
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Driven By Ambition



  	
	    
	      Also by Renee Dahlia

	    

      
	    
          
	      BeST

          
        
          
	          Count Me In

          
        
          
	          Strum Me Hard

          
        
          
	          Tune Me Up

          
        
          
	          Bisexual Sing Team

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Desiring The Dexingtons

          
        
          
	          Love Wasn't Built In A Day

          
        
          
	          The Secret Life of Spinsters

          
        
          
	          The Highwayman's Surprise Bride

          
        
          
	          The Summer of Second Chances

          
        
          
	          The Widow's Modiste

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Gamble Racing

          
        
          
	          Driven To Distraction

          
        
          
	          Driven By Passion

          
        
          
	          Driven By Ambition

          
        
          
	          Driven To Protect

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Great War

          
        
          
	          Her Lady's Melody

          
        
          
	          Her Lady's Fortune

          
        
          
	          His Lord's Soldier

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Kapow

          
        
          
	          Out of Her League

          
        
          
	          His Buxom Beauty

          
        
          
	          Craving His Spotlight

          
        
          
	          Her Pregnant Rival

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Seraph's Burlesque Club

          
        
          
	          Show Up

          
        
          
	          Show Off

          
        
          
	          Show Queen

          
        
          
	          Show Time

          
        
          
	          Show Dance

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Swain Cove

          
        
          
	          The Spy's Second Chance (Coming Soon)

          
        
          
	          The Pirate's Willing Captive

          
        
          
	          The Duke's Secret Bargain (Coming Soon)

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          The Shipwrecked Earl's Bride

          
        
      

      
    
	    
	      
	      Watch for more at Renee Dahlia’s site.

	      
	    

	  
    


Driven By Ambition

Renée Dahlia

Two men in the spotlight with too much chemistry...

Media personality and retired driver Freddy Hiptonstall knows one thing. Getting involved with someone in the S1 paddock only leads to disaster, so why can’t he stay away from Gamble Racing’s new Team Principal? 

Suddenly promoted to Team Principal, Jaxxon Loharani-Jones has a lot to prove. He’s always been ambitious, but now he needs to step up and run Gamble Racing as the second youngest Team Principal in S1 history. The last thing he needs is a distraction. 

The chemistry between them results in kisses, but will the intimate nature of their work be too much for their burgeoning relationship with all the pressures of their jobs?  
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Welcome to DRIVEN BY AMBITION, the third book in the Gamble Racing series. 

If you love gay sports romance with a rivals to lovers theme, workplace tension, and a little mystery thrown in, Driven by Passion is the book for you. This series contains a few mystery plots that continue between each book; however, I have tried to make each book a standalone read. 

Please note this book contains a car crash causing disability, alcoholism, medical debt, stalking.

This book is written in Australian English and some spelling and phrases may be unfamiliar to American readers. 

If you are keen to keep up to date on new releases and, more importantly, sales, I recommend you sign up to my newsletter, or follow me on social media. 
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BookBub
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I hope you enjoy reading this book!
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Chapter 1
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“Fucking boring.” Freddy closed his eyes and leaned back with his hands behind his head. The big boss, Mr Inoue, whose company Inoue Media owned the broadcasting rights for Series One—the pinnacle of motorsport—had personally requested he write this detailed introduction to Gamble Racing’s surprise new Team Principal. Freddy wanted it to be good, interesting, for his own pride in his work—he didn’t need this job but he loved everything about it—and therefore he wasn’t going to submit the tedious piece of junk writing that he’d produced so far. He rubbed his temples. With his education and background, a feature article like this should be easy. He’d certainly done plenty of interviews in this style on television and his producer Carol Wisterman said he was good at it. He breathed out roughly. He shouldn’t need the fucking validation from anyone. He had this. 

“Okay. Gamble Racing’s announcement of a new Team Principal, Jaxxon Loharani-Jones, is a surprise—” Freddy groaned as he read aloud. “Surprise is an understatement.” Team Principal’s tended to have a lot more years under their belts and more actual engineering experience. Freddy rubbed his eyes and deleted the last three words. Maybe he should ring Socrates again. Why wasn’t the owner of Gamble Racing answering his phone? Mike, Socrates’ husband, wasn’t answering either. 

There was something going on at Gamble, and Freddy couldn’t help but wonder if it didn’t have to do with the recent sabotage drama. He’d flown to Gamble Racing after a desperate phone call from Socrates during the off-season and had been the first one to break the scandal a month ago. The story had made Mr Inoue notice him, and now bloody Socrates wasn’t answering his calls. 

“Damn it.” Fucking everyone already knew that Jaxxon had been appointed Team Principal. Nothing spread as fast as exciting, verified, gossip in S1; someone had once described S1 as Gossip Girls on Wheels, and the love of chatter was always described rather favourably as politics. This article wasn’t news, it was a profile. He deleted everything. 

