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“Love is friendship that has caught fire.”

-Ann Landers
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Josie

I’M SURROUNDED BY BALLS. Big balls, tiny balls, oddly shaped balls. White balls, orange balls, dark brown balls. So many bloody balls. Even when I was in a relationship, I never had so many goddamn balls around me. Two balls are more than enough … this is overkill.

Turning to my best friend, I shoot her a panicked look. When I asked her boyfriend to pick up a few props for our photoshoot, I didn’t think he’d buy an entire sporting goods store. What does he possibly think I’m going to do with an athletic cup meant to protect a man’s groin?

“Do you think it’s enough?” Blake asks, running a hand through his tousled hair. “Or should I get more?”

Ella and I both give him a resounding, “No!”

I kick a basketball out of my way, so I don’t trip and accidentally break something. I’ve been assisting Ella while she restarts her podcast, and I can’t exactly sue for worker’s comp for simply helping a friend.

“This is more than enough,” I quickly reassure him. “Thank you, babes.”

Glancing around the photo studio Ella rented, I start mapping out a game plan. A white backdrop covers one wall while exposed brick makes up the others. A few windows close to the ceiling let in gorgeous natural light that will be great for what I have in mind for her podcast cover and promo photos.

I hand Blake a white ceramic mug featuring the Coffee with Champions logo emblazoned on the front. “Do you mind filling this up with some coffee? There should be some in the kitchen area. I want to get some photos of El holding it.”

Plus, I could use another cup.

He shrugs. “Yeah, sure.”

McAllister is one of the top Formula 1 teams and, as part of their marketing team, I’ve learned a lot. Not only do I know how to engage an audience and capture someone’s attention with a thirty-second video, but I also know that Blake—the driver who does not like being told what to do—will happily jump through any hoop if it involves his girlfriend.

He leans down to kiss Ella like I’m not in the room—an intimate moment I’m awkwardly included in simply because of proximity. Ugh. The two of them are great together, but I’m a freshly single woman, and their lovey-dovey cuteness is a constant reminder of that. Of Andrew. Of the lease I just resigned on my one-bedroom flat after backing out of moving into Andrew’s place.

Nope. Not going there today. Or ever.

I pull out my phone and connect it to Bluetooth so we can listen to some music while we work. I’m the de facto DJ and the automatic aux holder because, objectively, I have the best taste in music.

I’m not sure where my love for music comes from. Definitely not from my parents, who think Justin Bieber was in One Direction. Maybe from one of my birth parents, although I’ll never know for certain. Fun perk of being adopted, I suppose; my past is just as mysterious as my future. Which is also probably why I used to be obsessed with astrology—it gave me a frame of reference for my quirks and preferences my parents can’t take credit for. Scorpios like music that makes them feel deeply and connects them to their emotions: check.

I click on my playlist titled “cigarettes and sex.” It’s filled with angsty songs that you want to scream along to at the top of your lungs. The kind of songs that let you get out your energy when you feel like a badass. Also, the kind of songs that will force apart a couple who are kissing in front of you.

Joan Jett and The Blackheart’s “Bad Reputation” does its job, and Ella and Blake finally stop kissing. Her cheeks are completely flushed, although I’m not sure if it’s from desire or embarrassment. If you had told me a year ago that this Formula 1 fuckboy would now be the king of PDA, I would’ve thought you were high.

“Great song choice, Jos,” Ella compliments me, her cheeks still pink. “I swear you’re a musical savant or something.”

I throw her a quick thanks before turning to Blake with a wide smile. “Coffee?”

He rubs the back of his neck guiltily before disappearing from the room. Ella and I begin setting up the sports equipment, rearranging and taking test shots to see what looks best. Unlike the McAllister drivers, Ella listens when I give her simple directions—no eye rolling, mumbling under her breath, or flat out refusing. Cough, cough, Blake.

“Remi texted me again,” Ella says casually. “About getting your mom on her podcast.”

I swallow back a groan. Remi Baxter is the host of my favorite podcast, Dating and Dildos, and is now Ella’s mentor in the indie podcasting world. When Ella told her my mum is the Caroline Bancroft, London’s leading sex therapist, she nearly had a heart attack.

There’s a reason my mum has a seven-month long waiting list just for a consultation—she’s the best in the field. That doesn’t mean I want her spouting sex advice to millions of people, especially because she tends to “anonymously” use me as an example. God knows why. Most of the sex I’ve had is … vanilla. Not bad by any means, but it certainly wouldn’t be featured in the Kama Sutra. I’ve never had sex in a position called the Himalayan Hump, or anything elusive and bendy like that.

“Nope,” I confirm. “The reason I love her show so much is so I can hear someone other than my mother talk about sex and dating. And if there’s even the slightest chance the word dick comes out of her mouth, I’m vetoing it. On the list of things I hope to never experience, that’s in the top five. Top three, if we’re being completely honest.”

I love my mum. I really, truly do. But sex to her is a normal dinner conversation. Please pass the rolls, darling. Oh! And by the way, have you had an orgasm today? When other kids were learning about the birds and bees, I was learning about breast cancer screenings and boundaries. I’m grateful she’s open about these types of things, but it can be a lot sometimes. I still have post-traumatic stress from when she taught a safe sex class at my school and demonstrated how to properly put on a condom using a banana. She kept repeating that it wasn’t an accurate representation of a man’s size, and I still can’t eat the yellow fruit to this day.

“Can I at least tell her you’ll think about it?” Ella asks, picking up a stray tennis ball. “Pretty please?”

