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What Reviewers Say About Gun Brooke’s Supreme
Constellations Series

Protector of the Realm

Supreme Constellations: Book One

 


“Protector of the Realm has it all;
sabotage, corruption, erotic love and exhilarating space fights.
Gun Brooke’s second novel is forceful with a winning combination of
solid characters and a brilliant plot. The book exemplifies her
growth as an inventive storyteller and is sure to garner multiple
awards in the coming year.”—Just About Write

“Brooke is an amazing author, and has written
in other genres. Never have I read a book where I started at the
top of the page and don’t know what will happen two paragraphs
later…She keeps the excitement going, and the pages
turning.”—MegaScene


Praise for Gun Brooke’s Romance Novels

Fierce Overture

 


“Gun Brooke creates memorable characters, and
Noelle and Helena are no exception. Each woman is “more than meets
the eye” as each exhibits depth, fears, and longings. And the
sexual tension between them is real, hot, and raw.”—Just About
Write

September Canvas

 


“In this character-driven story, trust is
earned and secrets are uncovered. Deanna and Faythe are fully
fleshed out and prove to the reader each has much depth, talent,
wit and problem-solving abilities. September Canvas is a
good read with a thoroughly satisfying conclusion.”—Just About
Write

Sheridan’s Fate

 


“Sheridan’s fire and Lark’s warm embers are
enough to make this book sizzle. Brooke, however, has gone beyond
the wonderful emotional explorations of these characters to tell
the story of those who, for various reasons, become
differently-abled. Whether it is a bullet, an illness, or a problem
at birth, many women and men find themselves in Sheridan’s
situation. Her courage and Lark’s gentleness and determination send
this romance into a ‘must read.’”—Just About
Write

Coffee Sonata

 


“In Coffee Sonata, the lives of these
four women become intertwined. In forming friendships and love,
closets and disabilities are discussed, along with differences in
age and backgrounds. Love and friendship are areas filled with
complexity and nuances. Brooke takes her time to savor the
complexities while her main characters savor their excellent cups
of coffee. If you enjoy a good love story, a great setting, and
wonderful characters, look for Coffee Sonata at your favorite gay
and lesbian bookstore.”—Family & Friends
magazine

Course of Action

 


“Brooke’s words capture the intensity of their
growing relationship. Her prose throughout the book is breathtaking
and heart-stopping. Where have you been hiding, Gun Brooke? I, for
one, would like to see more romances from this
author.”—Independent Gay Writer
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Synopsis

 A year ago,
NASCAR star Evangeline Marshall barely escaped death in a tragic
crash. Evie is plagued by nightmares and fears racing again, but
she doesn't want to give up her dream. Blythe Pierce, renowned
photographer, struggles with her own demons, having worked in one
warzone after another.

Blythe witnessed Evie Marshall's
crash through her camera and is impressed by Evie's courage. She
persuades Evie to allow her to document her recovery and return to
racing. Blythe finds Evie irresistibly attractive and fears she
can't hide it. Evie in turn is mesmerized by the loving but
enigmatic Blythe.

But as Blythe's past catches up with
her and Evie's fears grow as her first race nears, can they find
the strength to triumph over their pasts and find love
together?
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Prologue

The sound of roaring engines drowned out everything
else. Blythe Pierce had her left eye pressed to the viewfinder of
her Hasselblad, not about to miss any spectacular images of
Evangeline Marshall entering the Daytona International Speedway
pit. Her crew was prepared to change her tires, and Blythe was
ready to capture the image of Evangeline through the net covering
the opening in the side of the car. She hoped she could manipulate
the photo digitally to make out Evangeline’s features through the
helmet visor.

“Five seconds,” Ben Mason, the team leader,
yelled over the communication system. “Go!”

The red Dodge Viper rushed toward them and stopped
perfectly within the markings.

“Damn it, Benny. The engine’s still getting
too hot.” Evangeline’s growl was unmistakable through the headset.
“Tear the fucking plate off.”

Mason didn’t hesitate. “Pete, do as she says. We’ve
got to cool it down, or it won’t last through the last few
laps.”

A seventh pit crewmember jumped the wall and tugged
at some plating in the front.

Blythe moved lithely among Evangeline’s team,
careful not to be in the way or to trip over the crew’s equipment.
She kept snapping pictures, shooting through the net over the
window and always focusing on the woman in the car.

