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​Prologue
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ZESHAN ZANIRI (City) 

Yet undiscovered by the present day people of Earth, the reclusive city moon of Zeshan Zaniri is the capitol seat of the planet Atrienides: A massive Trans-Neptunian Body which is the ninth planet from the sun (see also: Solar System). The city of Zeshan Zaniri occupies the entirety of the Atrienidian moon of the same name which has a diameter of 6,250 kilometres. Separated both physically and politically from the rest of the Solar System, the inhabitants of Zeshan Zaniri have also severely restrictive access to the other eight Solarian planets (see also: Original Planets, List of Massive Sub-Kuiper Solarian Bodies), for the sake of remaining hidden and unknown to the far less technologically advanced and somewhat primitive inhabitants of Earth. Despite its incredible distance from the sun, Zeshan Zaniri (moon) generates sufficient internal heat energy through tidal squeezing interactions with Atrienides that its inhabitants have consistent access to a reliable source of geothermal energy. 
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Kati gestured with her eyes, directing the holo display in front of her to select the hyperlink for Atrienides. 
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ATRIENIDES (Planet)

While the people from the Solar System’s third planet continue to try to mathematically predict the existence of a ninth planet, they are yet to discover Atrienides (or the ninth planet of the Solar System). With a mass eight times that of Earth, Atrienides orbits the sun with a semi major axis of 430 AU, or fourteen times more distant than the orbit of Neptune. Atrienides originally formed within the protoplanetary disc alongside the other eight planets but was gravitationally ejected to its current orbit by interactions with Jupiter. The planetary composition is similar to the cores of Jupiter and Saturn, consisting of a large, rocky core enveloped within a thick, icy crust.



The door to Kati’s recovery suite slid open with a soft hiss, and Aura stepped inside, her silhouette framed by the soft hallway light.

“No more hiding in here,” she said with a teasing smile. “Come on.”

Kati looked up from the edge of the bed where she’d been seated. The room— more like a boutique hotel suite than a hospital ward— still carried the faint sterile crispness of the medical centre. The holo-display flickering beside her dissolved with a wave of her hand.

“I wasn’t hiding,” she said, standing carefully, her posture stronger than yesterday. “I was just catching up. Sael came by earlier— she said the procedure was a complete success. I’ve been discharged.”

Aura’s smile widened slightly. “That’s what I came to hear,” she said, recalling how Lioren had told her the news when she’d run into him just under forty minutes ago.

Kati followed her toward the door, walking with more ease now, though she still moved thoughtfully.

“I was just thinking,” she said. “Earth’s about to land its first astronauts on Mars. It’s this huge moment for humanity— yet no one has a clue that a civilisation far more advanced has been living right here, practically within reach.”

Aura chuckled softly as the two entered the corridor outside the suite, lined with softly glowing blue panels and quiet android attendants passing unobtrusively.

“Yes, your people have come far,” she said. “But they’re still not ready for the whole truth. That’s why the Ninth Planet remains out of reach— why we still stay hidden.”

“They will one day,” Kati murmured.

Aura glanced at her. “Maybe. But not today. For now, they’re still looking outward... and I’m looking inward.”

Kati raised an eyebrow. “Meaning?”

Aura stopped just before the lift doors and turned to face her. “Remember what I said earlier?” she asked softly. “About taking you to meet my family?”

Kati blinked, then nodded as the memory returned. “Right... you did mention that.”

Aura smiled gently. “I meant it. I’m bringing you home, Kati— because we’re serious.”

Kati held her gaze for a moment, then stepped in and kissed her— slow, certain, full of feeling. When she pulled back, she smiled softly and said, “And like before, I still have no objection.”

Aura exhaled, her smile deepening.

The lift opened with a soft chime, and the two stepped inside. It carried them smoothly to the transit level, where a capsule-shaped monorail hovered silently on a magnetic guideway, its sleek body gleaming in the morning light.

They boarded and settled into the softly padded interior. The monorail glided forward with seamless grace, Zeshan Zaniri’s skyline drifting past in refracted reflections, like stars gliding across glass.

“You’re really feeling better?” Aura asked, glancing over at her.

Kati stretched her arms with a small grin. “Yeah. Whatever they did to me... I feel like I’ve been upgraded.”

Aura chuckled. “You have. You’ll be unbeatable now.”

Kati smirked. “Perfect. I wasn’t planning on losing anyway.”

Aura laughed again, light and genuine, as the monorail carried them forward— toward an awaiting hovercar.
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Sunday the 3rd of December 2034.

Kati inhaled deeply, welcoming the smell of rubber and engine exhaust before she pulled down the visor on her helmet. Gloved hands gripped the steering wheel of her Ferrari Formula 1 race car, her fingers trembling from the engine’s vibrations while her race engineer talked into her earpiece. The Abu Dhabi Grand Prix crowd burst with excitement as the crew pulled off her tyre warmers. Yesterday’s successful qualifier set her up in a first place grid spot, and as long as she didn’t stuff it up, the World Championship title would be hers for the taking. 

Marcus Arden, a young driver who had been in Formula 1 for a few years now, had been giving her a run for her money this race season. He and her had been battling it out all year long while they competed for the World Championship title. 

Whenever she beat him and secured points for the championship, he came back with a vengeance, and he had successfully turned tonight’s race into a tiebreaker. 

The pressure was on.

Kati stared up at the moon for a few minutes before everyone scattered off the track. One by one, red lights illuminated above her, shining off her car’s glossy red paint. 

Five. Four. Three. Two. One. 

Fans silently waited, and Kati took a deep breath to calm her heart. 

Lights shut off to signal the start of the Grand Prix. Kati pressed against the throttle, and her car rushed down the straight before she pulled up to the first turn. Tyres skidded across the pavement, squeals sounding off behind her from other drivers. But she suffered from tunnel vision on the track. It was just her and the car.

“Kati, I want to let you know Enrico Ferroni is behind you, followed by Oscar Nuñez and Marcus Arden. Keep up the pace, and mind your turns.” The team principal’s voice carried over the radio in her helmet.

Kati stayed defensive of her position, making it difficult for anyone to overtake her car at the turns. The hum of the engine filled her with exhilaration as she sped down another straight at over three hundred twenty kilometres per hour. Fans screamed as she passed them. Her foot pressed on the brake seconds before she made another turn, soft tyres screeching against the asphalt. Music to her ears. 