I start singing the chorus of Megan Trainor’s “NO” in response. There’s no way in hell I need my mum making it anymore obvious to the world that her love language is vibrators.

I only stop my private concert when a brilliant idea strikes like lightning. “El, let’s do a test shot of footballs and American footballs. I think it’d be a cute double entendre to have both.”

Her eyes light up with excitement at my suggestion. “Don’t tell Blake I said this,” she lowers her voice conspiratorially, “but your talents are seriously being wasted at McAllister, Jos.”

Shrugging in response, I grab a ball and position it by the chair Ella will be sitting in. She’s not wrong; I can do my job in my sleep at this point. McAllister isn’t the most creative when it comes to their marketing, but leaving my position isn’t part of the plan. I may be restless at work, but a breakup is enough upheaval for the foreseeable future. My only plan right now is to focus on myself. Figure out who the hell I am outside of a relationship.

I shoot her a pointed look. “Who else would put up with your boyfriend if I left?”

She laughs and lightly tosses a rugby ball at me. “He’s been on his best behavior lately.”

Blake’s the greatest Formula 1 driver the sport’s ever seen, but his grumpy—and sometimes hostile—attitude is notorious. Ella softens his tough exterior and makes him much more amenable, though, and everyone and their mother is thankful for that.

“I know, I know.” Taking a deep breath, I quickly admit, “I talked to Rhys about possibly implementing an influencer program.”

I went through my eighteen-slide presentation with my boss in a conference room called Supportive, ironically enough. McAllister’s meeting rooms—both in the paddock and our offices outside of London—are all named positive adjectives that are supposed to “inspire and motivate” us. Teamwork. Apathy. Agility. Flexibility. It’s eyeroll-inducing to say the least.

Ella drops a ping-pong ball. Why the hell did Blake get ping-pong balls? “Look at you, you little confrontational … lady. Wait, that sounds weird. Assertive boss bitch …? Yeah. I like that.”

“Hardly a confrontation,” I admit. A mouse scares me more than McAllister’s director of marketing does. “And all he said was that he’d think about it.”

“Hey, that’s better than when he flat-out rejected your ‘fan-in-the-stand’ takeover idea,” Ella reminds me. “If anyone can pull this off, it’s you, Jos. You single-handedly made McAllister blow up on TikTok last year. That takes talent.”

I blush from the compliment. “We’ll see. Not getting my hopes up. Can you pass me the football behind your left foot, please?”

Ella grins at me, her dimple popping. “You mean the soccer ball?”

I slap my hands over my ears. “Blasphemous!”

Blake bursts into the door, an overflowing cup of coffee in one hand, his phone in the other. I expect to receive third-degree burns from him handing me the mug, but instead, he slips his phone into my open palm. “For you.” He rolls his dark eyes. “An emergency.”

There’s only one person who’d be calling Blake simply to talk to me: McAllister’s other driver, Theo Walker. He’s the sunshine to Blake’s moonlight, and I mean that in the most bromantic way possible.

I walk to the other side of the room so I can hear him over Blake’s deep voice telling Ella something he learned about coffee beans from a BBC documentary.

“What’s going on, Walker?” I ask as his face comes into focus. If Adonis and Casanova somehow reproduced, Theo Walker would be their love child. He’s objectively gorgeous with his navy-blue eyes surrounded by dark, curling lashes women pay to replicate, espresso-colored hair, and a jawline that’s always covered in stubble. And don’t even get me started on his abs … They’re so defined, you could grate cheese on them. “Blake said it’s an emergency.”

My tone is teasing instead of worried. Theo’s emergencies are not real emergencies. They’re usually him asking which photo of himself he should post on social media or whether eating a family-sized bag of crisps in one sitting will make him sick.

He sticks out his lower lip into a pout. “It is! And you’ve been neglecting me.”

“I’ve been a little busy to answer your five million texts.” I pan the phone over to where Blake and Ella are huddled in the middle of the set with balls surrounding their feet. “You’re quite needy. You know that, right?”

He shrugs as if this isn’t new information. “Tell Blakey Blake I always knew he liked playing with other people’s balls.”

I wait a moment before turning the camera back on my face so he doesn’t see me swallow back a laugh. “You have five seconds to tell me this so-called emergency before I hang up on you.”

“Do you know how to delete a text?”

I crinkle my brows together. “You’ve never deleted a text?”

“No, I have,” he reassures me with nod. “But can you delete one once you’ve sent it? Like how you showed me that unsend feature on Gmail?”

“No, not if it’s already delivered.”

Theo tips his head back and releases a string of swear words—some of which are Australian slang I’m unfamiliar with. “You’re supposed to know how to do this shit, Jos.”

Apparently, being an Adobe Photoshop wiz translates to anything and everything technological. “Texting isn’t the same as the social media algorithm, babes.”

“You’re a millennial, though,” he argues with a groan.

“You’re a millennial, too!”

This makes him pause. “I’m actually a Sagittarius.”

A smile breaks across my face. Theo’s only a few years older than me, but maturity-wise, he’s a lot younger. “Why do you need to delete a text?”

“I accidentally sent Andreas a rather … risqué photo of myself,” Theo mumbles just loud enough for me to hear. I throw my head back as I laugh. Theo’s done a lot of idiotic things, but sending McAllister’s team principal a dick pic tops them all.

“How do you accidentally do that?” I howl, clutching my stomach.

He huffs loudly and narrows his eyes at me. “In my defense, Andrea and Andreas are only a letter off. I obviously didn’t mean to send it to him.”

