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INDIA

THIRTEEN YEARS AGO
—4= MANCHESTER, ENGLAND

TWO PINK LINES.

I check the instructions again.

Two pink lines...pregnant.

No. Oh God, no.

I can’t be pregnant. I can’t. I’'m only seventeen. I live in a group home. I
can’t have a baby. I can barely look after myself.

It’s okay, India. Paul will know what to do.

He’s older, responsible. He’ll fix this.

But no one can find out that I’'m pregnant. If anyone finds out that Paul
and I have been sleeping together, he’ll be in trouble. Big trouble.

I’m just afraid to tell him. What if he thinks I got pregnant on purpose?

Kit. I need to tell Kit. He’s my twin brother, my best friend. He’ll know
how to handle this.

But if Kit finds out about Paul and me, he’ll kill Paul. My brother is really
protective of me. And he might only be seventeen, but he’s big for his age.

Oh God, what a mess.

There’s a bang on the bathroom door at the group home I live in. There’s
no peace in this place.

“One minute!” I yell.

My hand shaking, I push the test back into its box, shove it into my jacket
pocket, and zip it up. After washing my hands, I flush the toilet and unlock
the door.



Zara, nosiest cow in the world, is on the other side. “You’ve been in there
for ages. What were you doing?” She gives me a suspicious look.

“Same thing as you’re going to do in here.” Without another word, I walk
past her.

I can’t go to my room. I need to get out of here.

I need to talk to Paul.

He’s not here today. He should be at home.

I’1l go to his flat.

I should probably text him to say that I’'m coming to see him. I always
have to text him to let him know.

He worries that people might find out about us, so he says I should make
sure that it’s safe for me to go.

But nothing feels safe anymore.

I’m going to have a baby.

Leaving the group home, I artfully manage to dodge Kit.

I catch a bus for the short journey to Paul’s flat.

I get off and walk on trembling legs to his place and go up the two flights
of stairs to his door.

I ring the doorbell.

No answer. But I know he’s here because his bicycle is outside in the hall.

I ring again but nothing.

Maybe he’s in the shower and can’t hear me.

I decide to try the door. He rarely locks it if he’s in.

Handle turns.

I let myself inside and walk to the living room.

Not there.

Or the kitchen.

I walk past the bathroom. I can’t hear the sound of running water.

Then, I hear voices. Plural. Coming from his bedroom.

And my heart sinks.

No. Please no.

Fear fills me like poison. I’'m struggling to catch a breath. My body starts
to shake, my heart banging against my rib cage.

Forcing myself to move, I stand outside his bedroom door. With a
trembling hand, I reach out and turn the handle.

My sunken heart drops like a stone.



Paul is lying on his bed. He’s naked with a woman astride him. A naked
woman.

They’re clearly having sex.

Jesus.

My hand clutches my stomach. The pain is so bad that it’s spreading
outward to the rest of my body.

Tears fill my eyes.

He instantly sees me standing there, and his face blanks. Shock and fear
fill his features.

He grabs the woman by the arms, stopping her in her endeavors.

That’s when she turns her face to me.

Then, I see she’s not a woman at all.

She’s a girl.

A girl I know. Cassie. She lives at the group home where I live.

And she’s fourteen years old.

Bile rises in my throat.

I stumble out of the flat to the sound of Paul’s shouting voice.

I run out of the building, heading straight for the bus stop, which is
thankfully empty. I hide around the back of the bus shelter, so Paul can’t see
me.

I swipe the tears from my cheeks.

Cassie. She’s only fourteen.

But wasn’t I fifteen when Paul started sleeping with me? It seemed so
romantic that a man wanted me then, but now, after seeing him with her...it
seems wrong.

Why didn’t I see it then? Why didn’t I see what kind of man he is?

Now, I’'m pregnant—with the man who works at my group home.

A man who likes to have sex with teenage girls.

I can’t stop myself from throwing up.

When I reach the point of dry-heaving, I try to steady my breathing. My
mind is going a mile a minute.

Moving away from the stench of my own vomit, I stand around to the side,
still staying out of sight. Hand pressed to my stomach, I lean my back against
the shelter. I slowly pull my phone from my pocket and speed-dial the only
person in the world I have.

Kit answers on the first ring, “What’s wrong?”



Twin intuition. Kit and I always know when there’s a problem with the
other.

“I’m in trouble.” Tears tumble down my cheeks.

“What kind of trouble?”

“I-I...I’m pregnant.”

Silence.

But I can hear him breathing down the line.

“Kit?”

“Where are you?” Disappointment laces his voice.

It slices me wide open.

A sob escapes me. I take a deep breath. “I’m at a bus stop.”

“Where?”

I hold my breath before speaking next, “The one near...Paul’s flat.”

More silence.

He doesn’t need to say anything. I hear it in that silence.

That’s how Kit deals with things. He doesn’t rage or shout. His silence is
his anger, and it speaks volumes.

“I’'m coming to get you now.” There’s a barely restrained edge in his
voice.

“Don’t be angry with me, Kit. Please,” I sob.

“I’m not angry with you, India.” His voice is marginally softer.

But he always calls me Indy. He only calls me India when he’s angry with
me.

“I’m angry with that motherfucker. No, I’m fucking beyond angry. I'm
livid. I’'m gonna kill that motherfucking pervert!”

“Kit...no! Please!”

“I’m coming now, India. And don’t you fucking move from where you
are. [ mean it.”

Then, he’s gone, and I’'m left clutching the phone in my hand. Feeling like
my life is over, I pray to God to fix this.



LEANDRO

ONE YEAR AGO
Bed SAO PAULO, BRAZIL

CLOSING MY EYES, I recite the words of my hero, the great Ayrton Senna, in
my head, as I always do before each race.

“Being second is to be the first of the ones who lose.”

Right before I climb into my car, I pray it works for me this time.

I can’t lose.

I have to win this race.

My points are down, but I am on poll today. But still, that pain-in-my-ass
Carrick Ryan could beat me again if I don’t pull it out of the bag today.

I can fucking do this.

I’m Leandro Silva, for fuck’s sake.

I’m the man who men want to be.

Pulling on my helmet, I slide in the cockpit.

Focus is everything right now.

My life is fucking great. And I can make it even better if I take the gold
home today.

Brazil will love me even more if I win today.

My mechanic hands me my steering wheel. I fix it in place.

I’m ready to go.

I give a nod to let my mechanics know that I am ready. The voices in my
ears start talking.

I pull out into the lane and begin my warm up lap.

Then, I’m in starting position, along with the other drivers.



My engine is revving, and I am more than ready.

Red...

Red...

Red...

Red...

Red...

Go!

I slam down hard on the accelerator and start moving alongside all the
other cars, gaining traction.

Soon enough, I’'m in the lead. Ryan is hot on my tail, but I keep this up,
and I’'m golden. I’'m in for a win for sure.

Winning in my home country...nothing better. Well, apart from winning
the championship.

I reach a corner. I steer through it.

What the fuck? She’s sticking. I can’t turn.

Fuck! T tug at the steering wheel, trying to turn, but she won’t give, and
the corner is coming up too fast.

Panicked voices are in my ears. They know something is wrong, but I
can’t speak, too focused on what is happening right now.

Come on, baby. Turn.

No matter what I do, the steering wheel is stuck, and I’m not going to turn
in time.

Oh God.

I know there’s nothing I can do.

This is it. I’'m fucked.

The wall comes at me fast. I close my eyes.

The impact is as hard as I expected. I feel my body shatter.

Pain...excruciating.

My skin...hot.

Smoke in my lungs.

Can’t breathe...

Blackness.
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LEANDRO

—4= LONDON, ENGLAND

YOU EVER HAVE THE KNOWLEDGE of why you are somewhere, but you’re not
really sure if it is the right place to be?

That’s how I feel while sitting in the waiting room of my new therapist,
Dr. India Harris.

Well, I say new because this is the first time I’'m meeting with her.

How the fuck did it come to this? When did I turn into this version of
myself? A man who needs to see a therapist.

Of course I know the answer to that question.

The day of my accident. The day I nearly died.

Well, technically, I did die, but the doctors managed to resuscitate me.

Shame.

Sometimes, I wonder if it would have been better if they hadn’t. Now, I
am less than half the man I used to be. A pussified version of myself, who
can’t climb into a regular car, let alone my race car.

I can’t drive. And without that, I am nothing.

Now, I have to see a goddamn therapist as my last-ditch attempt to get me
back into a car.

So, I’m here to see Dr. Harris because she’s apparently one of the best.

She’ll fix me.

Part of me is intrigued to see if that is even possible because I know how
truly fucked up I am. And it is going to take a fucking miracle worker to
bring back the Leandro Silva of before.

The Leandro the world wonders what the hell has happened to.

Am I here by choice? No.



My team is making me. Well, making me sounds harsh. They didn’t drag
me here, kicking and screaming. I’'m under contract, so I’'m currently being
paid to do nothing.

I sit on my ass and drink and fuck women.

I don’t work for my money.

At the last meeting, I was told, in no uncertain terms, that if I didn’t pull
my head out of my ass and start racing again, my contract would not be
renewed.

It makes sense. Who would want to spend millions of pounds on a racing
driver who can’t race?

My mother would happily never have me race again.

But my colleagues and friends think it’s time I sort my shit out.

Particularly, my friend—a person who, twelve months ago, I would never
have thought I would call a friend—Carrick Ryan. Once my rival, he’s now,
surprisingly, my closest friend.

After my accident, he and his then girlfriend and now wife, Andi, came to
visit me in the hospital back home in Brazil.

Every time they were back in Brazil to visit Andi’s mother or to attend a
race for Carrick, which was regularly, they would come see me.

Then, Carrick and I started talking on the phone.

When I realized he wasn’t the dick I thought he was, we became friends.

Dr. Harris is Andi’s therapist. She recommended the doctor to me. Andi
has been seeing her to deal with her fears over Carrick’s racing, which are
related to her father dying in a race when she was a small child. Her dad died
in front of her. It royally screwed her up.

Both Andi and Carrick assure me that Dr. Harris will be able to help me.

Hence, why my ass is in this chair in the waiting room.

Impatient, I glance at the clock, tapping my fingers on the arm of the
chair.

My appointment was due to start five minutes ago.

I hate waiting.

I’ll wait five more minutes, and then I’m out of here.

My eyes move to the magazines on the table. A sports mag is peeking out
from under the fashion mags. Leaning forward, I pull it out, instantly wishing
I hadn’t.

On the cover of the magazine is a picture of me with the caption, What the



Bad Side of Formula 1 Looks Like.

Nice.

So, now, I’m the bad side of Formula 1. Good to know.

I already know what the media say about me. How I’ve turned from a
great racer into a drunk and a whore.

They’re not wrong on the whore part. Well, whore is a bit harsh. I don’t
charge for my services. And I wouldn’t say I’'m a drunk. I just like to drink—
a lot.

I shouldn’t read the article. I know this, but the sadistic part of me has me
turning those pages.

Finding the article, eyes scanning the text, I pick out the usual shit.

Why is Silva no longer racing? Physically, he’s healthy. Is it
mental problems? Fear over racing because of his accident? Is
that why he drinks—drowning his misery in alcohol? Such a
shame to see a once great driver fall from grace so dramatically.

Frustration and rage grip my chest like a vise.

Fuck this. I don’t need this shit.

Even though I can’t race, it’s not like I actually need to.

I don’t need to race. I just need to drink and fuck. That’s all I need now.
All T will ever need.

Liar.

I’'m a liar and a chickenshit. And that’s why I’'m sitting in the waiting
room to see a therapist.

Maybe I am beyond help.

Tossing the magazine back onto the table, I get to my feet, ready to leave
this place, just as the door opens, revealing the epitome of what I could really
do with screwing right now.

My eyes trail up the tanned, toned legs to the fitted pencil skirt that I
would happily hitch up to see the magnificent pussy that I bet lies beneath. A
pale-pink blouse is tucked into that skirt, covering what looks like a
fantastically sized pair of tits. Silky blonde hair sits on her shoulders. Hair
that I would enjoy getting my hands all tangled in while I fuck those bright
red lips of hers, enjoying seeing that lipstick smeared all over my cock.

My dick pulses in my jeans, more than ready to proposition her with the



offer.

“Mr. Silva.” She steps forward. “I’m Dr. Harris. But please call me India.”

She’s Dr. Harris?

This hitch-your-skirt-up-and-let-me-fuck-you-right-now woman is my
new therapist.

Well, that’s just fucking great. It’s not like I can bang my therapist.

I put my cock on hold and give her my best smile, the one that always has
panties dropping to the floor, as I say, “And you can call me Leandro.”

“Leandro. Okay.”

I see a definite flush in her cheeks. The same flush I see in all women who
want to fuck me.

Stop it. She’s your therapist.

Not yet she isn’t. This is only my first session to see if we like each other.

We might not.

Who am I kidding? I definitely like her. Well, I would like her right up
until I came, and then I wouldn’t want to see her again.

Do I really want to screw up getting help from a brilliant therapist for the
sake of a fuck that I can get with someone else later?

“I apologize that I’'m a little late for our appointment.”

“No problem.” I follow her into her office.

Standard therapist’s office, all neutral colors and calm feel to it. Not that I
have been in a therapist’s office before.

“Please take a seat.” She gestures to a comfy-looking seat as she sits down
in one a few feet in front of me with a coffee table separating us. “Would you
like a drink before we start?”

“No, I’m fine. Thank you,” I say with my eyes glued on her legs, which
she’s just crossed.

She clears her throat, dragging my eyes up to hers.

Reaching forward, she picks up a manila folder, setting it on her lap. “So,
this is our introductory meeting. This will help me get to know a little about
you and what you need help with. It will let you get to know me and see if
we’re a good fit together, if you think I can help you.”

We’d definitely be a good fit. Her naked, me inside her.

I think we’d fit just perfectly.

“I’ll make notes, if that’s okay with you? Some therapists like to tape the
sessions, but I prefer pen and paper.”



“Fine. Whatever.” I give her a small smile, so I don’t come off like the
asshole I am.

She returns my smile, eyes on mine.

I feel that smile all the way down to my cock.

She looks away, down at the folder. Opening it up, she picks up a pen
from the table and holds it, poised over the paper before her. “So, let’s start
with the reason you’re here?”

Tell her why I’'m here.

I’m here because my life is fucked. Fucked because of one accident.

I don’t want to sound like a whiny-ass pussy to anyone, but I know, to get
better, I have to fess up my shit to this woman.

“I was in an accident.” My voice is monotone.

She nods as she begins writing.

“On the track. I’'m a racing driver.”

“Did your accident result in major injuries?” Her eyes meet with mine.
She’s looking at me like she doesn’t know, and her words sure as hell sound
like she doesn’t know.

I thought the world knew everything about me.

Maybe not her.

The knowledge relaxes me a little, and from out of nowhere, I find myself
wanting to tell this woman everything.

My biggest fears. My regrets. The self-loathing I feel at my own
weaknesses.

“Yes.” I take a deep breath. “Both my legs were broken. My wrist was
shattered. I had numerous broken ribs. But those injuries were the easy part.”
I give a sardonic smile. “The worst were...a burst fracture in my lower
vertebrae and a subdural hematoma.” I tap a finger to my head where the scar
lies hidden beneath my overgrown hair. “I was on the operating table with
my head wide open when my heart stopped beating.” I take a deep breath. “I
was technically dead for about a minute.”

“And how does that feel, knowing that you died?”

I lift a shoulder in a half shrug, like it doesn’t matter. It does matter.

“I don’t know. But I do know how it doesn’t make me feel.”

“And how is that?”

“Alive. I know that it should make me feel more alive now than ever. But
I don’t.”



“Why?”

“Because I can’t race. Without racing, I’'m nothing.”

“Are you sure that’s true?”

“If I wasn’t, I wouldn’t be here.”

Eyes leaving me, she stares at the words she’s written. “You haven’t raced
since the accident?”

“No.”

“Are you physically able to drive a car? Your injuries haven’t hindered
that?”

“No, they haven’t. I spent a year going through rehabilitation, making sure
I could get back in a car.” And now, I can’t because I'm a fucking coward.

“So, it’s not your body keeping you from racing. It’s your mind.”

“I wouldn’t fucking be here if it wasn’t.” I don’t mean to curse or snap at
her, but I can’t help it. And I won’t apologize for it either, because I’'m an
asshole.

Her eyes meet with mine, her gaze steady. “How about traveling as a
passenger in a car? How do you find that?”

“I manage.” Just.

“The same level of anxiety as when you’ve attempted to drive?”

“No. Slightly less. Not as bad.”

“Do you suffer from anxiety attacks?”

I frown. “Only when I try to drive a car,” I mutter quietly.

Admitting that I have anxiety attacks is not easy for me.

She scribbles on the paper again. The scratch of the pen is driving me to
distraction. That, and her fucking legs and her tits, which are rising up and
down with each breath she takes.

I don’t want to talk anymore. I just want to fuck her and not think about
any of my shit. Bury myself so deep inside her body until she’s all I can think
about and feel and see.

“Now that you’re no longer racing, how do you spend your time?”

I let out a hard laugh. “You want the glossy version or the real version?”

“The truth. I only ever want you to tell me the truth here. If you don’t feel
you can do that right now, that’s fine. But no lies. I can’t help you if you lie
to me.”

“Okay.” I blow out a breath. “How do I spend my days? Regretting the
day before, missing my life from before the accident, and nursing a hangover.



Then, I go out to a bar, get drunk, and hook up with a woman. Take her to a
hotel, her place, an alleyway, bar restroom—anywhere really, and I fuck her.
Then, I do the exact same the next day and the day after.”

That’s the first time I’ve laid my life bare like that to anyone.

And she doesn’t flinch. I suppose she must hear all kinds of shit.

“Still think you can help me?” I give her a challenging look.

“Yes.” She gives me a steady stare. “You drink to cover the way you’re
feeling. I'm sure you don’t need me to tell you that it’s a bad idea. The
alcohol—are you addicted?”

“Straight to the point.” I laugh, but it’s hollow, even to my own ears.

It’s been so long since I laughed for real that I can’t remember the sound.

She uncrosses her legs. My attention is immediately brought to them. She
has great fucking legs. And she’s wearing panty hose. I wonder if there’s a
garter belt under that skirt.

“I’m sorry if that offends you, but it’s how I do things. I might ask you
things that make you uncomfortable. You don’t have to answer, but it will
help me help you if you do.”

“No.”

“You’re sure?”

“I’m sure. I’m not a drunk.”

“The thought of not drinking again—how does that make you feel?”

I think about it for a moment. “It doesn’t make me feel anything.” Not that
anything makes me feel anymore.

“Still, I'"d recommend seeing someone about the drinking. I know a great
group that deals with substance—”

“I’m not an alcoholic,” T bite. “I might have problems, but that’s not one
of them.”

She carefully eyes me.

“Okay. We’ll shelf that...for now.” She puts her pen down on the paper on
her lap and looks at me.

Her red lips are slightly parted, and all I can think of doing is smearing
that lipstick all over her mouth as I kiss it.

“Our time is nearly up. The first session is always short. The next time,
we’ll have a full hour to talk.”

I know what I’d rather do in sixty minutes with her, and it doesn’t involve
a lot of talking.



But she’s the best, and I need to get better.

“Is there anything else you want to talk about before we end this session?
Anything you feel I should know?”

I want to fuck you. “No. Actually, yes.” I scratch my nose. “I have to be
back on the track by January, mid-January at the very latest, to allow me to
prepare for the start of the Prix in March.”

She puts her notepad and pen on the table as she glances at the calendar on
the wall, which is currently on the month of November. “That gives us three
months. Three and a half, at a push.”

“Impossible?” The weak part of me wants her to say yes, so my coward
has a way out. I fight against it.

“No. I like a challenge.” Her lips lift into a soft smile, making me smile.
“But this means intensive treatment. I’ll need to see you at least three times a
week. Are you up for that?”

I flex my fingers from the fist they were curled into. “I’m up for it.”

“Good.” She presses her hands together in a clap and rises from her seat.
“Sadie, my receptionist, will be in touch with you tomorrow to schedule your
appointments. We book them in batches for intensive treatments.”

“Okay.”

“So, I’ll see you in a few days, Leandro, and we can get started on getting
you back on that racetrack.”

I follow her to the door, watching her ass sway as she moves. She’s
heading to a different door than the one I entered.

“This is the exit door,” she explains. “I always have my patients leave
through this door than the one they came in as I usually have another patient
waiting to see me. Most people prefer anonymity—as I imagine you would.”

She holds the door open for me, allowing me to pass through.

I turn to face her. “This can’t get into the press,” I tell her.

From the other side, she smiles at me. “Anything you tell me never leaves
this room. You’re safe here.”