The crewmember in charge of the jack let the car
down and Evangeline took off. Soon she was speeding around the
track, making faster laps than before. Blythe climbed the makeshift
platform she had built to stand on because she was so short. She
followed the Viper through her lens until it was out of sight, then
patiently waited for it to reappear.

Suddenly the voice over the speakers grew excited.
The audience’s roar nearly drowned out his words. “Paul Gardner is
in trouble and now also Leo Schwartz, in the blue Honda…”

A loud noise cut the speaker off. Instead Blythe
heard Evangeline’s voice over the headset.

“There’s smoke up ahead and I can’t see shit.
What’s going on, Benny?”

“Several cars crashed at the next corner. Go
low. Go low.”

“I can hardly hear you.” The headset crackled,
breaking up Evangeline’s words.

“Go low, Evie!”

Blythe kept looking through the viewfinder, her
hands steady. Smoke billowed around the corner before the pit, and
if Evangeline went low like Benny said, she would clear the
pileup.

“Damn it, Evie, two more cars are involved,
don’t go through.” Benny tore at his headset and began to run.
“She’s not going to make it!”

Staring through the viewfinder, pressing the shutter
release over and over, Blythe thought her heart would stop dead in
her chest.

The red Dodge Viper, Evangeline’s beloved car, shot
through the smoke, and she went low exactly as her team manager
advised. Two other cars had just turned over and slid down the
eighteen-degree bank. Evangeline’s car T-boned the second car, spun
around in a mad dance, and slammed sideways into the first. From
behind, a black Chevy repeated the maneuver with Evangeline’s
Viper.

Mechanically, Blythe kept pressing the shutter
release and clinging to her camera with ice-cold hands, even as the
first flames erupted.


Chapter One

Blythe pulled into a space by the park on Main
Street in the center of Branford, a small town east of New Haven.
She was way too early, as usual, and remained in her seat, watching
people stroll by. The warm Indian-summer evening clearly had coaxed
the Branford population outdoors to enjoy the nice weather.
Checking her watch again, Blythe grimaced, then flipped down the
small mirror behind the sun visor. Her blond hair lay in curls
around her triangular face, and her freckles had multiplied during
her latest assignment in Afghanistan.

She deliberately steered away from those memories.
Even editing her latest photo book was almost too painful, and
she’d rather not dwell on the upsetting images from Afghanistan
just before she met Evangeline Marshall again. It had been more
than eighteen months since she’d photographed Evangeline’s crash.
Two rookie drivers had died that day, and Evangeline and two other
drivers were seriously injured. In fact, nobody had thought any of
them would make it, let alone race again, but here Evangeline was,
about to prove everyone wrong.

Blythe had never used any of the pictures she’d shot
that day at the Daytona International Speedway. She had printed
them, only to tuck them into her safe together with two backup
disks. Countless magazines and news networks, not to mention the
tabloids, had offered her a lot of money. Blythe couldn’t care less
about any monetary temptations; she valued her dignity more than
that. A cynical inner voice added that it was easy for her to stand
on such high moral ground, she who was financially independent.
However, that hadn’t always been the case. Blythe also remembered
vividly when she arrived in New York more than twenty-four years
ago with less than fifty dollars.

“And even that wasn’t really mine.” Blythe
snorted when she thought of how she’d stolen it from her father’s
wallet. She’d paid him back in less than a year, but she’d never
returned to her parents’ home in Myrtle Beach.

Blythe picked up the thick manila envelope holding
more than one hundred photos she’d taken the day of Evangeline’s
crash. She had spent the last two days scrutinizing them and was
surprised at their quality, despite the horrific subject. This was
the norm when it came to many of her photos. Bosnia, the Balkans,
the Twin Towers, Iraq, Afghanistan—the theme was human courage
versus human suffering. Some of her colleagues claimed to be there
to document, to stay objective, to be non-political. But Blythe
believed that everything you did in life, action or non-action, was
political. She was assigned to document, to use her talent and her
eyes to show other people what she saw. How could her opinion not
color what she deemed important enough to capture?

After checking her watch, she tucked the manila
envelope into her worn leather messenger-style bag, which held her
ever-present Canon. Then she glanced at her reflection in the car
window. Dressed in dark jeans, a crisp white cotton shirt, and a
brown blazer, she looked younger than forty-two, at least at a
distance. Her petite frame, and the freckles she’d despised as a
teenager, didn’t exactly make her look more mature. Pearl Wang,
Blythe’s mentor and friend ever since she’d arrived in New York,
maintained that people only underestimated Blythe once. “Everyone
with their head screwed on right will realize what this woman’s
made of the second she raises her camera,” Pearl often said.