If there was one constant in S1, it was that Socrates Drayton would always be Team Principal for Gamble Racing, the team he founded and co-owned with his husband Mike Patel. Everyone, it seems, was wrong. Gamble Racing have done the unthinkable and appointed Jaxxon...

Freddy paused. He couldn’t imply that Jaxxon was an unthinkable choice, although picking a race engineer for the role, and someone relatively young, was a bold choice. He deleted a few words and had another crack.

...Gamble Racing have done the unexpected and appointed a new Team Principal—Jaxxon Loharani-Jones. Who is the surprise He deleted surprise. Too repetitive. Who is Loharani-Jones? 

Freddy re-read the text so far. It was a little casual in tone, but much less boring. He wasn’t quite sure what to write next. Who was Jaxxon? People already knew him, or thought they did, since he was Ondrej D’Grieg’s race engineer and sat on the pit wall for every race. It was Jaxxon’s voice that people heard when they broadcasted the radio calls with D’Grieg. Jaxxon was an imposing presence on the pit wall too, a tall Black Englishman with a swoony voice, who was athletic in the same way that baseball players were. He carried a good amount of bulk and it added to his presence and his general attractiveness. Imagine being pressed against a wall by Jaxxon with that voice whispering desires in his ear... 

Okay, Freddy couldn’t really write that. The man was irresistibly competent and utterly gorgeous... The man had such gravitas, like a damned sun with everyone pulled towards him, that it made sense—if not on paper—to promote him into Socrates’ role. Freddy found Jaxxon distracting, and so he had spent most of the last four seasons keeping his distance, easily achieved as he didn’t have to interview the race engineers very often. It would be much more difficult now. Every race weekend, he tried to interview all ten Team Principals, so he would need to figure out how to focus on the work, and not stare at Jaxxon’s dark brown eyes, or his broad shoulders and wonder what it would be like to have Jaxxon’s weight on him. He swallowed. 

Freddy stood up and paced around his apartment for a while, then stared out at the view across London. He loved this apartment and was thankful there was only one other apartment on the same level as him. It was nice and private. His PA, Georgie, had had it decorated by D&Y Designs, whose owner, Elle, was a friend of his only neighbour on this level, Reiko Inoue, daughter of Mr Inoue, his big boss. Small world. He sat down at his laptop again and wrote the last sentence of his piece. 

Socrates Drayton was not available for comment.  

And why not? Socrates was a huge personality and always available to the media. The change in Team Principal had to be connected to the off-season dramas. For years, Gamble Racing’s Chief Engineer had been Reggie Whitehall, who’d been the engine designer and technical lead when Socrates had been the World Champion driver back in the day. But over the last few seasons, Whitehall’s designs had become increasingly slower, and when rookie driver, Paulo Sanchez, had joined Gamble Racing last season, he’d brought massive sponsorship for the team, resulting in the sacking of Whitehall and the appointment of Victor Tsui into the Chief Engineer role. Unlike the appointment of Loharani-Jones, Sanchez had been no surprise at all, not with the vast amounts of money he brought with him. Money always talked in this sport. 

Freddy leaned against the glass, the coolness against his forehead, for a while mulling it all over. Okay. Back to work. He rolled his head on his shoulders and sat down to type.

Gamble Racing has a track record of unexpected picks, having promoted Victor Tsui from an assistant Technical Engineering position in S3 directly into their Chief Engineer role last season, with spectacular results. Tsui’s design propelled Gamble Racing from the rear of the grid into the mid-field, and they had been battling for fourth place in the constructor’s title during the majority of last season when a spate of reliability issues impacted the end of their season. The reason behind those reliability problems has been well-documented. 

They could add links to his other articles here. This was an article about Jaxxon, not the whole team. What was he going to write about Jaxxon that was palatable and yet still interesting? 

Loharani-Jones has worked for Gamble Racing for—Freddy looked down at his notes—four years as a race engineer, most recently for Ondrej D’Grieg. 

With the successful appointment of Tsui, perhaps the promotion of Loharani-Jones aligns with the way that Drayton and Patel run Gamble Racing. Drayton took brave risks as a driver, with skills that propelled him into World Championship victories in 1988 and 1989. If it were not for his accident, and the resulting partial loss of vision, many racing aficionados believe Drayton would’ve gained at least another Championship. Drayton’s boldness is written all over the appointment of Loharani-Jones into such a key role at Gamble Racing. 

Not much is known about the early life of Loharani-Jones. He was born in Liverpool, England, and gained a scholarship to the prestigious Oxford University where he took a double degree in mechanical engineering and commerce. 