The first few laps of the race went without incident. Adrenaline flowed through her body as Enrico’s car came up next to hers at one of the curves, the recognisable silvery paint glistening under the bright lights lighting the track. His engine roared. Kati pulled a risky move, pushing on the brake a few seconds later than recommended for a curb. Fibreglass trembled as the right tyres lifted off the ground before slamming back down. Enrico pulled back, unable to pass her as her car surged forward. 

Kati’s race engineer talked into the radio. “That was a dangerous turn. Take it easy. You still have fifty more laps to go.” 

Kati chuckled at the advice. After a gruelling season fighting off Enrico, Marcus, and Oscar, she had one last Grand Prix between her and the World Championship win. 

Thankfully, she and her teammate already earned enough points as a team to secure the Constructors’ Championship title for Ferrari, although she wasn’t going to be satisfied until she had both wins for the season. 

“Marcus cut in front of Enrico at the last turn. Don’t underestimate him. He wants the win.” More chatter echoed through the radio.

Speak of the devil. Marcus’ orange car showed up in Kati’s side mirror. She shook her head as her car hugged another turn. He then raced right up to her rear wing, closing the gap between their cars— unwise for the narrow set of twists that were coming up. Her heart pumped rapidly. Hands clenched around the steering wheel as she took a few deep breaths. Inhale, exhale— yoga stuff. She didn’t fold on her first place spot, having no interest in letting Marcus overtake her car. Grey pavement blurred past her. On the next straight, Marcus pulled up to her side, their wheels nearly touching. Just a few inches apart. 

Both engines revved as the accelerators hit their maximum. Kati pushed into first place again at the next turn, her front wing creeping ahead of his. 

But then, much to Kati’s horror, instead of Marcus jerking back, he sped up dangerously. 

The whole situation happened in slow motion, like a movie, playing frame by frame. Kati, a useless bystander. Ferrari’s team principal yelled in her ear about pulling back, but the sound of crunching metal told her she was too late. 

Marcus’ car grazed hers at about three hundred kilometres per hour, a catastrophic hit she wasn’t going to recover from. She cursed as the wheels of her car lifted off the ground and she ended up airborne, flying before making contact with the pavement. 

Her car flipped over twice and dragged across the pavement, sparks flying around her head, concrete within touching distance. Thank God for the protective halo. The shrill sound of scraping steel hurt her ears until her car stopped moving. Ragged breaths left her lungs, pushing through her tight throat. 

“Kati, are you okay? Any possible injuries? Help is on the way.” 

“Negative on any injuries. That wanker hit me, knocked me out like a dodgem car.” Anger coursed through her at Marcus’ carelessness. She planned on punching him the moment he entered the cooldown room after the race. 

She could now kiss her championship win goodbye. All thanks to Marcus and his stupidity, pulling a move he shouldn’t have to get seconds ahead. It was so reckless of him. Her head clouded as adrenaline wore off and her body gave in to the pain.

Black spots fogged her vision. The combination of being upside down and being hit twice was too much for her body to handle. Kati was helpless as the safety crew worked to situate her car right side up, so she stewed in her toxic mood and smacked her hands against the steering wheel to the hammering of her heart. 

She grunted at the medical team who checked for any injuries. After an excruciating amount of time spent being poked and prodded at, her body got an all clear with nothing to report except for a bruised ego and blood pressure through the roof.

Later, when she was dropped off back at the Ferrari suites, the awaiting media scrum erupted with shouted questions and flash photos, but Kati wasn’t interested, and just stepped back into her pit bay, ignoring them. She surged past her pit crew too, to avoid pleasantries or fake claps on the back telling her how everything would be okay.

As she took the steps up to her suite two at a time, she fumed, as outraged with herself as she was with Marcus Arden. “Fuck you, Marcus,” she muttered under her breath. “Enjoy your title as Formula 1 World Champion because it’ll be your last. I hate your guts— you can act like hot shit now, but I’ll be coming back for you.”
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Several weeks later...

The penthouse, a luxurious haven in the heart of Tokyo, was filled with an air of anticipation. Kati stood before her expansive wardrobe, a decision weighing on her mind. The red dress, a bold statement, hung there, awaiting its moment.

"You're wearing the red dress or I'm stabbing you," Neda's voice echoed from the kitchen, a playful threat.

Kati smiled, her eyes sparkling with mischief. "You wouldn't dare, my dear friend. But I suppose a little persuasion couldn't hurt." She reached for the dress, her fingers caressing the fabric. "This one, I think, will do just fine."

As she slipped into the dress, the material hugged her curves, accentuating her figure. A confident smile spread across her face. "There, what do you think?" she called out.

Ivana walked into Kati’s bedroom, her eyes widening. A delighted whistle escaped her lips. “Now that's what I call a choice! You look absolutely stunning, Kati. We're going to turn heads tonight.” 

Kati twirled, the dress swirling around her, and laughed. "Let's hope so, because really, I cannot think of one good reason why I shouldn’t wear this.”

Ivana also twirled, her deep blue dress swirling like the night sky, catching the light with every move. "Neither can I," she grinned, her laughter tinkling like wind chimes. "We’re drinking and dancing, so showing some skin is requisite." 

“I don’t know how much skin I want to show,” Kati said. “I’m dedicated to my single girl card.” 

“Well, some of the women there will be showing bare arse, so you won’t stand out if that’s what you’re worried about. Besides,” she said, pointing to the notification on her mobile phone, “it’s too late to change. The limo’s here.”

“You should be showing bare arse. You’re the one who’s been naked sunbathing and day drunk in a French villa for the past two weeks,” Kati said.

Ivana gave a little secret smile and tugged Kati’s arm. “Let’s go, gorgeous. I’m ready for a night out with the girls.” 

Kati adjusted her shimmering dress, eyes sparkling. “What if we get into trouble?”

“Trouble? Pfft! We’re just getting started!” Neda chimed in, bouncing on her heels. 

“Vroom, vroom! Limo awaits!” Ivana laughed, pulling them toward the door. 

They piled into the waiting car as soon as they exited the building and Neda popped the champagne. With just one tingling, bubbling gulp, the entire world around Kati seemed to evaporate until they were just three young friends in a limo barreling down the street to celebrate a night out together. 

***
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The club was dark, deafening, and filled with writhing bodies: on the dance floor, in the halls, against the bar. A DJ spun music from a small stage, and flyers plastered all across the front promised that she was the newest and hottest DJ Chelsea had to offer. 

