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    To my booktok girls who would follow the tattooed criminal into chaos without a second thought—this one's for you.
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Red Rum- Resentvul
Murdermind- Resentvul
Razorback- Resentvul
Flightnight- Resentvul
V.A.N. - Bad Omens, Poppy
Like A Villain- Bad Omens
Bite Your Tounge - Attila
DEMONWHORES!- Infinityghxt
Beg!- VANA
Sinner- Drowning Pool
Bodies - Drowning Pool
Tear Away- Drowning Pool
Pity - Drowning Pool
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●  Mention of foster homes

●  Child abuse

●  Cheating (not between the main characters)

●  Arson

●  Accidental murder

●  Removal of body parts

●  Public sexual acts

●  Explicit sexual scenes

●  Car theft

●  Manipulation 

●  Psychological abuse

●  Torture

●  Blood and gore
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Prologue
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​THE SOUND OF ENGINES echoes in the air. Colorful cars are all around me, with their drivers next to them. The purring sound of the engines has me feeling right at home. Ever since I was a teenager, driving has been my safe haven. It was the one thing in the world that brought me peace, no matter what. Trust me when I say that when you bounce from one foster family to another, you need anything that can spark joy because nothing sparks joy in those group homes. It’s like joy is this forbidden emotion that you forget when you cross the door. The one remaining fragment separating you from the rest of the world.​

I was sixteen when I stole my foster dad’s old Corolla and drove it all the way into a dumpster. He wasn’t happy about his car becoming one with that dumpster, but he didn’t kick me out of the house, which was good. Then, a month later, my foster brother Aaron and I decided to up the level a bit. For our level-up in crime, we chose our chemistry teacher’s car. A guy in his thirties who had clearly decided to become a teacher to piss off his rich father, who wanted him to run the family company instead. In my opinion, if you are going to screw your family over and show them the middle finger, it would be wiser to do it without using their money to buy a new car. Lucky for me, he didn’t share this idea. Daddy’s money funded his midlife crisis only for me to steal it.​

It took five tries before I could actually jump-start the car, and when I did, the purring sound of the engine inviting me to trouble was the best feeling in the world. This time I didn’t crash; instead, I drove like a maniac for an hour until the police caught up with me. I managed to distract them until Aaron could run, and an hour later, I found myself in cuffs, waiting for an adult to pick me up. 
To my surprise, the person who showed up was the owner of the car himself. I was prepared for the worst when I saw him. Instead, he declared that he wouldn’t press charges and managed to convince the officer in charge to give me another chance. And the officer did. I got to walk out of that police station with a warning to keep my nose clean and in the books from that point forward. I didn’t. In my defense, I was fully planning to do so, but things didn’t go as planned when I returned home. ​​
Aaron was already a mess when I arrived; our foster father had discovered what we had done. He took it out on Aaron with his belt and his fists until the poor kid was almost a pulp on the floor, barely breathing. I wasn’t such an easy target, though. 
I punched back when he hit me with his fist, then punched him again, and again. By the time I was done with him, he was the one barely breathing. I helped my brother off the floor and out of the house into the old Corolla. The same old Corolla I had stolen and crashed into a dumpster a month earlier. ​
We started driving, leaving the group home of horrors behind us, and we never stopped. Moving from town to town until we settled here a few months ago. Stealing cars became the one thing that could sustain us. So much for keeping my nose clean, I guess. That Corolla was the first car I stole, and even though I prefer faster cars, it still remains parked in our garage.

It took a few years before we had a plan that made the way we were stealing cars almost legal. It was the perfect plan: participate in a street race, win the race, keep the car, and, a month later, sell it. Everything is by the book. The owner signs the car over to me, and then I sign it over to the highest bidder.

​The illegal street-racing scene is quite fascinating, to be honest. My mind returns to the present as my eyes wander around the huge space filled with cars. Some people cruise the scene, taking in the beautifully modified cars. A black car with flames decorating it, a metallic teal car with a cartoon character, and a matte black car with what seems like a drawing of Hell’s Gate on the hood. That one caught my eye when I arrived. I have been standing next to my equally fast bike, ignoring everyone and browsing the cars like it’s my next shopping spree. And it could be if you count car theft as shopping, that is. ​

“So, what do you think?”

Aaron leans to my ear level and whispers; he knows the plan well. Challenge one of those rich boys to a race. The person who wins gets the car, and the loser walks home. The only thing that could be considered against the rules, really, is that we don’t bring a car of our own, but even rebellious rich boys accept payment in exchange for borrowing their car for a race.

​We need two cars: one that we'll leave in at the end of the night and one that can beat it in a race. Don’t get me wrong; we could use one of our own. But I like tradition, and when everything started, we couldn’t afford a car good enough to win a race. Or a place to stay, to be honest. We lived in that old Corolla for a year before we could rent a small apartment. We have come a long way since then. Now we are living in a house we own, with a garage full of cars we barely drive. 
I'm sure you're thinking, 'Why not take the car that will be the winner?' and I would normally agree, but all of those cars are basically in the same condition. All of them are capable of winning a race. What changes is the driver. Those guys drive carefully, fast but with the intent to get out of the car alive at the end of the race. They don’t take risks, not real ones at least. They value their lives and care if they return home at the end of the night. Most of them have people to come home to: parents, girlfriends... Some of them even have kids. I don’t share that dream reality. 
When I go home, there is nothing waiting for me but my brother and an old pit bull with one ear bitten off and a scar on its left eye. I rescued him three years ago from an illegal dog fight in one of the towns where we stayed for a while, and he has never left our side since. I love my dog, but he is hardly what I would call a reason to live, and when you have nothing to live for, driving like a madman to win a car seems more than fine. Especially when that car will get us a good chunk of money when we sell it.​
I turn to Aaron, my best friend, brother, and accomplice. I wink at him, and with a motion of my head, I
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