Loharani-Jones, an ambitious man No, he couldn’t write that. It smacked of jealousy. The problem was that he didn’t know Jaxxon very well at all and it was a deliberate choice. Jaxxon was exactly the type of man Freddy thirsted over; highly intelligent, big, and confident without ego or arrogance. Actually, he didn’t know if the latter was true, he only assumed because he’d listened to all his radio comms with D’Grieg over the past couple of years. Freddy could have anyone in the world—and had indeed had many—and his favourite type of lover was someone who knew their own worth on an equitable basis with him. He didn’t have much of a preference for physical type, the variety of humanity fascinated him. He rubbed his eyes. A little inconvenient lust for Jaxxon couldn’t get in the way of his work. 

Immediately on graduation, Loharani-Jones gained a position with automotive company Subaru in their World Rally Championship division, initially on the engine design team, and then working as a team strategist. After ten years with the WRC team, Loharani-Jones spent a year working as part of the Research and Development Engineering team for a potential shift by Subaru into S1, but when this didn’t come to fruition, Loharani-Jones accepted a job with Gamble Racing as one of their race engineers. He has been with Gamble Racing for four seasons now, and for the last two seasons, he has been the race engineer for Gamble Racing’s Ondrej D’Grieg. D’Grieg thrived last season with Tsui’s new car design and many believe that a similar season this year will propel Gamble Racing into the top three teams on the grid. 

Freddy nodded as he read it back to himself. It was still a little boring, but not too bad, and filled with the bare facts. The leaps in Jaxxon’s career were unusual and Freddy knew there must be more to the story than this. With one exception, people didn’t become Team Principals when they were so young—Jaxxon was only thirty-eight—and they were usually lead engineers and designers, not race engineers. He needed to know more. But mostly he needed to know why Socrates wasn’t answering his phone. 

Fuck it. He flicked through the contacts on his phone. 

Freddy: Ondrej, do a fellow driver a favour and send me Jaxxon’s number. 

Ondrej: I was wondering when I’d hear from you

Freddy typed out a question about Socrates, then deleted it. Getting Jaxxon’s contact details was a better long-term option to resolve his curiosity. He could kill two birds with one stone or whatever by getting a quote from Jaxxon and finding out why Socrates wasn’t answering his calls. 

Freddy: I need a quote from him for Inoue Media

Ondrej sent him a thumbs up emoji and Jaxxon’s number.

Freddy: Appreciate that. I’ll buy you a drink at pre-season testing

Ondrej: I’ll hold you to that

Freddy chuckled. No one actually spent money on buying drinks during pre-season testing or on race weekends, as each team supplied enough hospitality for all their staff and the media who dropped by to spread any gossip a team wanted out in the media. Freddy hadn’t bought himself a drink for years, not in the paddock, anyway. Freddy added Jaxxon’s contacts to his phone and called him, making sure he was recording the call for notes later. 

“Hello?” 

“Jaxxon. It’s Freddy Hiptonstall. Congratulations on the promotion.” 

“Thanks.” 

“Is now a good time to have a quick chat?” 

“Of course.” Damn, that voice rumbling in his ear was delicious and he sank into the shiver that travelled down his spine. 

“How many people have asked you if you are too young for this role?” 

Jaxxon chuckled. “No one has been so blunt yet, Freddy. I’m hardly the youngest person to be promoted to Team Principal in S1.” No, there had been one person younger than Jaxxon. One.

“No, but you also aren’t a retired driver or have family money.” Unlike himself, but as much as he loved his sport, he didn’t want the pressure of being a Team Principal. The stress of that job aged people quickly. He’d carried enough stress when he’d been a driver; young and invincible; and now he had the best job, getting to be involved at every race, talking to all the drivers and Team Principals. Being involved, knowing all the gossip, travelling with everyone. It was the ideal life. He loved S1 more than anything else. 

“The job of a Team Principal is to run the team, not drive the cars, or bring financial connections into the team.” If Jaxxon believed that, he was going to have a difficult time of it. The entire point of being Team Principal was to make sure they had enough money. 

“In that case, what do you bring to the role?” Freddy didn’t have to ask why Jaxxon was different from any other Team Principal, that much was implied in his question.

“Motorsport can be an orgy of elitism, and S1 is the most expensive, most high profile of all motorsports. As many people say, it’s the pinnacle of engineering and speed and consequently, it takes a lot of money to run a team.” 

Freddy loved that quote—an orgy of elitism—brilliant. “Yes?”

“There are very few people who have come from a middle class, or poorer, background with only a passion for motorsport to then succeed in this sport. It is no secret that connections and money open doors here. I didn’t have—” Jaxxon paused. “I don’t have either connections or money, and this gives me a different perspective, and one that Gamble Racing believe will be advantageous for the team’s performance.”

“Are you implying that you had to work harder than anyone else to get where you are because you lack the advantages others in your role have?” Freddy wished this interview was face-to-face, because he really wanted to see Jaxxon’s reaction to his question. 

