
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Driven to Distraction



  	
	    
	      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 to Distraction

Renée Dahlia

A race to the finish line, and a family secret ...

Car racing driver Ondrej D’Grieg has one goal in life. Be a champion. To achieve that he needs to focus.  That's why Ondrej has no time for his father's insistence on him being involved with some old family drama about a missing rare car. He can ignore the mystery, if only Hudson, the historian investigating it, wasn’t so distracting.  

Hudson Lockley has a research job to do, and falling for the son of his employer is a no-no. But only one thing is more fascinating than this puzzle; Mr D’Grieg’s famous racing car driver son, Ondrej.

When their interest turns to kisses, then more, the race to figure out this attraction between them starts. But a small mistake could cause a crash that breaks both their hearts.
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Welcome to DRIVEN TO DISTRACTION, the first book in the Gamble Racing series. 

If you love gay sports romance with a coming out theme, workplace tension, rich/poor, and a little mystery thrown in, Driven to Distraction 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 forced outing (off page). 

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. 

Social Media Links

Twitter

Facebook 

romance.com.au

Instagram 

BookBub

Patreon

I hope you enjoy reading this book!

Renée 



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 1
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Australia. 

Ondrej had become accustomed to the gut-wrenching pain of being alone while surrounded by people. He braced himself for more of the same as his throat thickened. Heat haze rose from the asphalt, created by the Australian summer sun, and he zipped down the front of his racing suit as he walked into the pit garage after parking his car by the weighbridge. Today should have marked the beginning of his rise back to stardom ... except he’d just finished eighth in the Australian Grand Prix.

“Ondrej. Awesome drive.” One of the mechanics called out and Ondrej fist pumped him as he walked past. After consistently finishing at the tail of the field for a whole season, he ought to share the jubilation on the faces of everyone in the Gamble Racing Team. He didn’t. He expected to win. Two years ago—a lifetime in S1—he’d been a key member of a winning team, but so much had changed since then. Ondrej went through the motions in the garage easily, outwardly smiling, and blank on the inside. Gamble Racing was one of the smaller teams in Series One with around six hundred employees. Less than a quarter of them were here in Australia, supporting him—the number one driver—and his rookie team-mate, Paulo Sanchez. Ondrej shook hands with each of the mechanics, thanking them for their hard work, and listened to them all gush over the way he’d driven today. Eighth wasn’t worth this amount of praise. They should wait until he’d fought his way back to a podium finish. 

“Great drive, Ondrej.” His race engineer, Jaxxon, slapped him on the shoulder and pulled him in for a masculine sporty hug. It was almost worse to have someone touch him like this; with such familiarity and joy. “I told you the crash in quali wouldn’t matter.” 

“It matters.” Ondrej pulled away from Jaxxon. “I might have done better than P8 without it, and the mechanics wouldn’t have spent all night fixing my car.” Australia—the first race of a new season—should be all about hope and new beginnings. 

“Most passes by any driver today, Ondrej. Own that. Next race, use it.” Jaxxon wasn’t just stroking his ego. He knew his stuff. But no one here understood the longing that came with wanting to be himself and being utterly unable to. Ondrej was gay. A simple fact that stole his goals. He would never be world champion in this mid-field team. No other team wanted a gay driver. If he thought about the unfairness of his situation, his chest compressed as if he’d been winded in a heavy crash. So he didn’t think about it. He painted on his arrogant sneer and gave everyone the ego they expected from an S1 driver. 

“I was third fastest in Q1. I shouldn’t have needed to pass seven people to get a good result.” He’d crashed at the end of the first qualification drive—clipping the apex curb in turn one and spinning out—meaning he didn’t drive in Q2, so he’d started fifteenth on the grid for today’s race. Bloody twitchy new car. 

“Bloody drivers and their impossible egos. Getting points in a mid-field car should be good enough.” The team owner and boss, Socrates, stuck out his hand and Ondrej shook it automatically. 

“Is mid-field good enough for you?” Ondrej was too good to follow other cars around the track. Two years ago, he’d finished third on the championship table, in a team that won the constructor’s title. Before he’d been unceremoniously sacked for being gay. 

“Today it is. You’ve just scored Gamble Racing’s first points in four years.” A world champion driver in the late eighties, Socrates had a typical S1 pathway as a wealthy white Brit. He stood out as different to all the other, mostly white straight European drivers in S1 history as the only openly gay man in S1. There were rumours about others, like retired driver and media personality Freddy Hiptonstall, but never out. Even Socrates hadn’t come out until long after he retired from driving, when it didn’t matter anymore. When Ondrej’s old team had dumped him, Socrates had stepped in and offered him a seat in the worst team on the grid. If Socrates knew the reason why Ondrej had been tossed away like garbage, he’d never mentioned it. Being gay wasn’t something people openly acknowledged in S1.  

