinions of the actual organization.

      Names, characters, businesses, places, events, and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or used in a fictional manner. Any resemblance to actual persons living or dead is strictly coincidental. All trademarks are the property of their respective owners.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          [image: Lights out]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Racing Pride

          

        

      

    

    
      The F1 calendar takes place in some countries hostile to those identifying as queer, and teams have sponsors who might not support a queer driver.

      As of April 2023, there is no openly out F1 driver.

      Racing Pride is a new initiative embracing all elements within motorsport, and actively promoting, and supporting LGBTQ+ participants in order to create some desperately needed role models for aspiring LGBTQ+ participants in motorsport

      Find out more here: racingpride.com.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Trigger Warning

          

        

      

    

    
      This book contains details of a serious motorsport accident and subsequent fire.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            [image: Team Orders RJ Scott]
          
        

      

    

  


  
    
      If you no longer go for a gap that exists,

      then you’re no longer a racing driver.

      

      Ayrton Senna

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

          ARCHIE

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Italy, September last year

      

      

      

      The Hotel de la Ville—walking distance to the Monza racetrack in Italy—was secure and closed off for Formula One drivers and teams, which meant that Formula Two drivers like me, the ones trying our hardest to join the big boys, weren’t allowed in. 

      I’d never imagined for one moment that I’d be here with an invite to a team event. I’d imagined, or at least hoped, to one day drive for Deacon-Graaf with a top tier F1 seat, but there were only ten teams, with two seats each, and those twenty seats were the pinnacle. I wasn’t there just yet. Although, with the F2 championship under my belt as of two days ago, I’d officially been invited to take up a spot in the F1 world, and even though the F2 season hadn’t finished yet, Deacon-Graaf had made it public that they were putting their money behind me as their reserve driver, and according to the pundits, it was a coup for any team to tie me up now. 

      If only they could see the panic inside me, they might rethink that. 

      “You nervous?” Lennox Bradley asked as I hovered outside security. A fellow F2 racer, he was here to see his brother—an F1 driver—and he’d walked with me from the circuit, and done so in silence, for which I was thankful. Everything had moved so fast. One minute, I was lining up to race here in an F2 race; the next, I was first, and it was mathematically impossible for anyone to catch me for the F2 championship.

      I’d won this year’s F2 championship by a big margin. I was overwhelmed with adrenalin, excitement, and now, since I’d gotten a call offering me a new role, a cold, nervous fear. 

      “I’m good,” I lied. “It’s what I’ve worked for all this time.”

      “You want my advice?” Lennox placed a hand on my arm. One of the good guys in the paddock, he was the youngest member of a racing dynasty, and I wanted to hear how he could make this all better. He’d been in the pressure cooker world of F1 for so long, he had to know.

      “Please.”

      “Imagine them all naked,” he said with a smirk.

      I shook my hand free. “Wanker,” I muttered.

      He rolled his eyes at me. “You’re letting your Brit show.” He grinned, and then side-hugged me. “It’s all good. Okay?”

      I opened my mouth to ask another question—this one way more important, and then shut it just as fast. 

      There was no way I was asking anyone on any grid anywhere advice about my love life, or lack thereof, given I was way way back in the closet. 

      Noah Fournier, the number one driver for Deacon-Graaf Formula 1 Racing would be at this event, and I was going to be a mess when he talked to me. I’d spent so long watching him from afar that my closeted heart had once supposed it was in love with him—that was how bad things had gotten. He was a stone-faced master of the track, all intensity and focus, and he was the sexiest man I’d ever seen, or dreamed about. 

      And now, I would be working with him—and the rest of the team of course—but it was being anywhere near Noah that worried me.

      “You earned this place,” Lennox slapped me on the back. “You’re done with F2 now you’re the champion, and we all knew you’d end up in F1.” 