I give her a nod. “Okay. Well, I’ll see you in a few days.”

Turning, I hear the door close behind me, and I jog down the stairs. I let
myself out the door at the bottom that takes me out to the street.

Breathing in the crisp, cool air, I run a hand through my hair.

Then, I pull my cell from my pocket and dial.

I don’t even give him a chance to speak. I just hear the answering click



before I start talking, “Why the fuck didn’t you tell me that she looked like
that?” 1 growl down the phone at Carrick.

“Hello to you, too. And who looks like what?” There’s laughter in his
voice.

Bastard.

“You know exactly who I’m talking about—Dr. Harris, dickface,” My
cock starts to harden at the mere thought of her.

Jesus. What the hell am I now? A teenager getting a boner over an
attractive woman.

Who am I kidding? She’s not attractive. She’s gorgeous.

“I have no clue what you’re talking about.”

“Stop being a cock. You know exactly what I’m talking about. You might
be pussy-whipped and have Andi vision, but you know a hot chick when you
see one. You could have warned me.”

“Sorry, but the thought didn’t even cross my mind. Yeah, she’s decent
looking, but she’s not my type. I never thought you’d want to bang her.
Actually, scrap that. You’ll screw anything at the moment, so really, my
warning was there when I told you she was a woman.”

“Funny, dickhead.”

“I love it when you talk dirty to me.”

“Fuck off.”

He laughs loudly. “Wanting to fuck Dr. Harris aside, how did it go? She’s
good, right? She’s helped Andi a lot.”

“Yeah, she’s good, I suppose.”

“So, she thinks she can help you?”

“That’s what she says.” That is, if I don’t fuck her first and screw it up.



INDIA

—4= LONDON, ENGLAND

RELIEVED TO BE HOME, I open my front door, pizza boxes in hand.

“I’m home,” I call out.

“In the kitchen,” Kit calls back.

Kicking off my heels, I head to the kitchen.

Kit and the love of my life, Jett—my baby boy who’s not a baby anymore
—are sitting around the table, playing a card game.

“Hey, honey.” I kiss the top of Jett’s head as I place the pizzas on the
table.

“Hey, Mum. You had a good day?” He smiles up at me.

That smile, those blue eyes. They make the longest days worth it.

“Yeah. Good, long.”

“You work too hard.”

Affectionately ruffling his hair, I see that Kit has a beer on the table and
Jett has a Coke. I grab myself a wine glass from the cupboard and fill it with
a white I opened yesterday. The pizza boxes are already open and being
devoured before I make it back to the table with my glass of wine and some
paper napkins in hand.

I toss a napkin over to Kit and hand one to Jett. I take the seat next to him
and grab a slice before they’re gone.

Kit can eat a pizza by himself, and Jett’s not far off from being able to do
so either.

At twelve years old, he has so much of my brother and me in him—and,
thankfully, nothing of his father. Not that I’d love him any less if he did. I’'m
just glad there isn’t any of that man in him.



Jett is a Harris through and through. He has our blond hair and blue eyes
and Kit’s build. I’'m five-six, and my son is already taller than me. I think
he’s going to reach Kit’s six-three, and I wouldn’t be surprised if Jett
surpasses that.

My brother is a handsome bastard, and he knows it. Jett is his double, so I
foresee a lot of broken hearts in his future. Kit leaves a trail of them in his
wake. I’'m trying to teach Jett to treat women with more respect than my
brother does.

Kit’s job exposes him to a lot of beautiful women. He’s a model.

When Jett was a few months old, Kit started modeling part-time to make
more money when he wasn’t working seasonal construction jobs. His money
helped me pay the bills. From the compensation I had received from the
courts after what had happened with Jett’s father, I didn’t have a lot leftover
after paying for the house and using the rest to put myself through school
while I also worked part-time in a supermarket.

I owe my brother everything. He’s sacrificed so much for Jett and me.

As time has gone on, Kit’s gotten larger campaigns, some that take him
out of the country, but we always make it work to ensure one of us is here for
Jett. If a job doesn’t fit with our schedules, Kit doesn’t take it. He’s in the
position now where he can pick and choose his jobs.

Putting my slice down on the napkin, I take a drink of my much-needed
wine.

After my session with Leandro Silva—which was definitely enlightening
and very interesting—I took a frantic call from Sarah, another one of my
patients. She’s having a really tough time at the moment.

Three years ago, Sarah broke things off with her boyfriend. He stalked her
for months, and one night, he broke into her home while she was sleeping
and raped her in her bed.

He went to prison for his crime. But he’s now out on parole after serving
only half of his sentence, and she’s struggling to cope with that fact.

I’ve been treating Sarah since the rape, and she was reaching a good place
in her life and finally moving forward. So, his release, which was a shock to
her, has set her back miles.

She’s afraid to leave her home, in fear of seeing him. She’s terrified that
he might come get her again even though a restraining order is in place. She
has that fear, and I understand it.



It took me an hour to talk her down on the phone, and I had to promise
that I would go to her house first thing in the morning for a face-to-face
appointment. With my appointment calendar full, I will have to come in an
hour earlier. But there aren’t many things I wouldn’t do for my patients.

“How’d the new patient go today?” Kit asks me.

Besides the odd bits, like if I’'m taking on a new patient, I don’t talk to Kit
or Jett about my patients or tell them who they are.

“It was fine.”

“Do you think you can help him or her?” Jett asks me.

I smile at him. “Yes, I’m sure I can.”

It’s a good thing I don’t tell them who my patients are, or Jett would have
a meltdown. He’s obsessed with Formula 1.

If he found out that I was treating Leandro Silva—Iet alone that I had been
treating Andressa Ryan, the wife of Carrick Ryan—he would bug me until I
let him meet them.

Leandro Silva is a whole other ballgame though.

Of course I’d known he was handsome, but seeing him in the flesh
exposed me to the actual beauty of him, and it knocked me off-balance for a
moment. Then, I kicked myself into professional mode. I’'m nothing but
professional.

But just hearing about his accident, how he’d almost died, what he was
going through now...

Don’t get me wrong. I hear all manner of heartbreaking stories of what
people have endured, but listening to him struck a chord with me in a way
that not many people do.

“So, how was school today?” I ask Jett.

He flickers a look at Kit, who smiles at him and nods.

“Am I missing something here?” I look between the pair of them.

“I got picked for the team.” Jett gives me a shy grin.

“You did? That’s amazing news!” I wrap my arms around him, hugging
him. Leaning back, I look at his face. “I thought they were going to pick the
team next week?”

“They brought it forward.”

Aside from being a Formula 1 nut, my son also loves football. And he’s
been picked for the school team.

“We need to celebrate!” I exclaim. “We’ll go out this weekend, do



something.”

“Sounds great. Anyway, I’ve got to go finish my homework. I have to
keep my grades up, or I’ll be kicked off the team before I even get started.”

I’m about to protest about him finishing his dinner when I see that he’s
already eaten half of the pizza and is taking another slice with him.

Getting up, he kisses my cheek.

“I’ll come up and see you before bed.” I affectionately pat his cheek.

I eat my own slice of pizza, which has cooled considerably.

Kit gets up from the table and gets another beer from the fridge. He brings
the bottle of wine, topping my glass off.

“Thanks.” I smile at him, and then it fades a little. “Why didn’t Jett call
me to tell me he’d made the team?”

“He wanted to wait until he saw you.”

“Right.” I blow out a breath. “I wish I’d been home earlier to hear about
it.” I feel a little deflated, hating that I’'m not always here for this stuff and
that Kit is.

From the day I found out I was pregnant, Kit took care of me. The day Jett
was born, Kit became the father figure in his life, and he’s been here ever
since.

I will forever be indebted to him for that.

When Jett was a baby, I knew I wanted to give him everything in life that
Kit and I never had. So, I made the decision to go to college, then university.
Being a single mother didn’t make that easy, so between Kit and me, we’ve
raised him, and as the years have gone on, the daily demands of my job have
meant that Kit’s around for the important school stuff, more than I am,

“So, are you coming to celebrate with us this weekend, or do you have a
hot date?” I tease my brother.

He’s a serial dater. Actually, dater is probably being generous. He can
barely stick with the same girl for longer than a day. Not that I’'m anyone to
judge. T haven’t had a serious relationship, in...well, ever. And I’ve never
been in love. Not the real kind.

My extensive psychological training could tell you exactly why Kit and I
are the way we are when it comes to relationships, but I’d rather not delve
into my own psyche, or my brothers for that matter.

“I don’t date, Indy. You know that.” He gives me a cheeky grin.

“Maybe you should try it and get a steady girlfriend?”



“Like you and Dr. Dull?” He takes a sip of beer.

I frown at him.

Dr. Dull—I mean, Dan is the guy I’m currently dating. I’ve been seeing
him for two months. Kit doesn’t think much of him.

“I really wish you wouldn’t call him that.” I sigh. “Jett calls him that now
because of you.”

“Jett calls him that because Dan is dull as fuck.”

“Jett hasn’t met him, so he has no clue that Dan is dull—I mean, if he is
dull or not!” T bite.

Laughter bursts from Kit.

“And he’s not! He’s not dull at all,” I say, defensively folding my arms.
“He’s quite interesting in fact.”

“Oh, yeah?” Kit’s brow lifts. “Then, tell me one interesting fact about
him.”

Shit.

Come on, India. There’s got to be something interesting about Dan...

“He, erm...he’s, um...”

With his satisfactory win, Kit’s smirk deepens as his arms fold over his
chest, leaning back in his chair.

Kit will not win this.

Dan is not dull. He’s nice. Good. Safe.

“He likes...watching Breaking Bad.” I give a satisfactory look, picking up
my slice of pizza and taking a bite.

“Wow. Jesus, I was so wrong about him, Indy. The guy lives on the edge.”

I flip him the bird. “Stop being an arse.”

Kit chuckles. “You can do better than him.”

“Dan’s nice to me.”

“So is the postman.”

“The postman? What the hell are you talking about?” I exclaim, puzzled.

“I’m talking about you playing it safe with Dr. Dull. I get it, Indy. I do.
You were burned badly, but it was a long time ago. And I want you to be
happy. You’re not happy with dating dull fucks like Dan.”

“I appreciate your concern, but I’'m happy as I am.”

“You’re safe and comfortable.”

“And what’s wrong with safe and comfortable?” I frown.

“It’s boring.”



“Yeah, well, look what happened to me the last time I chased excitement.”

“I know.” He blows out a breath, like he’s breathing out the past. “But that
was thirteen years ago. You’re a different person now. And you can do way
better than Dr. Dull, Indy. You deserve better.”

I don’t know why, but a flash of Leandro Silva’s face passes through my
mind.

Brushing it aside, I stare at my brother. My heart swells for him even
though he’s irritating me with his interference in my love life, but I know he
does it because he cares about me.

“I know you’re only looking out for me. But what I have with Dan works
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“What you have is boredom.” He grins, back to playful.

I give him the middle finger again.

“Anyway, what about you?” I lean forward, wrapping my hands around
my glass.

He’s fine with commenting on the men I date, but at least I date. What he
does barely constitutes as dating.

He’s never had a steady girlfriend. Sometimes, a part of me worries that’s
because of Jett and me.

“What about me?” He tips his bottle back, taking a drink.

“Why haven’t you settled down?”

“Have you seen me? There’s too much good here not to share it.”

My brother is a good-looking bastard, and he knows it. But he’s also a
great person with an amazing heart, and I just wish he’d share that with
someone.

“I think you should try dating just one girl. Try it out. See how you get on.
What about that model you went out with last week? Tanya? She seemed
nice.”

“She was nice. And we didn’t go out, Indy. We went to her place. We got
naked. I stayed for three hours. I came. Came again. Then, I came home.”

“Ugh, Kit! Jesus Christ! Way too much info for me, thanks.” I know he’s
done it as deflection, so I won’t keep pushing.

Chuckling, he puts his bottle down on the table. “So, will Dr. Dull be
joining us this weekend to celebrate Jett getting on the team?”

“No. I’m not ready for Jett to meet him yet.”

Kit raises a knowing eyebrow.



“Soon.” Maybe. I’m just not really sure if Dan is the guy I'll be
introducing Jett too. “But I want it to just the three of us, a family
celebration.”

“Family night. Sounds good to me.” Leaning over the table, he clinks his
bottle on my glass.
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LEANDRO

—- LONDON, ENGLAND

I AWAKE WITH A START. The sound of crushing metal resounding in my ears,
heat on my body from the flames, smoke clogging my lungs.

Panic crashes into me.

Rapid blinks bring my eyes to the white ceiling before moving them down
the walls.

I’m in a bed.

Eyes casting around the room, I see I’'m in what looks like a hotel room.

As I drag my hands over my face, a sturdy pounding takes over my head,
and the taste of last night’s alcohol is apparent on my sandpaper tongue.

This is not an unusual start to the day for me.

My life.

My craptastic life.

Rolling over, I see the littering of condom wrappers on the bedside table,
which tells of a good night.

Yet I don’t feel good.

After seeing the hot doctor yesterday, I couldn’t get the thought of fucking
her out of my mind. I was restless and horny. Instead of going home after my
appointment, I went to a bar. Clearly, I got wasted and hooked up with
whoever is lying next to me.

I stealthily climb out of bed, so not to wake the body next to me. I pull on
my clothes, slip my feet into my shoes, retrieve my wallet, keys, and phone
from the desk, and shove them in my pocket.

Then, I quietly leave the room.

Shitty thing to do? Yes.



But I’'m not exactly a stand-up guy nowadays, and I’m just not in the
mood for the morning-after conversation that would no doubt ensue.

I take the elevator down and make my way over to the reception desk.

Paying for the room, I leave the hotel for the morning air and hail a taxi.

It doesn’t take long to get home. I pay the driver and let myself in my
house.

The silence echoes through me.

I pick up the mail from the mat and dump it on the hallway table without
looking at it. I walk to the kitchen and see the house phone blinking a few
messages at me.

Probably my mother. She’s been calling regularly since I moved back to
London, and she’ll want to know how my first session with Dr. Harris went.

What do I say? Well, I wanted to fuck the doctor, but of course, I couldn’t,
so I instead went out, got wasted, and fucked a random woman.

Not what my mother would want to hear.

She had wanted me to stay in Brazil. But I couldn’t. I felt too smothered
there with my family fussing around me, wanting to help.

I thought that coming back here would fix things...fix me.

It hasn’t.

Needing to wash the night off of me, I head upstairs and take a shower. I
let the hot spray beat on my face to the point of pain, just needing to feel
something...anything.

Toweling off, I brush my teeth, staring at myself in the mirror.

The beard covering my face hides who I am...who I used to be.

Flashes of last night flicker through my mind.

The alcohol flowing. The girl all but riding my cock in the bar. Then,
riding it for real in the hotel room.

The thoughts should make me feel good.

They don’t.

They make me feel empty.

Going into my bedroom, I get some black jogging pants and a plain black
T-shirt.

Slipping my cell in my pocket, I head downstairs. In the silence, I go to
the kitchen and turn on the coffee machine.

Stepping away from the counter, I bend at the waist and rest my folded
arms on the counter, and lay my head on them, letting the noise of the coffee



machine abuse my head and rattle through the emptiness in my hollow chest.

My senses breathing in the smell of coffee, I grab a cup and pour some
out.

Strong and black.

Turning, I press my back against the counter and stare at a picture on the
wall.

It’s a signed picture of Ayrton Senna that my father got for me when I was
a child.

I should have died. I would have died a legend.

Not the man I am now.

A washed-up has-been.

I can’t be him anymore. This weak fucking version of myself.

I have to race again.

I have to get back in a car.

I have to do this.

I can do this.

I’ve been driving all my life.

Putting my coffee down, I push my feet into my sneakers and head for the
internal door to the garage.

I stall when I reach the door.

I haven’t been in here since before the accident.

My hand starts to shake.

I’m being ridiculous.

Clenching my fist, I force the tension away.

I open the door.

A strong wave of stale air hits me. Breathing through it, I reach for the
light switch, turning it on.

And there she sits.

My car. A blue 67 Chevrolet Camaro Pro Touring Coupe.

She was for sale in the local garage near my home back in Brazil, and I
had my eye on her for ages. My father bought her for me when I turned
eighteen. I had her shipped over when I moved to London. She goes
everywhere with me.

I can do this. All I have to do is go over there, push the key in the ignition,
and turn her over.

Forcing my fears away, | move my feet to my car.



Unlocking it, I open the door.

She still smells the same, aside from the stale dank air escaping her.

Deep breath, I climb inside.

I shut the door behind me with a clank.

Trapped. Fire.

Squeezing my eyes shut, I ignore the fear in my head.

“I can do this,” I say to myself.

Breathing in through my nose, I lift the keys. It’s not until I try to push the
key in the ignition that I realize how badly my hand is shaking again.

“Fuck,” the word hisses out through my teeth. “I can do this. Nothing is
going to happen to me. Lightning doesn’t strike twice. Now, stop being a
pussy, Silva, and drive the fucking car.”

I slide the key in, and before my fear talks me out of it, I turn the engine
on.

She chugs and sputters for a few seconds. In those seconds, a voice in my
mind prays that she won’t start.

If she doesn’t work, then I can’t drive her.

Not my fault then. I wouldn’t be chickening out.

She rumbles to life, and the radio comes on loud.

With the feel of the engine vibrating and the music playing, my head
explodes. Images of the accident assault my senses.

I can smell the smoke.

Taste the blood in my mouth.

Feel my chest compressing.

I can’t breathe.

My fingers scramble to turn the engine off.

Opening the door, I fall from the car onto my knees. I gasp for air.

“Fuck!” I cry out, gripping my head in frustration. “Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!” I
slam my fist onto the floor, not caring about the pain that shoots through my
hand.

Then, I really lose it.

Getting to my feet, I grab a baseball bat that’s propped up against the wall,
and I start to smash the hell out of my car.

My vision is red, and I beat my frustrations and pain and fears out on the
car, hitting the metal and glass over and over. But no matter how many times
I hit it, I don’t feel any better.



Staggering back, I see the damage I’ve done.

She’s wrecked.

Like me.

The car that my father bought for me, all I have left of him, and I
destroyed her.

Grief lances through me.

What the fuck is wrong with me?

I stagger back into my house, heading for my office.

I see all my trophies lined there, taunting me.

Then, I realize the bat is still in my hand.

With rage still burning in my veins, I take the bat to my trophies, wiping
out what’s left of my career, smashing them to pieces until nothing is left but
carnage.

The bat falls from my shaking hands.

I don’t feel better. I feel worse, if possible.

I hate myself.

I drop to my knees, among the mess I created. My head in my hands, I
grip my hair, and for the first time since the accident, I cry.

I don’t know how long I stay there for.

Drying my face with the back of my hand, I get up and walk over to my
desk.

Sitting in my chair, I open the bottom drawer, pulling out the bottle of
whiskey I keep in there.

I unscrew the cap and take a long drink. Then, another. And another.

Then, without thought, I pull my cell from my pocket, and dial Dr. Harris
before I realize what I’m doing.

“Dr. Harris’s office.”

It’s her receptionist.

“Is it possible to speak with Dr. Harris?” My voice sounds scratchy.

“Dr. Harris is currently in an appointment. Who is calling?”

I grit my teeth. “Leandro Silva.”

“Mr. Silva, I can have Dr. Harris call you back. Or if it’s an emergency—"

“It’s not an emergency.” I take another drink from the bottle.

“Should I have her call you?”

“No. Just forget it.”

“Are you sure? Because—"



“I’m sure,” I cut her off. “I’ll see her at my appointment tomorrow.” Then,
I hang up the phone.

Why the hell did I call her?

Frustrated, I toss my cell on the desk and down some more whiskey.

It’s too quiet in here.

The silence in the room feels almost as painful as the noise in my head.

Reaching for my phone, I turn on the music to drown it out.

Fingers curled around the bottle, I drop my head to the desk, as the sound
of Ed Sheeran’s “Bloodstream” kicks in.



INDIA
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“LEANDRO SILVA CALLED. He sounded on edge, told me not to bother telling you
he called, but I knew you would want to know.”

Sadie’s words ring in my head. They’ve been bothering me ever since she
said them to me yesterday.

I tried calling Leandro back as soon as she gave me the message, but I got
his voice mail. He didn’t call back.

Now, he’s late for his appointment. Forty minutes late.

I’ve been treating him for only a week now—three sessions, four
including his initial session—and so far, he’s talked around everything but
his actual problem, no matter how much I try to steer him to it. I didn’t want
to push him in the initial, I wanted to let him lead the pace, but if he wants to
be back in his racing car by January, then I'm going to have to take some
decisive action and push him forward.