Blythe hoisted her bag and began to walk to Pasta
Cosi, the Italian restaurant on the corner farther up the street,
opposite the park. Pearl would also have recognized the way
Blythe’s nerves were affecting her right now. When she wasn’t
involved in photography, in doing her job, she had to deal with her
lifelong struggle with nearly debilitating shyness. She had to
force herself to approach people, to socialize and carry on
conversations with people she hardly knew, even complete strangers.
Few people, except Pearl and a couple of her closest friends, knew
the toll it took on her. For a long time, she had hoped her shyness
would become easier with age, but the last few years it seemed to
have gotten worse.

Blythe willed her fingers to relax around the
shoulder strap of her bag. Her heart hammered and goose bumps
erupted along her arms. She knew how to appear unaffected, but it
had taken her years to perfect the appearance of being comfortable
when she wasn’t. Now she used one of her techniques, a mantra of
sorts in which she told herself that Evangeline wasn’t a stranger.
They had met several times before the crash. Tall, Evangeline
Marshall had long dark hair and deeply set green eyes in a
chiseled, oval face. Nobody had seen any new close-ups of her since
the crash, and Blythe wondered, not for the first time, if the
injuries had left scars.

She entered the restaurant, which looked about half
full.

“Welcome,” a young woman just inside the door
said, and reached for some menus.

“I’m meeting someone. Reservation’s under
Marshall.”

The woman checked her chart. “Ms. Marshall is
waiting for you. Follow me, please.” She guided Blythe over to the
far corner. “I hope you will enjoy your meal.”

Evangeline looked up from a paperback she’d been
reading. “Hello, Blythe.”

Blythe had never felt more tongue-tied, but forced
herself to greet Evangeline politely. She hung her bag across the
tall backrest of the chair and sat down across from Evangeline.
“Nice to see you again, Evangeline.” It was. She shuddered at a
sudden flashback of the smoking pileup of cars and the broken body
of the vibrant woman in front of her.

Evangeline placed her book on the chair next to her.
“Call me Evie. Please. It’s been a while.”

“Yes. Thank you for seeing me on such short
notice.”

“My manager said you have something important
to show me.” As direct as always, Evie obviously hadn’t developed
an affinity for small talk during her recovery.

“Yes.” Blythe didn’t allow the annoying
tremors in her stomach to rush her. “I understand this is one of
your favorite restaurants in Branford.”

“It is.” Impatience oozed from Evie, but she
motioned toward the menu next to Blythe’s plate. “I recommend the
puttanesca.”

“Thank you. I’ll take your word for it.” Glad
she didn’t have to peruse the menu, she turned to the approaching
waiter.

“I’ve already placed my order,” Evie said,
when Blythe gestured for her to go first.

She ordered the dish Evie suggested, then sipped her
water, stalling a few seconds longer. “You want to eat first
or…?”

“No, let’s get to the point.” Evie also drank
some water.

Understanding that Evie wanted to make sure she
wasn’t wasting her time, Blythe dug into her briefcase for the
manila envelope. “I just want you to know that some of these aren’t
easy to look at. For anyone. For you, it might be even worse.”

“What is this?” Evie weighed the envelope in
her hand, her dark eyes burrowing into Blythe’s.

“Photos that I took. That day.” Not sure why
she found it impossible to say “the day of your accident,” she
watched Evie pale a couple of shades.

“You—you took photos?”

Blythe couldn’t judge if Evie was shocked or
outraged. Trying not to recoil, she nodded solemnly. “I did. That’s
why I was there, after all. I was lined up to photograph you coming
through the curve and was already shooting when everything
happened. I just kept my finger on the shutter release. It all went
so fast.”

Evie’s eyes turned flat as she opened the envelope
slowly, as if it contained a bomb. Blythe assumed the experience
had been like being in a high-powered blast. She knew every single
one of those pictures by heart, and even if Evie remained
expressionless, the crisp images of her car plowing through the
crashing cars hidden in the smoke reflected in her eyes. More than
a year after the accident, Blythe still shuddered to think of the
horrific events she’d witnessed.