I usually don’t bother learning the names of Theo’s “women,” because by the time I do, he’s already moved onto someone else. The only way to tell his revolving door of lady friends apart is by which flat tummy tea or hair vitamin they’re promoting on the internet.

“Wow,” I say, shaking my head. “You continue to surprise me, Walker.”

His deep chuckle reverberates through the speaker on Blake’s phone. “I like to keep you on your toes, Bancroft. What’d you do last night? Get wild and crazy at a pub? Didn’t see any stories on Instagram.”

“Probably because all I did was order in sushi, drink wine, and binge-watch MasterChef. Did you know that you can use Coke in a marinade? I guess the acidity tenderizes the meat or something.”

“They televise that? It feels illegal …”

It takes me a minute to catch onto where his head is at. “Not the drug, you bloody idiot. The fizzy drink! Coca Cola. Pepsi. Christ, Walker.”

He shrugs his broad shoulders. “Sounds just as illegal. Why are you staying in on a Saturday night? You’re freshly single, Jos. You’re supposed to be living it up, not acting like a fifty-five-year-old divorcee, watching cooking shows to impress your dinner guests.”

I stick my tongue out. “I’ll have you know that I—”

“And by living it up, I meant getting laid, princess,” he clarifies, cutting me off. “Dicks galore and all that. There are plenty of fish in the sea, myself included.”

“Sushi is technically fish,” I remind him, grinning at my cleverness. “Now, was that it? I’ve got people to see and things to do.”

Things that don’t involve discussing my sex life, or lack of one.

His lips curl like flames. “When I get back to London, can I be one of the things you do?”

“Absolutely not.”

Before he can see the smile tugging at my lips, I end the call. I’d like to say I’m completely immune to Theo’s charm, but who am I kidding? We’ve always enjoyed a flirtatious friendship under the keen awareness that it’ll never go further than that. I set boundaries when we first met, and Theo’s respected them for the past few years. I’ve always had a boyfriend, and he’s always had, well, like two to five women at a time.

I don’t want him to read into any suggestive banter with my newfound single status. Now is the time for me to fall back in love with myself, not a man. That means no bananas for me—metaphorical or not.




2

Theo

IT’S PROBABLY NOT the best idea to Google the dictionary definition of a fuckboy when the woman I just slept with is still in the room. I mean, sure, I have no desire to be in a serious relationship, but that doesn’t mean I’m against love or anything. I simply enjoy the female body way too much to commit myself to only one at this point in my life. Don’t get me wrong, the women I spend time with know the score; I’m careful to never make promises or set any expectations whatsoever, so it’s clear that I’m not interested in anything long-term or meaningful.

I’m too focused on my career to handle the delicate nature of being in a relationship right now. I want someone to yell at me to fuck them harder, not yell at me for being late for a dinner date. How can I stay at the top of my career if I’m not fully focused? I want to win another World Championship, and I can’t do that if I’m distracted because I’m texting my girlfriend back. So, for now, love can take a backseat to lust.

Thankfully, Jenna—the brunette who just gave me a blowjob that included moves I’ve only seen in porn—is on the same page as me. She’s probably the longest “relationship” I’ve ever had, although we’ve never done anything outside the confines of my California king. She’s a traveling consultant, but I’m on her “to-do” list whenever she’s in London. We have mind-blowing sex a few times a year, that’s it. If only all women were as casual as Jenna.

“You don’t leave until Tuesday, right?”

“Mm-hmm.” She’s already back in work-mode, typing away on her phone at rapid-fire speed. There’s nothing professional about her outfit, though. She’s wearing tight leather pants that fit her shapely legs like a glove and a silky blouse that’s now missing a few buttons, thanks to my eagerness to get her naked.

“We can grab drinks or something before you leave.” I quickly add, “If you want.”

She flicks her gray-blue eyes away from the screen, focusing on me for the first time in ten minutes. A true fuckboy wouldn’t notice the color of her eyes, right? “Theo. You’re a sweetheart, but don’t make this weird. You don’t need to buy me a drink to guarantee you’ll get laid the next time I’m in town.”

I snort loudly. Apparently, wanting to know more about Jenna than her Instagram handle and last name is one step too far in our arrangement. It’s not like I asked her what her blood type is. I like sex with a little bit of an emotional connection—which may be my problem—but at the end of the day, sex is sex. I’m not going to argue with her.

“Can I order you an Uber, at least?”

Her eyes are back on her phone as she slips on her shoes. On her way out of my bedroom door, she says, “Nope! Later, Theo.”

“Bye,” I call out, but she’s already gone.

I throw on some clothes and make the thirty-minute drive to McAllister’s headquarters. The first Grand Prix is still a month away, but McAllister’s owner, the aptly named William McAllister, insisted Blake and I come in today. I had to leave Australia a week early because of his “exciting” news. He doesn’t use positive adjectives very often, so I’m equally intrigued and suspicious.

I flash my badge at the front desk—as if security won’t recognize me—and make my way to the cafeteria to grab some breakfast. The long hallway leading from the lobby to the café is lined with photos of drivers, past and present. My photo is directly across from my dad’s, and it’s like looking at myself fifteen years in the future. My dad drove for McAllister until his MS progressed to the point where him driving was dangerous, but it was his biggest dream to have me drive for his team. A knot in my stomach forms as I brush my fingers past his picture. I quickly walk toward the cafeteria, not wanting to linger and let myself spiral down a rabbit hole of missing him.