But this, not turning up for his appointment, just isn’t going to cut it.

I tap my fingernails on my desk, debating on what to do. Then, my office
phone rings.

I snatch it up.

“Leandro Silva is here for his appointment,” Sadie says down the line.

I try to ignore the actual level of relief I feel, which is more than I usually
do in these cases. “Send him in.”

Ten seconds later, the door opens, and a disheveled-looking Leandro
walks in my office before closing the door behind him. His clothes are
rumpled, like he slept in them. His overgrown black hair is messy, like he just
fell out of bed and ran his hands through it.



But even still, he looks handsome.

As my eyes move down from his face, I see something red on his shirt,
near the top button.

I immediately think blood. But when I narrow my vision on it, I see it’s
not blood at all.

It’s lipstick. Red lipstick.

I curl my fingers into my palms, nails biting my skin. “Are you okay?” I
ask. My voice sounds tight.

What the hell is wrong with me?

I will myself to relax.

He rolls up his shirtsleeves, revealing strong tanned forearms dusted with
black hairs. “I’m fine.”

He’s hovering by the door he just closed, seemingly unsure of what to do,
so I get up from my desk and move to the seating area.

There’s no apology for his lateness, and I don’t prompt it, no matter how
much I want to.

“Can I get you anything?” I ask before sitting.

“No.”

He still hasn’t sat down.

“Are you going to sit down?”

He glances at the chair like he didn’t even know it was there.

With a nod, he walks over and sits down.

Leaning forward, forearms on his thighs, he clasps his hands together.

That’s when I smell it—alcohol. The smell is strong on him. And I can
smell perfume. Cheap perfume.

They bother me equally in measure.

But I ignore the perfume issue before I start questioning my own issues
with it, and I focus on the alcohol.

“Leandro, I’m going to ask you a question, and I want an honest answer.”

His eyes flicker up to mine.

“Are you drunk right now?” I should have worded that differently. I don’t
know why I seem to keep losing my footing with him.

But I will not treat someone while they’re under the influence of alcohol
or illegal substances.

Annoyance flashes through his eyes, and then they narrow on me. “No.”
His jaw is tight.



“I can smell it on you—the alcohol. I will not treat you while you’re drunk
or high.” I scoot forward in my seat, my back straight, and I’m sitting on the
edge, my hands curling around it.

“I’m not drunk or high,” he grinds out the words. His hands are clasped so
tightly together that his knuckles are white. “If you smell alcohol on me, it’s
because I was drinking last night. Clearly, it was way too much because I
woke up in a hotel room and realized I was late for my appointment with you.
So, I pulled on last night’s clothes because they were all I had to wear, and I
came straight here. I haven’t even showered.”

Yes, I can tell.

I bite my tongue so hard that I’'m pretty sure I draw blood.

I exhale a calming breath. “You could have called and rescheduled your
appointment. It wouldn’t have been a problem.”

My statement seems to throw him. His face blanks, like the thought didn’t
even occur to him.

Then, his expression hardens. “I didn’t want to miss my appointment
today.”

“But it’s okay to be late for it?” I shouldn’t have said that. I don’t know
why I did.

I clear my throat. I go for a change of tactic. “Why didn’t you want to miss
your appointment?”

His eyes move to the wall behind me. He’s silent for a moment. Then, he
looks back to me. “Because I want to get past this. I want to be the man I
used to be.”

“You know that there’s nothing wrong with the man you are now. Barring
your coping mechanisms, the vices, you’re still the same man you were.”

“No, I’'m not.” His voice is a low growl. He looks away.

“Well, Leandro, if you want to change, get back to the man you used to
be, then you need to make the effort here. And this”—I gesture a hand to him
—*“isn’t making the effort.”

His dark eyes flash back to mine. His jaw is tight, looking like it might
shatter. “I came, didn’t I?”

“Yes.” I nod. “But forty minutes late.”

His gaze narrows. Then, he moves his eyes to my empty hands. “Don’t
you need to make notes or something?” He juts his chin in my direction.

“No, I don’t need to make notes. The appointment will be short, as you



have only twenty minutes left. I’ll remember all we talk about in that time.
Don’t worry.”

His brows pull together, a furrow appearing between them. “You’re not
going to see me for the full hour?”

“No, I can’t. I have other patients who have scheduled appointments, who
need my help, too.”

“For fuck’s sake!” he growls. Leaning forward, he rests his elbows on his
thighs and drives his fingers into his black hair.

I let the silence settle between us, leaving him to talk when he’s ready.

“I had a...bad day yesterday.” His voice is low, nearing a whisper.

“Bad in what way?”

He lifts those black eyes to mine, and I see a world of pain in them.

“Bad, as in...I tried to drive my car.”

“And how did that go?”

He lets out a bitter-sounding laugh. “It didn’t. I choked like a little bitch.
Then, I got out of my car and smashed the hell out of her with a baseball bat.”

“How did that make you feel?”

“Smashing my car up? Good, while I was doing it. Then, afterward...I felt
like shit, so I went inside and smashed up all my racing trophies.”

“And did smashing up your trophies make you feel better?”

“No.”

“Why do you think you did it—smashing up your car and trophies?”

“Because I didn’t want constant reminders of who I used to be. And who I
am now.”

He has a clear perception of why he behaves as he does. That gives me a
lot of hope for his recovery.

“And who are you now?”

“A shell of the man I was.” His shoulders drop. “I’m the guy who can’t
face the failure that he is, so I did the same as always whenever I feel like
that. I went out to a bar and got trashed. Then, I woke up in a hotel room with
two women in bed with me and little recollection of the night before.”

Getting up from my seat, I grab my water bottle from my desk. I’'m
covering. It’s really bothering me, knowing that he had sex with not only one
woman, but two.

Why is this affecting me in this way?

It shouldn’t. And it can’t.



I push my feelings aside and sit back down. “Sorry. My throat is dry
today,” I explain in way of my water departure.

He’s closely watching me with those dark eyes of his.

“You’re not a failure, Leandro. You suffered a terrible accident. What
you’re feeling is normal.”

“I don’t...” He blows out a breath. “I don’t feel normal. I feel weak.” His
words are whispered, his voice broken.

I feel his pain wrap around me in a way that I’m not familiar with.

“You’re not weak, Leandro. You’re human.” My voice sounds different,
even to my own ears. I always soften my tone with my patients, but there’s
something else in my voice that I can’t place.

His eyes lift to mine, and something unexpected moves through my chest.

Compassion.

It’s compassion. I feel it all the time for my patients.

Before I can question myself, I quickly glance from him to the clock.

Clearing my throat, I say, “I’m really sorry that I can’t extend our session
right now, but I also don’t want to leave this until our next session. I think
talking more today could really help. Can you come back at six p.m., and
we’ll talk more then? How does that sound to you?”

I see the first flicker of a genuine smile on his face.

“That would be great. Thank you.”

His sincerity touches me like fingers brushing over my skin.

Crap! 1 was supposed to have dinner with Dan after work before his shift
at the hospital. We’ve both been working a lot, and his shifts have meant that
we haven’t been able to see each other much over the last two weeks.

I have to call him and let him know that I’ll be seeing a patient, so I can’t
make it.

“Okay.” I get up from my seat and walk toward the exit door. “So, I’ll see
you back here at six.”

After he walks toward me, I open the door, and Leandro’s arm
accidentally brushes mine. Electricity sparks up my arm with an intensity that
I’ve never felt before. My lungs feel compressed.

Lifting my eyes to his face, I see he’s already looking at me.

His eyes are fathomless. Depthless. Eyes I could fall into.

I feel caught off guard.

My face is warm, and I know my cheeks are red. Catching myself, I look



away and wrap my hand around my arm, willing the feel of his touch to
dissipate.

“Sadie won’t be here when you arrive. She’ll have left for the day, so just
come straight into my office. I’ll be here.” Maintaining professionalism, I
force my eyes back to his.

I can’t get a read on him.

He’s smiling, but what that smile means, I’m not sure.

Does he know he affected me just now?

There’s a dimple etched deep in his cheek. It only works to increase his
handsomeness.

I feel a ripple in my chest.

You’re his therapist.

I take a step back.

“I’ll see you at six, India.” He turns and begins walking down the stairs.

Closing the door, I realize that’s the first time he’s called me by my first
name, and hearing him say it with his sexy Brazilian accent...well, let’s just
say the feeling it leaves me with is amazing.

And that’s not good.

It’s not good at all.
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I FELT SOMETHING when my arm brushed India’s. Something intense.

A simple brush of our arms, and exhilaration rushed through me.

The thing is, when touching women, I haven’t felt anything since the
accident. No connection. Nothing. I fuck to forget, not because I want those
women.

And I'm pretty sure India felt our connection, too. I saw the way her
cheeks flushed and how she curled her hand around her arm where we’d
touched.

I affect her.

I wasn’t sure if I did, but now, I’'m pretty damn sure that I do.

I like her. But I don’t want to fuck this up because I really think she can
help me. After last night, I need her help more than I realized.

It’s almost six p.m., and I’'m on my way back to India’s office.

India. 1 love the sound of her name each time I say it.

And I love how her voice sounds when saying my name.

I wonder how it will sound as it screams from her lips while I’'m fucking
her.

I can’t fuck her.

Balancing the coffees I just picked up from Starbucks with the takeout
sandwiches, I push through the door into her reception area.

It’s empty, as she said it would be.

It’ll be just her and me here. I don’t know if that’s a good idea, to be
honest. I don’t know if I can trust myself not to make a move.

Jesus, I’'m a grown man. I can control myself around her.



I give a knock on her door before letting myself in.

She’s sitting at her desk, talking on the phone. She smiles those red lips at
me, and I feel my cock stir to life.

Down, boy.

The smile still on her face, she lifts a finger, letting me know that she’ll be
a minute.

I give a nod and then put the coffees and the bag containing the
sandwiches down on the table. I take a seat.

“Sounds good. Okay. See you later. Love you.”

Love you?

She’s definitely not married, as there’s no ring.

Does she have a boyfriend?

Of course she has a boyfriend. Look at her.

Hanging up her phone, she gets up from her chair and walks over to where
I’m sitting. She takes her seat across from me. “Sorry about that.”

“No worries. I brought coffee and a couple of sandwiches in case you
haven’t eaten.”

Her eyes flicker with surprise, like I’'m the first guy to ever bring her food.

“I haven’t eaten. That was really thoughtful of you, Leandro. Thank you.
But please let me reimburse you for the coffee and sandwich.”

She makes to get up, but I stop her with my words. “No. My treat.” I wave
her off.

She pauses for a moment and then lowers her butt back into the seat.
“Okay. Thank you.”

Reaching over the coffee table separating us, I hand her one of the coffees,
and in the exchange, I make sure that my fingers brush hers.

Why I do that, I have no clue.

Okay, I do have a clue. I want to see her react to me again.

My eyes search her face for a reaction, but I get nothing this time.

Feeling a bit deflated, I pick up my own coffee and rest back in the chair.

“I got you a black coffee,” I tell her. “I wasn’t sure if you took milk or
sugar.” I reach into my pocket and pull out some tiny milk capsules and sugar
sachets.

“Black is perfect.” She smiles, the cup by her lips. Then, she takes a sip.

She drinks black coffee and wears red lipstick.

She’s fucking perfect.



“So, I was thinking”—she puts the coffee back down—“about how we
should approach your treatment going forward.”

“I’m listening.”

“Well, am I right in thinking that you feel that to get your life back, you
need to be able to race?”

“I don’t feel. I know,” I say with surety.

“Okay. So, of course, you need to talk about the accident, get those
feelings out there for you to deal with them. Clearly, bottling them up isn’t
working for you. I thought, while we’re doing that, we can work on getting
you back in a car.”

All my muscles stiffen up, and she notices.

“Baby steps,” she says softly. “What I mean is, I was thinking we could go
outside, sit in my car, and do our session in there.”

I lift a brow. “Your methods are a little strange. Anyone ever tell you
that?”

“Yes. Right before they tell me that my methods really helped them.”

A smile edges her lips, and it’s sexy as fuck.

“Confident?” I tease.

“Confidence is surety, and I’'m sure this will help.”

“Okay.” I pick up my coffee and get to my feet. “Lead the way.”

I give a sweeping hand gesture as she gets to her feet.

“Let me just grab my car keys,” she says.

I watch her walk away from me, over to her desk, where she leans overs to
retrieve her keys. The fabric of her fitted pencil skirt stretches over her ass.

She has an amazing ass.

God, the things I could do to that ass while she’s bent over that desk.

My cock starts to stir in my pants. I have to quickly rearrange myself
before she turns back around to me.

“Should I bring the sandwiches as well?” I ask.

“Of course.” She smiles up at me, as she bends to retrieve her coffee from
the table.

Snatching up the bag containing the sandwiches, I wait for her to round
the coffee table, then, I follow her out of the office and to her car.
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THE MOMENT WE'RE SEATED IN MY CAR, I wonder if I’ve made a mistake,
putting myself in such close proximity to Leandro.

I can smell the sandalwood in his aftershave along with his own unique
scent, and it’s doing things to me.

The man is like a walking sexual conductor.

It’s unnerving.

Because a man has never affected me in this way before.

I haven’t ever felt as physically attracted to a man as I do Leandro.

I’m his therapist.

The reminder hits me like a blast of cold water in the face, and my libido. I
need to put a stop to my feelings and thoughts—right now.

“Nice car,” he comments from the passenger seat.

“Thank you.”

I have to have a cool car with a car-obsessed son. Jett picked it out. He
saw it at the showroom, and it was love at first sight for him, so of course, I
had to buy it.

There isn’t anything I wouldn’t do for my son, including taking out a
twenty-thousand-pound loan to buy a fifteen-year-old Aston Martin that had
seventy-five-thousand miles on the clock. I have to admit, it is a stunning car
and awesome to drive. I feel like a movie star when I drive it.

I almost tell Leandro that it was Jett who talked me into buying it, but I
stop myself. I don’t share my private life with patients.

“A 2000 Aston Martin DB7 Vantage, right?”

“Right.” I smile. “You seem surprised I have this car.”



He blinks back at me, his shoulder lifting in a half shrug. “I guess I just
expected you to have a...I don’t know, an Audi or a Toyota. This doesn’t fit
with your...image.”

“You mean, the image that you have of me.”

Something passes through his eyes that I can’t discern.

“I guess.” He looks away. “So, are you into cars?”

“No. But someone close to me is. I was talked into buying this. It’s pretty,
and it gets me from A to B, so I’'m happy.” I let out a light laugh.

He laughs, and it’s rich and deep. “That sounds like something I would
expect you, a woman, to say.”

“Well, I’'m glad I tick off at least one of your stereotypical boxes.”

He turns to look at me. His stare is direct and intense. “You tick more than
one box.”

I feel a tremor deep inside. I swallow down.

I tear my eyes from his. “What sandwiches did you bring?”

There’s a slight pause before he answers, “I played it safe.” He reaches
into the bag and pulls them out. “Ham or turkey?”

“Turkey, please.”

He hands it over. I make sure not to touch his fingers, like when he handed
me the coffee earlier. I felt like I had an electrical surge pulsing up my finger.
It took everything in me to maintain my composure.

I unwrap the sandwich and take a bite. I have to hold back a moan. I
haven’t eaten all day, and right now, this sandwich tastes like heaven.

Putting the sandwich on my lap, I pick up my coffee from the cup holder
in my car, and I catch Leandro looking away from me.

Was he watching me?

I scratch the thought from my mind and focus on my job, which is helping
him.

Taking a sip of coffee, I keep the cup in my hand. “How does this feel,
being here in my car?”

“Fine.” He shrugs. “It’s stationary, and I’m in the passenger seat.”

“How is traveling in a car as a passenger? Better or worse?”

Pressing his cup to his lips, he appears to think my question over. “Well, 1
avoid being in cars as much as possible, which is easy while living in the city
since I can travel pretty much anywhere by the Tube. But when I do have to
be a passenger...I’m anxious.”



“Because?”

“I’m not in control.” He takes a breath, setting his coffee on his thigh. His
fingers curl around the cup. “I have to be in control in all aspects of my life.
That’s what frustrates me about all of this.”

“Not being in control?”

“Mmhmm.”

“So, you try to take control back in the only way you can at the moment,
and that’s in a destructive manner in your life.”

I can feel his eyes on me, so I turn in my seat to look at him. It’s important
to maintain eye contact with a patient—only, being in the car isn’t easy.

“You mean, the drinking and the women?”

Lifting a shoulder, I say, “Do you think those are positive things in your
life?”

“I drank and had women before the accident.”

“But I’m guessing, before, you did those things for enjoyment, not to
cover your pain.”

He looks out the window, away from me. “Do you always have to be
right?” His tone is light, so I know I haven’t pushed him too far. He brings
his eyes back to me.

“It’s part of my job,” I say in a teasing manner. “But, in all seriousness,
just because I think something doesn’t make it right. It’s what you think that
counts.”

“I guess.” He takes another sip of coffee.

“So, it’s easier sitting in the passenger seat. If I asked you to sit in the
driver’s seat with the engine off, would that be possible?”

“Do I have a choice?”

There’s no humor in his voice, so I tread back carefully.

“You always have a choice, Leandro,” I say in a soft voice. “Nothing has
to happen that you don’t feel comfortable with. You ever think I’'m pushing
you too hard, tell me. We’ll stop and reevaluate.”

“I was teasing, India, but good to know where you stand. And it’s fine.
Let’s do it. Nothing can happen to me in a parked car, right?”

“Right.” I smile, my eyes meeting with his.

“So...”

“So?”

“Are you going to crawl over my lap to swap seats, or are we getting out



of the car?” He grins at me and my face flushes.

Crawling over his lap...

“We’re getting out of the car.”

We pass at the back of my car, and surprisingly, he’s in the car before me.

I shut my door with a soft clunk. “How does this feel?” I ask him,
assessing his face.

“Fine, I guess. I feel...stupid.”

“Stupid?”

“Yeah.” He rests his forearms on the steering wheel. “I’m a grown-ass
man who needs help getting into a car.”

“No, you’re a grown-ass man recovering from a serious accident that
nearly took your life.” I take a deep breath and go for the plunge with my
assessment. “Leandro, have you heard of post-traumatic stress disorder?”

“Yes. People who come back from war have it.”

“Yes, but it’s not only military personnel who suffer from PTSD. People
who have survived a traumatic experience, like you did, can also suffer from
PTSD.”

He turns his face to me. “You think I have PTSD?” He points a finger at
himself.

“A mild form, yes.”

He faces forward, staring out the windshield. He’s silent for a long time.

“Does knowing that bother you?” I ask breaking the silence. “I’'m not
putting a label on what your issue is, Leandro. I’'m just giving you something
to work from. Understanding your problem is half of the battle to beating it.”

“You sound like a psychology textbook.”

“You read many of them?” I smile.

Meeting my eyes, he returns that smile, and it momentarily lightens his
dark eyes.

“Oh, yes, all the time. I have a stack on my bedside table. Idiot’s Guide to
Psychology.”

“That’s my favorite.”

He laughs. It’s a rich deep sound, and I feel it all the way down to my toes.
I scrunch them up in my shoes.

“Right. Give me your keys.” He thrusts his hand out at me.

“You want my keys?”

“Yes.” His stare on me is direct, but his face is relaxed.



“Why?”

“Because I’'m going to see if I can start this engine without freaking out
like a pussy again.”

“You sure you’re ready for this? It was only last night when you tried—"

“I’m sure.”

His hand is still held out, so I retrieve my keys from my jacket pocket and
hand them to him. It’s impossible to avoid touching him this time, but I make
it quick and brief while ensuring I avoid eye contact with him, so he can’t see
the effect his touch has on me.

Facing forward, he starts to flex his hands out, and he takes a deep breath.

“Just take your time. You feel stressed or panicky at any point, just stop
and take deep breaths.”

“I got this.” He grins at me.

“And don’t worry if you lose it again. I’m insured.”

“Is that an invitation to smash your car up?” He laughs.

“Sure. Why not? It’s about time I got a new one.” My lip lifts at the corner
in a half smile.

He laughs again. I really like hearing him laugh. It makes me feel like
we’re taking positive steps forward, and it’s not at all about the way his laugh
makes me feel inside.

One more deep breath, he punches the key into the ignition and turns it
over without a moment’s hesitation.

I watch his eyes close as my car rumbles to life.

His hands are wrapped around the steering wheel, his knuckles white from
his tight grip.

“How do you feel?” I ask softly.

“Better than I did last night.” He opens one eye and looks at me, a touch of
a smile on his lips.

“Damn, so I won’t get a new car out of this.”

He chuckles, and I can feel the tension already leaving his body.