Neda and Ivana seemed entirely in their element. Kati had been to numerous F1 galas and boat cruise parties, yet she felt like she’d spent most of her childhood and adult life so far at quiet, formal events; here it was as if she’d stepped out of the pages of her quiet.

It was certainly different. 

She shoved her way up to the bar— cheeks flushed, hair damp, and legs feeling like they hadn’t been properly used like this in years. 

“Sumimasen!” she shouted, trying to get the bartender’s attention. Though Kati had no idea what any of it actually meant, she’d already ordered slippery nipples, cement mixers, and purple hooters. At this point, with the club at maximum density and the music so loud it shook her bones, he wouldn’t even look up at her. Admittedly, he was slammed, and making such a small number of tedious shots was annoying. But she had an intoxicated friend burning a hole in the dance floor, and said girlfriend wanted more shots. 

“Hey!” Kati called, slapping the bar. 

“Sure is doing his best to ignore you, isn’t he?”

Kati blinked up— at the woman pressed close to her at the crowded bar. The woman, who tucked a strand of hair behind her ear was roughly the same height and build as her, and nodded toward the bartender to indicate her meaning. “You never yell at a bartender. Especially not with what you’re going to order: Kenji hates making girly drinks.” 

“How do you know what I was going to order?” Kati’s grin grew wider, hopefully matching hers, but most likely looking a lot tipsier. She was grateful for the drinks she’d already had, because sober Kati would give her monosyllables and an awkward nod and be done with it. “Maybe I was going to get a pint of Guinness. You never know.” 

“Unlikely. I’ve seen you ordering tiny purple drinks all night.” 

She’d been watching me all night? She couldn’t decide if that was fantastic, or a little creepy. 

The bar hummed with laughter and clinking glasses, but as Kati shifted on her feet, her eyes gravitated toward the other woman and she followed her movements. Fiery red hair framed her face, the bangs dancing as she leaned in, a grin playing on her lips.

The bartender returned, then looked at the woman beside her expectantly. Kati’s beautiful stranger barely raised her voice, but it was so deep it carried without effort: “Three fingers of Macallan’s, Kenji, and whatever this lady is having. She’s been waiting forever, yeah?” She turned to Kati, wearing a smile that made something dormant warm deep in her belly. “How many fingers would you like?” 

Her words exploded in Kati’s brain and the latter’s veins filled with adrenaline. “What did you just say?” 

Innocence. The beautiful stranger tried it on, smoothing it over her features. Somehow she made it work, but Kati could see from the way her eyes narrowed that there wasn’t an innocent cell in her body. 

“Did you really just offer me three fingers?” Kati asked.

She laughed, spreading out her hand, delicate fingers adorned with a silver ring that gleamed in the light. “You’d best start with two.”

Kati looked more closely at her. Friendly eyes, standing not too close, but close enough that she knew she had come to this part of the bar specifically to talk to her. “You give good innuendo.” 

The bartender rapped the bar with his knuckles and asked for Kati’s order. She cleared her throat, steeling herself. “Three blow jobs.” She ignored his irritated huff and turned back to her stranger.

“You’re not Japanese,” she said, grin fading slightly but never leaving her constantly smiling eyes. 

“Neither are you.”

“Touché. I’m from Munich, and I’m here on holidays.”

“I’m also here on holidays,” Kati admitted, pointing to her chest. “From Croatia.” Kati leaned closer, her eyes sparkling. “So, what’s your name?”

“Aura,” she replied, a grin spreading across her face. “And you?”

“Kati. Nice to meet you, Aura!” Their laughter mingled with the music.

“I second that!” replied Aura, their eyes locking in a moment of connection.

The bright neon lights flickered overhead, casting colourful reflections on the bottles lining the shelves. Kati stole a glance back to where she expected to see Neda and Ivana dancing, but she couldn’t find them in the tangle of bodies on the floor. At the same time Aura let out a soft, contemplative “Hmmm” as she managed to quickly flip through her phone.

“Something interesting?” Kati asked, tilting her head, a playful grin tugging at her lips.

Aura glanced up, her green eyes sparkling with enthusiasm. “Just looking at some car reviews. You know, the usual. I work for this online car magazine. It’s pretty cool.”

“Really?” Kati raised an eyebrow, intrigued. “What do you write about?”

“Oh, everything from sports cars to the latest tech in the automotive world. I’ve even done some features on women in motorsports.” Aura leaned closer, her tone conspiratorial. “I like to think I’m breaking barriers— one article at a time.”

“Nice!” Kati nodded, impressed, though she kept the details of her own job tucked away, like a secret weapon. “I’m in the motor racing business too, actually.”

“Really? That’s awesome! What do you do?” Aura leaned back, crossing her arms, the interest evident in her posture.

Kati leaned back, contemplating how much to reveal. “I work with a Formula 1 team. Travel a lot, you know. The adrenaline, the speed... it’s exhilarating.”

“Wow. Formula 1? That’s, like, the pinnacle of racing!” Aura’s eyes widened, and Kati could see the gears turning in her mind. “You must meet so many interesting people.”

“Yeah, you could say that.” Kati chuckled, her thoughts drifting to the last race in Abu Dhabi, the glitzy parties, the roaring engines. “There’s always something happening.”

“Do you get to drive?” Aura’s voice rose, excitement bubbling over.

“Sometimes,” Kati replied, her lips curling into a smirk. “But mostly I’m... well, let’s just say I have a different role on the team.”

“Different role?” Aura leaned in, clearly wanting more. “Like a strategist? Engineer?”

Kati hesitated, biting her lip. “Something like that. I help make sure everything runs smoothly.” She could feel the thrill of withholding the truth, her heart racing in rhythm with the pulse of the bar.

“Oh, come on! You can’t drop a bomb like that and not elaborate!” Aura laughed, the sound warm and inviting. “You totally have to spill the beans.”

Kati chuckled, enjoying the banter. “It’s not that exciting, really. Just a lot of logistics and managing chaos.”

“Chaos is my middle name,” Aura quipped, raising her arm in mock salute, a smirk dancing on her lips. “I thrive on it. Captain Chaos reporting for duty! So... What’s the craziest thing you’ve experienced?”

Kati leaned in, her voice lowering conspiratorially. “There was this one time during a race in Brazil. A storm rolled in out of nowhere, and the track turned into a lake. It was absolute madness! Cars were hydroplaning everywhere, and I swear it felt like we were at a water park instead of a racetrack.”

“Are you serious? That’s insane!” Aura laughed, shaking her head. “What did you do?”