Already in line to order a coffee is an arse I’d recognize blindfolded. I’ve only been crushing on Josie since the day I met her. I fight the urge to palm a cheek in each hand and instead tap her on the shoulder like a gentleman.

“G’day, gorgeous.”

Josie immediately swirls around, her pouty lips making a perfect “O.” She somehow makes a gray sweater and black jeans look sexy. It’s like Levi’s used her measurements to custom-make those pants because they cling to her like a perfectly wrapped present.

“Walker!” she squeals, pulling me in for one of her organ-crushing hugs. “I thought you didn’t get back from Melbourne until next week. What’re you doing here?”

“Change of plans,” I manage to cough out as she squeezes the air out of me.

“I wish you would’ve told me.” Releasing me from her arms, she goes to readjust the clip her blonde hair is held back in. Not that I mind being pressed up against her tits, but it feels nice to breathe again. “We could’ve done the video shoot for the—”

I groan and cover my ears. “Can you at least let me get some caffeine in me before you start badgering me?”

She sings the opening chorus of Cee Lo Green’s “Fuck You” in reply. Josie’s quirk of responding in song lyrics never fails to bring a smile to my face. I probably wouldn’t find it so adorable if she had a shitty voice, but her vocals are decent enough that I wouldn’t boo her off the stage at karaoke.

She stops singing and gives me a quick once-over. “So, what’re you doing here? Do you have a meeting?”

“With the big boss himself,” I reveal.

Josie wiggles her eyebrows. “I thought you were going to say with Andreas. Getting in trouble for sending a beauty shot of your balls and what not.”

“My balls are beautiful,” I inform her with a cheeky wink. “I can show you—”

“And look at the time!” Josie’s hands fly up as if hiding from my words. “I’m late for a meeting!”

Looking down at my watch, I realize I’m the one running late. I quickly grab a chocolate chip muffin and matcha latte and make my way to the conference room called Innovative. Josie claims that McAllister must have hired some inspirational speaker on shrooms to name the rooms in this place.

Blake’s already seated when I walk in. His dark hair is messy, per usual, making it look like he just rolled out of bed, although I’m sure he’s been up for hours.

“Morning,” he greets me before doing a double take. “You look like you had a rough night.”

“The sex was rough”—I shoot him a wink—“but the night was great.”

Blake rolls his eyes as if he wasn’t doing the same exact thing about a year ago before his girlfriend Goldy—my nickname for Ella—domesticated him. It’s for the best, but I could live without his judgmental attitude at the moment.

“Any idea what this meeting is about?” Blake asks as I sink into an open chair.

I shrug. “Fuck if I know.”

“Maybe they’re telling us we don’t have to go to so many damn sponsorship dinners,” Blake says, his eyes lighting up.

Blake despises small talk and schmoozing, but Formula 1 is pay-to-play. If we expect our sponsors to pay upwards of two hundred million pounds a year to let us race, then we have to play their game like we’re show ponies. I don’t mind going to the events. People telling me how great I am? Don’t see a problem with that.

I take a bite into my muffin and audibly moan. Fuck. If I had to decide between a repeat performance of this morning’s blowjob or this muffin, I’d choose the muffin. No hate to Jenna, that’s just how good it is.

“Want some?” I ask Blake, flicking a crumb off my pants. “It’s really good.”

He shakes his head. “I already ate, but thanks.”

I fight the urge to ask if he ate his girlfriend for breakfast. Blake’s sense of humor doesn’t quite allow me to poke fun at him and Goldy.

“Suit yourself,” I say with a shrug.

When the door opens, I expect William to walk in, but what I don’t expect is the man who once threatened to ruin my life to waltz in behind him. A chocolate chip goes down the wrong pipe and I start coughing. The way I’m hacking up a lung sounds like I’ve been smoking for thirty years.

What the hell is James Avery doing here?

“You okay, mate?” Blake questions, half-rising from his seat. I know he’s certified in the Heimlich maneuver, but he’ll crack my ribs if he tries that. Holding up a hand, I wave him off.

“Wrong pipe,” I choke out. “No dramas.”

It takes me another minute before I can actually breathe again. Breathe is a very loose term, considering I’m near hyperventilating. I haven’t seen Avery in a few years. He’s sporting a small beer belly now, but other than that, he looks the same—like a piece of shit with ears and eyes. I absent-mindedly touch my left eyebrow. The small scar that runs through it is courtesy of good ‘ol Avery the asshole. A part of my life I’d rather not relive.

“Theo, Blake,” William finally says. “Meet James Avery.”

Hearing his name aloud makes my stomach drop out of my ass, through the floor, and land all the way in the depths of hell. That’s where all my memories of this fucker are kept.

Blake stands up and sticks his hand out. “Pleasure to meet you.”

“You as well, Blake,” James says, pumping Blake’s hand. “Can’t believe it’s taken me this long to meet the Formula 1 legend.”

Does he want Blake to take out his dick so he can suck it, too?

Blake waves off his comment like it’s no big deal that he’s won six World Championship titles. It’s the entire reason his biography is the damn talk of the town—scratch that, the world. The release party is a few weeks away, and while it hasn’t even come out yet, no one will quit chattering on about it. Blake this. Blake that. McAllister has two drivers but apparently, only one of them warrants attention right now.

“Walker,” he says curtly, his lips pursing together as if my last name makes him nauseous. “It’s been a long time.”

Not long enough.

I nod and mutter, “Avery.”

Blake watches me, trying to gauge what the fuck is going on. Unfortunately, we have an audience and I’d need about six uninterrupted hours to get into that, anyway. William and Avery sit opposite of Blake and me at the table. When William starts talking, it quickly becomes clear what he’s going to tell us. I’m not religious, but I pray to God I’m wrong.