He closes his eyes again. Hands still on the steering wheel, he rests his
head back against the seat and blows out a breath.

We sit like that for a long moment. Leandro acclimating himself to his
environment. Me watching him, assessing if a panic attack might be about to
happen.

But his breathing seems even, and his grip on the steering wheel has



relaxed a little.

“When I woke up in the hospital, I know I should have felt relieved to be
alive. And I guess a part of me did. But a bigger part of me wished I’d died in
that crash...because I knew, right then and there, that I wouldn’t be able to
get back in a car. And if I wasn’t racing, then I might as well be dead.”
Opening his eyes, he tilts his head my way and stares at me. “I know you
probably don’t understand that, but racing is my whole life. It’s all I ever
wanted to do, all I was ever good at. Losing it...it’s killing me slowly.”

“You’ll get it back,” I tell him with surety. Then, I do something I never,
ever do. I make him a promise. “I’ll help you get it back. I promise you.”
Before I can stop myself, I lay my hand on his arm.

“Thank you.” His words are soft as he looks back out the windshield
where small droplets of rain have started to appear.

And I retract my burning hand, knowing I need to find my professional
balance here.
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MY PHONE BUZZES IN MY POCKET. Pulling it out, I see it’s Carrick.

“I’m in the taxi and on my way. I’m just running late. I had a meeting
earlier at Lissa.” Lissa is my team headquarters. Tilting the phone away from
my mouth, I give the driver the address to the restaurant.

Over this last month, I’ve been working a lot with her at getting used to
being back inside a car. India has been taking me out on drives. First, we
started with me sitting in the back and then moved up to me sitting in the
passenger seat. I haven’t driven yet, but I no longer freak out at being in a car
or the sound of the engine running.

Sounds lame considering what I do for a living, but I have to take it slow.
Those are India’s words. She says if I rush it, I might end up hindering
myself and risk an anxiety attack, taking myself back steps.

I don’t want that.

To a degree, this whole baby-steps shit is frustrating because I want
nothing more than to be able to drive a car. But I trust her, and it’s clearly
working as I don’t feel like I'm going to lose my shit in this taxi right now or
panic like a little bitch when I sit behind the wheel of a car, like I would have
done before she started helping me.

“Just checking that you didn’t forget.” Carrick chuckles.

“Like I would.”

“Yeah, sure. Just like you didn’t forget the last time.”

“I’m never going to live that down, am I?”

I forgot because I was drunk and holed up in some chick’s apartment,
fucking the night away. I’d met her at the supermarket where I was buying a



bottle of whiskey. We’d ended up taking it back to her place, drinking it, and
—well, you know the rest.

I felt like a complete shit because I’d let my friends down.

“No, because Andressa had to explain to the date she brought for you that
you hadn’t stood her up.”

“Because I hadn’t known she was bringing a date for me.”

Even if I’d known she brought me a date, it probably wouldn’t have
changed the way that day and night went. Dates want more than one night.

Then, it dawns on me why he’s actually ringing.

“Please tell me that Andi hasn’t brought another date for me tonight?”

Silence.

And his silence speaks volumes.

“Oh god,” I groan. “She has, hasn’t she?” I groan. “There’s no way you’d
be checking up on me like a woman if she hadn’t. Andi made you call me,
right?”

“Maybe.”

“God, you’re so pussy-whipped.”

“There’s a lot to be said for being whipped.”

“You’re a dick. And if I didn’t platonically love your wife, then I'd be
calling her a pain in my ass right now.”

“She just wants you to be happy.”

“Jesus, why didn’t she learn from the first time she set me up? Dates and
me don’t go together.”

The first dinner we had together when I moved back to London, Andi
brought along a date for me. Her hairdresser. Granted, the date didn’t go too
badly because I ended up taking the hairdresser back to her place and fucking
her. Problem was, that was all it was—a fuck. Sadly, she wanted more and
didn’t take my rejection too well. Andi had to find a new hairdresser.

So, God knows why she’s insistent on constantly trying to set me up with
people she knows.

“You really need to get your woman under control.”

Carrick laughs. “Ha! If it were possible, I’d have done it ages ago. So, can
I tell Andressa that you’ll be here soon and that you’re over the fucking moon
that she’s brought you a date?”

“Is the date hot?”

“If you like that type.”



“What type?”

“Yoga instructors.”

Hmm...

“They’re seriously bendy, right? Then, yeah, tell Andi I’'m over the
fucking moon, and I’m skipping over fucking rainbows that she’s brought
along a yoga instructor as a date for me. I’ll see you in ten, dickface.” Then, I
hang up the phone.

Resting my head back on the seat, I blow out a breath, rubbing my clean-
shaven chin.

I got rid of the beard. I even had my hair cut.

I thought it was about time. And it will show India that I am really trying
to clean myself up.

Okay, so pep talk, Silva...

I will not have sex with the bendy yoga instructor—unless she is absolutely
clear on the fact that it is a one-time thing. Then, fucking her will be fine.

Unless she’s dog ugly, of course.

And 1 will not get drunk. I’ll fuck the bendy yoga instructor because I
actually want to, because there’s chemistry, and not because I am wasted or
want to forget myself in her body.

If only India could hear me now, she’d be so proud. She’d be proud that
I’m not going to screw somebody.

I laugh in my head at that thought.

Since India started treating me, my drinking has slowed down to a stop,
and the random hook-ups are also nonexistent. I haven’t had sex since that
night with those two women that caused me to run late for my appointment
with India the next day.

It’s not been easy, but working on my issues with India is giving me
purpose, something I didn’t have before. My goal is to work toward getting
back in a car, driving it, and then eventually racing.

One step at a time, no matter how long it takes.

Well, aside from being about to enter the last year of my contract. That
kind of puts a time cap on it.

The taxi pulls up outside the restaurant. I pay the driver and climb out.

It’s started to rain, so I quickly make my way inside. The maitre d’
approaches me. She instantly recognizes me. I’ve gotten very familiar with
the look people get in their eyes when they recognize who I am.



“My friends are already here. I’'m joining Carrick Ryan.”

If she recognizes me, then she definitely knows who Carrick is.

“I’1l take you to your table.” She gives me a coquettish smile.

It’s impossible for me not to return it. I’'m a flirty bastard by nature.

As I follow behind the mafitre d’, I check out her ass.

Nice. Curvy. An ass you could grab ahold of while you fucked her.

But it’s nowhere near as good an ass as India’s.

“You’re late,” Andi says as I approach the table, giving me a chastising
look, but there’s a smile on her lips, so I know she’s not as mad as she might
like to make out.

As I reach the table, I let my eyes flicker over to the yoga instructor.

Dark hair. Pretty face. Big tits.

“Sorry.” I lean down and kiss both of Andi’s cheeks. “You look lovely, as
always.”

“Oi, dickface. Hands off my wife.”

“Good to see you, too, Ryan.” I smirk at him.

Grinning at me, he stands, and we do that handshake and half hug that us
men like to do.

“Been a while. You doing okay?” he quietly asks me.

I meet his eyes, giving him a nod. “I’m doing good.”

“Leandro, this is Katrina,” Andi says.

Turning to Katrina, I smile at her, properly looking her over, as I move
around the table where, of course, I’ve been strategically seated next to her.

She has a strappy red dress on, and her ample cleavage is spilling out of it.

I put my hand out to shake hers. “Nice to meet you, Katrina. I’'m
Leandro.”

She slips her hand into mine, and I kiss her cheeks, but I feel nothing. No
spark or connection.

A strange sense of relief settles inside me.

I’m relieved that I don’t have a connection with the hot woman? What the
hell is wrong with me?

India. That’s what’s wrong with me.

She’s the only person I feel that spark with, and she’s the only woman I
can’t have.

Story of my fucking life at the moment.

Every time I touch India, I feel something that I haven’t ever felt with a



woman, even before the accident. Sure, I’ve sparked and connected with
women in the past, but what I feel every time I touch India is pure
exhilaration. Like I’m about to start the greatest race of my life.

“I know who you are. And call me Kat.” She gives me a flirty smile, just
like the matitre d’ did moments before.

“What can I get you to drink?” a waitress asks, appearing at our table.

I glance at the table and see what everyone’s drinking. Carrick’s on the
whiskey, like usual, Andi has a beer, and Katrina has a glass of red wine.

I want to keep my mind clear tonight, so I’'m not going to drink. “I’ll just
have a lemonade with a slice of lime.”

“Are you driving tonight?” Kat asks me.

“No.” I pretend not to see the smile on Andi’s face. I know she thinks I
drink too much.

I did drink too much.

Kat turns in her seat to me, pressing her knee right up against my thigh.
“So, why aren’t you drinking?” she asks, like it’s a given that I should be
drinking. That’s probably because of what she’s read and heard about me
recently.

Something uncomfortable moves in my chest.

“I just like to keep a clear mind when in the company of such beautiful
women.” I turn my charm on to stop her from asking any more questions that
I’m not in the mood to answer.

“What’s everyone having?” Andi says, opening her menu.

I flicker an appreciative look to her, to which she smiles.

I’m not an alcoholic because coming off the drink hasn’t been too hard.
But I was using it as a crutch, and until I know I can drink for the enjoyment
again, I’m staying off it. I just don’t want to have to explain myself to a
complete stranger.

I open my menu, noting the fact that Kat hasn’t moved her leg from
against mine. Then, I see her hand drop into her lap, and she starts to inch it
toward my leg.

Okay. She moves fast.

Not that I have a problem with fast. I’m just not going to go there with her.

No chemistry, no fucking.

Her fingertips have just made it to my thigh when the waitress returns with
my drink, so Kat retracts her hand, placing it on the table.



When I lift my eyes, I catch Carrick grinning at me.

I give him a fuck-off look, to which he chuckles.

“I’ve decided.” Carrick slaps his menu shut. “What are you having, babe?”
he asks Andi.

“I can’t decide.”

“What about the veal?”

Smiling, she shakes her head, and he laughs, clearly sharing a private joke.
Taking her hand in his, he kisses it.

I feel a small pang in my chest at the realization that I might never have
that with someone.

“Hey, Carrick, look. Dr. Harris is here.”

Andi’s words have my eyes snapping up from the table.

Turning his head in the direction where Andi is looking, Carrick says,
“Oh, yeah.”

My eyes search her out, but a pillar is blocking my view, and I can’t see
her from where I’'m seated.

“Who’s Dr. Harris?” Kat asks.

“She’s my therapist,” Andi answers with ease.

The Andi before India would have had a problem answering that question.
She was secretive and kept things to herself—her words, not mine—but since
India has being treating her, Andi is more open, less afraid to tell people
things about herself.

“I’ve had—sometimes still have—worries over Carrick’s racing, and she’s
helps me deal with it,” Andi explains to Kat.

I slide a glance at Carrick, and the fucker is grinning at me.

I know it’s not because he’ll say anything about me seeing India, and
neither will Andi.

Then, about two seconds later, I see the reason for his grin when India
comes into view, and so does the man she’s with.

She’s on a date?

I feel like I’ve just been punched in the chest.

Is this the guy she was on the phone with the other week? The one she
said, “I love you,” to?

The guy looks like a dick. Sure, I can’t see him properly from here, but
he’s definitely not good enough for her.

No man could be.



She’s amazing.

And she looks beautiful tonight. She always looks gorgeous, but tonight,
seeing her out of her work clothes, makes her look different.

Her hair is down, like usual, the blonde ends brushing her shoulders, and
her lips are painted red.

But she’s wearing a pretty white dress. It’s fitted over the bust and waist
and flares out at the bottom.

She looks like a fucking angel.

“I’m gonna go over and say hello.” Andi rises from her seat.

I watch as she walks over to India. I see the real smile that India gives
Andi and feel the envy at the hug she receives from India. And I stare
unabashed as India introduces Andi to the dickhead she’s with.

I sip my lemonade as Andi turns, pointing to where we’re sitting. India’s
blue eyes meet with me, and I feel a jolt go down my spine, careening
straight for my dick.

Andi says something to her, and then they’re moving toward us.

How do I handle this?

Do I pretend not to know her?

I don’t want Kat to know I’m seeing a therapist. I don’t know the chick,
and she could tell someone or sell it to the press. I don’t want that shit
spattered all over the news.

Leandro Silva Seeing a Shrink.

Yeah, no, thanks.

Then, India’s standing by our table with the dickhead, and all rational
thought leaves my mind.

I have to force myself not to stare. So, I give the dickhead a quick once-
over.

Gray suit. Floppy blond hair. He looks like he just fell out of a Hugh Grant
movie.

Prick.

“Dr. Harris, it’s nice to see you again.” Carrick is on his feet, greeting her.

He kisses her cheek, and I feel the urge to punch him.

“I’m still just India.” She laughs.

The sound greets my dick like a sweet kiss from her red lips.

“Yeah, never could get used to calling you by your first name.”

I decide to take decisive action—or should I call it, playing games?



Standing from the table, I reach a hand over it and say to India, “Leandro
Silva. Nice to meet you.”

As she brings her eyes to mine, there’s no flicker of surprise, so maybe she
expected me to act like I didn’t know her.

It kind of pisses me off that she was expecting it.

She slides her hand into mine, and I feel like she’s burned me.

“India Harris. It’s nice to meet you, Leandro.”

Our eyes lock.

She looks away first and looks straight at Kat.

Is that jealousy or disapproval in her eyes?

I hope for jealousy.

Her lips press together, the way they do when I tell her about something or
someone I’ve done that she thinks is a bad choice for me.

Definitely disapproval then.

The knowledge bothers the fuck out of me.

A hand in Kat’s direction, I say to India, “This is Kat—" Fuck, I don’t
know her surname.

“Kat Whisker.” She stands up beside me, reaching a hand out to India.

Kat Whisker?

I have to hold back a laugh, and it’s hard going. I can see that India has
humor dancing in her eyes.

She would never laugh though. She’s too kind to laugh at someone in that
way.

Carrick’s not so obvious or kind because the bastard laughs, which he
quickly turns into a cough. Andi shoots a look at him.

Kat doesn’t seem to notice as she’s too busy eyeing India while shaking
her hand.

“This is Dr. Daniel Walker,” India introduces the prick to everyone.

And, of course, he’s a doctor. I bet the asshole works with sick kids or
something.

“Please, just call me Dan.”

He smiles at us, and I want to punch him.

“Dan’s an ER doctor,” India tells us. She sounds proud.

I feel a stab of jealousy, which is ridiculous.

Why would I be jealous?

“An ER doctor with a rare night off.” He smiles at India, his hand moving



to rest on her lower back.

Now, all I can think about it ripping his hand off the small of her back and
crushing it until he gets the message never to touch her again.

“Leandro’s a Formula One driver, like Carrick.” Kat slips her hand
through my arm, curling her fingers over my bicep. “I’m sure you must have
heard of him.”

“Leandro Silva, of course.” Dan clicks his fingers. He turns to Carrick.
“And you’re Carrick Ryan. Great to meet you both. I don’t get a chance to
watch much racing, but when I do, you two are always my firm favorites.”

Ass-licker.

He shakes my hand first. I make sure to give a firm squeeze. If he notices,
he doesn’t let on.

“Well, we should leave you to it and get to our table.” India indicates to
the waitress, who’s been hovering this whole time.

“Why don’t you join us?” Andi says.

I feel Kat’s hand tighten on my arm.

“That’d be okay, wouldn’t it?” Andi asks the waitress. She looks back to
India. “If you want to join us, of course.”

India looks to Dan.

He smiles. “Of course. As long as you don’t mind us crashing your party.”

I feel like raising my hand and saying that I mind.

I mind a fucking lot.

I don’t want to sit here and watch them fawn all over each other. Not that
there’s been much fawning.

“Of course not,” the waitress replies.

Clicking her fingers, she gets the attention of a waiter, who brings over
two more chairs and two place settings for them.

By now, I’ve managed to extract Kat’s hand from my arm, and I’'m sitting
back in my seat.

We’ve all had to move around a bit, so Kat is practically sitting on my lap,
and somehow, India has ended up in the chair next to me.

Well, this is going to be a fun night.

How the fuck did I end up on a couples night with my shrink?

Maybe I should have that drink now.
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I KNEW I SHOULD HAVE WRITTEN THIS NIGHT OFF.

First, my car broke down on my way out shopping to buy a new pair of
stockings, as I hadn’t realized I had run out, and I was stuck waiting for the
RAC to come fix my car. They couldn’t, so it’s currently at the garage.

Then, my heel snapped while I was at the shop, buying the stockings, so I
had to go and buy a new pair of shoes. That wasn’t too bad, as I ended up
also buying the ones I’m wearing now as well as the new dress I’'m wearing.

Then, after getting caught in the rain and having to hail a taxi home, I"'d
just run a bath when a patient called. Of course I took the call, and by the
time I was done, my bath was cold. So, I had to take a shower.

Then, my hair straightener wouldn’t work, and to round it off, I broke my
favorite lipstick.

It’s been a shithole of a day, so of course, I would see Leandro Silva here
on a date.

It’s good that he’s dating, and he’s clearly not drinking, judging from the
lemonade he just ordered.

But his date is a bit handsy. I have a full show of her hand on his thigh,
inching its way up. He has to keep stopping when she gets too high. Really,
he should just tell her to knock it off. I mean, of course, it’s not bothering me.
I just don’t think you should grope someone in public at dinner.

An image of Leandro’s hand sliding up my thigh flashes through my
mind, and I feel myself grow hot.

I take a drink of my wine to cool off.

Just focus on your food and the pleasant conversation and Dan sitting next



to me.

Not the man on my left.

Or his handsy date.

Kat Whisker.

The laugh I held back earlier slips out, which I quickly cover with a
cough. Dan glances at me and then goes back to talking to Carrick.

I can feel Leandro’s eyes on me, but I won’t look at him.

But then again, maybe not looking at him is even more obvious.

I’1l just casually look at him, like a normal person would.

I glance in his direction to find him already staring at me.

Why is he staring at me? And why do I have to find him so damn
attractive?

It’s not helping that he’s all looking seriously dapper, and his beard is
gone.

I wonder if he shaved his beard off for his date with handsy Kat.

It’s not like I can even ask him. He made it clear that he doesn’t want
people to know we know each other. That’s understandable. I am his
therapist after all, and Leandro has a public persona to keep up even if it has
been sketchy as of late.

I smile at him and try to think of something that a person who doesn’t
know him would say. “How’s your dinner?”

Wow, that was awesome, India.

A grin edges his lips. “It’s okay. The steak is a bit overdone for my liking.
I prefer it rare.” His eyes flash with the emphasis on the last word.

Okay. Deep breath. 1 take another sip of my wine.

“How’s yours?” His deep accented voice seems closer.

As I turn my head, I see that he’s leaning in my direction.

I glance down at my salmon, which I’ve hardly touched. “It’s good.”

When I meet his eyes again, he’s smiling at me.

My ear pricks up when I hear Dan ask Carrick, “So, how do you guys
know India?”

I glance at Andi, gauging her response. She has loosened up so much since
I first met her. She’s more open, but whether she’ll want Dan to know I was
treating her is another story.

“India helped me deal with some issues I had with Carrick’s racing.”

Okay, she’s fine with it, which is good.



I smile at her.

“So, is she as good as they say?”

“Better,” Leandro says, surprising me.

The whole table turns to him.

His face doesn’t even flicker. “Andi raved about her, and the change in her
was noticeable, even to me.”

I give Andi a warm smile.

“So, have you used your connections to take Jett to the Prix?” Dan says
jovially. He knows what a Formula 1 nut Jett is.

“Who’s Jett?” That’s Leandro again.

“India’s son,” Dan answers casually.

He doesn’t know that Leandro is a patient.

I don’t discuss my private life with my patients.

I can feel my face heating.

“I didn’t realize you had a son,” Andi says.

“India’s fiercely protective of him,” Dan comments. “I haven’t even met
him, and we’ve been dating for two months.”

I can hear the issue in his voice, and it makes me uncomfortable.

I know it bothers Dan that he hasn’t met Jett yet, but I don’t introduce men
to my son, not unless I’'m serious about them. And I haven’t been serious
about anyone ever before. So, introducing someone to Jett would mean I
really see a future with the guy, and I’m not sure if Dan is that person.

“How old is your son?” Andi asks with a lift to her voice. Probably to take
away from the discomfort of Dan’s comment.

I try to curb my need to protect my life from people. “He’s twelve.”

“Twelve?” Leandro exclaims from beside me.

I know for a fact that my cheeks are bright red right now.

I really want to kick Dan in the shin, hard, for bringing Jett up.

“What I mean is, you don’t look old enough to have a twelve-year-old,”
Leandro says, his voice sounding different.

I swallow past a breath. “I was young when I had him.” I force bright into
my voice and my eyes to look at him.