“History is irrelevant in S1.” Jaxxon was one of the few people Ondrej took advice from. He was a brilliant strategist, and he knew how to fight for what he wanted. Jaxxon was a Black man who’d grown up in one of the poorest suburbs in Liverpool and he had ambitions. Jaxxon wouldn’t be content until he was Team Principal. Having a race engineer who matched Ondrej’s desire to be the best was the only good thing about ending up in this team. “The only thing that matters is how to take today’s success and improve on it.” 

“Eighth today, podium in two weeks at Bahrain.” Ondrej made it sound like he believed it.

“This year’s car is very fast.” It was hard not to sneer at Socrates who’d finally sacked his old Lead Engineer Reginald Whitehall after years of terrible performance, and replaced him with a young gun, Victor Tsui, who’d completely redesigned the car for this season. 

“Yes.” Ondrej didn’t want to get into this argument now. Victor’s car had a lot of potential. Once they got the balance sorted, it would be quick and drivable. Right now, he needed some space to clear his head. Socrates was right. After last season’s awful results, Ondrej should be thrilled with this year’s car. He plastered on a smile and continued his way through the team before heading to his trailer. 

“Brilliant drive.” Papa looked up from his laptop as Ondrej stepped inside. “This year’s car is so fast. Are you pleased?” 

“I should be.” Ondrej could always be honest with his father and agent. It’d always just been the two of them with no secrets. Ondrej trusted Papa with his career and his life. 

“You should be, and I can see that you aren’t. You are worth more than this.” 

“Thanks, Papa.” He collapsed into a chair, staring blankly at the wall ahead. 

“Yes. I’ve noticed that you’ve been very hard on yourself since...”

“Since I was sacked for ‘inappropriate behaviour with a staff member’?” Ondrej had hooked up with one of the mechanics in his old team, Alex, a couple of times, and his old boss had caught them kissing in a storage cupboard. It had been a fucking bad choice—definitely ill-thought-out on his part—to tempt fate at work. Gamble had offered him a seat, and he’d been desperate enough to accept. The worst team on the grid was better than not driving at all. Now ... after a year of following all the other cars around the track, he wasn’t so certain he’d made the right choice. 

“Yes. You are an adult ... and I think we mopped up that mess quite well.” 

“You don’t judge me for that?” Ondrej cursed the question. For over a year, he’d skirted around this subject with Papa. 

“I think that if he’d been a woman, no one would’ve cared. The standard placed on you is unfair. No one should blame a driver for needing to let off steam. S1 is a high-pressure environment. You need some ... ahh, release. Your mother always needed that.”  

Ondrej cleared his throat. He knew his parents must have had sex at some point—his existence was evidence of that—but he really didn’t want to think about it. “Papa.”

“She did.” Papa’s gaze glazed over, like it always did when he reminisced about Ma. 

“How is the Bugatti project going?” Ondrej had to change the subject, even to one that he found irritating. The weird heat along the back of his neck must be the reason that Papa never wanted to talk about what happened with Alex either. This was the problem in working so close with family; some things were awkward to talk about when considered with a father/son dynamic, not an agent/driver one. 

“The last historian was very disappointing, as you know.” For years, Papa had been searching for the missing Bugatti. He was obsessed with it. Ondrej sighed. When he was a kid, the idea that his great-grandfather had been gifted a rare car was thrilling. Now he was a disillusioned twenty-eight-year-old, he knew the car would never be found, but he tried to indulge Papa, because as far as hobbies went it was fairly harmless. 

“Find another.” Ondrej would have to meet them and ensure they weren’t going to get Papa’s hopes up too much. Just like driving Victor’s car, it was a balancing act between letting Papa have hope and not destroying his dreams. 

“I did.” Papa’s eyes lit up. “And better still, he works for a company who has a queer friendly website.” 

Ondrej leaned forward. “You found a gay historian?” Ondrej imagined some pompous old balding man in a dapper pin stripe suit with a purple silk handkerchief in the jacket pocket. Each of the twelve historians who had tried—and failed—to find the rare car had been retired.

“If I find you’ve match-made me with some dull bookish old man...” He grinned as Papa’s eyes widened. “I’m kidding.” 

“I would never. Love is too distracting from your job. We’ve already seen what happens when—” Papa didn’t need to finish that sentence to reinforce that Ondrej couldn’t be gay at work. Not if he wanted to be in a team capable of winning races. No one ever told the straight drivers they couldn’t think about sex when they weren’t in their race car. 