      All the training, the psychology of racing, the friends I’d made, the accidents, the poles, the finishes, had all culminated in Sunday’s win, with me becoming F2 Champion and earning my invite to join the Deacon-Graaf Racing Team as their reserve driver for next year’s F1 calendar. 

      Great and all. 

      Everything I’d wished for, racing for a team I was proud to be part of and which I’d followed as long as I could remember.

      Where Deacon-Graaf was my favorite team, Noah was my favorite driver, and I was half in love with the notion of him turning to me and telling me that he was gay, and lusted after me as badly as I lusted after him. I doubted he had a poster of me on his wall, though.

      “I’m only a reserve driver⁠—”

      Lennox poked my chest. “There’s no such thing as only a reserve driver; it’s the first step to a full seat. Archie, you belong in F1, you deserve this chance, and now, you just have to prove yourself and get a full-time seat. Yeah?”

      “Same for you.” Lennox was coming up to F1 as a reserve the same as me, to his father’s team, a shoo-in, but deserving it just as much as any of us.

      Lennox huffed. “You want it more than I do,” he said, but he bit his lip, as if he’d told me too much of what was in his head, and then, with a wave, he disappeared past security and down the side of the hotel. Security knew Lennox Bradley—everyone knew Team Bradley—but what about me? Would anyone know Archie Harris? Shoulders back, I stepped up to the two big guys and showed my pass. They checked a list, no scanning here, very old school, and then, with a nod, one of them let me in. 

      I felt as if I’d passed my first test, had somehow made it onto the accepted list, and as I entered the cool interior of the hotel, I had no idea where to go so I headed for reception. 

      The man behind the counter—Paolo, according to his name badge—smiled. “Welcome to Hotel de Ville, how can I help you?”

      “Archie Harris,” I blurted, having lost all my cool on the ten-minute walk from the track to here. 

      Paolo smiled at me. “The Deacon-Graaf racing event is in the Arazzi suite.”

      “How did you know that I…”

      His lip twitched as he checked out my shirt and raised an eyebrow. I followed his glance to the big Deacon-Graaf logo sitting right there front and center, the stylized golden Deacon-Graaf with the outline of a racing car at its center was probably the biggest giveaway of which team I was here for.

      I tugged the top down a little, and I swear my cheeks must’ve been scarlet. “…of course,” I murmured.

      “Also, I’m a fan,” the man said, and leaned toward me over the counter, “I’m not supposed to say this, but Deacon-Graaf is the team I follow, and I’m glad you’re on board and hope, one day, when Noah or Augusto retire, it will be you in the seat.”

      Oh god, I’m probably scarlet. 

      “Thank you.”

      He stepped back and tapped something on his screen, then passed me a plastic card. “Straight to the end here, and then elevator to the fourth floor; you’ll see a sign for the Arazzi suite—the card will get you in. Good luck, Mr. Harris.”

      “Archie,” I corrected him, then wondered if I should have done that? Was it team protocol for informality in F1? Why was I even second-guessing myself? I was a good guy, friendly, approachable, but I refused to be called Mr. Harris because that was my dad, who wouldn’t cross the road to talk to me, so yeah, I was Archie, and I always would be.

      “Good luck, Archie, and congratulations on the win.”

      “Thank you.”

      Buoyed by Paolo’s enthusiasm, I headed for the elevator and stepped out on the correct floor, finding the room, and then hovering there staring at the card reader. One swipe, and I would be taking a step into what I’d fought so hard for. The Deacon-Graaf team principal—Billy Deacon—had asked me to attend this event, a celebration of some sort, saying he wanted a chance for me to meet the team properly. Multi-millionaire tech god Billy Deacon wasn’t the kind to take no for an answer, and at first I’d been excited to go—after all I was the biggest Deacon-Graaf nerd out there. But then it hit me, I’d be seeing Noah freaking Fournier, and how I felt about him would probably show on my face the moment he spoke to me.

      I’m a Formula 1 driver. I am fast. I am skilled. I work hard.

      I will not go fuck this up and turn purple. 