My prayers go unanswered.

Turns out, I should’ve made a deal with the devil.

FOR THE THIRD time in a row, someone bangs on the bathroom door. It sounds like a jackhammer doing the cha-cha-slide against my skull. Can they not hear me emptying the contents of my stomach? Rude.

“It’s Blake,” a familiar voice calls through the door.

As if I wouldn’t recognize who it is after twenty years of friendship.

“I’m a little busy,” I weakly call out. I thought I was done throwing up, but then the realization that I’ve been sitting on a bathroom floor with my face centimeters away from a toilet seat that hairy arses have sat on hits me. “Or is that not obvious enough?”

I make an exaggerated gagging noise and will him to leave me alone. I miss the old Blake who would just buy me a beer and let me sulk in silence. Domesticated Blake does feelings.

“Open the goddamn door before I kick it down,” he growls.

Okay, well, sometimes he does feelings.

I shrink at the sound of his voice. It would make any dog’s tail sit snugly in-between its legs. Given the fact that Blake’s single-handedly cost McAllister thousands of dollars in repairs thanks to his hot-headedness, I don’t doubt his threat.

I flush the toilet before standing and opening the bathroom door. Blake squeezes his imposing frame into the small crack I’ve left him. Now I’m nauseous and claustrophobic. Lovely.

“What the hell was that?” he demands, poking me in the chest.

“What was what?”

He narrows his dark eyes at me, not amused. “Let me reenact. William says, ‘I’m pleased to announce that James is our new CEO. We wanted to introduce you before the press release goes out.’ Then I go, ‘Welcome to the team.’ And then you projectile vomit matcha and a half-eaten muffin all over the table.”

If Blake ever quits racing, he could easily make a name for himself in Hollywood with that performance. Maybe be the next Bradley Cooper.

I sigh loudly. “Why are you asking me what that was if you clearly have a grasp on it?”

Running his hand through his hair, he glowers at me. “Are you done being an asshole?”

“Are you mad you’re not the biggest asshole in the room for once?” I snap. My head is pounding, and I’d like to talk about literally anything but this. When I see Blake’s jaw start to tick, I briefly worry about my safety.

“Out with it, Walker.” He sighs after a moment. “What’s going on?”

Like ripping off a Band-Aid, I blurt out, “James Avery wants to murder me.”

Blake’s deep laugh fills the otherwise silent room. He thinks I’m kidding. I really wish I was.

“I’m serious, Hollis,” I say nervously. “He’s threatened to kill me.”

Numerous times, actually.

When he finally calms himself down, he tilts his head at me, his brows harrowing tighter. “Okay, humor me. Why does he want to kill you, Theo?”

“I dated someone he knows … and let’s just say, it didn’t end well.”

I don’t mention that the person happens to be his daughter, Christina. That period of my life is one I don’t like thinking about, because every time I do, guilt wraps around me like an ugly scarf. It’s the reason I never told Blake what happened with her.

Christina Avery and I were not on the same page. Hell, we weren’t even reading the same novel. She was annotating a Nicholas Spark’s romance, and I was listening to a Stephen King audiobook. She’s the entire reason I triple-check with anyone I sleep with that they’re cool with casual.

He leans against the door and releases a deep breath. “You think he holds a grudge?”

“Yes,” I say without hesitation. Of course he holds a grudge. I not only fucked his daughter, but I fucking broke her heart.

“Okay, well, it’s not like the CEO goes to all the Grands Prix. Out of sight, out of mind, you know? He shouldn’t give you too much trouble.”

If only it were that simple.

“My contract expires at the end of the season,” I remind him with a tight smile.

Up until now, I haven’t given it much thought. I’ve been delivering consistent wins and points for McAllister since they signed me. Hell, I won two World Championships with them. But now, the new CEO, who once promised to ruin my life like I ruined his daughter’s, has a say in whether they renew my contract or not. And I bet he’s going to push hard for the not option.

“Fuck, Walker,” he swears.

“Why do you think I just spent twenty minutes on the bathroom floor, mate?”

I like being rock-hard, not stuck between a rock and a hard place.

“On a scale of one to ten, how bad are we talking?” he probes, his chiseled jaw tensing. “Seven? Eight?”

I take a moment to think about it. “Probably thirteen.”

Blake slams his fist against the bathroom door. The harsh sound reverberates against the tiled floor, and I’m surprised the wood doesn’t split in half. Or that Blake’s hand doesn’t break.

I worked way too hard to get here to let Avery ruin it. At McAllister, you’re the best and everyone knows it. There’s no way to be forgotten, but there is a way to be replaced, and there’s no way I’m letting that happen. I just have to prove why I deserve to be here. Because I do. My dad knew it and I know it, too.




3

Josie

BLAKE AND THEO’S race weekends are planned down to the minute. Press conferences, strategy sessions with team management, time in the garage, practices, media interviews, meeting their fans. If something runs late or needs to get moved around, it throws everything else off.

That’s why I’m desperately trying to get them back on track as we film content for our YouTube channel. I don’t want to be the reason Blake’s late for an interview or Theo misses a meet and greet. Or God forbid they’re late for lunch, which is the one free hour they have to themselves to decompress. I always try to schedule more time than I think I’ll need given Theo’s tendency to get sidetracked by anything and everything and Blake’s habit of grumbling.