Two days later, Ondrej parked his Maserati outside his childhood home and once again stared at the perplexing text from Papa. 

Papa: I’ve taken a leaf from Socrates’ book with this new historian. 

Ondrej assumed this referred to Socrates being gay and the new historian also likely being gay. He walked inside, holding his breath, ready to cringe at Papa trying too hard. All his breath whistled out in a rush. Seated at the dining table was a stunningly handsome white man, who was probably the same age as himself. Papa’s eyes gleamed with his usual excitement; that this time, this historian would finally be the one to do the impossible and find the fucking car. Logically, it’d probably been melted down during WWII and made into machine guns. Logic didn’t seem to matter to Papa when it came to this topic. 

Ondrej stared at the man, unable to speak. He was nothing like Ondrej had imagined. The man’s vibrant red hair was swept back off his face in a fashionable cut, and he wore wire rim glasses balanced on a straight nose. The gentle patient expression on his face made him look incredibly kissable, and when combined with the blue sweater that clung to his broad shoulders, Ondrej struggled not to stare hungrily at him. It’d been months since Ondrej had fucked someone. Hell. 

“Ah, Ondrej. I’m so glad you are here. Please meet Mr Lockley, he’s just arrived from England to solve our little mystery.” 

“Hello. Pleased to meet you.” Ondrej didn’t offer his hand for the historian to shake because his words were a lie. He wasn’t pleased. He was confused as fuck. Papa had said he wasn’t match making, that love was distracting. Ondrej wasn’t looking for love, but he definitely could spend more time with someone so smoking hot. After a couple of short breaths, he couldn’t find it in himself to be annoyed at Papa’s choice. Confused, yes? Irritated, fuck no. More like intrigued. 

“Let me read you this letter and you’ll see what I mean.” Papa turned back to Mr Lockley, who nodded his agreement. Ondrej had read this letter often enough that he could probably recite it. The thin yellowing paper had a crest printed at the top, and the writing was that old fashioned scrawling script with a few ink blotches at random. 

February 12, 1940

My dearest friend, 

I do hope this letter reaches you under these most difficult of conditions. We have now been in England for the past few months, safely ensconced at the estate of the wonderful Lord Benburgh, who you may recall raced against us both in the Le Mans of ’37. He kindly offered us safe passage when this infernal war broke out, and we leaped at the chance. I am writing because I have one regret and I was hoping you might assist me. 

If you recall that race in ’37, our mutual friend Robert Benoist gave me La Voiture Noire, a Bugatti Atlantis (chassis number 57453), as a prize when I won. We had a good couple of years, enjoying driving the somewhat experimentally designed car around France. What a car! So elegant in design, with an engine that purred. Unfortunately when we had to rush over here, we were forced to leave her behind. I rang Robert before we left, and he promised to try and collect La Voiture Noire from our old place of residence. I won’t include the address here, but you visited there on several occasions. The house with the stone front wall, and the rather impressive elm tree in the front yard. Robert mentioned he would try to store La Voiture Noire back at the Bugatti factory. I haven’t heard from him since, so I’m not sure if this was achieved. Given the increasing problems, I was rather hoping I could ask a favour of you. Would you mind checking our garage for La Voiture Noire, and if she’s not there, checking the factory? If you find her, I have included the spare key. I hope that you would relocate La Voiture Noire to a safe location, and in return for such a difficult mission, she is yours to keep. She was a gift to me, and I gift her to you, because such an incredible machine surely deserves to be kept safe from those who dare invade our beloved France; the location of many of my race victories and a place dear to my heart. 

Yours always, 

William Grover-Williams. 

“Papa, you know that letter only means the car existed until the war started.” Ondrej used to dream about this car and the letter, hoping that it had been saved. There were only three Bugatti Atlantis cars still in existence—only four were ever made—and the sleek long design was still one of the most beautiful vehicles ever designed. 

“Ondrej, you know that isn’t true. We have a letter from my grandfather’s sister that says they were planning to leave France and drive the car to a safe location.” 

“That doesn’t mean they drove the Bugatti, or that it arrived anywhere safe.” He flicked a glance at Mr Lockley who kept his gaze firmly on the old papers spread all over the table. 

“I believe it does.” Papa’s smug expression tipped him over the edge. He didn’t want to know what the fuck game Papa was playing at by introducing him to a handsome man. He breathed in slowly. Papa might not realise what he’d just done; it wasn’t like they talked about Ondrej’s preferences. If this was anyone else in S1, Ondrej would’ve assumed he was being manipulated. He really didn’t need more doubt. Doubt was the enemy to victory. 