“Just held on for dear life,” Kati said, her laughter mingling with Aura’s. “And hoped our drivers didn’t lose it.”

“Your drivers?” Aura’s eyes narrowed playfully. “Are you saying you’re part of a pit crew? Or...”

Kati leaned back, a teasing smile playing on her lips. “Let’s just say I’m more involved than that.”

“More involved?” Aura’s breath caught as she leaned closer, her curiosity palpable. “You’re not just some behind the scenes person, are you?”

“Maybe I’m not,” Kati replied, her tone light yet enigmatic. “But what about you? Writing articles sounds thrilling, but it must come with its own set of challenges.”

“Oh, for sure.” Aura shrugged, but the fire in her eyes remained. “People think it’s all glamour, but there’s a lot of pitching, rejection, and deadlines. I’ve had my fair share of editors who don’t take me seriously because I’m a woman in a male-dominated industry.”

Kati nodded, feeling a connection forming as their conversation deepened. “That’s something I can relate to. It’s a challenge every day.”

Aura leaned back, a self- assured grin spreading across her face. “But you’re in the thick of it! A woman in F1? That’s incredible. I admire that.”

“Thanks,” Kati said, her heart warming at the compliment. “It’s not always easy, but it’s worth it. Besides, I love the roar of the engines and the thrill of competition.”

“Must be nice to travel the world and see all those races live.” Aura sighed wistfully. “What’s your favourite track?”

“Monaco is hard to beat,” Kati admitted, her thoughts spiraling back to the glitz and glamour of the Grand Prix. “But the atmosphere in Monza is electric.”

“Monza! I’ve heard so much about that place.” Aura’s eyes sparkled. “I’d love to experience it.”

“Maybe I can take you someday,” Kati said, her voice dropping to a playful whisper. “I know some people.”

“Now you’re just teasing!” Aura laughed, her cheeks flushing. “But I’d totally take you up on that.”

Kati leaned closer, feeling the warmth radiating off Aura. “So what’s the craziest story you have from your time writing?”

“Oh, I have a few.” Aura’s expression shifted, a smirk forming. “There was this one time I interviewed a famous driver and accidentally spilled coffee all over him. He was not amused.”

Kati burst into laughter, the sound echoing through the bar. “Oh no! What did you do?”

“I panicked,” Aura confessed, her eyes wide with the memory. “I offered to buy him a drink to make up for it. He ended up being super chill about it, though. We laughed it off, and I got a good story out of it.”

“Good save!” Kati grinned, admiring Aura’s ability to turn a mishap into a positive experience. “That’s what it’s all about, right?”

“Exactly!” Aura nodded vigorously. “And it helps that I genuinely love cars. I mean, how could I not?”

Their conversation flowed seamlessly, the minutes ticking by as they shared stories and laughter. The bar around them faded into a blur, the outside world consumed by the magnetic pull of their connection. Kati felt a sense of ease she hadn’t experienced in a long time, the weight of her secrets momentarily lifted.

“So, what’s your dream?” Aura asked, her gaze piercing through the dim light. “If you could do anything in motorsports, what would it be?”

Kati hesitated, chewing on her lip. “Honestly? I want to be the first woman to win a World Championship. It sounds cliché, but it’s a goal I’ve worked toward my entire life.”

“That’s not cliché! That’s amazing.” Aura leaned closer, her voice filled with sincerity. “I believe you can do it. You’re already breaking barriers.”

Kati felt a rush of warmth at Aura’s words, the sincerity in her voice striking a chord deep within. “Thanks. That means a lot coming from you. I admire your passion too.”

Aura chuckled, her confidence radiating. “Well, we’re both in it for the love of the game, right? We’re just out here making our mark.”

“Exactly,” Kati agreed, feeling a bond forming that felt exhilarating yet terrifying. “So, what’s next for you?”

“I want to dive deeper into motorsports journalism,” Aura said, determination lighting her features. “I’ve been thinking about writing a book about women in racing. I think there’s so much to explore.”

“Sounds like a fantastic idea,” Kati encouraged, her imagination igniting at the prospect. “You could interview women from all walks of racing. You’d make a real impact.”

“Right? That’s the plan!” Aura beamed, her enthusiasm infectious. “And maybe I’ll get to feature you in it if you’re open to it.”

“Count me in.” Kati smiled, the thought thrilling her. “I’d love to help out.”

The atmosphere shifted slightly, a moment of silence hanging between them, charged with unspoken possibilities. Kati’s heart raced, the stakes suddenly feeling higher than just a casual conversation. 

And while Kati continued to gape at her, Aura tilted her head, looking Kati over. “You’re definitely sweet. Although our chat has made me kinda wonder. You don’t look like you come to these kinds of establishments very often.” 

She was right, but was it that obvious? “I’m really not sure how to take that.” 

“Take it as a compliment. You’re the freshest thing in this place.” Aura cleared her throat and looked to where Kenji was returning with my shots. “Why are you carrying all these sticky drinks out to the dance floor?” 

“We’re doing the girls’ night out thing.” 

“So then you’re unlikely to leave here with me.” 

Kati blinked, and then blinked again, hard. With this frank suggestion, she was officially out of her depth. Way out of her depth. “I... what? No.” 

“Pity.” 

“You’re serious? You just met me.” 

“And already I have a strong urge to devour you.” Aura’s words were delivered slowly, almost a whisper, but they rang through Kati’s head like a cymbal crash. It was obvious she wasn’t new to this kind of interaction— the proposition of no strings attached sex— and although Kati was, when she looked at her like that she knew she was bound to follow her anywhere. 

Every shot Kati had had seemed to hit her all at once and she weaved a little in front of her. Aura steadied her with her hand on her elbow, grinning at her. 

“Easy, Kati.” 

Kati blinked back into awareness, feeling her head clear slightly. “Okay, when you smile at me like that, I want to climb you.” Kati looked her up and down, all pretence of polite society apparently gone. “And something tells me you could more than do the job— I mean, holy hell, look at you.”

And Kati did. Again. She took a steadying breath and was met with Aura’s amused grin. “But I’ve never just randomly hooked up with some stranger at a bar, and I’m here with friends, just having a good time together while I happen to be here in town, and so”— Kati gathered up her shots—“we’re going to do these.” 

Aura nodded once, slowly, her smile turning a little brighter, as if she’d just accepted a challenge. “Okay.” 

“So I’ll see you later.” 

“One can hope.” 

