The Weekend by Kathryn Freeman

Tilting her head back on the lounger, Jess stared up at the clouds. Had she been sitting in the Mediterranean, or the Caribbean, she’d like to bet the sky would be blue. Instead she was in a tiny garden in Chiswick - and the sky was grey. Smothering a sigh she snuck a look at the man sharing the garden with her. Blonde hair flopped over a forehead that was furrowed in concentration as he turned over the burgers on the barbeque. A tongue peeped out over lips she hadn’t got tired of kissing yet – though it had only been three weeks. 
Her sigh turned dreamy. Cole Stevens was the reason she was happy to be sitting under clouds. In Chiswick. 
At that moment he glanced up and his face split into a wide grin. ‘Watching the master at work, huh?’
‘I’m making sure you don’t drop mine on the floor.’
He grinned, dimples winking at her from either side of his mouth. ‘Relax, your burger is in safe hands. I used to be a boy scout. In fact …,’ he put down the tongs and turned to face her. ‘Will you come camping with me next weekend?’
The word yes was a heartbeat from flying off her tongue – until she remembered the date. ‘Umm, does it have to be next weekend?’
He crouched opposite her and reached for her hand, his calloused palm rubbing deliciously over her fingers. ‘Please? The forecast is set for the week and, well.’ He smiled sheepishly. ‘I’ve kind of already booked us a pitch.’
‘Oh.’ Jess bit her lip. 
‘If you’re worried about sharing a tent with me, don’t,’ he added hastily, a slight flush colouring his cheeks. ‘We can have separate ones if you’d prefer. I don’t want you to think I’m rushing you.’
‘You’re not. Rushing me, I mean. I’d love to share a tent with you.’ Her own cheeks heated as she imagined them sharing a sleeping bag. ‘It’s just I’m a motor sport nut.’
‘And?’
‘And next weekend is Silverstone.’
[bookmark: _GoBack]‘Ah.’ His eyes dropped to their hands, and then back to her face. ‘I guess I’m hoping you’ll enjoy camping with me more.’
Her heart did a long, slow flip. ‘I was only going to watch it on the television though,’ Jess found herself blurting. ‘I can’t afford to go.’
‘I know.’ He shrugged awkwardly. ‘I checked with your mum before booking the pitch.’  
‘I suppose staying inside does seem a waste of a sunny weekend,’ she said slowly.
Hope filled his eyes. ‘So you’ll come?’
She swallowed. She’d not missed a race for three years. Not since Mark. 
‘Yes,’ she said firmly. She could always listen to it on her radio. 

On Friday evening she watched as Cole pulled up outside her house. In cut off jeans, a pair of Ray-Bans shading his eyes, he looked like a slice of male heaven. So why did part of her want to stay at home?
As she opened the door, his eyes skimmed her face. ‘You don’t look like a girl excited to be going camping.’
‘I am. It’s just, well, you know. Silverstone.’
He nodded solemnly. ‘I’ll try and make up for you missing the race.’
He reached to take her bag and she kicked herself. This was how she’d lost Mark. He’d never understood her obsession with the sport. In the end it had ripped them apart.
Yet here she was, lucky enough to be given another chance at something special. Something that would live beyond the weekend. Maybe beyond the racing calendar.
‘Wait.’ Making a snap decision she took back her bag and tugged out the radio she’d packed. ‘Give me a second to take this back inside.’
As understanding dawned in his eyes, a slow smile spread across his face. ‘Hey, I don’t mind if you bring it. I understand all about sporting obsessions. You wait till the football season kicks in. I’ll drive you mad.’
The look he gave her was more than a sign of amusement; it pulsed with a promise. He was planning on them still being together come the winter.
They were an hour into the journey when she noticed the route they were taking and gave him an ironic smile. ‘Silverstone is near here.’
‘Is it?’
The mischief in his glance had her heart slamming against her ribs. ‘Are we…’ she didn’t dare finish the sentence. What if she had it wrong? She didn’t want to upset him by harping on about the race again.
He didn’t acknowledge her half question. Instead he kept his eyes fixed on the road as he turned the car into the campsite.
Right next to the Silverstone racetrack.
Parking up, he drew a pair of tickets out of his jacket and grinned. ‘I told you I understood.’ 
Happiness erupted from her and she threw her arms around him, spluttering out her thanks as he hugged her tight. 
‘No worries. I’m gob smacked you agreed to come without knowing. And without the radio. Must mean you like me, huh?’
She was half laughing, half crying. ‘I guess it must.’
Chuckling softly, he tugged her hair. ‘It also means you have to watch the mighty Chelsea with me at Stamford Bridge.’
‘Deal.’
As she scrambled out of the car she wondered if perhaps…just perhaps…she’d found a man who wouldn’t just put up with her obsession. He’d understand and enjoy it.
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