Ondrej rubbed his eyes. “Good luck, Mr Lockley, and Papa, I sincerely hope you find the answer you want.” He marched out of the room and slid back into his Maserati for the two-hour drive along the coast to his apartment in Monaco. In ten days, he needed to be in Bahrain. He had ten days to find his old certainty. Victor had designed a fast car. He had no excuses except those in his own head. 
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Chapter 2




[image: ]




Bahrain

Having a client with decent money was a rarity, so when Mr D’Grieg paid for a flight to Bahrain to watch his, quite frankly, rude son race, Hudson said yes. As far as he could tell, they would never find the car, but his sister and business partner, Mackenzie, said he should try his best. If they got a few perks along the way, that would be good too. 

Mr D’Grieg had given him the swipe key for a hotel room and told him to meet him there for a late afternoon meeting, and now he stood outside. It would be easy to think that his client had more money than sense, but Hudson didn’t want to underestimate him either. One way he coped with his childhood was to find the good in people. The chances of being misled or ill-treated by someone, or even becoming the victim of fraud, were low, and he’d rather trust someone’s goodwill than to miss an opportunity because of a natural tendency to dismiss it. He swiped the card and pushed the door open. 

“Oh.” Hudson gulped and nearly stumbled on the edge of the rug. A spectacular man stood on the other side of the room, wearing only a towel slung low around his hips. Damp short brunette hair curled at the top of his surprisingly solid neck. On his left shoulder blade was a tattoo; a car with angel wings and the number 36 printed on the driver’s door. Three championship cups sat on the bonnet of the car. Lean muscles stretched across his shoulder blades, a hint of rib, and a narrow, tapered waist all drew Hudson’s eye. The man slowly turned, giving Hudson a delightful display of athletic beauty. His shoulder muscles adjoined lean biceps and perfectly sculptured pecs. He lifted his gaze to discover that Ondrej D’Grieg—his client’s son—was the owner of this distracting physique. 

“I’m sorry. Should I go?” He should. He was most definitely interrupting something. 

“No. Did Papa invite you?” 

“Yes.” Hudson refused to be intimidated by the intense glare on Ondrej’s face. Holy mother of goodness. Those eyes. A blue so deep they were almost black, and the stern intense expression threatened—welcomed—Hudson in a virulently sexy way. If this man commanded him, Hudson would follow him anywhere. 

“He’s wasting your time.” 

“Isn’t that his right?” Hudson had met Ondrej only once, ten days ago in the briefest of meetings. Ondrej had refused to shake his hand, said something rude, then disappeared. Hudson had been so focused on Mr D’Grieg’s puzzle that he hadn’t registered how smoking hot Ondrej was. It wasn’t until the meeting ended and Hudson was back at his hotel that he discovered the truth. 

It was only natural to look Ondrej up on the internet because he was a researcher and he needed to know who his clients were. Mostly he’d spent his research time staring at photos of Ondrej and his eyes—eyes that were a lot more intense and dramatic in real life—and his research had stalled, distracted by images. It wasn’t all just eye candy; Hudson did have the basic facts sorted. The family had oil money, from a Norwegian branch of the family according to some website, and Ondrej had been a teen driving star in France. From winning a European karting championship at aged sixteen, he’d driven in the lower levels of formula racing until he signed with a major S1 team at age twenty. Now twenty-eight—three years younger than Hudson—he was a global star, or something like that, with a net worth that was unfathomable to Hudson. Hudson understood racing and the way people strived for victory as part of the general psychology of human aspiration because he’d been fostered with the Trews, racehorse trainers in Newmarket, for a few years, but the world of car racing was new to him. 

Ondrej tilted his head slightly, then straightened again. “Come here.”  

Heat flushed across Hudson’s skin at the command. Holy fuck, what he wouldn’t give to have this man’s hands on him. His knees buckled a fraction, instinctually wanting to kneel before him. With every step closer, Hudson’s breath quickened. Settle the fuck down, Hudson, as if someone in such a masculine job would be gay. 

“Tell me about yourself.” 

“About me or my business with your father?”

“Start there.” 

“Five years ago, my sister Mackenzie and I started Ancestor Investigations. We specialise in putting together family trees and stories. She runs the business side of it, and I do the historical research.” As far as jobs went for someone with his qualifications, it gave him a lot more freedom than working for an institutional museum or in academia. 

“Okay, Mr Lockley. What are your qualifications?” 