Evie browsed through the first photos, and as she
turned each one over, her eyes narrowed and her hands faintly
shook. Without finishing the full series of pictures, she suddenly
shoved them back into the envelope.

“Are you trying to sell me these, this long
afterward?” Looking dangerous, she pushed the envelope back. “I’m
not interested.”

“No. No, you misunderstand.” Hadn’t Evie’s
agent explained properly? Blythe pressed her palms against the
table. “I don’t want money for the photos. They’re not for
sale.”

“Then, frankly, I don’t get why I’m wasting my
time here.” Acid dripped from Evie’s words.

“Because I want to give them to you, and I
have a proposal.” Blythe normally didn’t handle customers herself.
She had employees to take care of the administrative tasks, so all
she had to do was show up and do the actual work. But she refused
to leave this task up to an assistant, no matter how far out of her
comfort zone she had to step.

“Go on.” Evie looked more relaxed and
calm.

“I know it’s been hard for you. On top of
that, it’s so unfair that the bloggers out there are spreading
false rumors and raising questions that the NASCAR officials and
your rep have already answered. My pictures should set the record
straight once and for all. We could include them as one of the
chapters in a photography book. That way, you’d get to tell your
story and I could finish what I started.” Blythe took a deep breath
and gulped down some more water.

Evie didn’t say anything at first. She observed
Blythe with those dark green eyes, which didn’t give away any of
her thoughts. Blythe wanted to lower her own eyes, but the brave
woman across from her would consider that a sign of weakness, and
she didn’t want to do anything to spoil her plans.

“You wish to resume where we left off?” Evie
lifted one corner of her mouth. “Trust me. A lot has happened since
then.”

“Your manager confirms that you’re planning a
comeback.”

“Planning one and actually getting there are
two completely different things. You might end up like before,
having put tons of planning and work into something that amounted
to nothing.”

Blythe heard the pain behind Evie’s defiant words.
“Even if you don’t want anything to do with me, or the book, the
photos are still yours, and you can use them to prove once and for
all exactly what happened. I had a vantage point that the news
cameras and the sports network didn’t. My pictures tell the true
story.”

“You’re giving these to me, and the right to
do whatever I please with them?” Evie’s voice lost some of its
annoyance.

“Yes.”

“No strings attached?”

“None.”

Evie had her reasons to be suspicious. According to
her manager, several publishers and editors had swamped her with
suggestions and proposals. The chance that she’d accept Blythe’s
offer was infinitesimal.

“If—if I should go ahead with such a project,
there’d be tons of clauses and exceptions.” Evie placed a hand on
top of the envelope between them.

“I’m sure we could work things out.” At last,
Blythe realized there was enough oxygen in the restaurant. The
waiter returned with their food and she welcomed the break in their
conversation. Cautiously she tasted the puttanesca, relieved that
the angel hair pasta dish was savory, but not too hot.

“Great choice, huh?” Evie said, sounding
casual.

“It’s delicious. Very good choice.” Blythe
smiled as carefully as she’d just tasted the pasta and, to her
relief, Evie reciprocated.

 


*

 


Evie studied Blythe surreptitiously as they ate in
silence. She usually wolfed down the food at Pasta Cosi, but
tonight, with so many emotions fighting to overwhelm her, she had
to concentrate on chewing every bite so she wouldn’t choke.

She’d recognized Blythe Pierce as soon as she
stepped into the restaurant. Evie felt at ease here at Pasta Cosi,
having frequented this place ever since high school, but her heart
raced as Blythe walked toward her.

Blythe’s face was one of her last clear memories
before the crash. During the day she couldn’t remember the pileup,
but some nights it all returned in her dreams, haunting her with
nauseating details of flames, smoke, and broken bodies. She shook
away the destructive thoughts and instead studied Blythe. Dressed
in preppy clothes, with her blond hair curling down to her
shoulders, Blythe had translucent, blue eyes that grabbed Evie. How
could someone who had witnessed so much in all the major hellholes
in this world have such a mild gaze? Blythe’s pale, freckled
complexion also belied her age and experience.

Evie had reacquainted herself with the
photographer’s biography and work via her website before she agreed
to meet. According to it, Blythe was twelve years Evie’s senior,
but she didn’t look it. Surely you couldn’t spend months and months
in Iraq and Afghanistan, in such scorching heat, without sun
damage? Perhaps Blythe’s makeup protected her, but from what Evie
could see, she wore only some eye shadow.