“Enjoy your three fingers, Aura.” 

She laughed. “Enjoy the blow jobs.”

***
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Kati found Neda and Ivana at the table, collapsed and sweaty, and slid the shots down in front of them. Neda put one in front of Ivana and held her own aloft. 

“May all of your blow jobs go down so easily.” She wrapped her mouth around the rim, held both hands up in the air, and tipped her head back, swallowing the entire shot without blinking. 

“Holy balls,” Kati mumbled, staring at her in awe, as Neda broke into laughter beside Kati. “Is that how I’m supposed to do it?” Kati lowered her voice, looking around. “Like an actual blow job?”

“It’s a miracle I still have any gag reflex.” Ivana rather indelicately wiped her forearm across her mouth and chin, explaining, “I did a lot of beer bongs back in my uni days. Let’s go.” She nudged Neda. “Bottoms up.” 

Neda bent to the table and took the shot hands free, as Ivana had, and then it was Kati’s turn. Both of her friends turned to look at her. 

“I met a hot girl,” Kati said without thinking. “Really hot. And, like, her face was so pretty and she had red hair with bangs.” 

Ivana gaped at her. “Then why are you standing here doing fake blow jobs with us?”

Kati laughed, shaking her head. She had no idea how to answer that. “It’s a girls’ night out with friends. Wasn’t expecting to come here and meet someone. I’m good.” 

“Fuck that noise. Go get some.” 

Neda came to Kati’s rescue: “I’m just glad you met someone you thought was hot. It’s been forever since you had this sort of happy girl related smile.” Her own smile vanished as she reconsidered. “Come to think of it, I’ve never seen you with a happy girl related smile.” 

And with that truth placed so plainly on the table, Kati picked up her shot, ignoring Ivana’s protest about her bad form, and downed it. It was sweet, delicious, and just what she needed to clear her head about the incident at Abu Dhabi that cost her a maiden F1 world championship and the beautiful girl at the bar. She dragged her friends out to the dance floor.

Within seconds Kati felt boneless, mindless, deliciously untethered. Neda and Ivana bounced around her, yell sang the songs, lost themselves in the mass of sweaty bodies all around them. She met Neda’s elated smile and returned it.

“I’m so glad you’re here!” Neda yelled over the music.

Kati started to reply with some similar screaming drunken oath of friendship, but just behind Neda, set into the shadows off the dance floor, stood Aura. Their eyes met, and neither of them looked away. She was sipping her three fingers of scotch with a friend, but Kati could tell by how unsurprised Aura seemed to be caught staring that Aura had been watching every move she made. 

The effect of this realisation was more potent than the alcohol. It heated every inch of Kati’s skin, burnt a hole directly through her chest and lower: down past her ribs, and deep into her belly. Aura lifted her glass, took a sip, and smiled. Kati felt her eyes rolling closed. 

She wanted to dance for her. 

Never in her life had Kati felt so sexy, so completely in control of what she wanted. From karting to Formula 2, she’d gotten through all the racing support categories and made it to Formula 1. But she’d never felt like a grown woman the way she did right now, dancing like crazy with a beautiful stranger standing in the shadows, watching her. 

This— this moment was exactly what she wanted right now.

What would it mean to be devoured? Did she mean that as explicitly as it sounded— Aura’s head between her thighs, arms wrapped to her hips, holding her open? Or did she mean over her, inside her, sucking her mouth and her neck and her breasts? 

A smile spread across Kati’a face, her arms stretched up to the ceiling. She could feel the hem of her dress inching up her thighs and didn’t care. She wondered if Aura noticed. She hoped she noticed. 

If she thought Aura had walked away, it would have deflated the moment, so she didn’t look over her way again. Kati was unaccustomed to bar flirtation protocol; maybe Aura’s attention lasted all of five seconds, maybe it lasted all night. It didn’t matter. Kati could pretend she was there in the darkness for as long as she was here in the strobing lights on the floor. From childhood she’d realised that she wasn’t attracted to men like all her other friends. She’d grown-up never getting the attention that she desired from any of them, but with Aura, she wanted her eyes burning through her skin to where her heart thrashed against her ribs. 

Kati lost herself to the music, and memories of Aura’s hand on her elbow, her beautiful eyes and the word devour. 

Devour.

One song bled into another, and then another, and before Kati could come up for air, Neda’s arms were around her shoulders and she was laughing into her ear, jumping up and down with her. 

“You’ve attracted an audience!” she yelled so loud above the music that Kati winced, pulling back. 

She nodded to the side, and only then did Kati notice they were surrounded by a group of men wearing tight, dark clothes and grinding suggestively at the air near them. Looking back at Neda, Kati saw that her eyes were bright and so familiar, this take no prisoners woman who had worked her way to the top of what was now one of the world’s largest media firms and who knew exactly what this night meant to her. Suddenly cool air spread over Kati’s skin from the fans overhead and she blinked back into consciousness, still giddy that she was actually enjoying herself. 

But behind Neda, the shadows were dark and empty; no stranger stood there watching her. 

Kati’s stomach dropped a little. “I need to hit the ladies’,” she told her.

Kati wormed her way through the circle of men, off the dance floor, and followed the signs to the second floor, which was essentially a balcony overlooking the entire club. She walked down a narrow hallway and into the bathroom, which was so bright that a pulse of pain spiked from her eyes to the back of her head. The room was eerily empty, and the music downstairs felt like it was coming up from underwater. 

On her way out, she fixed her hair, mentally high fived herself for putting on a rumple free dress, and touched up her lipstick. 

She walked out of the door and right into another woman. 

They’d been close at the bar, but not this close. Not her face to her throat, the smell of her surrounding her. Aura didn’t smell like any of the other women on the dance floor, awash in perfume. She just smelt clean, and like a woman who did her laundry, and who also had a touch of scotch on her lips. 

“Hello, Kati.” 

“Hi, Aura.” 

“I was watching you dance, you gorgeous wild thing.”

“I saw you.” Kati could barely catch her breath. Her legs felt wobbly, like they weren’t sure if they should collapse or go back to rhythmically bouncing across the floor. She chewed her bottom lip, suppressing a smile. “You’re such a creepster. Why didn’t you come out and dance with me?”

“Because I think you rather liked being watched instead.” 

Kati swallowed, gaping at her and unable to look away. She couldn’t tell what colour her eyes were. At the bar she’d assumed green. But there was something lighter gleaming here in this part of the club, just above the strobes. Greenish, yellow, something mesmerising. Not only had Kati known Aura was watching her— and liked it— but she’d danced entirely to the fantasy of her devouring her.