“Please call me Hudson. I have a master’s degree in history.” He had a feeling Ondrej wouldn’t give a damn about what he’d specialised in—lavender marriages in the Victorian era—so he simply stuck out his hand instead and Ondrej shook it once. It took all his concentration not to shake out his hand afterwards to get rid of the electric tingles left by Ondrej’s touch. He kept his gaze low, not wanting to show his reaction to Ondrej, but that meant he ended up staring at the bottom of Ondrej’s towel and his bare legs. This rampant chemistry would likely confuse anyone straight and Hudson didn’t need the reminder that his reaction didn’t fit here. 

“So, Hudson, you take your fancy education, and you entice families into thinking they are related to royalty, or that you can find priceless artifacts, and they pay you to fly around the world?” 

Hudson blinked at the accusation. How cynical of Ondrej. He slowly raised his gaze to meet Ondrej’s hard stare. “I wish. No, mostly, I hunt through public records, like births, deaths, and marriages to put together an accurate family tree. I try to find mentions of people in newspapers and create a narrative for the family.” Mackenzie took his research and packaged it into a booklet. People adored their books, and they often ordered extra copies for all their family members. He loved that aspect of his job; creating family connections for people, telling the stories that were often ignored or untold by the history books. Every tiny detail about ordinary lives brought him joy. 

“This job is a great opportunity for you.” 

“Honestly, yes. Most of our clients can’t afford to fly me to Bahrain, or anywhere, for a meeting. This is highly unusual for me.” In the month since he’d signed Mr D’Grieg as a client, he’d been to Mr D’Grieg’s home in France, and now Bahrain. Ondrej stepped closer and Hudson was surprised to discover that Ondrej was shorter than his own six feet. Not by much—only an inch—but his presence in the room had been so big, he’d assumed Ondrej was taller than him. Ondrej stood so close that Hudson could feel his breath on his face. 

“Let me make this clear to you. One.” Ondrej held up his hands and tapped one long finger with another. “Papa is obsessed with this car. Two. The hunt for it is pointless. Three. I will not have him hurt by some prick who gets Papa’s hopes up.” A shadow passed quickly over Ondrej’s face, fast enough for Hudson to dismiss it as his imagination. Hudson’s face burned with heat at the proximity of Ondrej’s naked chest, not to mention his passion for his father’s wellbeing. There was something so elementally attractive—sexy—about a man who cared deeply for his family. 

“Promise me you’ll let him down gently.” 

“Understood.” Hudson could barely talk under this onslaught of hot-headed commanding male before him. If he moved an inch, they’d be kissing. Focusing on the words Ondrej was saying was difficult. He really wanted was this man to kiss him. If he was a betting man, he’d go all in on this man being arrogantly outstanding in bed. 

“Promise.” 

“I promise.” Hudson’s voice cracked a little.

“What do you promise?” 

Fuck, he wasn’t a child; as evidenced by the very adult sensations taking over his body. “I won’t get your father’s hopes up and I will let him down gently when I can’t find the car.” 

“Good. And lastly. I will not have our family plastered all over your business as advertising. You will not use my name on any communications.” Ondrej turned on his heels and went back to staring out the window. The last comment hadn’t been necessary. Ancestor Investigations had signed a confidentiality contract with Mr D’Grieg that had included a clause that they couldn’t mention this investigation or any family member of Mr D’Grieg in their marketing or social media. When Hudson had signed, he hadn’t known who Ondrej was, and now Mr D’Grieg’s insistence at complete confidentiality made sense. They obviously protected each other. Hudson closed his eyes until the yearning went away. 

When his heart stopped pounding, Hudson checked his watch. Mr D’Grieg should be here soon. Hudson glanced around the room—looking everywhere except Ondrej’s naked torso—then placed his briefcase on the coffee table. This hotel room was more of a suite than a simple room and came complete with a proper lounge area and coffee table. The luxury was far beyond his usual standard of living, and he tried not to be too awkward in the space as he prepared for Mr D’Grieg to arrive. Since receiving this commission, he’d reviewed all the documents owned by Mr D’Grieg, including all the reports from the various other historians who’d tried to find the car. It put Ondrej’s concerns in context, given how many times Mr D’Grieg had gone through this process. Hudson backed himself to find the little details that other people overlooked and maybe this case wasn’t completely hopeless. He might not find the car, but he could contribute something new to the research. 

The door opened. “Ondrej, get dressed. Have you offered our guest some coffee?” 

“Papa. I’m not putting on a goddamned tux until I have to. And no, he is not our guest.” Did Ondrej plan to stand around in a towel for an unknown amount of time? And why was he going to wear a tux? What did that have to do with motor racing? He’d learned a lot in the last two weeks about the Le Mans races pre-WWII and William Grover-Williams, but even he could guess that life as a modern-day race car driver was probably very different to a bunch of aristocrats playing with emerging technology. 