“Name the two chicanes at Monza,” I say for the third time in a row, not bothering to hide the annoyance in my voice. I’d usually have one of the guys explain what a chicane is—a tight succession of corners in alternating directions—but it’ll be a miracle if I can even get them to play the game.

Neither of them respond; they’re discussing a Porsche driver’s performance during the first practice of the day. I walk up to the table positioned in front of their chairs and smack the buzzer resting on it. The loud noise stuns them both quiet. Finally. I’m one of the only people who has the patience to deal with Blake and Theo for long-form content, which is why I tend to handle all things video-related.

“Now that I have your attention,” I say sweetly, placing my hands on my hips. “Can one of you name the two chicanes at the Monza Grand Prix?”

Blake slams the buzzer before Theo even registers the question. There’s no way in hell Blake knows what the chicanes are called. Most drivers know the breakdown of the circuit by numbers—second chicane, third straight, first corner. Theo’s one of the few drivers who knows everything by its actual name. It’s rather impressive.

I wave my hand to indicate Blake can give his response. “Okay, first we’ve got chicane one, which is …” His voice trails off as he tries to come up with an answer.

“Variante del Rettifilo,” Theo supplies. He doesn’t bother hiding his enjoyment at having the upper hand. They may be best mates, but if there’s a chance to show off or outdo one another, they’re going to take advantage of it.

“Which is what I was going to say if you had given me more than five seconds to answer.” Blake narrows his eyes at his driving partner. “And your Italian accent is rubbish.”

Theo shrugs. “The second chicane is Variante Ascari, although I’m sure you knew that, too, right, Blake?”

“Sod off,” Blake retorts, glaring at Theo.

I groan into my hands. We’re going to be here all afternoon if they keep this up. Theo and Blake get into a heated discussion about what the chicanes at other Grand Prix tracks are called, so I take my phone out to answer some emails in the meantime.

My stomach tightens when I see a new text from Andrew.


ANDREW CAFFREY

Hey! Just wanted to say good luck at the first Grand Prix.


Whose ex is nice to them when they’re blindsided by a breakup after a two-and-a-half-year relationship? Mine, that’s who. Guilt rolls through me in crashing waves. The issue is that Andrew didn’t do anything wrong. He didn’t cheat on me, there was no type of abuse; we didn’t have some explosive fight that made us crash and burn.

I just couldn’t be in a relationship where I stopped having a life outside of it. So much of me was tied up in us that I stopped listening to my needs and only focused on his. I didn’t know how to be independent while still allowing myself to depend on him. I forgot who I was.

My fingers hover over my screen as I debate whether to answer. Guilt gains the upper hand, and I type out a quick response.


JOSIE BANCROFT

Thanks. I appreciate it!


“Jos.” Theo’s voice pulls me from my thoughts. I glance over just in time to see him lean back in his chair, the hem of his shirt lifting to reveal a happy trail and toned stomach. “You look stressed.”

I slip my phone into my back pocket and paste on a happy face. “All good, babes.”

Theo shoots me a movie-star smile. “I’ve offered before, and I’ll offer it again, but I’m more than willing to help you relieve that stress with a good old-fashioned fu—”

He’s cut off as Blake smacks him in the back of the head. I’m an only child, but if I ever had an older brother, I’d want it to be Blake. He’s overprotective to a fault. I appreciate it, although any man within three meters of Ella probably does not.

“Not happening, Walker.” I laugh lightly, ignoring the way his arm muscles flex against his shirt. “I’m not looking to get emotionally entangled with anyone right now, thank you very much.”

“Emotions?” Theo releases a deep laugh that sends goosebumps up my arm. “Orgasms only, baby girl. Just pure, raw sex. That’s the Theo Walker promise.”

Blake groans loudly and lays his head on the table. “I promise to knock you out if you don’t shut the bloody hell up.”

Theo’s face twists up in disgust. “Do you know how many germs are on that table, mate? Do you know the last time this thing was cleaned? Probably in the nineties.”

For someone who’s made out with half of the female population, he’s surprisingly germ-adverse. We only have forty-five more minutes before lunch and Theo acting like he’s the president of the Department of Health isn’t helping speed things along.

“Focus, please,” I say while snapping my fingers like I’m in a musical production. “Next question.”

We’re wrapping up when my coworker Wes waltzes in. Her bleach blonde hair is tied in double buns and freckles dance across her high cheekbones. Blake glares at me as if I’ve committed some huge act of betrayal by allowing her to enter the room. Wes is brilliant but after a not-so-fun incident last year involving an exploding can of LaCroix, a German sausage, and the phrase “the devil’s twin brother” being thrown around, the two of them rarely work together.

I ignore him and greet her with a warm smile. “Hi, Wes.” “‘Ello,” she replies, her Essex accent giving her already melodious voice a slight lilt. “How goes it?”

“Oh, just lovely.” I look toward the door, where Theo and Blake elbow one another to leave the room and get to the cafeteria first. “How was your meeting?”

“Well, it was in Teamwork, if that’s any indication.” Wes snorts and rolls her baby blue eyes. “Did you see the TikTok AlphaVite made?’”

“Yes.” I sigh begrudgingly as we head downstairs to grab lunch. “It’s trending.”

If I sound bitter, it’s because I am. I may have gotten McAllister over twenty-five million views on TikTok last year, but then I was told we should spend our energy and budget on other platforms. Management simply sees the numbers, and right now, the numbers are great. No need to fix what isn’t broken and all that bullshit. If Thomas Edison didn’t experiment with carbon filament, we’d still be using candles instead of light bulbs. But what do I know, right?