      I could handle one event, maybe hang to the side, meet the people I wanted to meet, like the engineers, mechanics, and technicians I’d be working with in my new role. It wasn’t as if I was going to be the center of attention. With a cleansing breath, I scanned my card and stepped inside, immediately lost in a sea of Deacon-Graaf navy and gold. 

      “Here he is!” Billy announced from my left, “the man himself!”

      I glanced his way, as everyone in the room turned to look at me, and then, I saw over his head. Congratulations Archie, F2 Champion, on a huge banner. 

      So much for not being the center of attention.

      I waved.

      Fuck. I waved.

      Billy was at my side in an instant, and then, it was a blur. A mess of questions and congratulations, of never quite finishing my orange juice because I didn’t even have time to drink, and of people sizing me up in one way or another. Figuratively, in the sense I was going to be the reserve, which meant I’d be working closer with the simulation team, and the engineers and mechanics for both drivers. But also, literally, in that I was the same size as both drivers and wasn’t that handy when it came to fitting into the car’s cockpit for practice. 

      “And last, but by no means least, here we have the stars of the show, I give you Grumpy and Sunshine,” Billy said and slumped into a seat at a small table, waving for me to sit in the only empty chair, opposite Noah Fournier, and next to Augusto Romero, the other Deacon-Graaf driver. Sitting there, I was just one more person in Deacon-Graaf navy and gold, and it was almost as if I belonged.

      “Hi,” I said, then coughed to clear my throat. I’d met both men before, but never as an equal, always as a student. Although, as reserve driver and a rookie to boot, I would still be a student.

      Whatever. I do belong here.

      “Archie, you know Augusto, he’s our sunshine.”

      “Congrats to champion of F2, Archie!” Augusto blurted and raised his drink in salute, followed by the rest of the team, including the man I could see in my peripheral vision, but I hadn’t been able to look at yet—Noah.

      “And that’s Noah, our resident grump.”

      “Ha fucking ha,” Noah sighed with added drama, then offered me a smile, and we shook hands. “Welcome to the team, Archie.” I was determined to be controlled and all business, but something went terribly wrong, and in a split second my brain disconnected from my mouth.

      “I have a photo with you, Noah. From my twenty-first birthday party, you probably don’t remember even being there, but you were. I also had this huge poster on my wall. I’m your biggest fan.”

      Shit. 

      Shit.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Two

          

          ARCHIE

        

      

    

    
      Everyone fell quiet.

      Then Noah raised an eyebrow before grinning widely.

      “Told you I had fans,” he deadpanned.

      Everyone at the table laughed, and it took all the attention from me and my stupid mouth and I’d never felt so damn grateful. Billy and Augusto smiled, both focused on me, and there was an expectation for me to say something else, but it occurred to me that I was still shaking Noah’s hand, and I dropped it like a hot potato. 

      “Thanks everyone,” I raised my still full glass of OJ to acknowledge them all. “I’m looking forward to working hard with the team to support our drivers.”

      If they wanted more by way of a speech, they didn’t give me time. The chatting started up again, and I found myself pulled into a heated debate with Augusto over Paw Patrol, a Canadian computer-animated series featuring puppies. His kids—he had two under five, with a third on the way—loved the show. I’d watched it as a kid, and there was a connection, although my favorite was Marshall, and his kids loved Rubble. 

      As for Noah, despite being Canadian, he didn’t join in the Paw Patrol chat, but drank his official Deacon-Graaf bottled water and watched and nodded along.

      When he did have something to say about anything, I was enraptured, staring at him, watching the way his lips moved, and several times, he caught me looking at him. On one occasion, he wet his lips, and I tugged my official shirt down to cover the erection that nudged my zipper. The object of my fantasies was right here in front of me, and what I wouldn’t give to kiss him right here and now in front of everyone. 

