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		Monaco Dreaming



	

	The rain over Monaco had been a fine mist that morning, soft enough to cling to skin like perfume, yet Luca Moretti’s temper could have cut through steel.

	

	The video had already gone viral. Him, jaw tight, eyes like a storm front, shouting in rapid-fire Italian at a rival in the paddock. A single shove. Enough for sponsors to start making phone calls. Enough for Titan Motors to send in their clean-up crew.

	

	Which was why Amelia Chen found herself sitting outside the team principal’s glass-walled office, knees pressed together, notepad balanced on her lap like a shield.

	

	She wasn’t supposed to be here. Three months ago, she’d been writing press releases in a quiet London office, perfectly invisible. But when Titan’s head of PR spotted her cool handling of a minor media slip, the promotion had come. And with it, the assignment that made her stomach knot: shadow Luca Moretti. Full access. All season.

	

	The door opened, and there he was.

	

	Tall, lean, all angles and precision, the kind of man the camera loved, the kind who knew it. He smelled faintly of rain and engine oil, even though she doubted he’d been near a garage yet today. Dark hair curled damply at his temple, and his gaze slid over her like she was part of the furniture.

	

	“Amelia Chen,” the principal said briskly. “Your new shadow, Luca. She’ll be handling all your media, travel, image rehab… everything.”

	

	Luca’s mouth curved, not a smile, more the ghost of one. “Babysitter,” he said in that warm, dangerous accent.

	

	Her pulse kicked. “PR coordinator,” she corrected, because she’d learned early that the only way to survive with men like this was to set the tone.

	

	He stepped closer, slow enough she caught the faint scuff of his sneakers on the polished floor. “And what exactly do you think you can fix, signorina?” His voice was low, like a purr that could turn to a growl without warning.

	

	Amelia met his eyes. “That depends. Are you willing to be fixed?”

	

	The air between them thickened, and for a moment she swore he looked amused. Then he shrugged, already walking past her toward the exit. “We’ll see.”

	

	By the time she caught up, they were in the glare of cameras, the hum of reporters like bees around them. Luca didn’t slow, just reached back without looking and wrapped his hand around her wrist, guiding her through the crowd. His grip was warm, firm, almost proprietary.

	

	And in that moment, Amelia realized this assignment wasn’t going to be about press kits and polite interviews. It was going to be about keeping up, with his speed, with his mood, and with the way he seemed to fill every inch of air between them.

	

	The team principal, all greying temples and controlled impatience, laid out the rules in the clipped rhythm of a man used to being obeyed. “You’re on him, Amelia. Flights, hotels, media availability, sponsor dinners, social. If he sneezes, you hand him a tissue and tell the papers it was a blessing. Twenty-four seven.”

	

	She kept her face neutral even as her stomach did a slow drop. “Understood.”

	

	“Non capisco,” Luca said lightly, sprawled in the visitor chair like it offended him to sit up straight. “Does twenty-four seven mean she brushes my teeth?”

	

	“It means,” Amelia said, before anyone else could, “we work in lockstep until your name stops trending for the wrong reasons.”

	

	His gaze slid to her again, assessing, amused. “And if it doesn’t?”

	

	“Then we get creative.”

	

	Something sparked in his eyes - interest, maybe, or warning. Hard to tell with men who wore their charm like a weapon.

	

	They left the glass box together. The paddock smelled like rain, wet rubber and coffee, and the mist had turned to a fine silver drizzle that kissed Amelia’s cheeks, turning the world soft-edged. Luca didn’t offer an umbrella. He didn’t seem like the kind of man who noticed weather unless it changed his tires.

	

	She matched his pace. “We’re doing a reset. Today. A short statement, no theatrics. You’ll apologize for the scene with Braun.”

	

	“I’m not sorry.” He didn’t look at her as he said it. “He clipped me in qualifying. He lies; I am honest.”

	

	“Honest is good.” Amelia kept walking, clipboard tucked tight to her ribs. “Honest is human. Honest and calm is ideal.”

	

	That got a half-smile out of him, quick and knife-sharp. “I don’t do calm.”

	

	“You do now.”

	

	They reached the Titan garage. Inside, men moved with choreographed efficiency, the car’s bodywork gleaming under strips of unforgiving light. Luca paused, shoulders squaring. If the hallway had diminished him, the garage did the opposite, he seemed to fit here, a piece sliding into its groove.

	

	“Five minutes,” she said. “Media room. I’ll meet you there.”

	

	When he finally turned, his look slid over her again, lingering on the rain darkening the collar of her blouse. “You’re very sure of yourself, bella. For someone who still has her visitor’s pass.”

	

	“I’m sure of my job,” she said. “And it’s to protect yours.”

	

	A heartbeat. Two. And then he nodded, once, like a driver accepting a line he hadn’t wanted to take. “Cinque minuti.”

	

	In the media room, she handed him the printed statement.

	

	He didn’t touch it. “No.”

	

	“Read it.”

	

	He tipped his head, lashes dark against his cheekbones. “If I read it, they will say Titan forced it. If I speak, I will… how do you say…” His fingers drew a lazy circle in the air. “Go off-script.”

	

	“I’m counting on you not to.”

	

	He leaned in, forearms on the table, bringing his mouth too close to be professional and too far to be a threat. “You cannot count on me,” he said softly. “That is the point of Luca Moretti.”

	

	Her pulse tripped. She held his gaze until the seconds grew heavy. “Then I’ll count on me. You speak; I’ll redirect. We give them something controlled to run with.”

	

	He laughed under his breath, a rich, low sound that brushed over her skin. “You really are a babysitter.”

	

	“And you’re really a headline waiting to happen.” She straightened, smoothing her skirt, every movement precise. “Let’s make it the kind we want.”

	

	For two minutes, he fought her. For the third, she let him. She trimmed his edges in real time, cut a word here, sharpened another there. When the journalists volleyed bait, she smiled, thanked them, pivoted. When Luca’s temper flickered, she dropped a hand to the table, nothing dramatic, just a steadying presence, ten centimeters from his. He stilled.

	

	After, he watched her pack her folder with a small, unreadable smile. “You play the room.”

	

	“Rooms are easy,” she said, snapping the clasp shut. “People are harder.”

	

	“Am I people?”

	

	“At times.”

	

	“Then you will not be bored.”

	

	Boredom, it turned out, wasn’t in the job description.

	

	They left Monaco on a charter crammed with staff and equipment manifests, the world shrinking to the soft roar of engines and the curtained hum of business class. Amelia’s seat was beside his, because of course it was, her name highlighted on his itinerary as if she were an add-on to the car parts.

	

	He sprawled with the graceless grace of the habitually exhausted, hoodie half-zipped, hands scarred and tanned. The lights dimmed. Somewhere behind them, two engineers argued quietly about fuel maps. The plane shuddered, steadying again, and his thigh brushed hers. Heat spiked through the layers of fabric like she’d touched a live wire.

	

	“Relax,” he murmured, eyes closed. “Pilots know what they are doing.”

	

	“I’m not afraid of flying.”

	

	“What are you afraid of, then?”

	

	“Men who think they’re the weather.” It slipped out before she could soften it.

	

	His mouth curved. “Then you are safe. I am not the weather. I am the car.”

	

	“And the car does what it’s told.”

	

	“Only by the right hands.”
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