“Yes and no. Everyone who succeeds in this sport, in any role, has to work incredibly hard. I would never suggest that I have worked harder; only that I don’t have some of the advantages that many of the colleagues bring to their team and their role.”

“It is hard to avoid the implication though.” 

“There are, quite literally, thousands of people who have money and connections and are vying for only ten Team Principal jobs. People also need talent and hard work to succeed. By asking about my workload, you miss my point.”

“Which is?” He wasn’t quite sure what Jaxxon was saying as it was hard to avoid the implication that he had more talent than those who had connections or money. His rise through motorsport could only have been possible with a well-endowed dose of intellectual capability. Shit. The last thing he needed to ponder—during an interview—was Jaxxon’s endowment. He gripped his phone tighter, then slowly breathed out, hoping that Jaxxon couldn’t hear the tremble in his breath through the phone. 

“The thing about power, in any form, is that it stops people from seeing the whole picture. Humans are not very good at seeing their own privilege. With my background, I bring a different strategic approach because I can see the sport from a perspective that is rare.” 

“Unique?” 

“No. There have been others before me, like Louis Kingston whose rise from nothing into a multiple World Champion has been well recorded.” The subtext was that Jaxxon might be daring Freddy not to mention that both himself and Kingston were Black. He avoided the temptation to make the comparison. 

“There have been several other drivers whose parents were mechanics, or owned go-kart tracks and worked hard to give their children opportunities. Team Principals, too, who’ve worked hard as mechanical engineers and risen through the ranks.” Freddy knew this and he could name each and every one of them. He wouldn’t be on that list. He had been handed everything he wanted, and he’d still had to work bloody hard to rise above the many other competitors who had also been given every chance. Perhaps that was Jaxxon’s point. Freddy was one of the few who’d made it to the pinnacle as an S1 driver. He tried not to find it condescending when Jaxxon mentioned that humans weren’t good at seeing their own privilege but quickly pushed that uncomfortable prickle across the back of his neck away. Jaxxon was correct. He knew he had a ton of privilege and his reaction against acknowledging that was also a learned response and one he had to work to unlearn.  

“Yes. It’s a path that has been trodden before, among drivers and among Team Principals. Not often, which can be an advantage and a disadvantage. I would never claim to be the first of anything, as everyone stands on the shoulders of those who have come before.” The sincerity in Jaxxon’s voice made Freddy pause. It was so fucking admirable, but Jesus, he was going to get eaten up by the other Team Principals. Did Jaxxon have enough fight in him to survive this cut-throat world?

“Tell me about the disadvantages.” 

“I am unwilling to give my competitors an advantage by outlining that on the record.” Jaxxon’s quick retort made Freddy smile. He was going to enjoy verbally sparring him with this season. 

“You have a business degree. Is that correct?” 

Jaxxon’s puff of breath seemed loud in his ear. “Yes. Mechanical engineering and commerce, double degree from Oxford. Full scholarship.” 

“Impressive.” 

“Thank you. My career pathway has been written about before. Personally, I would rather discuss my more recent roles, including the integral part I played in the recent improvements at Gamble Racing.”

Freddy’s fingers twitched. “Are you referring to the bold decision to employ Victor Tsui as the Chief Engineer?” 

“I was an integral part of the selection process, yes. With the Sanchez Shipping sponsorship, we had an opportunity to invest in new personnel, and together with our stable of drivers and engineers, I assisted Socrates and Mike in collating a potential list of candidates.” 

“Why Tsui?” 

“He was obviously a star on the rise in the engineering ranks in the lower grades of racing. Yes, the promotion we gave him put him under a lot of pressure, but I think it’s easy to say that he has thrived with the opportunity. We are very excited about this season’s car; his second design for us. It is showing plenty of promise in the wind tunnel.”  

“Socrates Drayton has given you a big responsibility now that he has ... retired.” Freddy paused, trying to draw out more information, but Jaxxon didn’t take the bait. 

“This job is a responsibility that I take incredibly seriously. Socrates has built a fantastic team at Gamble Racing, and this season is about building on our strong history to take this team to the top of the mid-field, and perhaps even to push the top teams.” Oh, he was good. Slippery in just the right way that was required for this role, while also sending out a warning to the other mid-field teams. Freddy smiled into his phone. He needn’t have worried that Jaxxon wasn’t equipped to deal with the politics and game-playing of S1. 

“Thank you for your time, Jaxxon. I’ll see at pre-season testing.” He didn’t have enough details, but he didn’t want to linger on this phone call for a minute longer, listening to Jaxxon’s beautiful tones. He would write about Jaxxon’s passion and his obvious love for cars and their sport. He’d make it work, and then when he was done, he’d close his eyes and dream of Jaxxon’s rumbling voice. Freddy shook his head. It wasn’t like him to want more from someone he couldn’t have. He didn’t mix pleasure with work for a fucking good reason. 
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Chapter 2
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Breaking News: The 1988 and 1989 World Championship S1 Trophies are missing, allegedly stolen. Gamble Racing’s new car, the GR-S390, was revealed to the public by S1 drivers Ondrej D’Grieg and Paulo Sanchez tonight. The trophies, won by Socrates Drayton, were to be part of the Gamble Racing car reveal for this season but weren’t there. No further information is available at this stage. 