      His gaze drifted to my chest. Was he checking me out or was it that he was focusing on the logo? I’d talked to both him and Augusto before, but maybe they were shocked that Deacon-Graaf had pulled me up to the team? Was something worrying him? He wasn’t frowning—in fact, when our eyes met again, there was something in his expression… his eyes wide, his tongue poking out to wet his lip. Was it attraction? For real? It couldn’t be. Maybe, he was considering me a puzzle to be solved, but him staring back at me, made me hyper aware of where I was and why I was there.

      Noah was talking now, comfortable in his own skin, one leg drawn up across the other, his ankle on his knee, gorgeous and sexy in Deacon-Graaf colors, his perfect, chiseled face creasing in a smile as someone next to him asked a question about one of his homes—I think it was the Monaco one, but then, I wasn’t listening, but imagining kissing his lips as he smiled. They were a plump cupid bow of sexiness, and I couldn’t stop staring at him; I hoped to hell I came across as being enthralled, as opposed to being in lust.

      The broody man, with styled blond hair and unfathomable chocolate-brown eyes, had a way of talking and walking and breathing that had me melting inside, and added to that his jawline was⁠—

      “Archie?” Augusto clicked his fingers in front of my face, and I blinked at him.

      “Seems like the kid is overwhelmed,” Noah joked, but his smile was more cautious, than joking. I was fucking up in my first major team meet. Way to impress people, Archie. Spacing out while staring at Noah wasn’t a great way to start my career in the big leagues, but the word that struck me from what Noah said was that I wasn’t a kid. I was twenty-two now, not far off twenty-three to Augusto’s twenty-six and Noah’s thirty, and I’d worked my ass off to get here. 

      F1 was my dream, the pinnacle of motorsport, and whatever people said about my driving skills, Deacon fucking Graaf wanted me. 

      “This kid is fine, old man.” The words spilled out before I could stop them, and they were fake-flirty in that safe way only bros can talk and what the team would expect of us. Fuck. How easy it was to fall into my role, the one where I was at ease and teasing the other guys. Those left at the table laughed, hell, even Noah laughed; although, he leaned over to me to fake-punch my arm. I caught his fist and leaned into him, my OJ nearly spilling. He smelled so good, the scent of cars and fresh air, and a lemony body wash. I wanted to bury my face in his neck and order everyone to leave. I moved away, because in my head, sniffing progressed to kissing and then… yeah, completely out of control.

      Noah snorted a laugh, and my cheeks heated again. I’d been rude.

      “Sorry, that was —”

      “That’s what you say now,” Noah interrupted, all smiles and with no sign of sharpness in his gaze. “But you’ll be a rookie kid until you prove to me otherwise.”

      I rolled my eyes so everyone could see. 

      “Put me in your car and watch me fly,” I bantered, and someone else laughed.

      Everyone knew it would take a while for me to match anywhere near what Noah and Augusto could do, but that was what I was here to learn, and in at least one free practice session, I could get to drive either of their cars for testing.

      Noah’s car.

      Which Noah had driven. 

      “I might watch you crash out,” he countered.

      “Or you might see me set a new fastest lap.” I shrugged. “Let’s hope, for your sake, that it’s not your car I’m in for either.”

      He laughed then, and I didn’t think he was too pissed at me. Also, everyone seemed to love the bantering between the veteran and the new kid, and it felt good that I was relaxing.

      “What do you want Archie to work on first?” one of the engineers asked.

      I turned at the sound of my name to catch Noah staring at me again. 

      “Besides fetching us coffees?” he joked, and I huffed in indignation as he checked me over again. “I reckon he’ll be able to carry at least four cups in one go.”

      “Ten,” I replied with a chuckle. “But also, bringing you coffee? Not happening.”

      More laughter. I was rocking this event. 

       I can do this. 

      “What plans are in place for you to get your super license?” Augusto interjected.

      I tore my gaze from Noah to face his teammate, who was watching Noah and me. Maybe I was scarlet, but then it was hot in here. 