What I see staring back makes my breath catch and sends shivers hurtling
through my body, all the way down to my toes.

The way he’s looking at me is like he’s seeing me in a whole new light.

Not just as his therapist, but as a woman.



And it thrills me to my very core.

e

“I can’t believe you never told me that you know Carrick Ryan.”

We’re outside my front door, and Dan has his arms around me.

He’s driven me home from dinner. Andi was trying to talk us into drinks
afterward, but in all honesty, I didn’t want to hang around and watch Kat feel
up Leandro.

It was bugging me.

It shouldn’t have because I’m seeing Dan, and I’'m Leandro’s therapist.
But I don’t lie to myself, and being attracted to the guy is a problem.

One that I need to control.

Because I can’t stop treating him.

I should. Finding a patient attractive is never a good thing. But I’ve never
found myself in this situation before.

What reason would I give to stop treating him?

Oh, I kind of find you insanely attractive, so I can’t treat you anymore.

I don’t think so.

I just need to pull up my big girl panties and repeatedly remind myself that
he’s my patient.

And I’m also in Dan’s arms right now, arguing with myself over another
man.

I’m scoring major points tonight.

Right, no more Leandro thoughts.

“Andi’s a patient, and I only know Carrick through her. And you’re not a
big Formula One fan, so I didn’t think it’d matter if I told you or not.”

“It doesn’t.” He brushes my nose with his. “But the guy is a legend, as is
Leandro Silva. Though I hear he’s not racing anymore after his accident.”

“Hmm...”

“So, dinner was nice.”

“It was.”

He brushes his lips over mine in that soft way of his.

It’s nice. Just, sometimes, I wish he’d go wild with me. Push me up



against the door and ravage me.

Not kiss me like he thinks I’m going to break.

Feeling oddly frustrated, I deepen the kiss, slipping my tongue into his
mouth. Pressing my body up against his, I moan into his mouth.

His fingers gently slide into my hair.

But I don’t want him to be gentle.

I push him up against the outside wall of my house. Splaying my hands on
his chest, I kiss him harder. Nipping his lip with my teeth, I let my hand
lower to his erection that’s digging into my hip. I start to rub him through the
fabric.

Then, I lower the zipper of his trousers, but he catches my hand, stopping
me.

“India.”

Embarrassment floods my face at his blatant rejection. I pull my hand
away and take a step back from him, looking at anything but him. “God, I’'m
so sorry.”

I don’t know why I did that. We haven’t even had sex yet. I wanted to take
it slow, and it’s been a long time since I’ve had sex with any man.

What was I planning on doing? Have sex with him in my doorway?

It’s not like I’d take him inside and have sex with him while my son is
sleeping in the next room, and my brother is down the hall. Then, there’s the
fact that Jett hasn’t met him, and Kit has met him only once.

What has gotten into me?

“I should go inside.” My eyes are currently on my feet, which start to
move toward my front door.

“No, India, wait.” He catches my arm, pulling me back to him.

He slides his hands around my waist. I reluctantly look him in the face.

“I’m sorry,” he says earnestly. “You just caught me off guard. I guess I
wasn’t expecting it. We haven’t had sex, and you haven’t made any move in
that direction until now.”

I stare down at my feet, unable to look at him a moment longer. “I guess...
I just got caught up in the moment.”

“India, look at me, please.”

Reluctantly, I lift my eyes to his.

His hand cups my cheek, caressing it with his thumb. “I like that you got
caught up in the moment, and I’m more than happy to move on to that next



stage of our relationship, but only if you’re really ready.”

“I don’t know. I guess...maybe.” I shrug.

For an educated woman, I’m just full of articulation tonight, aren’t I?

“India, I want what you want. There’s no pressure here.”

Frustration builds in my mind, buzzing in my ears, and I instantly see my
problem here.

I want him to want what he wants. Not want what I want. I need him to be
more assertive. Tell me that he wants me, and the rest be damned. Press me
up against this wall, and kiss the hell out of me. Tell me how much he needs
to be inside me. That he can’t breathe without me.

I need passion from him.

I bet Leandro isn’t this considerate or gentle with the women he has sex
with. I bet he’s full of passion. I bet he just tells them straight that he wants
them.

Not that I’d want to be one of Leandro’s one-night conquests. Like Kat
bloody Whisker.

Ugh! Shit! Fuckity fuck, I’'m bringing Leandro into this again!

No more Leandro thoughts.

“Just...think about it, and let me know, okay?” Dan says.

I have to bite back my frustration. “Yeah, sure.”

He gently presses his lips to mine. I quickly break away, not wanting to
kiss him right now, and I step toward the door, getting my keys from my
clutch.

“I’ll call you tomorrow,” he says.

“Speak to you then.”

I close the door behind me and lock it. Then, I lean up against it, my heart
beating hard in my chest, and I know it’s not beating that way because of
Dan, but because of thoughts of a certain Brazilian race car driver.
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WALKING TOWARD THE TUBE STATION, my head is completely up my ass. I just
had a meeting with the team bosses at some fancy restaurant where the dishes
were so small I came out still hungry.

The meeting was pointless because I had nothing new to tell them.

I’m still in therapy, and I'm still not driving yet.

They said the same as before. I don’t return next year, and I’'m out.

I can’t be pissed at them. They’re running a business and currently paying
for a driver who doesn’t drive.

If anything, they’re being good to me. I know it’s out of loyalty and
respect. But that can only go so far.

I’m well aware that the season is fast approaching. It’s the end of
November. Racing season starts in March.

I need to be back in my car and soon, or my career will be over for good.

A flash of blonde hair catches my attention. It instantly makes me think of
India.

Not that that’s a rarity at the moment. Currently, she’s all I think about.

Seeing her last night with the prick she’s dating drove me insane. It took
everything in me not to reach over and strangle the guy.

Knowing he gets to put his hands on her...

I clench my fists at the thought.

Seriously though, what does she see in the guy? Sure, he’s a doctor, but
he’s boring as hell.

I was just glad to be seated away from him, so I didn’t have to make
conversation with the tool. Though it was fun to watch Carrick being tortured



from having to listen to him.

That’s what he gets for being complicit in setting me up with Kat.

Jesus, that woman was like an octopus. Her hands were everywhere.

Don’t get me wrong. I don’t mind having my junk felt up but not in full
view of everyone—especially not when the one woman I do actually want to
have her hand on my cock is sitting next to me.

After last night, if it hadn’t been clear to me before, then it was abundantly
clear to me then that I want to have sex with India.

Repeatedly.

I just need to figure out how to make that happen and how to make Dan
the dickhead, disappear.

God, I can’t believe she’s dating that boring asshole. I don’t care that he’s
a doctor, and he saves lives. She deserves better than him.

You?

No. She deserves better than me, but I’'m a selfish bastard, and when I
want something, I take it.

I push open the door to the Tube station, and I walk straight into India—
literally.

“Oops. Sorry,” she says.

She has her eyes down, hand searching in her bag. When she lifts her eyes
to me, I see the surprise flicker through them.

Then, she smiles widely. “Leandro.”

My eyes quickly graze over her body. She’s dressed down in skinny jeans
and a T-shirt with a fitted black leather jacket. It makes her look younger.

And my cock instantly stands to attention.

I step a little closer, getting into her space. “India. Last night, and now,
this morning. If I didn’t know better, I would think the universe is trying to
put us together.”

Her eyes flicker nervously to the side. Following her gaze, I see a boy
standing beside her, curiously looking at me.

I immediately know it’s her son. He has the exact same blue eyes as her.

She clears her throat, in that way she does when she’s uncomfortable. It’s
surprising how quickly I’ve become accustomed to her little ways.

“Leandro, this is my son, Jett.” She takes a step away from me, revealing
more of him.

I remember her saying last night that he’s twelve. This kid is tall for his



age. I’m six foot, and he’s only about half a foot shorter than me.

His head tilts to the side, his eyes sparking with excitement.

“You’re Leandro Silva.” He sounds flabbergasted.

She said he’s a big Formula 1 fan.

“I am.” I smile.

“Holy crap!” He flicks his eyes to India. “You know Leandro Silva? How
do you know Leandro Silva? And why didn’t you tell me that you know
Leandro Silva?” The kid’s voice is raising a decibel higher. He might be tall,
but his voice hasn’t broken yet, and his high pitch is raising some attention.

I pull the ball cap I’'m wearing down lower over my eyes. I don’t mind a
little attention, but right now, I don’t want people intruding while I have her
here.

“Jett, please don’t say crap. And could you lower your voice a little?
People are starting to stare.” India laughs softly.

His eyes scan quickly around. “Sorry.” His eyes come back to me. “I’'m
just a huge fan. Huge.” He emphasizes with his hands.

“It’s okay.” I smile at him again.

I glance back to India. She’s chewing on her lip, looking a little more than
disconcerted.

Yes, it turns me on. Her lip-chewing and nervousness are doing it for me.
But then again, pretty much everything she does turns me on.

We’re in this awkward pause where none of us knows quite exactly what
to say. Jett is staring at me in awe, and his mouth keeps opening and closing
like he has a hundred questions to ask but no clue where to start.

I decide to fill the gap.

“Did you take the Tube?” That is clearly the dumbest thing I could ask,
considering they were exiting the station.

Smooth, Silva, real smooth.

A smile spreads onto India’s face. “My car is in the garage,” she tells me.
“So, we’re slaves to public transport.”

Another awkward pause.

Putting her hand on Jett’s arm, she says, “Well, we should get going—”

“No!” Jett says loudly. His face instantly goes bright red. “I mean, we’re
going for coffee. Well, I’'m having hot chocolate ’cause I’m clearly too young
for coffee. But do you want to come with us and have coffee? Or tea? Hot
chocolate? Whatever you drink really...” He trails off, looking



uncomfortable.

Chuckling, I part my lips to speak, but I don’t get a chance.

“I’m sure Leandro has better things to do than have coffee with us, Jett.”

Do I?

I glance at her. There’s something in her eyes that I can’t quite discern, but
it looks an awful lot like uncertainty.

I look back to Jett and smile. “Actually, I can’t think of anything I’d rather
do right now.”

Okay, I’m turning the charm on, but I do actually mean that. There’s
nowhere else I’d rather be right now than with her. And meeting her kid is an
added bonus.

I slide my eyes back to India, locking them with hers. “I’d love to have
coffee with you.”

A smile warms her eyes.

“We were just going to Starbucks. Is that okay with you?”

Anywhere with you, is okay with me. “Perfect.”

I walk with them toward Starbucks. India begins walking in front of us
while Jett is talking incessantly to me about my past races. I listen to him
talk, answer his questions, and force myself not to stare at India’s
magnificent ass in those tight jeans. Seems like it’d be disrespectful to ogle
her in front of her kid.

Stepping in front when we reach Starbucks, I open the door for her.

“Thanks.” She doesn’t meet my eyes when she speaks, but I see the flush
on her face.

Jett walks through, still talking to me about racing, and I follow him in.

“You two take a seat. I’ll go get the drinks,” I tell them. “Hot chocolate for
you, Jett?” I check. “And a black coffee for you, India?”

“You know how my mum takes her coffee?” Jett’s voice punches through
the air.

And I see the smile on India’s face freeze.

When I look at Jett, I see he’s got a big-ass grin on his face.

Kid is quick.

But I’m quicker.

“I brought her coffee once. It stuck with me. I have a great memory.” I tap
a finger to my head. “You want anything to go with that hot chocolate?”

Glancing past me at the food on display, he says, “A blueberry muffin



would be great, please.”

“We’ll go find somewhere to sit,” India says, still looking a little flustered.

I join the small queue, watching when they take a seat at the back of the
coffee shop.

I place the order, getting myself a black coffee, and try to ignore the stare
from the server, hoping she doesn’t recognize me.

I manage to get my order without issue, and I carry everything over to the
table. Putting the tray down, I hand Jett his drink and muffin.

“Thanks,” he mumbles. Instantly, he takes a bite of muffin.

“Thank you.” India smiles at me as I put her coffee on the table in front of
her.

She wraps her hands around the cup, like she needs the warmth.

“So, Mum says she met you at dinner last night. You were there with a
patient of hers who is a friend of yours.”

I slide my eyes to India before looking back to Jett. I nod and say, “I was.”

“Is it another Formula One driver?”

“Jett!” she chastises lightly in only that way a mother can.

I laugh at his directness.

“Stop prying,” she says to him.

“You don’t ask, you don’t find out.” He shrugs, taking another bite of his
muffin.

“Jett has got a point,” I say, which earns me a frown from India, causing
me to chuckle. “And it would be wrong of me to talk about it as it’s my
friend’s private business,” I tell Jett. “But to answer your question, no, she is
not a driver.”

“She? Someone you’re dating then?”

“Jett!” India’s voice is louder now, and she’s red in the face.

It makes me laugh again. I love to see her flustered.

“I’m so sorry,” India says to me. “He’s not usually this nosy.”

“Yes, I am,” Jett replies.

India shoots a look at him.

I’m still laughing.

I like this kid.

“No, I’'m not dating her. She’s married to my friend,” I answer.

“And that’s enough of those questions,” India cuts him off when he opens
his mouth again.



“Fine,” he huffs, turning in his seat to look at her. “But I have to ask
because you don’t tell me anything—Ilike the fact that you met Leandro Silva
last night.”

“I’ve hardly had the chance,” she responds, sounding exasperated. “You
were sleeping when I got home.”

“You couldn’t have told me at breakfast?”

I’m watching them with fascination. India is always so calm and in control
in our sessions, but right now, she’s at the mercy of her twelve-year-old kid,
who’s close to breaking her in front of my eyes.

I’m tempted to ask him his secret on how to do it.

“Okay!” She throws her hands up in the air. “Fine. I’'m sorry, Jett. I could
have told you this morning.”

“Notice that she said could, not should,” he says to me, grinning.

He clearly loves winding her up.

India makes a frustrated sound before picking up her coffee, and she
blows on it, like she always does before taking a sip.

“I’m just teasing, Mum.” He nudges her shoulder with his.

“You were driving me nuts is what you were doing.” She chuckles good-
naturedly.

“So”—Jett turns his full attention back to me—*“you bought Mum coffee
at dinner?”

“What?”

“You met at dinner last night, but you said you knew how she took her
coffee ’cause you’d gotten it once for her.”

Shit.

This kid is way too observant. He doesn’t miss a trick. I’d be impressed—
if it wasn’t me he was currently putting on the spot.

“After dinner,” India chimes in. “There was no coffee at the restaurant, so
we all went to a coffee shop, and Leandro bought my coffee.”

“Why didn’t Dr. Dull get you the coffee?”

I almost choke on my own coffee. Dr. Dull? I knew I liked this kid.

“Jett! I really wish you wouldn’t call him that. I swear to God, Kit...” she
mutters.

Who’s Kit?

Jett must read my mind because he says, “Kit’s my uncle, Mum’s twin
brother. He calls Dan, Dr. Dull, and Mum hates it.”



“I can see why.”

And I mean her brother naming Dan, Dr. Dull. It couldn’t be more fitting.

I think I’'m going to like her brother as well.

India’s eyes hit mine, her brows rising, and I don’t elaborate on my
meaning of what I just said.

“So, you like racing?” I say to Jett, turning my attention to him.

“I love it.”

“Just Formula One or any kind of racing?”

“Formula One mainly, but I like karting, too.”

“Have you ever been to the Prix?”

“No.” He gives a sad shake of his head. “Mum says the tickets are too
expensive.”

“They are too expensive.” I smile lightly, sliding my eyes to hers, and I
catch her looking at me with a weird expression on her face.

“Well, I can get you tickets to the Prix at Silverstone—"

“Yes!” He excitedly bangs his hands on the table.

“But only if it’s okay with your mother.”

Turning to India, he gives her an expectant look.

She lets out a breath. “It’s okay with me.” She raises her hands in defeat,
but she has a smile on her face.

I like seeing her smile, and making her son happy has to score me some
brownie points. Then, an idea comes to me.

“I was just thinking...as the Prix is a long ways off—and again, only as
long as your mom is okay with it—I’m attending a Karting Championship
tomorrow. I have to present an award, a favor for a friend. You’re both more
than welcome to come along.”

“Are you serious?” Jett’s eyes nearly bug out of his head.

“I’m serious.” I smile.

“Mum?” He gives her another expectant look.

Looking at me, she shakes her head, but I know she’s not mad as a smile
teases her lips.

“Tomorrow where?” she asks me.

“Shenington Airfield in Banbury. About an hour’s drive away.”

“Can we go? Please! Please!” Jett pleads, his hands pressed together in
front of him.

She stares at him for a long moment. I can see her mind working.



“I don’t know, honey. I don’t have my car, and Kit’s working tomorrow,
so I can’t borrow his—"

“You don’t need your car. I’ll take you both.”

“You’re driving there?” she asks, her voice careful.

Always the therapist.

“I have a driver taking me. I’'m rich and lazy.” I give a laugh, but it sounds
weak even to my own ears.

Of course she knows why I’m not driving, but I don’t want to look lame in
front of her son.

But then, he’s a Formula 1 fan, so he’s probably heard stories about me.

“If I were you, I wouldn’t drive myself around either,” Jett says, leaning
back in his chair. “I’d have a chauffeur and save my driving for the tracks.”

He’s either oblivious or a good kid.

Going by who his mother is, I’'m going to go with good kid.

Sitting forward, he wraps his arm around her shoulders. “So, can we go,
Mum? Please...”

She looks at me, and I shrug my shoulders, smiling. Leaning back in my
chair, I grab my coffee and take a sip.

Releasing her, he says, “You have to say yes as this will be the biggest
thing to ever happen to me in my life. And do you know how many levels of
cool I’ll climb at school if I say I spent the day with Leandro Silva?”

“Are you sure it’ll be no trouble?” India asks me.

A day spent with you?

“No trouble at all.”

“So, is that a yes?” Jett checks with India.

“It’s a yes.”

“Yes!” He fist-bumps the air before planting a kiss on India’s cheek.

Then, he’s on his phone, probably texting his friends or updating his
Facebook status.

I glance at India and find her already watching me.

Thank you, she mouths to me.

It gives me this warm feeling in my chest, like it’s something secret she’s
giving just to me.

You’re welcome, I mouth back.
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THIS IS A BAD IDEA.

I really shouldn’t be here, but it’s not like I could say no when Leandro
Silva, one of Jett’s heroes, was there, offering him tickets to go watch a
karting championship race. Jett’s face was all lit up, and I would be Devil
Mother if I’d said no, but I would be Mother of the Year if I said yes. Who
could turn down the chance to be Mother of the Year, right?

And it’s not like I could explain to Jett that it would be unethical of me to
take the tickets and spend the day with Leandro because he’s my patient.

But then, technically, I didn’t take the tickets. Jett did. Leandro gave them
to him, and Jett gave the spare ticket to me.

So, that’s my rationalization on the situation, and I’m sticking with it.

How I ended up in the back of the car with Leandro and Jett in the front
with the driver and with control of the stereo though is beyond me.

But I really need to put my work head on because Leandro is being even
more charming than usual, and he looks so bloody hot in his jeans and black
shirt. And those depthless eyes of his every time they meet with mine...I
swear, they are sucking me in. And his accent...sweet baby Jesus, his accent.
I feel the need to cross my legs every time he speaks in general, but sitting
here with him, isolated in the back of this car because Jett put up the bloody
privacy glass, without my work head on...it’s not good.

And so very good.

I need to say something to fill the quiet tension.

“Thank you for inviting Jett today,” I say. It was the only thing I could
think of to say.



“You already said that. Five minutes ago. And when I first picked you
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“Did 1?7

I make the mistake of looking at him.

Fly trapped in web.

“You did.” His voice is soft and alluring.

I have to force myself to look away. I fix my gaze on the scenery outside
my window.

“India, are you okay? You seem nervous.”

My eyes swing back to him. “Nervous? I’m not nervous.” My voice comes
out high-pitched and saying, I’m totally nervous.

“No?” He tilts his head to the side, and some of those soft black strands
fall into his eyes.

My fingers itch to brush them away. Maybe run into his hair and feel it,
see if it’s as soft as I think it will be.

I’m his therapist. And I’'m dating Dan.

I sit on my hands. “Okay, maybe I’m a little nervous.”

“Why?” He moistens his lips with his tongue.

If I didn’t know better, I’d think he did that to torture me.

Finding my mouth dry, I lick my own lips for moisture. “Because...I’m
your therapist.” I lower my voice to a whisper even though I know Jett can’t
hear me up front.

“And?”

“And...” I frown. “It’s unethical of me to be socializing with you.”

“It’s unethical of you to spend time with me?”

“In a non-therapist-patient capacity, yes.”

