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To the hearts that refuse to be tamed.

May this book remind you that love is not a cage, but the key that can unlock any armor.
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How far would you go to repay a debt signed in blood?

Felix Brandt is known in the world of Formula 1 as “The Captain”—the prodigy driver for the powerful CINEXA agency. But behind the trophies and his cold exterior, he carries the scars of a fire in Geneva and na unwavering loyalty to the man who pulled him from the ashes: Victor Vance. Felix isn’t just a driver—he’s the guardian of the agency’s most dangerous secrets.

Sophie Vance is fire and rebellion. A doctor and heiress to na empire she despises, she is determined to prove that CINEXA uses its drivers as lab rats in lethal experiments. What she didn’t expect was that her new “bodyguard” would be the man most loyal to her father—and the one most broken inside.

Between the rain-slicked asphalt of Silverstone and the rural hideaways of England, a tension ignites that is impossible to ignore.

He has orders to watch her.

She has a mission to set him free.

But Victor Vance doesn’t tolerate betrayal. When Felix is ordered to cause a fatal crash on the track to protect the agency’s interests, he faces na impossible choice: honor his blood oath or save the only woman who has ever heard the true beat of his heart.

In a race where death is just one sector away, love might be the only beacon in the fog.

The Guardian of the Asphalt is the electrifying second volume of the CINEXA Saga—na intense romance packed with suspense, industrial secrets, and the desperate struggle of two hearts who decided to defy the system.
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Silverstone wasn’t just a racetrack; it was a sanctuary of metal and asphalt that, on that particular morning, had transformed into a gray tomb. The British fog, thick and damp, descended over the circuit like a shroud, muffling the roar of the engines and turning the paddock lights into blurred smudges of color. The cold wind carried the scent of wet earth and fuel, and the sky hung so low it felt as if it were pressing the track into the ground.

To any other driver, these would be red-flag conditions.

To Felix “The Captain” Brandt, it was merely a mirror of his own mind.

Inside the cockpit of the CINEXA bolide, the world was small, cramped, and suffocating. The car wasn’t built for comfort; it was built for absolute control. Every millimeter encased the driver’s body like a mechanical prosthesis. Felix felt the carbon fiber seat vibrating against his spine—a constant tremor traveling up his column and settling at the base of his skull like a silent, persistent ache.

The scent was aggressive and familiar—hot rubber, hydraulic fluid, heated metal, and high-octane fuel. It was na industrial perfume he had learned to associate with safety. With predictability. With internal silence.

But the fog changed everything.

On the Wellington Straight, visibility dropped to less than fifty meters. The track vanished before him as if it were being erased. The braking markers appeared and disappeared like ghosts.

And then, Felix’s brain did what it always did.

The air inside his helmet turned hot for a second. Stifling.

A grueling seventy degrees Celsius.

Geneva. Seven years ago.

The memory didn’t come as na image—it came as pain.

The crack of wood giving way. The roar of fire consuming oxygen. The sickly sweet smell of burning fabric. Felix blinked as he rounded Brooklands, and the asphalt disappeared. In its place, the Persian rug of the presidential suite emerged, being devoured by flames.

The heat was too real.

He felt the weight of Victor Vance on his shoulders again—the body heavy and uncoordinated. Victor’s hands clawed at his neck, desperate, leaving marks on his skin that no plastic surgeon had ever managed to fully erase. Felix remembered the sensation of his eyebrows singeing and the taste of smoke clinging to his tongue.

That night, the fire didn’t just burn down a luxury hotel.

It burned the life Felix had before.

He didn’t just save a man. He signed a pact.

“Felix, telemetry is indicating na oscillation in the rear tire pressure. You’re drifting off the racing line at turn four. Focus.”

Victor’s voice over the radio was clean, controlled, almost elegant. Nothing remained of the man who had begged for help amidst the blazes of Geneva. This was the voice of power—trained never to show weakness.

“I see the line, Victor,” Felix replied.

His voice sounded harsh, like metal scraping concrete.

“Then follow it. CINEXA doesn’t invest millions for you to hunt ghosts on the asphalt.”

Felix downshifted into third gear and threw the car into Luffield. The G-force crushed his ribs against the seat. That physical pressure was strangely comforting—a reminder that his body still existed, even when his mind was lost.

Guilt was na invisible passenger.

Heavy. Silent. Permanent.

He was the public face of the agency. The Captain. The driver who never made a mistake. The hero of the sports broadcasts. The favorite of the sponsors.

But inside, he was merely the jailer of secrets that couldn’t be told.

He knew what the CINEXA vitamins did to the young drivers. He knew about the altered medical reports. The hidden exams. The non-disclosure agreements. He knew about the hearts that failed before the age of thirty.

And yet, he drove.

Every trophy felt heavier than the last.

Every victory felt like a silent confession.

The fog thickened on the main straight. At 320 km/h, the world became a narrow tunnel. There was no past or future—only the moment.

Felix floored the accelerator.

The wind began to scream against his helmet. The car vibrated like a living animal. The steering wheel pulsed in his hands.

Speed was anesthesia.

“Weather is worsening. Box, Felix. Box this lap!”

He ignored it.

He needed a few more seconds of mental silence.

He needed to prove to himself that he still had control over something.

He crossed the finish line of the free practice with na absurd time
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