      “Billy said he wants me over to Silverstone in November so I can do the required mileage in last year’s car.” The thought of driving last year’s beautiful car, with the navy and gold livery, maybe even the one Noah had driven, was overwhelming.

      Particularly when sexy, awe inspiring, sitting-right-opposite-me Noah was staring at me. 

      This was a dream come true, and I felt as if I needed to pinch myself to make sure I was even here, so I did that, and it hurt, so yeah, I was definitely present at the table.

      I repeated what my agent had told me to say to any and all questions about my place here. “I’m so excited to be working in the Deacon-Graaf simulator with team engineers,” but I couldn’t resist teasing, and I felt ridiculously strong and confident for a moment. “And of course, collaborating with Noah and Augusto to show them how it’s done.”

      Noah snorted a laugh, and this time, he was the one doing the eye-rolling.

      “In your dreams, kid.”

      “Yep, in your dreams,” Augusto agreed.

      He and Noah did a complicated fist bump bro-hug thing. I settled back in my seat, at last getting to drink my OJ, and listened to people chatting. I’d done my thing, made jokes, bantered, staked my claim on the place in the team, made people smile, and now, I could relax a little.

      The only tense moment between any of them was a pointed kind-of-joke from one of Augusto’s mechanics about how Augusto had been asked to move over to let Noah through on the last race of the previous season. I caught Noah wincing, but Augusto laughed it off. Noah had way more points by the final race, and had been battling for fourth in the championship, Augusto got a better start in the race, but the team had asked Augusto to move over and let Noah through to get more points. Team orders was a thing.

      The tension didn’t last long.

      “How else would he win?” Augusto deadpanned and then flicked water at Noah who immediately grinned.

      One by one, the team left the room, mechanics, engineers, the social media team who said they’d catch up with me—great—and finally, Billy left as well. Then, it was me, Noah, and Augusto left at the table; only, at the exact moment I’d decided to make my excuses, Augusto beat me to it when he yanked the cell from his pocket.

      “It’s an emergency; Julianna needs me,” he announced after reading the screen.

      There was a sudden fear in Noah’s expression.

      Sue me, I’d been staring at him again.

      “Is she okay?” he asked with urgency.

      The worry in Noah was real. I knew he and Augusto were close. I’d seen Noah in the paddock with Augusto’s other kids, and with Julianna, Augusto’s gorgeous Brazilian wife, who juggled motherhood with her modeling career as if it were the easiest thing on earth. I kept quiet for a moment and shuffled back to blend in with the chair, not wanting to detract from any emergent decisions, and hoped it wasn’t to do with one of Augusto and Julianna’s beautiful kids. 

      Augusto patted his co-driver’s shoulder. “No, you misunderstand. My beautiful sexy wife urgently needs me.” He winked, gesturing at his groin and grinning.

      “Don’t do that asshole, you scared me,” Noah grumbled. He watched Augusto leave. “I thought there was something wrong with her and the baby,” he added, but Augusto was gone. Then it was the two of us, and for a few minutes, we sat in silence, until it became awkward and kind of weird.

      “Anyway,” I said, as all the best English people do to indicate a meeting was over, “I should really go, we have⁠—”

      Only Noah stopped me with a hand on my arm. “Wait.” 

      “Is everything okay?” What did I do?

      He bit his lip—his kissable, perfect, lips. “Can we talk?” he asked.

      Shit. “We do? Okay, I mean, if I did something wrong⁠—”

      “Not here.” He stood, then straightened his shirt before motioning for me to follow, which is how I ended up walking back to the track, in a weird uncomfortable silence, with my F1 idol, who was acting as if he was going to lecture me for something I’d done. Probably the comment about the photo and being his biggest fan, or maybe the whole teasing thing about showing him how things were done. 

      Just when I thought I was making a good impression with my new team. 

      Way to fuck up.