“Did you imagine I was getting wet?” 

Kati blinked. She could barely keep up with Aura’s bluntness. Had women like this always existed, who said exactly what they— and she— were thinking without sounding scary, or rude, or pushy? How did she manage it? 

“Wow,” Kati gasped. “Were you...?” 

Aura reached down, took Kati’s hand, and pressed it firmly to where she was wet, the moistness seeping onto her palm. Without thinking, Kati curled her fingers around her. “This is from watching me dance?” 

“Are you always such a performer?” 

If Kati hadn’t been so thunderstruck, she would have laughed. “Never.”

Aura studied her, the smile still in her eyes but her lips fixed into something more thoughtful. “Come home with me.” 

This time Kati did laugh. “No.” 

“Come to my car.” 

“No. There is no way I’m leaving this club with you.” 

Aura bent and pressed a small, careful kiss to Kati’s shoulder before telling her, “But I want to touch you.” 

Kati couldn’t pretend that she didn’t want it, too. It was dark, with flashing arrhythmic lights, and music so loud it felt like it hijacked her pulse. What harm could come from one wild night?

Kati led Aura past the restrooms, farther down the narrow hallway, to a tiny abandoned alcove overlooking the DJ station. They were trapped at a dead end, secluded around a corner but by no means hidden. Other than the wall forming the back of the club, the rest of the space around them was open, and only a waist high glass wall kept them from falling to the dance floor below. “Okay. Touch me over here.” 

Aura raised an eyebrow, ran a long finger across Kati’s collarbone, from one shoulder to the other.

“What exactly are you offering?” 

Kati met Aura’s strangely backlit eyes that seemed so amused by everything around her. Aura looked normal, so sane for someone who followed her through a club and bluntly told her she wanted to touch her.

“You’re not a psychopath, are you?” 

Laughing, Aura bent to kiss Kati’s cheek. “You’re making me feel a touch crazy, but no, I’m not.”

“I just...” Kati started, and then looked down. She pressed her hand flat against Aura’s chest. Her green tank top was unbelievably soft— cotton, she thought. Her jeans were dark, and fit her perfectly. Her black boots were unscuffed. Everything about her was meticulous. “I’m only here for a couple of weeks a year.” It seemed a fitting explanation for how much her hand was shaking against her. 

“And a moment like this doesn’t feel very safe, does it?” 

Kati shook her head. “Not at all.” But then she reached up, wrapped a hand around the back of Aura’s neck, and pulled her to her. She moved willingly, bending down and smiling just before their lips met. The kiss was both the perfect kind of soft and the perfect kind of hard, with the scotch warming Aura’s lips against Kati’s. Aura groaned a little when Kati opened her mouth and let her in, and the vibration set Kati on fire. She wanted to feel every one of Aura’s sounds. 

“You taste like sugar,” said Aura, her breath warm against Kati’s ear.

Kati took Aura’s hand, brought it to her hip. “I’ve been the only person to give myself an orgasm for longer than I can remember.” Moving Aura’s fingers to the edge of her dress, Kati whispered, “Can you change that?” 

She could feel Aura’s smile against her mouth when she bent to kiss her again. “You’re serious.” 

The idea of giving herself to this woman in this dark corner scared Kati a little, though not enough to change her mind. “I’m serious.” 

“Your trouble.” 

“I promise you, I’m not.” 

Aura pulled back just enough to examine Kati’s eyes. Back and forth her gaze moved until her eyes curved into that amused smile. “The fact that you have no idea how you come off...” 

Aura turned her, pressed Kati’s front to the edge of the glass wall so she was looking over the balcony at the mass of churning bodies below. Strobe lights pulsed down from iron beams that extended across the club just in front of her, lighting the floor beneath while keeping their upstairs corner virtually black. Steam began to blow up from vents in the dance floor, covering the partiers up to their shoulders; waves broke out in the surface as they moved through it.

Aura’s fingertips teased at the back edge of Kati’s dress, and then she lifted it, slid a hand down the back of her underwear, over her backside and between her legs to where Kati positively ached for Aura. Even the vulnerable position didn’t embarrass her as she arched back into Aura’s hand, already lost. 

“You’re drenched, babe. What’s it you like? The idea that we’re doing this here? Or that I watched you think about fucking me while you danced?”

Kati didn’t say anything, too afraid of what the answer might be, but she gasped when Aura slid a finger inside her. “You’re a sexy thing, but when you’re slippery like this, I’m quite sure you could easily take those three fingers.” Aura laughed into a kiss she pressed to the back of Kati’s neck as a soft fingertip circled her clit, teasing and slow.

“Please,” Kati whispered. She had no idea if Aura could hear her. Aura’s face was pressed to her hair, her finger sliding back into Kati. 

“Your skin is amazing. Particularly here.” Aura kissed Kati’s shoulder. “Did you know the back of your neck is perfect?”

Kati turned, smiled up at her. Aura’s eyes were wide open and clear, and when they met Kati’s, they curved into a smile. Kati had never looked someone so closely in the eye when they were touching her like this and something about this woman, and this night, made her immediately sure this was the best decision she’d ever made. 

“I don’t have many chances to look at the back of my neck.”

“A shame, really.” Aura pulled her hand away and Kati felt a mild chill where her warm fingers had been.

Turning Kati to face her, Aura swivelled them, pressed her back against the wall and moved in closer to kiss her, first soft and then harder, hungrier. When Kati thought she’d lose her breath, Aura wandered away, sucking at her jaw, her ear, her neck, where her pulse hammered wildly. Kati’s dress had fallen back down her thighs, but Aura’s fingers teased at the edge, slowly lifting. 

“Someone could walk down here,” Aura reminded Kati, giving her one last out, even as she lowered Kati’s underwear enough for her to step out of them. 

Kati didn’t care. Not even a little. And maybe even a tiny part of her wanted someone to wander up here, to see this perfect woman touching her like this. She could hardly think of anything other than where Aura’s hands were, how her skirt was over her hips now, how Aura pressed so hard and insistent against her stomach. 

“Don’t care.” 

“You’re drunk. Too drunk for this? I want you to remember it if I fuck you.” 

“So make it memorable.”

Aura lifted Kati’s leg, spreading her, exposing her bare skin to the cool air conditioning blowing from just above them, and hooked her knee around her hip. “I think you’re underestimating how hard you’re about to be fucked,” Aura said and slid two fingers inside her.