Jaxxon approved the press release—a controlled moment in this bloody disaster—and it was put on all of Gamble Racing’s social media immediately. The marketing team ought to have been sharing videos of tonight’s event; not this. This wasn’t exactly how he wanted to launch his first car as Team Principal. He really didn’t want to go down in history as the Team Principal who’d lost Socrates’ trophies. He’d worked too fucking hard to get here for some asshole to, literally, steal his moment of glory. 

The entire place was in an uproar, with both the Gamble Racing staff and Socrates’ house staff searching frantically for the missing trophies. Mike’s face had been ashen when they’d first noticed they were missing, and he hadn’t improved since. 

Skye was reviewing the security footage. They hadn’t been overly hopeful since most of Socrates’ house wasn’t under surveillance, only the trophy room. Jaxxon had taken the trophies out of the cabinets himself for tonight’s car reveal, so the footage wasn’t going to tell them anything he didn’t already know. The stress stuck in his throat, and he wanted to punch something—don’t act angry—or cower in a corner—he wasn’t a coward—or fucking don’t react at all because he was the boss and people needed leadership. His emotions had to wait until he found the trophies and could throttle whoever was responsible. This couldn’t be the way he began the job he’d worked so hard to get. 

“No one is talking about the car.” One of S1’s highest profile retired drivers and journalists, Freddy Hiptonstall, looked up from his phone as he stated the fucking obvious. Jaxxon wanted people to talk about the car. He’d only talked to Freddy once before, when he’d done an interview with Freddy about his promotion a few weeks ago, although he’d seen him around the paddock for years. Freddy made Jaxxon curious ... But he couldn’t do anything about his unwilling desire for a handsome face so he lifted his chin and did his damned job instead.

“I’m not giving you a quote, Freddy.” 

“Off the record?” 

Jaxxon knew he needed to build a relationship with the media, so he swallowed his irritation. Freddy was only doing his job, after all, just as he was. 

“Sure.” 

“Why wasn’t Socrates here tonight? He’s never missed a car launch.” Freddy’s reputation for astute observation gave Jaxxon pause. Who else had noticed? 

“Has he run off with his trophies?” Freddy’s taunt was probably designed to draw information from Jaxxon, so he just shrugged. 

“Off the record. Socrates is dealing with a personal matter.” It was the reason Jaxxon had been given his promotion, because Socrates didn’t know how long he’d be away from the team and Gamble Racing needed a Team Principal. The season was about to begin. Jaxxon had been positioning himself as the obvious successor to Socrates for over a year now. The promotion itself wasn’t a shock to him; the timing of it was as he’d assumed Socrates would be in the role for several more years yet. The only other viable option for Team Principal was their Chief Engineer Victor Tsui who was even younger and more inexperienced than Jaxxon, while none of the other options had the engineering experience either of them had. And with Socrates wanting to keep his reasons for stepping away from leading his racing team private, they’d kept the promotion internal to avoid any unnecessary press.  

“What sort of personal matter?” 

“Freddy.” Jaxxon put a warning tone in his voice. “It’s a medical issue. Please respect Socrates and keep it completely off the record.” 

“Oh. I’m so sorry to hear that.” Freddy’s tone changed to one of empathy. “Everyone in the paddock adores Socrates. Please give him my best.” 

“Thanks.” Jaxxon didn’t have the capacity to deal with any rumours about Socrates’ health on top of everything. “I can give you something. I personally removed the trophies from their secure cabinet and placed them on the stage. We had our own security for them, and the broadcasting team also had security measures in place.” Skye was reviewing the footage of the stage to try and work out when the trophies had been removed and switched out for an empty box. 

“Did you expect there to be a problem? That seems like a lot of effort for a couple of old trophies.” 

Jaxxon shrugged. “They matter to Socrates.” 

“And because he is sick...” Freddy’s voice trailed off and Jaxxon recognised the technique. He wasn’t going to finish the sentence or fill the space for Freddy. 

“Anything about Socrates is off the record. You can talk about our security procedures and what we are doing to find the trophies, but not about him.” 

“Are you always this defensive?” 

“Excuse me?” 

“In our interview the other day, you spent a lot of time defending Gamble Racing’s choice to select you for Team Principal. If you want some advice, you should own the job.” 

“You want me to take advice from you?” 