      We stopped a couple of times to sign autographs, and it never failed to surprise me how many Deacon-Graaf fans knew me and wanted to praise me for winning in F2, and congratulate me on making it to F1 as a reserve. Some of them followed me on social media, and I did what they asked, I smiled, and laughed, and forced my nerves back down where they belonged, and I posed for photos and scribbled my signature, which was my name and my race number seven. Maybe that was presumptuous—I might not be able to keep seven, but I hoped I could because… reasons. 

      We passed through security and reached Noah’s RV. He opened the door and gestured me in, shutting it behind me, and then, he just stood there. 

      “Noah, I’m sorry if my joking was out of order⁠—”

      “Stop!” 

      I stopped.

      “I know all about you,” he accused.

      Panic gripped me. “What?”

      He scrubbed his fingers through his hair. “No that’s wrong. I didn’t mean to say it like that.”

      “Noah—”

      “I saw you,” he blurted. “You bet I recall your twenty-first birthday. It was held after a race, in the damn paddock, and I couldn’t avoid it.”

      None of this made any sense at all, but whatever was happening, Noah seemed to be messed up. “Noah I don’t see what that⁠—”

      “You and some guy disappeared, and I was heading out, and I didn’t mean to see it, but you pinned a guy to a pile of tires just by kissing him, and he wrapped his hands around your neck, and he was desperate for more.” The words were dragged from somewhere deep inside him, and he looked shocked that he’d even said them.

      Fuck. Fuck. “I was drunk,” I lied. This was not the way I wanted my secret to come out.

      He reached out and tilted my chin, then softened his voice. “I know you weren’t drunk, Archie,” he sounded almost disappointed in me, but what did he want me to say? That I was gay, and it was a moment of madness, and I’d been caught up in the moment? “Like knows like, but… if you tell me again that you were drunk, I’ll believe you.”

      Like knows like. What was Noah saying? I blinked at him, wanting that slight pressure on my chin just to keep my eyes on his, and he waited as a million thoughts crashed together. I don’t recall what even made me kiss the guy—a mechanic on another team, a friend of my brother’s. If I told Noah about the real me, maybe he’d recoil or go running to the owners of Deacon-Graaf, tell them he couldn’t work with me. I always thought he was a good guy, but what if he was just fake nice, and wasn’t as supportive about equality as I always imagined he would be. What if he was horrified by my secret? He stared at me while my brain attempted to process all the bad shit that could happen if I was honest.

      “Archie. Tell me it was nothing but drink, and I won’t say another thing.” He was pleading with me, and what could I do? If I lied, then one day he’d find out anyway. One day, I might even come out, but by then, I’d have five F1 championships under my belt, and I’d be able to say what I wanted, and people would have to accept it because they didn’t want me to leave.

      If I told the truth, then maybe that dream of being world champion would disappear under the weight of the gossip and lies other people told about me.

      The way he was staring at me, with compassion, I had to believe he wasn’t hateful, that he would understand I was who I was, and that it didn’t make me less of a driver.

      “I wasn’t drunk,” I dragged the admission from so deep inside me that it physically hurt to say it.

      “Oh shit,” Noah muttered.

      Secrets kept that hidden led to despair and self-hatred, and it was from that well I hauled up the words. “We were hidden in a corridor, in the freaking dark… no one was supposed to see that, so fuck you Noah. I don’t care what you think.”

      He dropped his hand, and I knew I shouldn’t have said a word, and even though I missed the touch, I grew angry that I was being judged.

      He scrubbed at his hair, but instead of hate, all I could see was confusion. “I saw it.”

      “And I’ll deny it happened, and any of this, if you tell anyone!” I defended in fear.

      He shook his head. “See?”

      “See what!” I was scared, and I was lashing out, and if I had to defend myself, then I would.

      He gestured at me. “You just said you’d deny it and make me out to be a liar.”

      That wasn’t want I meant. I wasn’t threatening him. “But aren’t you threatening me first?” I blurted.