Kati cried out, The tight, wet heat of her rocking into Aura’s hand was incredible. “Do you do this a lot?” she asked. 

Aura was right there, poised against Kati, her smile aimed at the latter’s face. “Do what? Sex with a beautiful woman who prefers me to fuck her in a public hallway rather than in a proper place like a bed, or a limo?” The light burnt in her eyes, and— holy crap— Kati didn’t think sex with strangers was supposed to be intimate like this. Aura watched every reaction cross Kati’s face. “No, Kati. I must admit I’ve never done this, but do you want me to stop?”

“Don’t you fucking dare.” Kati grabbed Aura’s forearm as if Aura had even considered taking it back against Kati’s wishes, grinding so furiously on Aura’s hand that Aura forgot she was doing the fucking rather than being fucked. But in the end, all Aura wanted was to hear that desperate gasp. She wanted to bury herself in every soft nook of Kati’s body. Aura wanted her passion and her low, melodious drawl. She wanted the sunshine she exuded from her skin.

And in turn Kati wanted her. Every fucking part. She imagined how they looked from across the club: a woman pressing another woman to a wall, the hint of her legs around the other’s hips visible in the darkness.

It was with these thoughts that Aura pressed the heel of her hand into Kati’s clit until she came, hard and hot all over Aura’s hand while Kati bit Aura’s shoulder to keep Kati’s cries quiet. Without even missing a beat, Kati grabbed Aura’s arse to pull her against her, sliding her thigh between Aura’s and sucking her throat as she rode her until Aura came too, taking no such measure to keep silent.

Here in this chaotic club with living, breathing lights and music pulsing all around them where people walked past unaware only five metres away, the two women took a minute to catch their breath.

Kati stilled, leaning heavily against Aura with her lips planted gently against her neck. "Aura, your skin is equally as beautiful as mine and I can't stop looking at it.”

Holy hell, Kati had never even come close to doing something this insane. Her grin took over her entire face as her legs shook almost to the point of collapse. 

It was perfect. Everything about this had been perfect. "Thank you,” said Aura as Kati straightened her dress,.

Kati then kissed Aura’s lips once. The latter nodded, humming a little into the kiss. "Shall we—?"

"I'm going to go downstairs." Kati began to back away and gave Aura a small wave.

"Wait!" Aura shouted, her voice barely rising above the music. She grabbed Kati’s arm, pulling her close. “Come with me to the third floor.”

“Why? What’s up there?” Kati asked, a smirk playing on her lips.

“A lounge bar,” she teased, her eyes sparkling. “Or at least a quieter place to continue talking and have another drink.”

With a quick glance around, Kati shrugged, “Alright, lead the way.” They left the secluded alcove and weaved through the throng, the air thick with sweat and exhilaration. As they climbed the narrow, winding staircase to the third floor, the thrum of the bass faded slightly as they entered a small room adorned with plush velvet seating and a sleek bar. The atmosphere was intimate, a stark contrast to the chaos below.

“See? Cozy, right?” Aura plopped onto a deep red couch, stretching her arms dramatically. “Now, what’s your poison? I can guess...”

Kati grinned, feeling a warmth creeping up her cheeks. “I think I’ll stick with Coke this time.”

“Coke?” Aura feigned shock, placing a hand over her heart. “The famed Kati, queen of the racetrack, and you choose soda? What a scandal!”

Kati laughed, the sound mingling with the hum of chatter around them. “I’ve had enough drinks tonight. I need to keep my wits about me.”

Aura waved down the bartender, her voice carrying a playful lilt. “Two of whatever she’s having and make one of them a Coke,” she said in broken Japanese.

The bartender nodded, pouring their drinks with practiced ease. As he slid them across the bar, Kati picked up the glass of Coke, the fizz bubbling up to greet her. 

“So,” Aura leaned in, her expression suddenly serious. “After our earlier chat and after everything we just experienced together downstairs, you know I’ve been dying to ask you something.”

Kati raised an eyebrow, intrigue sparking in her chest. “What’s that?”

A sly smile crept onto Aura’s face. “Did you really think I wouldn’t recognise you? The Kati Anusic? World famous F1 driver? I knew from the very start that you’re the lead driver at Ferrari.”

Kati’s heart skipped a beat. “I—” She shook her head, trying to brush it off. “I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“Please,” Aura teased, her eyes sparkling. “I knew the moment I saw you. The way you carried yourself, the confidence. And let’s not forget the way you dominate the track. I’ve had a keen interest in your F1 racing career. When I saw you here tonight with your friends, at first I thought that it couldn’t be you, but when I realised that it was, I couldn’t help but keep my eyes on you.”

“Okay, you got me. And yes maybe I do have a bit of a reputation,” Kati admitted, her cheeks flushing. “But I’m just here to have a good time, not to be recognised. In fact it was my two friends that are here with me tonight that suggested I come here and get away from it all. Just for a bit while I get my head around things. I’m still fuming. I should have been world champion now— the first ever female Formula 1 world fucking champion!”

“And you’re doing great at being incognito,” Aura said, taking a sip of her drink. “But I have to say, it was pretty cool to meet you. You’re like a rockstar in my world. And... oh yeah, before I forget, my condolences about what happened in Abu Dhabi. Marcus Arden is a complete wanker!”

Kati chuckled, the tension easing. “Yeah I second the part about Marcus, but I don’t know about the rest. I just drive really fast and try not to crash.”

“Yeah, but you’re the one getting all the attention,” Aura countered, her gaze intense. “The fame, the glory... I can’t help but admire that.”

Kati shifted in her seat, the compliment settling uncomfortably. “You make it sound like a dream. It’s not all that glamorous, you know.”

Aura leaned closer, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. “Tell me about it then. What’s it like to tear around the world at breakneck speed?”

Kati took a deep breath, her mind racing. “It’s intense. The pressure, the noise, the thrill. But sometimes... sometimes it feels lonely.”

Aura’s expression softened, and Kati realised how vulnerable she sounded, the walls of her carefully constructed facade slipping slightly. 

“Maybe you just need someone to share the ride,” Aura suggested, her tone light but her eyes serious. 

Kati met her gaze, a flicker of something unspoken passing between them. The pulse of the lounge bar faded into the background, and for a moment, it felt like they were the only two people in the world.

After a moment, Aura leaned closer to Kati. “You know,” Aura began, her voice barely rising above the music, “I have a bachelor of arts in communications, but my true passion? Street racing.”