“Mr Lockley. Please excuse my son. He gets very... focused on a race weekend.” 

“I hope you don’t mind me asking, but why the tuxedo?” Hudson kept his voice low, unwilling to let Ondrej know his ignorance. 

“There is a sponsors dinner and press conference tonight, then tomorrow there will be two practice sessions.” 

Hudson glanced over at Ondrej, who gave no indication he’d heard their conversation. “It’s nice that you can support him like this.” 

“I am his agent. Besides, family should support each other, don’t you think?” Mr D’Grieg was quickly becoming one of Hudson’s favourite clients. 

“Yes. Thank you for inviting me this weekend. I’ve never been an event like this before.” 

“We have a couple of hours to go over your research before tonight’s dinner. I trust that you’ll be able to entertain yourself tonight. Tomorrow you will join me in the guest’s section above the pitlane.” 

“Thank you.” Hudson found Mr D’Grieg’s generosity a little overwhelming, so he opened his briefcase and pulled out the glossy report Mackenzie had created from his research. “Shall we get started?” 

Mr D’Grieg glanced sideways as Ondrej collapsed elegantly into a chair beside his father. The resemblance between the two was strong, although the older D’Grieg had much paler blue eyes and a softer expression. 

“What are you waiting for?” Ondrej asked, after less than half a minute’s silence. 

Hudson swallowed back a retort and simply handed Mr D’Grieg the report. “This report is a compilation of all the research done to date. You won’t find anything new in there—”

“Well, that was a waste of time.” 

Hudson raised his eyebrows at the sharp retort. “Not at all. It would be waste if I ignored all the research done to date by others and spent months redoing it. By putting together this document, it collates all the work you’ve already had done and identifies any potential gaps in research. Those gaps will give me clues as to where to continue on with the work. Let’s not reinvent the whole wheel here.” 

“That makes a lot of sense.” Mr D’Grieg smiled and even Ondrej’s face relaxed a little. Was that a tiny movement at the corner of his lips? Almost the beginnings of a smile? 

“This report begins with the letter, and then I’ve created a timeline of all the research done to date and overlaid it against a basic WWII timeline. If you open up the report to the third page, you’ll be able to follow the timeline along.” Hudson was quite proud of the way they’d presented this information. It took a bunch of disparate pieces of research and put them into a logical timeline. “As you can see it begins with when Grover-Williams left his home in France. Each date on the timeline has a summary comment and a page number. If you flick to that page in this report, you’ll find all the details around that research. For example, here in 1943, the factory was bombed.” One of the previous historians had obviously specialised in WWII because he’d included a lot of unnecessary detail about the war and not very much about the missing car. Hudson had kept it all for this report, although some of it didn’t appear to relate to the problem at all. 

“Does this help at all?” 

“Yes. Applying a logical timeline to a puzzle helps figure out potential lines of enquiry.” 

“For example?” For someone who apparently thought this search was pointless, Ondrej was oddly curious. 

“One previous historian included a lot of information about German army supply lines. I hunted through everything he’d done on the assumption that he’d found discovered that perhaps the car had been repatriated to Germany using their supply line trains.” 

“Unlikely.”

Hudson shrugged one shoulder. “This puzzle is all about the unlikely options, and honestly, it’s not even that unlikely. During WWII, the Nazis stole an incredible volume of art, historical artifacts, jewellery, collectable items, basically anything that might be of value that was easy to transport. Their supply line trains were renowned for transporting supplies to their armies and stolen goods back to Germany. There’s actually a high chance they stole the Bugatti from the factory in France and transported it to Germany.”

“Did you find any evidence?” Mr D’Grieg was a little breathless. 

“Not yet. It doesn’t mean that didn’t happen, it’s just that the historian who researched that option couldn’t find any evidence. And that’s what I’d expect too. Thieves tend not to record what they were doing.” Hudson shrugged. 

“That’s logical,” Mr D’Grieg said.

“Most of the stolen art from WWII has only been recovered when descendants of those who took it tried to sell it; and many of the original owners have been left with nothing but a protest, especially if they can’t provide provenance for the object.” 

“Provenance?” 

“Proof of ownership. You are lucky because you have a letter from a known owner gifting the car to your family member. Not everyone in a war situation was so fortunate. Either the ownership records were destroyed, or they simply didn’t exist in the first place. Do you keep a complete list of everything you own and update regularly?” 

“No. But I have photos.” 