Freddy’s shrug shouldn’t bug him this much. The man was far too handsome for his own good; like how bloody blessed could one person be? Not only was he a retired S1 driver, but he had a face for television and a fucking posh accent with a voice that could seduce anyone. Jaxxon had worked too hard to get here to be seduced into a mistake by a ... pretty face. If he could frame Freddy as pretty it might help him maintain some distance, rather than stare for a second too long at Freddy’s lips. A kiss ... No, he shoved that thought to the dark recesses of his mind and it could bloody stay there, out of the way, never to bother him again. 

“Yes. I’ve been in the paddock for longer than you.” 

“Fine, old man. Give me your advice.” 

Freddy’s grin lit up the room and did absolutely zero to stop Jaxxon from staring at his mouth. His smile was obscene; perfect teeth and lips combined with the glint of enjoyment in Freddy’s gaze was a little too much. Jaxxon wanted to kiss that smile right off Freddy’s face. Fuck. He swallowed. He wanted to make Freddy smile like that again too. 

“That’s more like it. Show us your snark and your personality.”

“Is that your advice?” He hadn’t expected that. 

“Yes. Sport is entertainment. S1 is entertainment.” 

He conceded the point. “It’s also about selling cars and innovation.” 

“None of that is possible without first entertaining your fans. With all the television coverage you have an opportunity and if you want to succeed, you’ll need entertain people. Let them see your sassiness and personality. You need the people to see you.” Freddy’s emphasis on ‘you’ was sinfully attractive. 

“And when I do?” He loaded the question with sarcasm because Freddy was only reiterating what Jaxxon already knew. He’d purposefully built a following online as Ondrej’s race engineer as part of his long term plan for get this job, and he aimed to build on it now. 

“And when you do, you’ll achieve the dream life.” Dream life? Freddy wasn’t wrong about the entertainment angle. It wouldn’t be enough to be great at leading Gamble Racing or winning races, a huge part of his job would be using the media for strategy.  

“How long have you been living this dream life, Freddy?” 

“Never long enough.” 

Jaxxon smiled. “This sport really gets in your blood and becomes an obsession.” 

“You’ve been with Gamble for four years now? Which is your favourite track?” 

He shook his head. “Which one is yours?” He turned the question back onto Freddy and deliberately raised one eyebrow. 

“Imola.” Freddy didn’t hesitate. 

“Makes sense. It was your first win.” Jaxxon had always had a good head for retaining data.

“You follow my career?” 

Jaxxon rolled his eyes. “I follow everyone. My uncle Lorenzo took me to Silverstone when I was twelve, and I fell in love with S1.” 

Freddy leaned slightly closer, his gaze intensifying.

“Yes, you can put this on record. My parents ran a bakery in Liverpool. They didn’t have much time or money to take me to anything.” He wondered if Freddy would notice that he’d said ran not owned. His parents worked as employees for the bakery owner on a salary. They never benefitted from any profits they generated through their hard work. With this promotion, he had been able to buy the bakery for them and that alone made the promotion to Team Principal hugely satisfying. 

“One morning, very early, Uncle Lorenzo arrived and he said he had a surprise for me. We got in his car and we drove for hours until we arrived at Silverstone. The noise, the people. Ahh, the cars.” Later, Lorenzo had told him that his parents were so proud of him and the grades he was getting at school, but they couldn’t afford the time away from the shop to take him on a vacation, and Lorenzo had stepped in to give him a day of fun. Lorenzo wasn’t the most consistent of people, but that one day had put Jaxxon on this path, and for that, he’d forgive all the times Lorenzo promised a day out and never showed. His parents had given him the gift of confidence and a belief in hard work, and Lorenzo had shown him the world he wanted to inhabit. 

“It’s a bug that burrows into your heart and stays there.” 

Jaxxon raised one eyebrow. “Such a poet, Freddy.” 

“And now you have the bug too.” 

Jaxxon shook his head. “You make it sound like an STI.” 

“Gross.” They both stared at each other for a moment until Jaxxon wanted to scrub the awkwardness off his skin. 

“So, the trophies? Any clues?” Freddy reminded him of the most pressing matter in his realm. A pretty face and easy conversation shouldn’t have distracted him from the task of finding Socrates’ trophies. 

“It’s too early to know anything much. Our team is going over the footage to see if we have any clues, and obviously we have the local police involved for due process.”

Freddy squinted. “There is a decent trade in S1 memorabilia. I could have a talk to a few people who collect and see what they think.” 

“You’d help us? Or is this the journalist in you wanting to solve a puzzle.” 

“Always, but it’s also personal. I love S1, and I think it’s horrific that this could happen.” 

Jaxxon unclenched his teeth and forced himself to pause. The theft of two trophies wasn’t exactly a horror on a global scale; recovering them might make his boss—a rich old white man—feel better, but it was nothing like the long string of human rights abuses happening around the world. Some of which were happening in countries where they raced. 

“Interesting word choice.” 