“And that’s the only reason you’re nervous right now?” His eyes bore into
mine.

No, it’s not the only reason. I'm mostly nervous because I have the
strongest urge to kiss you right now and find out if you taste as amazing as I
think you will. And if Jett weren’t sitting in the front of this car right now, I’d
have a hard time stopping myself from doing so.

Jesus, what is wrong with me? Why can I control my thoughts while with
him at the office but not here?

“Of course it is. What other reason would there be?” I have to force my
voice to sound even, and it’s seriously hard going.

up.



“No reason.” He looks away from me.

I stare down at my hands.

From the moment he met me, I’ve seen Leandro look at me in a sexual
way, but I know that’s because he uses sex as a defense mechanism.

He looked at me the way he would any other woman he deemed attractive
—as a temporary means of escapism.

But, lately, the way he’s been looking at me is different.

I don’t know how to explain it, but he’s no longer looking at me like I’'m
just another object for him to screw.

He’s looking at me like he actually wants me.

And it scares the crap out of me.

Because I want him, too.

“So, why don’t you treat this like a therapy session, if it’s bothering you so
much?” His words come from nowhere, and his tone is biting. He sounds
pissed off. “I can talk to you about the usual shit—you know, how my life
sucks—if that’ll make you feel better about being here with me.”

“You’re blowing it out of context, Leandro.”

“Am I, Dr. Harris?”

Not since out first initial meeting has he called me Dr. Harris. He always
calls me India.

And hearing him calling me Dr. Harris scratches over my skin like
unwelcome nails.

“You said being here with me is unethical, so I’'m trying to make it ethical
for you.”

I blow out a breath. “What do you want me to say?”

“Isn’t that usually my line?”

“Jesus, Leandro!” I snap, my anger getting the better of me. “What is it
that you want from me here?”

He glances my way, his black eyes looking through me, his jaw set.
“Nothing.” He turns his face away from me. “I am sorry I put you in a
difficult position by giving Jett the tickets. I should have thought about it. It’s
not like you could say no to him once I’d made the offer.”

He’s right...and wrong. The mother in me couldn’t say no, but the doctor
should have. Jett would have been angry, but he’d have gotten over it.

I put myself in this position.

Maybe because a part of me wants to be here with Leandro.



And now, I’ve offended him, and I don’t know how to take it back.

“Look, I'm sorry.” I reach out and touch his arm. The instant I do, I know
it’s a mistake because the connection I always feel around him increases
tenfold.

All the air is sucked out of the car, leaving me breathless. I can feel the
heat of his body through the shirt beneath my palm, setting my skin ablaze.

I can’t take my eyes off of him. He’s so beautiful.

His hand comes to mine. His index finger lightly traces up my skin until it
reaches my wrist. His fingers circle it until his hand is holding me.

His eyes move down to my mouth. I see them flare to life.

“India...” he says my name on a breath.

I almost come undone.

Almost.

Coming to my senses, remembering who I am, who we are and where we
are, I pull away from him and turn to face the window.

I hear him exhale loudly. He sounds frustrated.

I close my eyes on the sound, and my hand wraps around the one that now
feels like it has a permanent imprint of him on it.
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We haven’t spoken since the moment, and you could cut the tension between
us with a knife right now.

I can’t believe how close I came to kissing him.

How did I go from being his therapist to this...what exactly?

A man I want to kiss...and more.

He’s a patient, for God’s sake! What the hell am I thinking?

Would I have actually let it happen? Would I have kissed him?

The fact that I don’t know the clear answer to those questions is a clear
sign that I should be running far from him.

The sign for Shenington Airfield comes into view. I breathe a quiet sigh of
relief.

I just need to get through today. Then, I can get back to just seeing him in
a professional capacity, and I'll be okay.



It’s just that seeing him at dinner on Friday night, bumping into him
yesterday and having coffee, seeing how great he was with Jett, and spending
today with him...it’s just confusing me.

And it’s not like Leandro has any real feelings for me.

He has sex with different women all the time. Maybe not so much lately.
But he was a player long before the accident.

The driver pulls up into the parking area.

Jett climbs out. The driver opens my door, and I climb out with Leandro
getting out behind me.

“This place is awesome!” Jett comes around the car to me, excitement on
his face.

I love seeing him happy like this.

“This way.” Leandro gestures.

I follow behind while Jett walks with him, asking him questions about
today’s race.

I can see people staring at him. He doesn’t seem to notice, but then he
must be used to people staring at him.

I sometimes forget how well known he is. When it’s just him and me
talking in my office, he’s just Leandro.

Out here, he’s a world-renowned Formula 1 driver.

Going through the paddock area, we reach a section where a guy is at the
door. He greets Leandro, shaking his hand. Then, he opens the door, and
Leandro ushers Jett and me through first before coming in behind us.

Not many people are in here. Looks to be a private viewing area that
opens up onto the karting track.

“Leandro fucking Silva!”

I turn at the sound of the male voice, not loving the fact that he just cursed
in front of Jett.

Good-looking, brown hair, nice smile. I recognize him but can’t place
him.

“Carter, how are you doing?” Leandro greets him, smiling.

They do that manly handshake-hug thing that men do.

“I’m good. How are you doing after the accident? I know this shit’s tough
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“I’m fine,” Leandro cuts him off, the tone in his voice instantly harder.
Carter stares at him for a moment, his brow furrowed. Then, his face



relaxes. “Well, I’'m glad to hear it. But if you do need to talk, you know
where I am. We need to get together more often anyway. And thanks for
doing this today. The kids will love seeing you here.”

“No problem,” Leandro says with a dismissive wave of his hand.

I see Carter’s eyes go to me and Jett, standing behind Leandro.

“Carter, this is my friend India Harris, and her son, Jett. Jett’s a big
Formula One fan. India, Jett, this is Carter Simmons.”

Carter Simmons. I knew I recognized him.

I remember his accident. Leandro and Carter used to drive for the same
team, the one Leandro still drives for.

Carter had an accident in his first year. His left arm was partially severed
in the accident, leaving him with limited movement in it. It was his first and
last year. I remember it being a big thing in the news as he was a promising
young English driver. Everyone had had high hopes for him.

Tragic that his career was cut short before it had barely begun.

“Big racing fan, huh?” Carter says to Jett. “Well, you’re with a racing
legend today. That’s gotta be pretty awesome.”

“It is.” Jett grins in Leandro’s direction.

“You like to race yourself?”

“I go karting when I can.”

“You any good?”

Jett shrugs. “I’m okay.”

Carter smiles. “I have a feeling you’re probably better than okay. You
should come down sometime and try the tracks out.”

“That’d be awesome.” Jett beams.

“Cool. Well, can I get you guys anything to drink?” Carter asks.

“I’d love a black coffee,” I say on a shiver.

I’m wrapped up warm in jeans, a jumper, and a warm jacket, but the chill
is still creeping in.

“Black coffee. Silva, you want anything?”

“Same as India.”

“Cool. Well, why don’t you come and give me a hand in getting the
drinks, Jett? Then, I can introduce you to the lads racing today.”

Jett looks at me, checking that it’s okay to go, and I give him a reassuring
smile.

I watch him leave with Carter.



“You want to sit down?” Leandro gestures to some chairs near the viewing
area.

“Sure.”

I walk over and take a seat, and Leandro sits in the seat beside me.

I’m so aware of him right now, and I really wish I weren’t.

“So, Jett seems to be enjoying himself so far,” Leandro says.

“He’s in his element here.” I smile.

I watch as he leans forward, putting his arms on the railing. He looks out
at the karts warming up on the track. A sigh that sounds an awful lot like
longing comes from him.

“You really miss it.” It’s not a question. I already know he does.

He turns his head to me, resting his cheek on his arm. “How can I miss
something with a physical ache and be absolutely terrified of it at the same
time?”

“Usually, the things we love most are the things that terrify us.”

He stares at me for a long moment before turning to look back out at the
track.

“How did you get into racing?” I lean forward, putting my arms next to his
on the railing.

“My dad was a world champion rally driver. Racing was always a given
for me. I started in rally, but my interest in Formula One was always stronger.
I wanted to go in that direction, and he fully supported me.”

“He must be proud of you.”

“He was.” He gives a sad smile. “He died a long time ago. Just after my
first year in Formula One. Heart attack.”

My chest squeezes for him, for his loss. “I’m sorry.”

“It was a long time ago.” He shrugs.

I wish he wouldn’t do that. Brush things off like they don’t matter.

When I look at him, he’s already staring at me.

“What?” I ask self-consciously.

“I had a question, but I'm afraid to ask. I don’t want to cross that ethical
line.”

I give him a look. “I said I was sorry for that comment. But it is strictly
true. Socializing with you isn’t ethical.”

“Says who?”

“The Health and Care Professions Council.”



“Ah, what do they know?” He chuckles.

Too much. They’d be frowning, waving my practice license in my face, if
they could see me right now.

“So, that question?” I’'m treading dangerous water here, but I feel like I
owe him a little of myself. And part of me wants to tell him.

“Jett’s father...where is he?”

My body freezes stiff. I have to force myself to swallow down.

“He isn’t around.”

“Were you married?”

“That’s two questions.” I smile, so I don’t come off as a bitch.

“Fair enough.” He shrugs, not pushing it.

The fact that he does that makes me answer, “No, we weren’t married. I
was young and naive. But out of that naiveté, I got the best thing in my life.”

“He’s a great kid.”

“He is.” I smile.

“Okay, I have one last question.”

I give him a look, which makes him laugh.

“Sure. Why not?” I lift my hands in defeat. In all honesty, I’'m enjoying
talking to him like this.

“The guy you’re dating. Seriously, you could do better than him.”

I frown at the conversation taking an unexpected turn, my hackles
instantly rising. “Well, I could say the same for you.”

“What do you mean by that?” His tone sounds about as defensive as mine.

“Kat Whisker. I mean, really?” I have to resist the urge to roll my eyes.
“You can do better than her, Leandro.”

Where did that come from? 1 really shouldn’t have said that.

“Is this you speaking as my therapist?” His tone is suddenly so even that I
can’t get a read on it.

Am I speaking as his therapist?

I already know the answer to this, and it’s making my skin prickle with
unease. No matter what I say now, I’ll be shooting myself in the foot.

I take a deep breath and put my professional head on. “I shouldn’t have
said that. I spoke out of turn.”

“Why do you do that?” he growls, forcing my eyes to his.

“Do what?”

“Put on the professional shit when faced with a question you’re afraid to



answer.”

“I’m not afraid to answer,” I bite.

“So, answer truthfully then.” He challenges me with his tone and his eyes.
“What you said about Kat—was that said as my therapist or my friend?”

I chew my lip, delaying my answer. Then, through gritted teeth, I mutter,
“As your friend...I guess.”

I try to ignore the smile of satisfaction on his face, but it bugs me, which is
why I can’t stop myself from saying, “And what about what you said about
Dan not being good enough for me? Were you saying that as my friend?”

He stares at me for a long moment. “No, India, I definitely wasn’t saying
that as your friend.”
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“NO, INDIA, I DEFINITELY WASN’T SAYING THAT AS YOUR FRIEND. ”

Smart move, Silva. Why didn’t I just tell her that I want to strip her naked
and fuck her until neither of us can walk?

God, I am a total fucking idiot.

She didn’t say much after that, and I was relieved when Jett and Carter
reappeared a few minutes later.

India is all about professionalism. If me telling her that I didn’t think her
boyfriend was good enough for her didn’t spell out that I wanted her, then my
awesome line did.

Even though I’'m fairly sure that India wants me, too, she’s gun-shy. She’s
afraid to cross that arbitrary line.

I need to be careful how I approach this. I don’t want to push her away by
being too forward because I could end up losing her if I do.

And I really don’t want to lose her from my life.

The race is over. I’ve presented the trophy to the winner. Both Jett and
India seem like they’ve had a good day. Well, I know Jett has. The kid is full
of enthusiasm. Can’t stop talking about the karting as we walk back to the
car.

“And Carter said I could come down anytime, Mum. Isn’t that awesome?”

“It’s great, sweetheart.”

“So, when can I come?”

“Well, we can sort something out between your Uncle Kit and me and
arrange a day to come down.”

“Cool. I’'m hungry. Can we grab something to eat?”



“You’re always hungry,” India teases him.

“I’m a growing man.”

“Boy...you’re still a boy. And you’ll always be a baby to me.” She wraps
her arms around him, planting a kiss on his cheek.

“Mum! You’re ruining my street cred.”

“Sorry.” She grins, ruffling his hair.

“We can grab dinner on the way back, if you would like?” I’m expecting a
look of horror from India, knowing that I am crossing that line of hers again,
considering how much I have pushed things already today.

So, I’m totally taken by surprise when she says, “Sure. That’d be great.”

“Cool. I know this nice place I can take us.”

We climb back into the car.

Taking the front seat, Jett immediately takes control of the stereo.

I’ve never really spent time around kids, but I like Jett. He’s a cool kid.

And he likes racing, which makes conversations easy with him.

I’ve just clipped my seat belt in when India leans close and says, “You
looked surprised when I said yes to dinner.”

She’s so close that I can smell the intoxicating scent of her perfume.

“I was surprised. I thought I might have been crossing your ethical line.”
Lips pressed together, I lift my shoulder in a half shrug.

A light smile on her lips, she shifts back to her side of the car. “I’ve
already crossed the line today. What’s a little further going to hurt?”

I’ll cross any line she wants me to. Cross it so far that the fucking line she
adheres to will be invisible to her.

“It won’t hurt at all.” I smile to myself, looking out the window.
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We end up stopping to eat at a country pub on the way back to London.
“Should we invite your driver to eat with us?” India asks.
The question makes me grin.
“He’s not my driver, India. I pay the company he works for to drive me
when I need it. He hasn’t driven me before.”
“Thanks for the thorough explanation. But I still feel bad about us going to



eat and leaving him out here.”

“So, ask him.” I chuckle.

I watch her round the car and go talk to the driver as I walk toward the pub
with Jett.

“She has a thing for strays,” Jett says to me. “Something to do with her job
I think.”

“The driver’s a stray?” I laugh.

“Nah, but she just can’t bear the thought of anyone ever feeling bad or
being left out.”

“Not a bad trait to have,” I say to him.

He stares up at me. “Do you like my mum?”

“Do I like her?”

“Do you want to date her? Because if you do, I’d be totally cool with it—
obviously.”

Chuckling, I shake my head. “It’s...complicated.”

“Because of Dan? They’re not serious, so no problem there.”

Yeah, there is Dan. But he’s just more of a minor irritant than a
complication.

No, the complication is, she’s my therapist. And it’s not a problem for me,
but it will be for India.

Stopping by the pub door, I look over at India, watching as she makes her
way back to us.

“But you do like her?”

I look down at him. “Yeah...I do.”

“Cool ’cause I’m pretty sure she likes you, too.”

I don’t chance to question him further because India reaches us.

“He didn’t want to join us. He’s eaten already,” she tells us.

“Just the three of us then.” I pull open the door to the pub, allowing India
and Jett through first.

The pub isn’t busy. Just a few locals by the looks of it. We grab a table by
the window in the back. A waitress comes over, handing us some menus, and
she takes our drink order.

“I’m just going to the ladies’ room,” India tells us.

I have to force myself not to watch her walk away. It’s harder than you’d
think.

The waitress brings over our drinks.



Lemonade for me. I take a sip and then say to Jett, “So, Jett, you enjoyed
karting?”

“Loved it. I mean, I’ve really enjoyed karting when I’ve been with my
friends and Uncle Kit, but I never really thought about doing it beyond fun—
you know, racing seriously like those lads were today.”

“Karting is where a lot of Formula One drivers start out,” I tell him.

“Is that where you started?” he asks me.

“No, I started in rally driving before moving on to Formula One. My dad
was a rally champion.” I’m surprised at how easily I can talk with Jett. I’ve
not had much experience around kids. But he does seem mature for his age.
“Carrick Ryan started out karting.”

“I think I did know that. He was karting champion at one point, right?”

“Yes, he was. Look, if you’re interested in getting into karting a bit more,
I can help. There’s Carter’s place where you can kart, but there are more local
places around you as well. Carrick will know a lot, and I know he’d be happy
to help.”

I haven’t asked him yet, but I know he would.

“I forgot you were friends with Carrick Ryan. Weren’t you guys, like,
rivals once upon a time?” He leans forward with interest.

“We still are, to a degree.” I laugh. I think Carrick and I will always have
rivalry, but now, it’s in good humor, whereas we were complete shits to each
other before. “We’re good friends now though. Carrick and his wife, Andi,
were around a lot after I had my accident. They didn’t have to be—we
weren’t even friends then—and it showed me the type of people they were.”

“He seems cool.”

“He is. Just don’t tell him I said so. I’d never hear the end of it.”

Jett laughs before taking a drink of his Coke through the straw. “I think I
do want to get involved in karting. Do a bit, and see if I’'m any good.”

“Cool. Then, I’ll help. As long as your mom is okay with it.”

“She will be,” he says confidently. “So, your accident was pretty bad,
huh? I was watching on TV when it happened. You died for a while, right?”

How is it that kids just have this way of asking questions that make them
hurt less?

“It was bad, and yes, I died for a short while.”

“Must be weird, dying like that, and then being brought back to life,” he
muses, chewing on his straw. “When you died, did you see a white light and



stuff, like people say?”

“No light.” T shake my head. “Honestly, I don’t remember anything about
it. Just the crash and then nothing until I woke up in the hospital.”

There’s a short pause and then he asks, “Do you think you’ll ever race
again?”

I take a drink before answering him, “I want to race again. And I’m trying
to get to that point.”

“I really hope you do. I missed watching you race on TV this last season.”

“Well, hopefully, you’ll watch me next year, and this time, in the stands at
Silverstone.”

“That’d be amazing.” He smiles.

“What are you boys talking about?” India asks, arriving back at the table.

“About me going karting. Leandro said he’d help me get into it, as long as
it was okay with you.”

India shoots me a look. I see the motherly worry in her eyes.

“It’s safe, low speeds,” I assure her.

“You really want to get into karting?” she asks Jett.

“Yeah, I think I really do.” He smiles at her.

“I’m not saying no, but it’s an expensive sport, Jett. You need to be
serious about it.”

“It’s not that expensive, and it’s not like I want you to buy me a kart. I’ll
just rent one.”

Is money a problem for India? She has a good job, but London is an
expensive place to live, and she is a lone parent.

She stares at him for a long moment. I can see her mind working. It makes
me want to help her, take care of her.

“Okay, we’ll figure it out. But no taking up any of Leandro’s time. He’s a
busy man.”

Guess that’s me being dismissed from helping.

India and her fucking rules of ethics are pissing me off. I'm getting
whiplash from her today. One minute, she’s okay with things, and the next,
she’s backing right off.

It’s like one step forward and two massive steps back with her.

An idea sparks to mind.

Well, I might not be able to help Jett with karting, but there is one thing I
can do for him.
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“ARE YOU OKAY?” I glance at Leandro.

He blows out a staggered breath through clenched teeth. “Yes...no...yes.”

“You don’t have to do this. Not yet. Not if it feels too soon.”

He looks at me. “Time is creeping up on me. It’s the middle of December
now. I need to be back in the cockpit in a few weeks, a month max, or I'll
never race again. I have to be able to drive a standard car before getting into a
race car. I’m sick of being a mental cripple, India. I have to do this.” He gives
me a stare that screams desperation and determination.

The desperation concerns me. “I just don’t want you to rush yourself,
Leandro, and set yourself back weeks. You’ve been making excellent
progress.”

“And that progress needs to speed up now—rapidly. It’s now or never,
India.”

“Okay.” I nod, accepting his wishes. “Just take deep breaths. Might feel
the need to rush, but you don’t need to rush this particular moment. And
remember, I’m here with you. You’re not alone.”

He gives me an appreciative soft smile, and then he fixes his eyes on his
hands gripping the steering wheel.

We’re in my car, which I got back fixed and working better than before,
even though it cost me a pretty penny. Leandro is adamant about wanting to
drive it. As he was my last appointment of the day, I drove us to a large car
park that I knew would be quiet at this time of day. I thought it would be
safer here, in case he froze up at the wheel.

“I can do this.”



“You can do this,” I assure him. “You’ve driven cars that go speeds I can’t
even imagine. You lived through a crash that could have been fatal. You're a
survivor. You can do this.”

I touch his arm to reassure him, ignoring the pang of energy I feel at the
contact with him.

“I can do this,” he repeats.

Eyes focused on the windshield, he grits his teeth and blows out a breath
between them. Then, he slips the gearstick into first, and we start to slowly
move forward.

I don’t say anything. I just leave him to it. He knows I’'m here, if he needs
me, but this is something he needs to do himself.