She had been certain Blythe had intended to sell
those photos at a very high price, and that she would threaten to
sell them to the tabloids or someone else out to use them for God
knew what purpose. When Blythe simply gave them to her, Evie became
speechless for several moments. The selfless act seemed without
ulterior motives. Her mind raced as she tried to figure out
Blythe’s next step. She began to relax as Blythe merely ate and
seemed content to wait for her to make up her mind.

“I need to know more,” Evie blurted. “I’m
sorry. I just can’t make a decision like this on the
spot.”

“I realize that your comeback alone must be
stressful enough, without having me shadow you. Still, that’s how
it would be. If you eventually agree to do this book, I’ll have to
be with you during practices and everything that has anything
remotely to do with you as a NASCAR driver. It’s important that you
understand this.”

Evie nodded, grateful for Blythe’s
straightforwardness. “I do.”

“I’ll do my best to answer any questions you
might have. I know that your team researched me last year. Nothing
much has changed, but if you want, you can double-check my
credentials and references.”

“I might. Still, that’s not what worries me. I
mean, you’re well-known and everything.” Evie put down her fork,
unable to finish her meal. She could tell that Blythe liked hers.
Her plate was almost empty.

“What’s the problem, then?” Blythe frowned,
running her fingertips along the rim of her glass. She tipped her
head sideways, looking intently at Evie in a way that made
something hum inside her.

“Eh…I need to talk this over with you further.
In public like this, I’m sure I’d forget half the questions I meant
to ask.” Evie thought for a moment and then decided to take the
leap. “Why don’t you come to my family’s summer house in Plymouth
this weekend? I’m having some friends over and you’re welcome to
join us. I know from last year how excited they were that the
famous Blythe Pierce planned to feature me in a book.”

“Are you sure?” Blythe looked taken aback.
“I’d love to discuss this project more, but I don’t want to
impose.”

“No problem.” Evie waved the waiter over, but
before she had a chance, Blythe took the leather case from his
hands, tucked in her credit card, and returned it.

“You don’t have to do that. I suggested that
we meet here.” A little annoyed, Evie inhaled and slowly let the
air out again. Digging deep for a more gracious approach, she
forced a smile. “Thank you, though.”

“You’re welcome.” Blythe turned to the waiter
and signed the receipt. “Seemed like a good compromise since I’ll
be your guest this weekend. When do you want me…there?” The hastily
added word and Blythe’s flushed cheeks amused Evie.

“How about Saturday, around noon? We can have
lunch and, if the weather’s good, enjoy a walk on the
beach.”

“It’s a deal. Why don’t you text me the
address? You have my cell phone number on the business card in the
envelope.”

Evie placed a hand again on the envelope that held
the evidence of the event that had nearly ended her life and had
definitely changed her outlook on it. The woman across the table
was unlike anybody she’d ever met. Evie remembered how she had
transformed from a shy recluse to a completely focused and
brilliant professional photographer. Her résumé and published work
suggested she wasn’t afraid to take risks and approach things in
unusual ways to obtain the shot she was after. This juxtaposition
between such extremes fascinated her, and perhaps this time around,
Evie would have a chance to get to know her better.

They rose from the table and thanked the staff on
their way out.

“I have my car over there,” Blythe murmured,
seeming even more aloof than before now that they were standing
close together on the sidewalk. “Can I give you a ride
somewhere?”

“No, thank you.” Evie knew she sounded short,
but apprehension, originating from a flicker of attraction, made
her wary of being in a confined space. If she decided to
collaborate with Blythe on this project, she had to keep a certain
distance. She had walked from her Branford condo, and she didn’t
want Blythe to feel she had to drive her home. “I’ll have my
manager e-mail you directions to the summerhouse. See you
then.”

“Thank you. Bye.” Blythe seemed relieved to be
on her way, hurrying to her vehicle over by the park.

Evie remained on the sidewalk, people occasionally
brushing by her in the warm Indian-summer evening, laughing,
talking, or just walking. She stood there and followed Blythe with
a strange sensation in her chest. Pressing a hand against it, she
didn’t know if she was trying to capture the feeling or perhaps
hide it, push it back, but she couldn’t deny the truth. Blythe
Pierce didn’t leave her indifferent or cold. Something about this
woman of obvious courage, who still displayed such discomfort in
social situations, had surprised Evie.