      “And there it is,” Noah muttered. “That’s what I mean! You’re playing with fire and secrets are fucking dangerous. And shit…” He scrubbed his eyes. “It wasn’t just that it was two guys kissing, it was you. You were kissing someone, holding them still and just… kissing.”

      “I don’t understand.”

      He sighed. “And tonight, you were staring at me.”

      Shit. Shit. My cheeks burned, but I pushed my shoulders back. I never wanted my love life to become an issue—not that I had a love life, my first love would always be racing. I would own this and hope to hell that Noah wasn’t a bad guy, and that he’d keep my secret. My anger slid away, and I didn’t want to fight him. Maybe I could beg him to keep my secret. Unless he was so homophobic that he reported this to the team and the sponsors, and my chance of driving in F1 was taken away from me. “Please don’t tell anyone.” Oh god, I stared at him. I was creepy and wrong. “I’m sorry if I made you feel uncomfortable… I just admire you is all… please don’t share this with anyone before I have a chance to tell people myself.”

      “See! This is all wrong.” His lips thinned. “Are you listening to me?” 

      “Of course, I⁠—”

      “Deacon-Graaf could drop you like that.” He snapped his fingers. “You’re right at the start of your career, okay? If you tell people, if they find out you’re different, then sponsors will fall over themselves to pull their backing, and the team won’t have any choice but to find an alternative reserve, okay? You can win all the F2 races you want, but how many companies out there want a gay F1 driver as the face of their product?”

      Fuck. Fuck! Was he going to throw me out? Expose me? Did he hate me for who I was?

      “I saw that kiss…” he murmured instead. 

      “I’m sorry if I’ve…” what? Fucked up? Stared at a man to the point where he had to drag me to one side to tell me to stop?

      “No more apologies,” he said. “Just stop staring at me with your fuck-me eyes like you want to do something stupid.”

      I was mortified, hiding my face in my hands, feeling the heat of my skin, scrubbing at my eyes before I looked up. “I promise you I wasn’t thinking I wanted to do anything.” God, how easy was it to lie now? Far too easy.

      He took a step closer, and I couldn’t help myself, I flinched, and his whole demeanor changed from abrasive to something far gentler. 

      “I just want you to have all your dreams is all,” he said. 

      I had nothing to say to that, and he pressed a hand to my chin again, and tilted my face.

      I closed my eyes. 

      Another sigh. “Open your eyes, Archie.” I screwed them shut even tighter, and his voice changed. “Please.” 

      Finally, I did—shame and mortification in every cell—and I met his gorgeous dark eyes.

      “Please stop staring at me like you did tonight,” he said, and his touch stopped me from moving.

      “I will, and I’m so sorry. Please don’t⁠—”

      “And I’ll stop staring back at you the same way.” The words didn’t register at first. 

      “What? Wait,” I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. “You’re gay?” I asked from my own frame of reference. 

      “Bi,” he corrected, and I felt bad for labeling him when so many other shades of the rainbow existed. So much for being a cautious and understanding ally. “Talk to me, Archie. I need to know you’ll stop.”

      I was so lost. “You said you were staring at me.”

      “Of course, I am. Shit, Archie, look at yourself…” He released my chin and stepped away. “But I’m not a queer driver. I can’t be, okay? I have too much to lose to stop being the Noah that carries million dollar brands on my name alone.”

      “Noah…” What could I say to that? I kept my secrets close—it wasn’t as if I was out there owning my truth. I was playing the game as much as the next queer athlete. “I’m so sorry⁠—”

      “Don’t mess it up right at the beginning of your career, Archie. Keep your secrets, stop staring at me as if you want to shove me against a wall, and…” Each breath was harsh, and even in the depths of his despair, I was getting hard. Me pushing him against a wall, him shoving back. The image was too erotic to ignore. “People will notice, and you could lose all of this in an instant.”

      “It’s banter, and other drivers do that,” I defended. “Look at Dean and Mateo at Cadigan!”

      He rested his hands on my shoulders. “They’re not gay, it’s a joke to them. They’re bros, they flirt, and it means nothing.” His voice broke.