Then, he’s moving a bit faster, moving up through the gears. I intently
watch him, seeing the tension leaving his body.

“You’re doing it,” I say softly.

“I’m doing it.” I can hear the tremor of relief in his voice.

“How are you feeling?”

“Good.” He exhales, a smile in his voice. “I'm feeling...really fucking
good.”

After a few minutes of him easing us around the car park, I ask him, “Do
you think you could go out into traffic and drive?”

He glances at me. There’s no apprehension on his face. “Yes.”

“Why don’t you drive yourself home then? Save me from driving you
there.” I smile.

“Only if you will come in for a drink with me, to celebrate me finally
getting back behind the wheel.”

His eyes are on the road as he pulls out of the car park and onto the street.

I stare at his side profile. “I probably shouldn’t.”

“That ethical line again, huh? So, it is against the rules for a therapist to
toast a big success with her patient?”

“When you put it that way, then no, I guess not. But only one drink, and a
small one. I have to drive myself home.”

“One small drink it is.”

I feel him pressing down on the gas, propelling us forward into the thick
of traffic.
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Leandro drives us into Mayfair. He pulls my car into a parking space in front
of an integral garage to a gorgeous-looking house. He turns the engine off
and looks at me. There’s a light in his eyes.

“You did it.” I smile at him.

“Yes, I did it.”

I feel the sudden urge to hug him in this momentous moment, and I guess
he’s thinking the same thing because he’s suddenly leaning over the console
and wrapping his arms around me, pulling me to him.

Shock freezes me in place. That, and his smell. God, he smells good.

“Thank you,” he whispers into my hair.

The feel of his breath brushing through my strands, whispering onto my
skin, has my arms sliding around him, hugging him back.

“It was all you.” Is that my voice that sounds all breathy?

He pulls back a touch but doesn’t let go. He’s staring into my eyes, and I
feel a tremble deep inside me.

“No.” He softly shakes his head. “I couldn’t have done it without you.”

I can’t speak. His eyes are moving over my face, settling on my mouth.

Oh God.

I think he’s going to kiss me.

I want him to kiss me.

With gargantuan strength, I pull out of his hold and clear my throat. “So,
is this your house?” I gesture to the house through the windshield, my eyes
pinned on it.

I can’t look at him. I don’t dare look at him.

“It is.” His voice sounds rougher than normal.

I hear the click of his door opening, pushing me into action. I climb out of
my car. He’s waiting for me at his side of the car. I walk to him on unsteady
legs. My heart is beating a mile a minute.

Using the remote sensor, he locks my car and hands me the keys. His
fingers graze over mine, making me shiver.

What am I thinking? I’m his therapist.

He’s just grateful for me helping him. He’s confusing that with wanting



me.

Clenching my keys in my fist, I drop them in my bag.

“Thanks for trusting me to drive your car.” He smiles at me as he walks to
his front door.

“You don’t have to thank me. There was never any doubt in my mind that
you could do it,” I say from behind him. “So, how did it feel, driving out on
the roads?”

He unlocks the door and turns on the hall light.

“Once I got past the initial apprehension, I started to feel okay. I am not
saying I wasn’t having thoughts about the accident, but I pushed them aside
and got on with it. That was when I remembered that feeling I always got
when I drove. It felt good. But I know it’ll be a whole different ball game
when I take a car out on the track.”

I step inside his house and close the door behind me. “Baby steps.” I offer
him a gentle smile. “And if you need any support out on the track, let me
know. I can be there.”

He takes a step closer to me. My heart starts to thrum in my chest.

“You’d do that?”

“Yes.” My voice has gone all breathy again. He’s your patient, India. “I
mean, of course, it’s all part of the therapy service.” I straighten up, changing
the tone of my voice.

“Of course it is.” A frown crosses his face like a dark shadow. He turns
from me and begins walking down the hall. “What would you like to drink?”
His tone sounds hard.

Feeling off-balance and confused, I kick my heels off and follow him. As I
walk, I ask, “What do you have?”

“I don’t have much alcohol in here anymore since I cut back, but I do have
a bottle of champagne.”

“Champagne works for me.”

I walk into his kitchen. It’s modern, all glossy white cabinets and silver
countertops.

“Wow. This is a nice kitchen.”

“Thanks.” He takes his jacket off, hanging it over the back of a stool at the
breakfast island. Then, he moves across the kitchen and gets a bottle from the
fridge. “Do you like to cook?”

“Not really. I just like kitchens. They’re my thing. [ want to have a kitchen



just like yours and have someone cook for me. Then, I could just sit here all
day, eating amazing food, while staring at my pretty kitchen.” I grin at him,
and he returns it.

I remove my jacket and take a seat on a stool at the breakfast island, and
set my jacket on my lap.

Leandro puts two champagne glasses down in front of me. He holds up the
bottle as he unwraps the foil from the champagne.

Bollinger. Very nice.

He pops the cork with ease.

“I’m impressed,” I say at his cork-popping abilities.

“Years of practice on the podium.” He pours out the champagne into the
glasses.

“And you’ll have many more years of it, too.”

He picks up his glass. “Here’s to hoping.”

I pick up my glass and chink it against his. “You will. I'm sure of it.” I
take a sip of my champagne. Delicious.

“You know, this is my first drink in weeks.” He leans his hip against the
counter.

“I shouldn’t be encouraging your drinking.”

He lets out a deep chuckle. “I’m not an alcoholic, India. I just used it as a
tool to make me feel better.”

“But it didn’t.”

“No...but I do feel better now. Because of you.”

That makes me smile. “Leandro, all I’ve done is listen and guide.”

“No.” He shakes his head. “You have done so much more than that.” He
puts his glass down, eyes fixed on me.

My belly starts doing flips. I look away.

“Are you hungry?” he asks. “I can make you something to eat.”

“As appetizing as that sounds, I have to get home. It’s my turn to make
dinner tonight. I can’t leave Jett starving.”

I finish off my champagne, fully aware that he’s watching me.

“Thank you for the drink.” I slide off the stool.

My legs feel wobbly, and it’s not because of the champagne. It’s because
of the beautiful man standing before me. I pull my jacket on.

“Sorry to drink and run.” I turn and head out of the kitchen.

“Don’t apologize. You have a son to get home to.”



He’s behind me as I walk down the hall to the front door. I’'m fully aware
of his nearness, and his delicious scent. He’s driving me to distraction.

I really need to get out of here before I do something stupid.

I slip my feet into my heels and turn to him. He’s a lot closer than I
expected.

“Well, I guess I’ll see you in a few days.” I tuck my hair behind my ear.

“You will.”

We’re staring at each other, and I’m pretty sure I just looked at his mouth.

Time for me to go.

“Okay...well...” I fumble for the handle behind me.

He leans into me. I close my eyes, my lips parting on a breath...

Then, I hear the door click open.

I blink my eyelids apart. He’s watching me, a hint of amusement on his
face.

Oh god.

Embarrassment floods me.

“I’ll see you in a few days,” I mumble, then, I’m out of there, lickety-split.

“Good night, India,” he calls from behind me.

Flustered, I get my keys from my bag and climb into my car.

He’s standing in his doorway, watching me.

I start the engine and slam the car into reverse. He lifts a hand in good-
bye, so I throw a quick wave at him and peel out of there.

Oh my God, I’'m mortified!

I really thought he was going to kiss me. And worse, I was going to let
him.

This is all just getting out of hand, and I’'m spending way too much time
with him outside of our sessions.

I need to rein this in and get back to what we are. Therapist and patient.

By the time I’'m parking beside Kit’s car on our tiny drive twenty minutes
later, I’'m calm and thinking more rationally.

I’m the therapist. Nothing can or will ever happen with Leandro.

I need to get his handsome face out of my head and ignore the way he
makes me feel when I’m around him—Iike a hot mess of sexual frustration—
and look at him as I do all my other patients.

I let myself in the house. “I’m home,” I call out.

No answer.



I drop my bag in the hall and kick off my shoes before wandering through
to the kitchen. Through the window, I see our garage door is open. We have
an old garage in the back garden as our house opens up onto a wide alleyway.
We don’t use the garage for parking, just for storing junk.

I open the back door and go barefoot into the garden. I can hear Jett’s
excited voice in there, talking to Kit.

“Hey, what are you doing out here?” I poke my head inside the garage.

Then, I see it.

“Is that what I think it is?” I step inside the garage. “Is that a...kart?”

Jett grins at me. “It is. It’s brand-new, top of the range.”

“And where did it come from?”

I’m not stupid. I know how much these things cost. Mainly because I
looked at the prices of them online last night after Jett had told me he wanted
to start karting. They cost around two thousand pounds.

“It arrived about an hour ago,” Kit tells me.

“And who bought it? Please don’t tell me you got it for him,” I narrow my
eyes at Kit.

He’s been known to make impulsive purchases for Jett in the past.

“Not me.” He holds his hands up in protest, but has a shit-eating grin
plastered all over his face. “But I’m thinking that Brazilian race car driver has
a thing for my sister.”

“What?” The word comes out strangled.

“Oh, he totally does. He told me yesterday that he likes you,” Jett
announces.

“I’m sorry. What?” I snap my gaze to Jett.

“Yesterday, I asked Leandro if he likes you, and he said it was
complicated, but yes, he does.”

What?

Kit lets out a deep laugh. “Well, I’'m figuring he likes you an awful lot as
he’s just dropped a couple of grand on a kart for your son, all to impress
you.”

“Leandro bought this?” I choke out. I know he has, but I just needed to say
the words out loud.

“That’s what the delivery paper says.” Kit thrusts it into my hand.

I stare down at it in disbelief. My head feels like it’s about to explode.

I can’t believe he did this.



“He bought Jett a kart. I just can’t...I mean...why?” I look at Kit, like he
has the answer.

“I think it’s pretty obvious why, Indy.” He raises a brow, giving me a
knowing look.

I take a step back. I feel like I can’t breathe. “This...isn’t right. I mean, I
just...can’t...” My eyes come to Jett’s. “You’re not keeping it.” I jab a finger
at the offending kart, and immediately feel a stab in my heart at the
crestfallen look on Jett’s face.

This is all Leandro’s fault! How dare he buy my son a kart without even
talking to me about it! Not that I would have let him buy him one even if he
had.

What the hell was he thinking!

Anger flares in my gut like a volcanic explosion.

My hand curling around the delivery note, I swivel on my heel and march
out of there. “I’ll be back in half an hour. Start dinner for me,” I call to them.

“Where are you going?” Kit calls after me.

“To shove this delivery note up a certain race car driver’s arse!” I stomp
back into the house, put my heels back on, grab my car keys, and slam my
way out of there and into my car, heading straight back to the place where I
just came from.
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I’VE JUST GOTTEN OUT OF THE SHOWER when I hear the doorbell ringing along
with hammering on my front door.

Grabbing a pair of pajama bottoms, I quickly pull them on and jog
downstairs.

“Okay, I’m coming. I’'m coming!” I call out to the incessant banger and
doorbell ringer.

I check through the peephole to see who it is.

India. And she doesn’t look happy.

Fuck. The kart must have been delivered today.

My conversation with Carrick a few days prior flashes through my mind.

“Ryan, I need to buy a kart. Best place to get one?”

“Why? Are you thinking of taking a step back in your career?”

“Funny. It’s not for me.”

“Who’s it for?”

“A friend.”

“Does that friend happen to be a certain therapist we both know?”’

“You stalking me, Ryan?”

He lets out a laugh. “Doesn’t take a genius to figure it out. The good
doctor tells us that she’s got a kid who is obsessed with Formula One. You
take him to watch a karting race. The next day, I’'m getting a call from you,

asking about the best place to buy a kart. Actually, it does take a genius.
Fuck, I'm good at this shit.”

“You’re a prick.”



“A good-looking prick though. Admit it.”

“You’re an ugly bastard. Now, tell me where to get this fucking kart.”

“Look, in all seriousness, do you think it’s a good idea to buy her kid a
kart? You might want to fuck her, but she is your therapist. And it’s an
extravagant gift.”

“I’m buying it for Jett, not her. And it’s not an extravagant gift.”

“Said like a true rich kid. And trust me, nothing says, ‘I want to fuck you,
like buying a woman’s kid a two-thousand-pound kart.”

“Look, are you gonna help me get the kart or not?”

“You know I’ll help. One thing though, can I be there when it’s delivered,
so I can see her reaction?”

b

Buying it was the wrong thing to do.

I fucking hate it when Ryan’s right.

I can’t admit I was wrong about it now though. I have to see this through
to the end.

Manning up, I unlock the door and pull it open.

God, she looks gorgeous. Her cheeks are flushed from the cold. The
breeze is blowing her hair into her face. She pushes it back with her hand.

Her gaze immediately falls on my bare chest. Her pupils dilate, her eyes
filling with obvious lust.

She wants me.

I have to hold back the smug grin I feel.

“You’re wet,” she says, sounding breathless.

Well, I am kind of hoping you are wet, too, baby, and that is why you are
here.

“I was in the shower.”

“Oh. Right...” Her eyes are still fixed on my chest.

And even though I’d be quite happy to let her stare at me all day, I need to
know if she’s here to yell at me for buying the kart, or if by some miracle
she’s here to thank me for it.

I’m really, really hoping for the latter.

“India, did you need me for something?”

She seems to come back to her senses. “Oh, yeah, I did—I mean, I do!”
Her eyes flick up to mine, the lust gone, replaced with fire and ire. “What’s
the meaning of this?” She thrusts a piece of paper in my face.



She looks even more beautiful when she’s angry.

“What’s the meaning of what?” I ask, taking the paper from her, I look at
it.

It’s a delivery note for the kart.

“The kart, Leandro. Why would you buy my son a kart?”

Here we go...

“Because Jett said he wanted to get involved in the sport. Having his own
kart will make that easier for him.”

She looks at me, eyes wide. “Do you not see how wildly inappropriate
buying a kart for my son is?”

I fold my arms over my chest. “No. I really don’t see the problem here.”

“You don’t see the problem here?” She screeches, gesturing wildly with
her hands. “I’m your bloody therapist! That’s the problem!”

I glance around, making sure there was no one to hear that. Last thing I
want is my private business to be spread about.

“Clearly, you’re pissed off, but I’d prefer it if you didn’t shout my
business in the street.” My voice is low, angry. Now, I’'m pissed off.

A flash of guilt passes over her face. “I shouldn’t have said that...I’'m...
sorry.” She looks contrite.

“Come inside. We can talk in here.” I stand aside, letting her in, and I
close the door behind her.

Then, we’re both facing each other in my partially lit hallway. She leans
against one wall, arms folded over her chest, and I lean against the other.

“Look, I know you were trying to do a nice thing, Leandro...but I’'m your
therapist. It would be wrong of me to accept your gift.”

I can tell that some of her anger has dissipated, but it’s still there,
simmering beneath that hot skin of hers.

Part of me wants to make her angry again. I like angry India. She is sexy
as hell.

“I didn’t buy it for you. I bought it for Jett.”

“And Jett is my son. It would be”—she runs her hand through her hair,
letting out a sigh—"“unethical to keep it.”

That word explodes in my head. “Jesus Christ! I’'m so fucking sick of
hearing that word! It was a gift, India. Accept it. Don’t. I really don’t care.
But stop throwing the unethical-therapist bullshit in my face! You say this,
me buying a gift, is unethical. That barely scratches the surface of the



unethical things I want to do to you.”

I hear her sharp intake of breath. It is like a soft palm over my cock.

Her eyes fill with lust again, her full red lips parting.

God, I want to kiss her. Fuck her...

I move off the wall, taking a step toward her. “Right now, I want to get
down on my knees, pull off your panties, and show you just how unethical
my tongue can be.”

“Y-you can’t say things like that to me,” she stammers.

“No?” I cock my head to the side as I take another step toward her. “So,
you don’t want me to make you come with my unethical tongue or fuck you
with my unethically hard cock? Because it is hard, India. Really fucking hard
because of you...for you.” I palm my dick through my pajama pants.

Her eyes go to my hand, watching me touch myself. “N-no.” Her voice
sounds weak, inefficient.

I know she doesn’t mean it.

“Liar.” I take another step. “You want me as much as I want you. You’re
just afraid to admit it because of the bullshit reasons you’ve built up in your
head.”

She says nothing.

I take her silence as an invitation.

I move forward the final step and press my body against hers. She feels
amazing.

She’s trembling. It gives me a sense of tremendous power.

I trace my fingers over her cheek. “You’re so fucking beautiful, India. Eu
quero voce.”

She closes her eyes, and I don’t hesitate another second. I take what I want
and capture her mouth with mine.

Her lips part over mine on a breathy moan, and I take advantage to kiss
her deeper, sliding my tongue against hers.

She’s not touching me yet, but I don’t care. She’s kissing me back, and
right now, that’s all that matters.

I slip my hands around her tiny waist, pulling her into me, as I press my
leg between hers.

She parts her legs on a groan, accepting me, and her arms come around my
neck. She kisses me back, hard. And that’s when the kiss gets wet and crazy.

Hands on her ass, I lift her off the floor, pressing her back into the wall.



My cock is rock-hard and nestled up against her heat. I can feel her
wetness through my pajama pants, and it’s driving me fucking wild.

I kiss her recklessly, like I’ve wanted to since the moment I met her.

Her fingers have threaded up into my hair, and she’s tugging on it as she
sucks on my tongue.

I can’t wait to feel these lips around my cock.

And she tastes fucking amazing, sweet. But I bet her pussy tastes even
sweeter.

I need to taste her. Then, I'm going to spend the rest of the night buried
inside her.

“I’m going to fuck you all night long, India.”

I feel her body freeze. Then, “Stop,” she pants, her hand pressed against
my chest. “We have to stop.”

What? No.

She pushes against me as she loosens her legs from around my waist,
giving me no choice but to release her, letting her feet drop to the floor.

Sliding along the wall, she backs away from me, putting an unwelcome
distance between us.

Her lips are swollen from my kiss, her red lipstick smeared. Her hair is all
ruffled, chest flushed with desire. I’ve never seen a more beautiful sight. And
it’s being dampened by the fact that I know she’s leaving before we’ve even

begun.
I’ve never felt more frustrated or at a loss for what to do.
“India—"

“No, Leandro. I’'m a doctor...a therapist. I made an oath—shit...” Her
eyes fill with tears.

The sight actually rips into me.

“India...please...” I reach for her, but she steps back.

“No.” She takes a deep breath. “This”—she lifts a hand between us
—*“can’t happen...ever again.”

Then, she’s fleeing from my house, getting in her car. Ignoring my pleas
for her to stay, she drives away from me.

And I stand here wondering if I had never spoken a word, broken the
moment, whether she would have let it go all the way, if she would have let
me have her.
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OH GOD.

I cover my face with my hands.

What have I done?

How could I let that happen?

But he was all wet from the shower, he smelled so good, his chest was
bare, showing a sexy smattering of dark hair, and he had a six-pack and the
V.

The V!

And he spoke to me in Portuguese.

Portuguese!

How the hell was I supposed to resist that?

It takes me the whole drive home to calm down and a lot of willpower to
not turn around and go back there to let him finish what he started. In a daze,
I’m still not myself when I get home.

Kit knows something is wrong with me.

Jett’s not talking to me because I said the kart has to go back.

And I kissed Leandro Silva.

I kissed a patient.

Oh God.

I let my head drop with a thud on the kitchen table. I hear Kit’s soft laugh
as he enters the kitchen.

“Wine?” he asks.

“Whiskey,” I reply.

“Uh-oh. Must be bad if you’re breaking out the whiskey.”



I lift my head to see him pulling our emergency bottle of Jack from the
cupboard along with two glasses.

Sitting on the chair across from mine, he pours whiskey in the two glasses
and pushes one over to me. I pick it up and immediately down it, relishing the
burn in my throat.

He laughs. Picking up the bottle, he pours me another. “You want to talk
about it?”

I meet his gaze. “I messed up, Kit. Big time.”

“The last time you said that to me, you were pregnant with Jett, and that
turned out okay.” He points to the ceiling, gesturing to Jett’s room situated
above the kitchen. “More than okay, despite the bumpy road that came with
it.”

He’s referring to Jett’s father. The only thing I have to be thankful to that
man for is the beautiful boy upstairs.

“Don’t you mean, mountainous hazard road that came with it?”

He lets out a low chuckle. “Look, whatever it is, Indy, it can’t be anything
worse than what we’ve already been through. And you know you can tell me
anything. No judgment.”

“I kissed Leandro Silva. Well, I let him kiss me, and then I kissed him
back.”

“And the problem is...Dr. Dull?” he asks, lifting his glass to his lips.

“No. Well, yes. But no.”