“Excuse me?” Freddy asked.

“This is a frustrating expensive theft, but it’s hardly a horror.” 

“It’s not a harmless crime either.” 

Jaxxon blinked. “Is there such a thing as a harmless crime?” 

“Are we going to debate semantics while a thief wanders around?” 

“You think they are still on the grounds?” He had assumed the thief would have bolted as soon as they had the trophies in their possession. 

“Leaving immediately would garner suspicion, don’t you think? Is everyone on the invite list still here? What about the staff?” 

There was one thing Jaxxon hated the most and it was feeling like a fool. He was a strategic expert, good at planning and foreseeing things that others couldn’t, and yet, the stolen trophies, the knowledge that he was the last person to be known to touch them, and the pressure of this being his first big event as Team Principal, had fried his ability to think rationally about this. He was responsible for the trophies going missing and he needed to focus on finding them. He shouldn’t be wasting time chatting to a reporter about semantics and word choices. 

“I hate to say this, but off the record, the timing is terrible for you.” 

Jaxxon’s chest squeezed tight. “I know. Socrates is ... away. I’ve been promoted into his job without the usual rumour mill pre-announcing it. And I was the last person to touch the trophies.”

“You were?” 

“I told you that already. I took them out of their secure cabinet and placed them on the stage into another secure cabinet. I covered the cabinet with a sheet, ready for the car reveal. Damn it, I made the decision to have them hidden when I could’ve left them on display without the drama of a reveal. Mike and I planned tonight’s car reveal to be a celebration of Socrates’ career and life in S1.” It’d been designed to help Socrates, and now everything was worse. 

“It’s an audacious theft to take them from the stage with so many people milling around.” 

“That’s why I thought they’d be safe.” He’d discussed the whole procedure with his security staff, and they’d signed off on each step. Socrates’ car from his first ever S1 win was on the stage too, borrowed from the big manufacturer that he’d driven for, and the security around that was even tighter. When they’d wheeled both the old car onto the stage and then parked this year’s car beside it, Jaxxon hadn’t been able to stop grinning. The development that had happened over almost forty years was incredible. 

“With so many people moving on the stage during the set up, it probably provides cover for a thief rather than protection against it.”

Jaxxon couldn’t hold back a scoff. “You’ve been watching too many heist movies.”

Freddy’s spontaneous grin was a delight. “Perhaps.” 

“I have one of our IT people going over all the footage. Skye’s expertise in that area was instrumental in solving the sabotage issue last season. I trust them.” 

Freddy nodded. “I met them a few months ago. They are highly competent.” 

Jaxxon hadn’t had much to do with the sabotage issue; it had affected him as the race engineer for Ondrej, whose car had been tampered with twice, while Paulo’s car had suffered three sabotage failures. Until a month ago, being Team Principal had only been a dream; one he’d believed was still a decade away. 

“We have an excellent team here. If anyone can find the trophies, it is our people.” 

“Good luck.” Freddy stuck out his hand and Jaxxon shook it. The tiny tingle that meandered up his arm had to be his imagination. 

“Call me when you find something from your collector friend.” 

“I will.” 

Jaxxon nodded once, then walked away from the intriguing Freddy Hiptonstall before he did something daft like invite him to help with their investigation. Getting a high profile media personality involved was the height of ridiculousness. He swallowed down a sigh; Freddy was already helping by asking his collector friends for information. Could Jaxxon trust him to come to him with the information first, or would he learn it as part of a breaking news story? 
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Freddy high-fived Georgia’s hand and chalk dust puffed into the air. His PA had been the one to introduce him to bouldering a few years ago, and now he came as often as he could before the season started. Bouldering was great for his fitness and coordination as well as being a good mental challenge. Now that he was ... fuck ... nearly forty-five, it took more work to keep his body fit. Back when he was a driver, he’d spent so much time focusing on his fitness and he’d taken it for granted that he’d always be an athlete, always be able to do anything without worrying that he might pull his hamstring or twinge his left ankle. 

“That was a tricky one, boss.” 

Freddy grinned. “How many times have I told you to stop calling me boss.” 

“I imagine it’s better than the alternative. 

“Yes.” He really didn’t want to be addressed by his formal title. His father insisted on it, calling him Beautravers whenever he visited the family pile, but Freddy wasn’t his father and didn’t need to impress anyone with all that nonsense. It wasn’t a secret—he was literally in Debretts—but he didn’t like flashing it around. His life was impressive enough without needing to flaunt the one thing he’d been gifted at birth and did nothing to earn. 

His phone rang and he grabbed it from the little pile at the edge of the mat. Jaxxon’s name flashed on screen and for half a second, he contemplated ignoring the call. 

“Freddy speaking.”

“Hi, it’s Jaxxon Loharani-Jones.” 