“Photography during WWII was still an expensive hobby.” Hudson didn’t particularly want to get into this argument; if they were paying attention they’d understand that photography wasn’t accessible to most people in that era. “If we could continue, please go to page thirty-seven in my report. I’ve listed the potential gaps here. I’ve already visited the former Grover-Williams property in France. The house remains, although the original land has been sold off and in-filled with other housing. Behind the house, in the backyard is a small hill.” Hudson wanted to do more research around this house and the odd way the subdivision had been created, because that hill was out of context to the rest of the landscape. He didn’t understand why the developer hadn’t just bulldozed it, but why spend money bulldozing a hill when it could be easily be left in the backyard? “I’ve noted a few research questions around that house. As you can see in my notes, the garage that originally housed the car in 1937 has since been demolished for the subdivision.” 

“I have no interest in the garage, only the car.” Mr D’Grieg’s voice showed the same irritation as his son relied on. 

“I imagine that you will be familiar with all the information in this report. I’ve merely presented it in a new fashion, and aside from my visit to the Grover-Williams property in France, there is nothing in here that will surprise you. This is only my first report, and as I said at the beginning of this meeting, it is a compilation document that brings together all the information you have already sourced.” 

“What happens next?” Mr D’Grieg asked. 

“Next I follow the leads I’ve noted in the final pages of the report and when I’m done, we can meet with an update.” Hudson glanced at Ondrej. “Honestly, you don’t need to fly me anywhere. I can post you the report and we can talk on the phone.” 

“I like our meetings. I propose we meet again at Baku at the end of the month.” Mr D’Grieg ignored his proposal not to meet in person. He’d have to look up where and what Baku was; a place, presumably. 

“Make it after the race.” Ondrej said. 

Mr D’Grieg obviously knew what Ondrej meant as he nodded. “Good plan. Let’s meet on the Monday after the race. Thank you, Hudson. I’ll have my PA email you with tickets. Please enjoy your evening, and I’ll see you tomorrow for FP1.” 

“Okay.” Hudson assumed that comment ended the meeting, so he packed up his briefcase and stood. “Thank you.” He needed to research what FP1 meant and where in the world was Baku. He ought to be focusing on the Bugatti mystery, because if they were meeting at the end of the month, he had only four weeks to find new information to present to his clients. It shouldn’t take long to figure out the basics of what Mr Grieg and Ondrej were talking about and then he could focus on his actual job. Although Ondrej was one hell of a distraction. All that intense tightly held control in one gorgeous package. Shit; the last thing Hudson needed to imagine now was Ondrej’s package. 

Mr D’Grieg stood and shook his hand. “I look forward to reading your report in detail.” 

Ondrej also stood and held out his hand for Hudson. He took in a short breath to settle his heart rate, then shook Ondrej’s hand. Once again, the same jolt of energy raced up his arm and this time, he braved holding Ondrej’s gaze to see if he noticed. Ondrej’s eyes widened a fraction. Hudson couldn’t breathe. He was in so much trouble. 

“I’ll see you tomorrow as agreed.” He bolted out of the room before he did something ridiculous like kiss his client’s son in front of his client. 
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Chapter 3
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Baku 

“Brilliant drive, Ondrej.” Socrates, Gamble’s team owner, gushed through the phone. “I was spitting mad after Shanghai.” 

“Paulo is a rookie.” Ondrej had been fucking furious in the seconds after his team-mate had crashed into him, just after leaving the pit lane on lap thirty-two. It’d fucked up his race, and he’d finished at the tail of the field. After yesterday’s result, it mattered less, and Ondrej was more able to recognise that rookie drivers fucked up sometimes. Paulo would learn. 

“All up it was a shit outcome for the team, no points for the weekend and Paulo’s car needed a rebuild.” They’d already discussed this at the team meeting after Shanghai, it really didn’t need to be rehashed. 

“He drove well yesterday.” Maybe Paulo had learned his lesson, especially since he came off second best in the incident at Shanghai, spinning out into a wall. Ondrej was nearly at the top of the stone spiral staircase that led to the room at the top of the castle here in Baku. It wasn’t its official name, just what the drivers called it. The castle section of the track. 

“Great drive by both of you, mate. We are starting to look like a proper mid-field team again. Our sponsors are thrilled.” 

“Good news.”

“Just keep it up, stay focused like yesterday. I’ll see you in Spain in a week.” Socrates hung up before Ondrej could remind him that he had simulator time booked for two days time, so he’d likely see him then. Having a retired driver as team boss was usually great because he understood the routine during the season on an intimate level. Now the race in Baku was over, he had eight days before he needed to be in Spain for pre-race preparations, and the team’s Head Engineer Victor had some additional testing he wanted done in that time. 