“Just means we have to work harder to drive innovation,” she says, mimicking McAllister’s tagline. “Although the only thing I’ll be driving is a pen into my eye if I have to hear Rhys say that one more time.”

I grin at her as we enter the cafeteria. Nearly every seat is filled with bodies wearing McAllister’s cherry-red color, each side conversation louder than the next. The one person wearing blue sticks out a like a sore thumb—even more so because their shirt boasts the lightning-looking logo of AlphaVite, one of McAllister’s biggest competitors.

“Grab us a table?” I ask Wes, nodding toward the door of the motorhome. “Gonna go say hi.”

I weave my way through engineers and mechanics holding trays of sandwiches and salads and sidle up next to Lucas.

“Staking out enemy territory?” I tease.

Lucas Adler’s three-musketeer status with Blake and Theo is the only reason him being here isn’t raising any red flags. No one so much as bats an eye when he wanders in looking for his friends. If Everest—another top Formula 1 team—driver Harry Thompson walked in on the other hand … that’d be reason to worry.

“Ah, my favorite McAllister employee.” Lucas’s olive-green eyes twinkle with amusement. “Although don’t tell Dumb and Dumber.”

I laugh at his nicknames for the McAllister drivers and pull him in for a quick hug. “How was your winter break? You went back to Boston, right?”

The opening lines to “Boston” slip out before I can even consider stopping them.

He chuckles and runs a ring-clad hand through his dark blonde locks, which have the obnoxiously perfect amount of volume. “For a bit, but then I went to Monaco. How are things with you? Blake said you’ve been helping Ella out with her podcast.”

“Mm-hmm. It’s been a lot of fun. The most fun I’ve had working in a while, actually.” A dash of color flushes my cheeks at my admission. “Not that working for McAllister isn’t fun, but Blake and Theo are like drunken toddlers who need constant care and attention. Can get a bit exhausting, you know?”

Lucas chuckles before taking a sip of his water. “Oh, I know. Theo called me at three a.m. for Tums because he ate one too many shrimp cocktails at the party last night.”

Yep. That sounds about right. I roll my eyes at Theo’s predictability. “He eats those things like he’s never seen food before in his life. I don’t know how many times I have to remind him that his mouth isn’t a vacuum.”

“It’s Theo,” Lucas says simply. “He’s … well, he’s him.” “Amen to that.” I tap my McAllister-branded water bottle against his AlphaVite one. “But yeah, it’s been nice to change things up a bit. Learned more about your beloved American baseball than I ever wanted to, but I’ll survive.”

“Are you interested in freelancing?” Lucas asks with a head tilt. “A buddy of mine is looking for a marketing consultant. I can name-drop you if you’re interested.”

“Oh,” I state dumbly. “Um … maybe? I haven’t really given it a thought outside of Coffee with Champions. And that’s technically not even freelancing because I’m not being paid. Not that Ella won’t pay me, she’s insisting on it, but I’m not about to take money for helping her with something I genuinely enjoy doing, you know? I want to see her succeed. She can pay me in pints of ice cream or jugs of iced coffee. I’m easy. Not like sexually easy. I mean, I’ve had a one-night stand before, but I’m not like putting up posters advertising my tits. But no judgement if that’s what people do, or want to do. Free the nips, right? I, uh … meant easy as in go with the flow.”

I exhale sharply to catch my breath. “And I’m going to stop talking now. Thank you for attending my TED Talk.”

He waves off my mortification with an affectionate grin. “Ah, how I missed your long-winded tangents, Jos. I’ll keep you posted once he starts seriously looking for someone, though. I—”

His voice falters and I follow his gaze to find Theo and Blake walking into the cafeteria. Theo’s hitting Blake’s arm repeatedly with a can of sour cream and onion Pringles … that his hand is stuck in.

Let the season begin.




Thank You for Reading!

Thank you for reading DRIVE ME WILD! If you enjoyed Josie and Theo’s story, please consider leaving a review or sharing it with your friends.

Stay up-to-date on all of my future releases and get an exclusive bonus epilogue by subscribing to my newsletter (www.carlyrobynauthor.com/newsletter) and following me on social media (@carlyrobynauthor).




Acknowledgments

To my mom, your love, support, and unwavering belief in me have been at the cornerstone of everything I’ve ever achieved. Thank you for being my biggest cheerleader and number one fan.

To my agent, Claire Harris, thank you for absolutely everything. Whether it’s answering my late-night emails with the subject line “help, I’m spiraling,” to calls explaining my never-ending questions, you’re such a rock in this wild publishing world, and I couldn’t do any of it without you.

A massive thank you to Taryn Fagerness at the Taryn Fagerness Agency and Olivia Fanaro and Mirabel Michelson at UTA, as well. I’m so grateful for all the work you do behind the scenes to help the Drive Me series get into the hands of people who love the story as much as we do. And thank you to my publishers worldwide—City Editions, Fischer, General Press, Michael Joseph, Sperling, and Rosman—for helping me share this story with readers near and far.

To Danielle, who has seen so many versions of covers and branding designs, that it’s a miracle you still respond to my texts. Thank you for hyping me up, no matter how little the win is, and supporting me through thick and thin.

To my beta readers—Kara, Wren, Ashley, and Rukhshar—thank you for all your comments, critiques, and encouragement. You helped shape this story, and I appreciate the time and care you took in ensuring Jos and Theo got the happily ever after they deserve.

To you, the reader, who chose to spend your time with these characters and their journey. I hope this story brings a smile to your face and that you now have a new book boyfriend and book bestie.