“Yes, my phone told me that. What’s up?” He hadn’t expected a call from Jaxxon, especially with only a week until pre-season testing. Most of the media was filled with the usual invented bullshit where people tried to drum up excitement for the season without any basis for truth. He ignored it; his real job would start as soon as the cameras turned on in Bahrain. 

“There’s a rumour that the 1962 championship trophy has been stolen.” 

“Graham Montblanc?”

“Yes.” 

“Only his first win, not 1968 as well? It makes no sense. Both trophies are still held by the Montblanc family.” 

“It’s a rumour.” 

Freddy breathed in. “Probably total bullshit.” Logically, if he were to go to all the effort of stealing a trophy from a dual world champion’s house, he’d take both, not one. 

“Yes. Did you hear from your contact?” 

Freddy choked back a laugh. “This isn’t a spy movie.” 

“And Socrates had a bad week, so I’d like to be able to give him some news.” The tension in Jaxxon’s voice tugged at Freddy’s heart. Everyone in the paddock loved the old fucker, and the news that Socrates was struggling—in his mystery illness—made Freddy square his shoulders and step up to help. “I can call him.” 

“Thanks.” 

“See you at pre-season testing.” Freddy hung up before Jaxxon could say anything else. 

“Everything okay, boss?” 

“Yeah, just the usual rumours and nonsense at work.” He swallowed, evading Georgia’s real question. “Want to come to pre-season testing with me?” 

Georgia shook her head. “I can’t. It’s my week with the kids.” They were with her ex-wife today, hence the bouldering session. She always put a note in his calendar for when she had her kids and when she didn’t. 

“Bring them.” 

“I’m not taking them out of school on a whim for you.” She narrowed her eyes and peered at him for a while. “Who was on that phone call? Is it someone you want to avoid and you want me to run interference on?” 

Damn, she was astute, but then, that was why he’d employed her. He cleared his throat. 

“It is,” she laughed and pointed her finger at him. “What did you do?” 

He tapped his chest. “Nothing. Why do you assume I did something?” He pretended to be upset but Georgia saw through all that with a little frown. 

“Then it’s someone you fancy. ... Hold up a second. It’s not like you to be interested in someone in the paddock.” 

“Don’t worry about it.” His cheeks were hotter than he’d like, and he could hardly blame the physical exertion from climbing either. 

Georgia grinned. “Oh my god! It’s true. You have the hots for the person you were just talking to, don’t you? Who? Who?” She reached for his phone, and he batted her hand away. 

“The hots? It isn’t the nineties anymore.” He tried to distract her with nonsense. 

“Tell me who you want to fuck.” It didn’t work. She saw right through his basic strategy. 

“Fuck, Georgia. Don’t you have any boundaries? I’m your boss.”  

She cackled. “Now you want to use the boss card.” 

“Yes. Definitely. This is me using the boss card and telling you not to continue this line of questioning.” 

Georgia bowed, a sardonic expression on her face. “And he confirms the rumour by avoiding talking about it.” 

Fuck. “It’s nothing.” 

“Really?” Georgia’s eyebrows flew upwards. 

“Yes, really.” He didn’t need to explain himself. Not to anyone, except this was Georgia who’d saved his ass on more than one occasion. “Fine. But only because you are a decent friend.” 

“Go on, tell your friend everything. I want all the little details.” 

Freddy rubbed his forehead. “I need a drink for this.” 

“I think we are done here. Let’s head next door to the pub.” Georgia grabbed her things and marched off to the change room. He followed. At least this would give him a few minutes to figure out what the heck he was going to say. Jaxxon was incredibly hot—physically and oozing with confidence—and after talking him for the sum total of twice, he wanted to fuck him. It broke all his rules about not hooking up with anyone from work. It was just a crush. Damn it. He didn’t even know if Jaxxon was queer, although, he was Team Principal for the most openly queer team on the grid, so at least he’d be kind about it if Freddy did do the unthinkable and flirt with him. Shit. What a tangle. 

Half an hour later, Freddy slid into a booth at the pub and passed Georgia one of the two pints he’d purchased. The pub next to the bouldering place was an old dive that smelled of beer-soaked carpets and bad decisions, but during the quiet afternoons only three old bar flies sat spread out around the bar, deliberately seated so each person was definitely and defiantly alone. 

“Time to tell Aunty Georgia everything.” 

“Fuck off.” He rolled his eyes. “There’s nothing to tell.”

“Sure. Why are we here then?” 

Freddy sipped his beer. “There really is nothing to tell.” It was mostly his imagination and a healthy dose of fear of repeating the past. 

“Come on. You can bullshit yourself, but me?” Georgia tapped her chest. 

“Fine.” He wouldn’t have come to the pub unless he wanted to talk about this, so he may as well admit it out loud. “I think I have a crush on someone who is—”

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
DRIVEN BY
AMBITION

Renée ahlia





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