“Stay focused.” Ondrej whispered to himself as he stopped at the top of the stairs. On the other side of that door was Hudson, and Ondrej had spent too many hours in the two weeks since Bahrain thinking about Hudson. At work, he always found it easy to switch into driver mode. Like all the other drivers, he put his life on the line every time he drove an S1 car, and he knew how to clear his mind for the concentration required. The red-headed historian only infiltrated his thoughts during down times, like when he was while travelling between race venues. 

Ondrej pushed open the creaky old wooden door and stepped into the room at the top of the castle. He hadn’t been up here since his rookie season when his old team’s boss had told him to get a different view of the castle section. 

“Hi.”

“Hello. Can you believe how incredible this place is! Built in 1136.” Hudson rested his hand reverently against the ancient stone wall and closed his eyes. His red hair had grown a little longer since he’d last seen him and it flopped over his forehead. Ondrej wanted to brush it back. Fuck. The last thing he should be thinking about was this. He couldn’t fuck up his career again; last time he’d kissed a man near a racetrack—Alex—it had gone terribly wrong. In hindsight, he’d let his cock make the decision. Never a great idea. Having the team boss walk in on them kissing in a storage cupboard had resulted in them both getting the sack. Intolerant fuckwit. 

“It can’t be that special. They let us race right next to it.” Relying on sarcasm usually helped his control. 

Hudson’s eyes flew open, flashing behind his glasses. “I was stunned to see that. And only a small sheet of what? Plastic? Covering the wall to stop you destroying it.” 

“Hitting that wall would destroy the car before it would destroy a fortress wall.” Ondrej shrugged. Turns eight to twelve at Baku was a technical part of the track and unforgiving if a driver made a fractional error. Those sections were his favourite to drive because the precision required at speed was the thing that made him one of the best twenty drivers in the world. 

“How can you be so flippant about that?” 

“About?”

Hudson dragged his hand through his hair and Ondrej’s fingers tingled. Damn it. He couldn’t thread his fingers through Hudson’s vibrant red hair. Not now. 

“About crashing, I suppose, and also ... this is a historic monument. It’s literally a UNESCO world heritage site.” 

“We can coexist.” 

Hudson’s nostrils flared. “Part of me wants to scream at the idea that you get so close to the walls with your destruction machines, and part of me agrees. History isn’t static and it should coexist with modern life.” 

“Such a dilemma for you.” Ondrej adored the open expressiveness on Hudson’s face. He obviously cared deeply for his argument as patches of colour broke out on his cheeks, making his freckles look darker. He wanted to kiss each one. Fucking hell. During the racing year, it was difficult to get laid. The schedule was intense, he had almost no time alone, and there were too many eyes on him all the time. In the off-season, it was easier to travel under a pseudonym and laugh it off when people ‘recognised’ him. He was well skilled at telling people that they weren’t the first person who thought he looked like that S1 driver. 

“I’m just not sure that coexisting equates to crashing heavy vehicles into historic buildings.” 

“You do realise that the track is a public road so people who aren’t good drivers manage to drive past this fortress every other day of the year. It’s still here after—” Ondrej paused, not knowing how old the Baku fortress was. 

“A thousand years.” 

“Yeah. I don’t see the difference in risk.” A slow bad driver was at higher risk of hitting the wall as a skilled fast driver. Hudson ran his hand through his hair again and Ondrej sucked in his breath. He really needed to stop doing that if he didn’t want to be shoved up against his fucking precious thousand-year-old stones and kissed thoroughly. 

“I don’t understand you.” 

“Understand this.” Ondrej lived for taking risks; carefully managed risks that allowed him to drive the world’s fastest cars. With a quick glance over his shoulder to check they were alone, he strode over to Hudson and pushed him back against the wall. Before Hudson had a chance to react, Ondrej kissed him. The shock on Hudson’s face quickly changed, and Ondrej fucking loved that millisecond when Hudson chose to respond positively. The switch was perfect. Hudson kissed him back. Fuck yes. He’d read all those little glances from Hudson correctly. Ondrej pinned him against the wall, one hand on the cool stones, the other wrapped around his neck, and when Hudson shifted to push his thigh between Ondrej’s legs and rubbed his hard cock against Ondrej, he got the same thrill as when he hit the accelerator on the starting grid ... but with much less control. His heart pounded loudly as their tongues tussled together. Hudson tasted like mint and sex and Ondrej wanted to drag him back to his hotel room. Screw who might see them. He leaped backwards. What the fuck was he doing? The last time he’d kissed someone at work, he’d ended up thrown away like garbage. He couldn’t do this again. Hudson stood there panting, his chest rising and falling quickly, matching Ondrej’s own frantic rhythm. 
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