Shit. Dan! I can’t believe I didn’t even think of him in all of this. That tells
me one thing. I need to end things with Dan.

Kit stares at me for a long moment, and then I see it click in his eyes.

He lowers his glass to the table. “He’s your patient.” It isn’t a question.

But I answer with a resounding groan and drop my head to the table.

His hands find my head, one pressed on each side. He lifts my head from
the table, forcing me to look at him. “I’1l take that as a yes.”

Freeing my head from his hands, I sit up, pressing my back against the
chair. I blow out a breath. “Yes.”

I see the concern furrow his brow.

“This isn’t good, Indy.”

“I know that!” I snap but instantly regret it. “I’m sorry,” I tell him.

He nods. “What does this mean?”

“It means that, if the Health and Care Professions Council find out, I’ll



lose my license. And if he brought up malpractice...I could, at the very least,
be sued. Worst case...I’d go to prison.”

“Would Leandro tell them?”

“I don’t think so...but I broke the rules. Not just the rules. My oath as a
therapist, Kit. I should tell the HCPC myself, confess now.”

“And lose everything you’ve worked for over a kiss with a man who was
fully aware of everything he was doing?”

“It’s not that simple.” I put my head in my hands. “I’m just like him...” I
lift my head, my eyes meeting Kit’s. “I’m exactly like Paul.”

His eyes flare with anger. “You are nothing like that piece of shit. You
were fifteen when he started a...physical relationship with you. You were a
minor. A foster kid. Needy and vulnerable. And he was your fucking
caregiver. You are none of those things to Leandro Silva. He is a grown man
from a good background, with an established career.”

I slowly shake my head. “He might be all those things, but if he was a
hundred percent okay, then I wouldn’t have been treating him.”

“None of us are ever a hundred percent okay, Indy. You know that. Can
you tell me what you were treating him for?”

I trace my fingers over the wood patterns on the table. “You know I
can’t.”

“I think you’ve already broken the rules when it comes to Leandro Silva,
so telling me won’t hurt. It might actually help.”

I take a deep breath. I can trust Kit. I know I can. I hate to break trust with
a patient, but I need help. “After his accident...he’s been suffering from
PTSD. He can’t get back in a car to drive. He’s unable to race. I’ve been
helping him with that.”

“Okay...” He nods. “Any substance abuse?”

“He drank, but he stopped easily enough. He was drinking to forget, and
he was using sex with random women to make himself feel better.”

“He sounds like pretty much every celebrity out there right now.” He
chuckles.

“It’s not funny, Kit.”

“No, it’s not. But he’s not broken in the worst sense of the word. He
suffered a terrible accident that stopped him from doing what he loved, and
he needed help finding his way back to it.”

“And I’ve been that help. He’s built a reliance on me, and he is mistaking



that for something else. Because of my own feelings for him, I let it happen.”

“You’re always so hard on yourself, Indy. By the sound of things, he’s
fully capable of making his own decisions. You haven’t taken advantage.”

I give him a look, telling him exactly what I think of that statement. “It’s
wrong, Kit.” I rub my eyes with the heels of my hands.

“If you weren’t his therapist and he was still the same man with the same
problems, then it wouldn’t be wrong.”

“No, but I am, and it is. God, I wish it were that simple.”

“Life is only as hard as you make it. And don’t go throwing your career
away over one kiss with a man who knew full well what he was doing.”

I pick my glass up and get up from the table. “Thanks, Kit. For listening...
and helping.” T kiss the top of his head as I pass him. “I’m gonna head
upstairs. Take a shower, and think things over. I need to process everything.”

“Don’t be too hard on yourself, Indy. You’re only human.”

“But I’m a therapist, and I know better.”

Cradling my glass to my chest, I head upstairs. I look in on Jett as I pass
his room. I see him sleeping in bed, his TV still on. I go in and turn off his
TV. Kissing his forehead, I close his door behind me.

I go into my bedroom and sit on the edge of the bed.

I need to call Dan, break things off with him. I hate that I’ve deceived him
like this. He’s a good man, but clearly, he’s not the man for me. I think I’ve
always known deep down. But I just wanted a good guy, a safe guy.

Not a hotheaded racing driver.

God, why do I always want the wrong man?

Finishing off my drink for Dutch courage, I dial Dan’s number.

He picks up on the second ring. “Hey, you.”

I feel sick at the sound of his voice. “Hey.”

“How are you doing?”

“Good. Look, Dan, are you okay to talk?”

“Hang on...” I hear a door open and then close. “Go ahead. Is everything
okay?”

“Not really.”

“India?”

“I can’t see you anymore.”

“Are you being serious?”

“I’'m sorry.”



He blows out a breath. “Why?”

“I just—"

“If you’re going to say that it’s not you, it’s me, you might as well just
hang up the phone now.”

Tears spring to my eyes. “I like you, Dan. I do. I just don’t feel the spark
that I should...and I...I have feelings for someone else. I’'m really sorry.”

His silence is painful.

“And have you fucked this someone else?” he finally bites out.

His words surprise me because I’ve never heard him speak this way
before.

“No, of course not! He kissed me, but I stopped it. Then, I came home and
called you.”

“Who is it?”

“I...that doesn’t matter. I’m just so sorry.”

“Yeah, well, you should be. Good-bye, India.”

The line goes dead.

I fall back onto the bed, covering my face with my hands.

When did my life become such a mess?

The moment I met Leandro Silva.

I can’t go on like this, driving myself crazy. And I can’t keep treating him,
not after tonight.

There’s only one thing I can do.

I’'m going to have to refer him to another therapist and cut him from my
life—permanently.

I curl my arm around my stomach, pressing against the ache the thought
leaves inside me.
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“YOU OKAY IN THERE?”

My hands are gripped around the wheel. I move my eyes to Carrick, who’s
standing outside the car, by the driver’s door.

Giving a nod to him, I slide down the visor on my helmet with a click.
“I’m fine.”

“I’m in your ear. Talk to me if you need to.” He taps his finger to the
earpiece he’s wearing that will connect us while I’m out on the track.

I give another nod, not taking my eyes off the road ahead.

With his hand, he taps the roof of the car and moves away to stand in the
pit to watch me.

We’re at Silverstone. I'm driving Carrick’s Bugatti Veyron Super Sport.
This will be my first time back on a track since the accident

Since I drove India’s car, I’ve had the growing urge to get back out here.

I had rented a car the very next morning, as I wanted to keep driving. My
car is still fucked, after I smashed her up, so I had a garage take my car to fix
her.

For the last few days, I’ve been driving around on my own for hours at a
time, building my confidence. Driving on my own was a risk but a huge
achievement for me.

I had taken the car out on the highway to feel some speed but it didn’t feel
enough and that was when I knew it was time to get back on the track.

Even though I made the decision to do this, I still felt afraid at the thought.

I wanted to call India, but I couldn’t.

So, I called Carrick, and here we are.



Truth is, I could have used any car. I just needed someone here with me.

I really wanted that someone to be India, but I haven’t spoken to her since
the kiss on Wednesday. It’s Saturday now.

I’m trying to give her space, let her come to me. I was hoping she would
have come to me before now. The days passing aren’t leaving the best feeling
in my gut, but I know that charging in there with my guns blazing,
demanding she talk to me, won’t help shit.

India needs to be approached with thought and caution.

I have my appointment with her on Monday morning, so if I haven’t heard
from her before then, then that will be the day we talk.

And we will definitely talk. If not more.

I know for sure she wants me now, so there’s no stopping me. She can
deny it and say it can’t happen, but it will.

The chemistry between us is off the charts. I’ve never felt anything like it
before, and I don’t intend on walking away from it. I’ve felt her body under
my hands. Seen the way she responds to me. There’s no stopping that kind of
desire, no matter how hard she might try.

I turn the engine on, and rev it. The car vibrates beneath me. Tremors run
up my arms. My heart starts to beat like a motherfucker. My mouth dries.

I blink against the onslaught of fear coming for me.

The barrier coming toward me.

Smoke. I can smell it in my nose. Taste it on my sandpaper tongue.

Feel the pain in my bones.

Stop.

That was the past.

Lightning doesn’t strike twice.

Unless you’re a seriously unlucky fucker.

A laugh escapes me.

“You okay?” Carrick’s voice comes in my ear.

“Yes. Just realizing what a sick fuck I am.”

“I could’ve told you that years ago.” He chuckles. “You good?”

I blow out a breath. “Yes.”

My arms are still shaking down to my hands. I grip the steering wheel,
willing myself to calm down.

It’s a good job I’'m not taking out my Formula 1 car. I knew I wouldn’t be
up for that just yet. I need to get used to being back out here, and being in



control of a car at high speeds and being comfortable with it again. Carrick’s
Bugatti is a good car to do it in.

I’m going to take this car around the track, like I’ve done a million times
before. Nothing is going to happen to me.

Deep breath, in and out.

I realize that my hands are no longer shaking.

I feel a sense of self-satisfaction bleeding into my veins.

Control. That’s what it is about.

I just need to take hold of my fear and manage it. If I’'m good at one thing,
it’s control. I thrive on it. It’s like a fucking aphrodisiac for me.

I shift the stick into first.

Breathe.

One...two...three...

Easing off the clutch, I hit the accelerator and take off.

I’m at a hundred kilometers in no time.

This car can move.

One sixty.

My heart is starting to pound against my ribs.

Fear and adrenaline.

I can see the wall approaching with the corner I need to take.

My hands start to shake. Sweat trickles down my face.

Don’t lose it now, Silva.

Think of anything but the accident.

India.

The way she tastes. Her perfect mouth. How she felt wrapped around me
while I kissed her.

Easing my foot onto the brake, I take the corner. Back on the straight, I
ease the accelerator back down, pushing the speed up a little further.

Creeping back to a hundred.

One forty.

One sixty.

Two hundred.

The sound of metal crushing splinters in my ears, sounding so fucking
real.

I hit the brakes.

It’s not real. It’s not real.



It’s just in my mind.

Think of India.

What she’ll look like naked. How she’ll feel when I fuck her.

I press back on the accelerator, taking the car back to two hundred.

More. I need to take her higher.

I can do this.

I press down a little more.

Two twenty.

My heart is pounding, and I can’t calm it.

So, stop fighting it, and use the adrenaline to push yourself further.

Imagine fucking India. That this car is her body. How hard I’m going to
ride her. How high I’m going to take her.

Two sixty.

Bend her every which way I can. Fuck her hard and fast against every
surface in my house.

Three hundred.

My head between her legs, tasting her, making her scream my name.

Three twenty.

India on her knees at my feet with my cock between those bee-stung lips of
hers.

Three forty.

Coming inside her. On her tits. On her face. Marking every part of her
with my cum.

Three fifty.

I’m fucking doing it.

Parting my lips, I blow out a breath, sweat dripping past them, into my
mouth.

“Three fifty! You’ve fucking done it!” Carrick’s elated voice comes in my
ear. “So, does this mean you’re back, Silva?”

I pull in a deep breath, slowly blowing it out. “Yeah.” I grin. “I’m

definitely back.”



I burn up five more laps before coming back in.

Carrick is waiting for me, a shit-eating grin on his face.

Getting out of the car, I pull my helmet off and then my balaclava before
running a hand over my sweat-soaked hair.

“You looked good out there,” he says.

“I fucking felt good.” Shutting the car door, I round to his side.

“You think next time you can get in an F1 car?”

Putting my helmet down, I strip my coveralls down to the waist, my T-
shirt clinging to my skin. I'm hot from the adrenaline still pumping around
my body. “Yes, I think so.” As I say it, I feel doubt, so I quickly quash it.

“Next week?” Carrick asks.

“No, tomorrow. I don’t want to fuck around. I want to get back in and get
back training.” I can barely keep still. My body is pumped.

“About time. I haven’t had any decent competition for a while.”

“I’ll be kicking your ass out there next season.” I laugh as I toss the keys
to his car back to him. “What are you doing now?” I ask him. “You want to
grab a beer?”

I feel like I need to do something. Going home right now just doesn’t
seem like an option.

What I really want to do is fuck, but I’m not screwing some random to
relieve an itch.

The only one I want to scratch this itch with is India.

“I can’t. I need to go home and change. We’re having dinner with my dad.
Why don’t you join us?”

“No, but thanks.” I wave him off, hiding my disappointment.

Owen Ryan is not my favorite person. Not that I’d ever tell Carrick this,
but I think his dad is a total jackass.

“You got something better to do? Or someone?” He grins, raising his
eyebrow.

Carrick knows about me kissing India. I don’t usually talk about my
personal life, but I know I can trust Carrick.

“Nope.”

“You still haven’t heard from her?”

“No. I’m giving her time to come around.”

“You think she will?”

“Yeah,” I say, grinning. “I know she will.”



“Well, keep me updated.” He starts to back away, heading for his Bugatti.
“Let me know when you’ve finally nailed the good doctor.”

Laughing, I shake my head at him.

I pick up my helmet and head out to the parking lot to my rental car. I toss
my helmet on the backseat and head home to take a shower. I park my rental
Mercedes in the driveway and head inside. Picking the mail up from the mat,
I head to the kitchen. I toss the mail on the counter, and then I notice that the
top letter has India’s office stamp on it.

I tear the envelope open. My heart suddenly has an uneven rhythm.

My eyes scan the letter.

Dear Mr. Silva,

I feel that I can no longer treat you effectively. I have included a
referral for another therapist.

I wish you all the best for the future.
Sincerely,
Dr. India Harris

My hand tightens around the paper, crumpling it.

She’s throwing me out of her life like I mean nothing.

Yeah, well, I refuse to go so fucking easily.

Grabbing my car keys, letter in hand, I slam my way out of my house.
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THE DOORBELL RINGS just as I’m about to have a soak in the tub. On a sigh, I
pull my robe on, tying it at the waist, and turn the running taps off.

Kit and Jett are away for the night. They’ve gone to watch Chelsea play
Manchester United at Old Trafford, so they’re staying overnight at a hotel,
meaning I have the rare night to myself.

My plan was to relax in the bath with a glass of wine and feel sorry for
myself over the whole Leandro thing.

I spoke to a colleague, Dr. Sanders, who I think will be perfectly suited to
treat Leandro. He has great expertise in PTSD, and he agreed to take Leandro
on as a patient. So, I had Sadie send out a letter to Leandro, detailing the
termination of his treatment.

Did sending him that letter hurt?

Yes, it hurt like hell. But I know it was the right thing to do, the only thing
to do.

Now, I just have to lick my wounds and move on.

I wonder if Leandro has received the letter yet. He should have.

A flash of thought goes through my mind. What if he’s at the door?

That picks up my pace. I jog down the stairs.

Reaching the door, I peer through the peephole.

It’s him.

A rush of fear and complete exhilaration run through me.

He rings the doorbell again.

Stepping back from the door, I make sure my robe is fastened properly. I
take a deep breath, and then I turn the lock and open the door.



Holy God.

He’s wearing racing overalls, hanging low at his waist, and a fitted black
T-shirt is covering his amazing chest.

I have the sudden urge to pull him in here and tear that shirt from his
body.

Of course, I don’t, but my body reacts to him and the scenario playing on
a loop in my mind. My nipples tighten, and my insides coil.

I cross my arms over my chest. “What are you doing here?”

He takes a step forward, his gaze dark, making me take a step back.

“I came to give you your fucking letter back.” He crushes the paper in his
hand, tossing it at my bare feet. “I don’t accept it.”

I lift my chin, staring him in the eyes. “You don’t have a choice.”

“No? We’ll see about that.”

He moves so fast that I barely get the chance to register it. Not that I
would have done anything. He’s in my house, the door shut, and I’'m turned
around and shoved up against the wall in seconds.

“Wha—" I don’t get to finish that sentence because he slams his mouth
down on mine.

I resist for about zero point one second. Then, I’m all hands in his hair,
kissing him back like my very existence depends on it.

“Where are Jett and your brother?” His question is asked quickly and
gruffly, against my lips.

I’m barely coherent enough to answer, but somehow, I manage to say,
“Football match. Away game. Staying out overnight.”

He makes a low growling sound in the back of his throat.

Then, he’s kissing me again, harder, more aggressive. His hold on me
tightens, and he thrusts his tongue in my mouth. The Kkiss is fueled with lust
and anger.

I’ve never been kissed this way before.

And I love it.

God, he tastes good. And he smells good, too. A mixture of sweat and cars.

He smells exactly like a man should.

There are no words between us. Just hungry kissing, heavy breathing, and
hot need.

His hand moves under my robe and trails up the outside of my thigh. As
his fingers skim inward, I part my legs, letting him know that I want him



there. When he finds me bare, he groans. His finger slides through my
wetness.

He rests his forehead against mine. When I open my eyes, I find his on
me, black and intense.

Then, he pushes his finger inside me. I let out a moan so loud that I should
be embarrassed, but I’'m not. I’'m too far gone with him to care.

His other hand opens the belt of my robe. He pushes the silk aside,
revealing my body to him. His eyes go to my bare breasts. He lets out a total
sound of appreciation that I feel as much as the finger inside me. His hand
comes up, cupping my breast. Squeezing, he pinches my hard nipple between
his thumb and finger.

My eyes close on the pleasure as he fingers me. Inserting another, he gets
rougher, the heel of his hand rhythmically pressing against my clit.

I need him inside me.

I go for his clothes. Gripping the overalls, I pull the zipper the rest of the
way and push the material down his hips.

His impatience gets the better of him, and he takes over. He pulls his
wallet from his pocket and takes out a condom. Holding it between his teeth,
he toes off his driving shoes. Then, he shoves his overalls down, kicking
them off. The running shorts he’s wearing go and then his T-shirt.

Finally, he’s naked before me. Every inch of him is perfect.

He’s like a god in the purest sense of the word.

He removes the condom from between his teeth and tears the foil open.

I’m pretty sure I whimper with need.

He grins and then bites down on it, staring up at me through those long
black lashes, and it might just be the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen.

I’ve never been this wet or this ready for a man in my life.

His hands go down to put the condom on, and my eyes immediately go
with them. I stare unabashedly as he rolls the condom onto his impressive
cock. And the girth.

Holy shit. I’'m wondering if he’ll even fit.

It’s been a while since I’ve been with a man.

But I’m desperate for him, trembling with need, so he has to fit, no matter
what.

Condom on, he presses me back against the wall, and his mouth finds
mine again.



In all this time, we haven’t said a single word to each other.

I feel like I need to say something, anything. “I ended things with Dan.”
My words come out in a breathy rush.

His eyes darken, but he says nothing. His hands go under my thighs,
lifting me, and without hesitation, he slams inside me in one swift move.

“Leandro!” I cry out.

But there are no words from him, no reprieve, no time to adjust to his size,
because he starts fucking me like it’s all he’s ever needed.

Like I’'m all he wants.

He’s stripped back to primal need, the urgency to fuck the only thing on
his mind.

And I’ve never been so turned on in my whole life.

I wrap my legs around his waist. My fingernails score over his back. He
groans and starts fucking me harder, nailing me to the wall. His mouth never
leaving mine, he kisses me with an intense passion.

I’ve never been taken like this before, so, raw and intense and deep. He’s
fucking me with an almost madness, and I want him just as fiercely.

In this moment, I feel like I belong to him, and him alone.

I can feel myself starting to rise toward climax as his cock hits that deep
part of me, his hips slamming mercilessly against my clit.

“Leandro...” I moan. “I’m going to...come...”

Finally, he speaks, “Yes. Come, babe. Squeeze my cock with your tight
little pussy.”

Pulling out to the tip, he slams into me, hard. That, and the sound of his
voice, his words, send me free-falling over the edge, and I’m screaming to
him and God and anyone else who might be listening.

“Fuck...India...” he grunts. “Porra, estou gozando...”

His head falls into the crook of my neck as I feel his cock pulsing inside
me.

The sound of his mother language leaving his mouth while he’s coming
inside me nearly sends me over the edge again.

He stays there, head on my shoulder, holding me tight, as both our bodies
twitch with aftershocks.

Then, we’re just silent, two sweaty bodies connected by our most vital
parts, while our hearts pound against our chests, and we try to catch our
breaths.



I’m falling for him.

I can’t.

I can’t do this. I have too much to lose.

My job...I not only love my job, but I’'ve worked damn hard, sacrificed so
much, to get to where I am. And I need my income. I have a son to care for,
bills to pay.

Reality leaves me feeling cold. “Leandro...”

“Don’t...” He lifts his head, staring me straight in the eyes. “Don’t ruin
this, India.”

I swallow against the pain in my chest, knowing what I have to do. “I have
to. I’'m sorry.” I place my hand against his chest, gently pushing him away.

“Jesus Christ...” he growls, his eyes closing.

Then, he snaps his eyes back open and lets me down to my feet, slipping
out of me. The loss