      I tugged his shirt gently. He could have ignored the pull, but instead, he stepped closer and rested his forehead against mine, far too close. Noah had revealed so much that I needed to work through, but my first instinct was to comfort him. 

      This was dangerous.

      I’d imagined this moment so many times, spun dreams of the second that Noah Fournier saw me, realized he’d been into men all along, and wanted me, and then, we’d be close together, and we’d kiss. 

      I put some room between our faces, wet my lips with the tip of my tongue, not sure what happened next.

      “I hate that I saw you kiss that guy, and that you showed me what I wanted,” Noah breathed, then cradled my face, and for the longest time we stared at each other. 

      With a low curse, he leaned the final distance and kissed me—long, slow, drugging kisses that stole my breath. 

      My fantasies were coming to life. Noah kissing me, holding me, and holy fuck, walking me step-by-step back against the wall, slotting us together so I couldn’t move.

      I didn’t want to move.

      He carded his fingers into my hair, deepening the kiss, a breathless pause as he broke the embrace and stared into my eyes.

      “I can’t stop looking at you. I watch your races; I see your interviews; I see you Archie Harris, and you’re dangerous to me…” he murmured between kisses.

      I groaned low in my throat at being trapped and pushed and held so tight. He tugged my hair, exposing my throat, and kissed and nibbled his way down, our IDs tangling, and me shoving them aside because I wanted skin. 

      I needed to feel him, sliding my hands up under his shirt. He hissed at the touch, releasing his hold of my hair, and stepped back even as I reached for him. 

      “Noah?”

      “No.” He stumbled. “You need to go.”

      “But I’ve wanted this, wanted you, for so long.”

      “This is what I mean.” He pulled himself straight. “We can’t

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Dedication
      


      		
        Books in the Lights Out Collection
      


      		
        Disclaimer
      


      		
        Lights Out
      


      		
        Racing Pride
      


      		
        Trigger Warning
      


      		
        Team Orders
        
          		
            Ayrton Senna
          


          		
            Chapter 1
          


          		
            Chapter 2
          


          		
            Chapter 3
          


          		
            Chapter 4
          


          		
            Chapter 5
          


          		
            Chapter 6
          


          		
            Chapter 7
          


          		
            Chapter 8
          


          		
            Chapter 9
          


          		
            Chapter 10
          


          		
            Chapter 11
          


          		
            Chapter 12
          


          		
            Chapter 13
          


          		
            Chapter 14
          


          		
            Chapter 15
          


          		
            Chapter 16
          


          		
            Chapter 17
          


          		
            Chapter 18
          


          		
            Chapter 19
          


          		
            Chapter 20
          


          		
            Chapter 21
          


          		
            Chapter 22
          


          		
            Chapter 23
          


          		
            Chapter 24
          


          		
            Chapter 25
          


          		
            Epilogue
          


        


      


      		
        Never miss another release
      


      		
        Also by RJ Scott
      


      		
        Wishing Tree, Vermont
      


      		
        Christmas stories
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		Also by RJ Scott


    


  



This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/llb-large-logo-960.jpg
Love e Lot





OEBPS/images/image-338582516_1241732566719708_1519397764265767953_n.jpg
TWENTY-THREE RACES
TWENTY DRIVERS
TEN TEAMS
FIVE LIGHTS
ONE WINNER

RJ Scott - Team Orders
Lisa Henry - Full Throttle
Charlie Novak - Pole Position
H.L. Day - Scoring Points
Emma Jaye - Black Flagged
Beth Laycock - Rookie Mistakes







OEBPS/images/team-orders-title.jpg
TEAM
ORDERS

RJSCOTT





OEBPS/images/break-rule-gradient-screen.png





OEBPS/images/team-orders-jpg.jpg
!

|

i

Il il N
il il

AM
/ORDERS

A LIGHTS OUT NOVEL

RJSCOTT