Kati raised an eyebrow, intrigued. “Seriously? I figured you were more into... I don’t know, poetry readings?”

Aura laughed, a bright, carefree sound that cut through the noise. “Nah, that’s just my cover. The adrenaline? That’s where it’s at.”

“But seriously? Street racing? Isn’t that, like, super illegal?”

Aura laughed, a sound that cut through the noise, bright and infectious. “Oh, it’s definitely illegal. But it’s also exhilarating! The thrill of racing against another car, the adrenaline... it’s addictive.”

“I can imagine. It’s kind of like what I do, but on a much less... sanctioned level,” Kati admitted, a smirk playing at the corners of her mouth. “Tell me more. What’s it like?”

Aura leaned in even closer, her eyes sparkling with enthusiasm. “It’s raw, you know? No teams, no pit stops, just you and your car against the world. I race my little hatchback; it’s not much, but it’s light and nimble. I can weave through traffic like a pro.”

Kati’s interest piqued. “What’s the fastest you’ve ever gone?”

Aura’s lips curled into a mischievous grin. “Hit about 230 once. I thought I was going to die, but it felt amazing. I’m still here, though, so...”

“Wow,” Kati said, her heart racing at the thought. “I usually deal with a lot more horsepower, but I can appreciate the thrill, and there’s something about the lawlessness of street racing that’s tempting. It feels... free.”

“Exactly!” Aura exclaimed, her excitement infectious. “The rush of dodging cops, the anticipation of the race— there’s nothing like it.”

Kati took a sip of her drink, contemplating. “What’s your biggest challenge? Other than not getting caught, I mean.”

Aura’s expression shifted to one of seriousness for a moment. “Trust. You have to trust your car, but more importantly, you have to trust the people you’re racing with. It can get dangerous. I’ve seen a few crashes that make your stomach drop.”

Kati’s brow furrowed. “That’s a lot of risk. I mean, I push limits, but there’s a whole team behind me, making sure everything is safe.”

“True. But that’s what makes it so exhilarating! You’re in control of your own destiny. Plus, the community is tight knit. Everyone looks out for each other. You ever think about joining us?”

Kati’s heart raced again, but this time it felt different. “Joining you?”

“Yeah! There’s a race in two days. It’s kind of an underground thing, but I can bring you along. You’d love it. Trust me.” Aura leaned in closer once again, her tone coaxing.

“Are you serious?” Kati’s pulse quickened. “I mean, I’d love to, but won’t I stand out? I don’t exactly blend in with the crowd.”

Aura chuckled, her laughter a sweet melody against the backdrop of the lounge bar. “Oh, you’ll stand out, but that’s a good thing. You’ll have people watching your back. And who knows? You might just bring a little F1 flair to the street.”

Kati considered it, the thrill of the prospect swirling in her mind. “Okay, I’m in. I’ll go.”

“Awesome! Here, let’s exchange numbers.” Aura fished out her phone, and Kati did the same. Their fingers brushed briefly, a spark once more igniting between them that this time around neither acknowledged. 

“Done,” Aura said, tapping her screen. “I’ll text you the details.”

“Looking forward to it,” Kati replied, her heart pounding for reasons beyond the race.

As they finished their drinks, Kati felt a mix of excitement and trepidation. Maybe this was the beginning of something unexpected.

Aura’s eyes glinted with mischief as she flashed a grin. “See you in two days, speedster.”

“See you then,” Kati said, her mind already racing with thoughts of the thrill to come. As they parted ways, the sounds of the bar faded away, leaving only the promises of the road ahead— a road lined with speed, ambition, and the thrill of new beginnings.

Minutes later Kati found Neda and Ivana, both of them ready to head home. Arm in arm they left the club. Only after they were in the limo, and Kati was silently reliving every second of what had just happened with Aura, a dreamy smile spread across her face.

Neda laughed, her eyes sparkling. “Someone here did more than just pick up tonight!” 
Ivana chimed in, “You’re going to text her, right?” 
“Absolutely,” Kati replied, her heart racing. “I can’t wait to see her again.”
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​Chapter 3
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Glancing around, Kati studied her surroundings. She’d come to a massive abandoned carpark somewhere in Daikoku. She’d taken so many damn turns, she wasn’t sure she was still in Tokyo. The sun had set hours ago, leaving the sky black, the air warm and humid. Music blared from the many car radios surrounding her as headlights from the cars lit up the carpark. There were so many people, so many cars parked close by, Kati was amazed anyone could get around at all.

She’d never seen anything like it. She’d also never seen anyone like Aura. Knockout didn’t even begin to describe how good she looked. Everything about her, at least in Kati’s mind, was perfect. Nice curvy body, slim waist, toned arms and legs. Memories of the nightclub swirled in her mind, the beat of the music drowning out her thoughts. Her short shorts left next to nothing to the imagination and highlighted those long, tan, firm legs. And her arse. It was so perfectly rounded she wanted to drop to her knees and bite it. Kati’s heart raced. Perfect lesbian couple? Definitely.

Kati watched as Aura bent over to look at the dash of the car she stood next to. Her laughter carried over the noise and music as she stood and brushed her hair back over her shoulder.

There had to be over two hundred people here and she’d swear Aura knew them all. Everyone said hello to her. Guys and girls alike admired her. Some openly flirted. Aura took it all in stride, sometimes flirting back, sometimes returning kisses on the cheek. Occasionally, she would dance a little to the music; her hips moving to the beat and making Kati want to join her or go somewhere private were she could masturbate to the image. 

Kati’s heart thudded in her chest, the thump echoing in her ears as she stared at a tall Japanese man who had just leaped onto the bonnet of her car. His arms spread wide, a grin plastered across his face. “I say we race!”

Kati raised an eyebrow and looked around the crowded carpark. Where the hell did he plan on racing? 

“Aura, you in?” he asked from the bonnet of the car. 

Kati looked around quickly for Aura. 

“Not tonight. I figure I’ve taken enough of your money for a while.” 

The crowd laughed; some moaned in disappointment. She stepped from behind two girls and moved close to the car the man stood on. “I’ll put someone in my place, though.” 

Two men and one woman came forward. One of the men stared Aura up and down like she was a piece of meat. Kati stiffened, wanting nothing more than to smack that look of lust off his face. 

“I’ll race,” the man said. “Who’s this person you want to take your place?” 

She smiled and looked over at Kati. “My new Formula 1 friend. Kati.”
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