To Josie and Theo, thank you for letting me tell your story. To say it was fun is the understatement of the year—you two had me giggling at every word I wrote. I’ll forever be obsessed with you. Without you, this book would just be empty pages.

And last but certainly not least, to me. I’ll forever be proud of you.




PENGUIN BOOKS

UK | USA | Canada | Ireland | Australia
New Zealand | India | South Africa

Penguin Books is part of the Penguin Random House group of companies whose addresses can be found at global.penguinrandomhouse.com.

[image: Penguin Random House]
First published in the United States of America by Blue Dog Press 2024
First published in Great Britain by Penguin Books 2024

Copyright © Carly Robyn, 2024

Custom Illustration by Lorissa Padilla Designs

The moral right of the author has been asserted

ISBN: 978-1-405-96929-1

This ebook is copyright material and must not be copied, reproduced, transferred, distributed, leased, licensed or publicly performed or used in any way except as specifically permitted in writing by the publishers, as allowed under the terms and conditions under which it was purchased or as strictly permitted by applicable copyright law. Any unauthorized distribution or use of this text may be a direct infringement of the author’s and publisher’s rights and those responsible may be liable in law accordingly.


EPUB/xhtml/prh_core_assets/images/prh_uk_logo.jpg
Penguin
Random Houge
UK





EPUB/xhtml/prh_core_assets/fonts/avantgarde-regular.otf


EPUB/images/cover.jpg





EPUB/xhtml/prh_core_assets/images/title_page_logo.png





EPUB/xhtml/nav.xhtml




Contents





		COVER



		ABOUT THE AUTHOR



		BY THE SAME AUTHOR



		TITLE PAGE



		DEDICATION



		AUTHOR’S CONTENT NOTE



		PLAYLIST



		EPIGRAPH



		1: JOSIE



		2: THEO



		3: JOSIE



		4: THEO



		5: JOSIE



		6: JOSIE



		7: THEO



		8: JOSIE



		9: THEO



		10: JOSIE



		11: THEO



		12: THEO



		13: JOSIE



		14: JOSIE



		15: THEO



		16: JOSIE



		17: THEO



		18: JOSIE



		19: THEO



		20: JOSIE



		21: THEO



		22: JOSIE



		23: THEO



		24: JOSIE



		25: THEO



		26: JOSIE



		27: THEO



		28: JOSIE



		29: THEO



		30: JOSIE



		31: THEO



		32: JOSIE



		33: THEO



		34: THEO



		35: JOSIE



		36: THEO



		37: JOSIE



		38: THEO



		EPILOGUE: JOSIE



		THANK YOU FOR READING!



		ACKNOWLEDGMENTS



		READ MORE



		COPYRIGHT













		i



		ii



		iii



		vii



		ix



		xi



		1



		2



		3



		4



		5



		6



		7



		8



		9



		10



		11



		12



		13



		14



		15



		16



		17



		18



		19



		20



		21



		22



		23



		24



		25



		26



		27



		28



		29



		30



		31



		32



		33



		34



		35



		36



		37



		38



		39



		40



		41



		42



		43



		44



		45



		46



		47



		48



		49



		50



		51



		52



		53



		54



		55



		56



		57



		58



		59



		60



		61



		63



		64



		65



		66



		67



		68



		69



		70



		71



		72



		73



		74



		75



		76



		77



		78



		79



		80



		81



		82



		83



		84



		85



		86



		87



		88



		89



		90



		91



		92



		93



		94



		95



		96



		97



		98



		99



		100



		101



		102



		103



		104



		105



		106



		107



		108



		109



		110



		111



		112



		113



		114



		115



		116



		117



		118



		119



		120



		121



		122



		123



		124



		125



		126



		127



		128



		129



		130



		131



		132



		133



		134



		135



		136



		137



		138



		139



		140



		141



		142



		143



		144



		145



		146



		147



		148



		149



		150



		151



		152



		153



		154



		155



		156



		157



		158



		159



		160



		161



		162



		163



		164



		165



		166



		167



		168



		169



		170



		171



		172



		173



		174



		175



		176



		177



		178



		179



		180



		181



		182



		183



		184



		185



		186



		187



		188



		189



		190



		191



		192



		193



		194



		195



		196



		197



		198



		199



		200



		201



		202



		203



		204



		205



		206



		207



		208



		209



		210



		211



		212



		213



		214



		215



		216



		217



		218



		219



		220



		221



		222



		223



		224



		225



		226



		227



		228



		229



		230



		231



		232



		233



		234



		235



		236



		237



		238



		239



		240



		241



		242



		243



		244



		245



		246



		247



		248



		249



		250



		251



		252



		253



		254



		255



		256



		257



		258



		259



		260



		261



		262



		263



		264



		265



		266



		267



		268



		269



		270



		271



		272



		273



		274



		275



		276



		277



		278



		279



		280



		281



		282



		283



		284



		285



		286



		287



		288



		289



		290



		291



		292



		293



		294



		295



		296



		297



		298



		299



		300



		301



		302



		303



		304



		305



		306



		307



		308



		309



		310



		311



		312



		313



		314



		315



		316



		317



		318



		319



		320



		321



		322



		323



		324



		325



		326



		327



		328



		329



		330



		331



		332



		333



		334



		335



		336



		337



		338



		339



		340



		341



		342



		343



		344



		345



		346



		347



		348



		349













		Cover



		Frontmatter



		Begin Reading











EPUB/xhtml/prh_core_assets/fonts/avantgarde-bold.otf