She was used to keeping people at bay. She
maintained emotional barbed wire to ward them off—her father, fans,
the press, paparazzi, and people out to make money from her name.
Now this deceptively fragile woman had somehow found an angle, a
loophole, into her inner circle. A very narrow circle at that.
Watching Blythe drive away, Evie approved the fact that not only
did Blythe drive an Audi A8, but she clearly wasn’t above pushing
the accelerator where it belonged.

To the floor.


Chapter Two

Blythe looked up at the foreboding sky where dark
clouds gathered. Plymouth was crowded in the summer, but during
early fall the tourists abandoned it for attractions farther south.
Glancing at the sea, Blythe shuddered as the dark gray waves
created foam where they crashed against the shore. On the horizon
she could detect large ships, but nobody in their right mind would
go out in a small boat on a day like today.

Hoisting her overnight bag over her shoulder, she
took the camera bag in her free hand, the weight of it, the sense
of normalcy it created settling her onset of nerves. She turned her
attention to the house that her GPS had guided her to. With its
light blue exterior, white trim, and black roof, it looked like
many other houses around Cape Cod Bay. Blythe snorted. At least if
you compared it to other wealthy estates.

A flagstone garden path led to the front door, and
she took a firmer grasp of her camera bag as she approached it. She
raised an eyebrow at the oversized door knocker in the shape of a
growling lion before she used it. Immediately the sound of quick
steps filtered through the door before her hostess flung it
open.

Evie wore light gray sweats, the expensive type, and
a white T-shirt. For the first time, Blythe noticed the scar along
the left side of her neck, slightly discolored and wrinkled. Her
dark brown hair hung loose around her face and covered some of it.
She looked much more relaxed than at the restaurant the other day.
Perhaps being on her home turf put Evie at ease?

“Hello. You made it.” Evie motioned toward
Blythe’s bags. “Can I take one of those?”

“Sure.” Blythe handed her the overnight bag.
Nobody carried her cameras but her. “I’m the first one to
arrive?”

“Yeah. My friends Colleen and Don won’t be
here until dinnertime. I figured we’d get a chance to talk before
they do. You know, about the details of your proposal.” Evie tilted
her head, smiling. “Want to come in?”

“Oh.” Blythe realized that she was still
standing on the doormat, fidgeting with the shoulder strap of her
camera bag. She had to literally force herself to continue talking.
“Sure. Sounds good. Us talking, I mean.” Hating how staccato her
speech pattern became when her nerves got the better of her, she
kicked off her shoes and stepped into a bright hallway that was
part of a living room. Large windows gave a spectacular view of the
rough sea. “What a lovely house.”

“Thank you. My mother tried to influence my
dad’s more bohemian and wild taste while they were married, so
anything stylish and elegant you see is her doing.”

Blythe managed a shy smile. “So I take it your
father chose the lion?”

“The li—? Oh, the door knocker. Yes. Yes, he
did.” Evie laughed. “He used to bring stuff like that home when he
returned from whatever country his latest race took place. Mom was
less than thrilled.” Evie’s eyes darkened as she briskly pushed her
hair behind her ears. “Let me show you to the guest rooms. Since
you’re first to arrive, you get to choose.” She walked over to a
dark wood staircase, Blythe’s bag dangling over her shoulder as if
it weighed nothing. “We have one overlooking the ocean or one
overlooking the garden.”

“I’d love to have an ocean view.”

“Ah, a woman after my own heart.” Evie
grinned, and if she noticed Blythe’s warming cheeks, she didn’t let
on.

The room was typical New England. Dark wood,
nautical theme, white and blue, with a splash of red. The only
thing that stood out was a large abstract painting that hung above
the headboard of the queen-size bed.

“Don’t tell me. Your dad?” Blythe indicated
the painting.

“You catch on quick. The year he came second
in the Monaco Grand Prix.”

“Your father is quite the legend in the racing
world.”

“He sure cultivates that notion, anyway.”
Evie’s lips looked tense. “Don’t get me wrong. Together with
Fittipaldi, Lauda, and Stewart, he was among the best of his
generation. These men, they lived this larger-than-life way that
consumed them. It left very little for anything else. Or
anyone.”

“Must’ve been hard for a young girl, being
separated from her father during the racing season.”

“It was, and the






































cover.jpg
2SPEED
e

GUN BROOKE ¥4





