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chapter 1
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TRISTAN CLARKSON WANTED to open his eyes. Feeling giddy as consciousness slowly returned to him, it wasn’t lost on him that there was nothing in his immediate memory. Whatever he'd been doing just before he went to sleep, the memory of it now seemed to have faded away. There was no awareness of what should be in his memory, but he was aware enough to believe he should have been able to remember something about what he'd been doing, or where he'd been. 

As he forced himself to stop focusing on his memory loss and instead focus on other considerations, he felt pain. It wasn't a light and easy pain like he'd felt many times before. No, it was an intense, dull ache, increasingly surging further through his body, the more he allowed himself to concentrate on it. That definitely wasn't right. What exactly had he been doing before he'd fallen asleep? 

As his mind cleared a little, he searched harder for a memory that would answer his questions. When the fogginess began to disperse, he could remember being at the local gymnasium, watching the guys play basketball. They'd all been there, goofing around just like they usually did on a Thursday night. Nothing in his recollection of it seemed out of the ordinary. Had he joined in and then been hurt in the game? He wasn't the most gracious person around, and had certainly had his fair share of falls and scuffs, but none of those incidents had resulted in anything like what he currently felt in his body. Something felt off. He just couldn't easily concentrate to figure out what ... or why. 

Startled by a sharp jolt of agony racing through his head, he instinctively moved to raise his hands. He immediately realized that wasn't happening, his hands not able to move at all. For a long moment, that caused further confusion. When his consciousness reached the level where his logic began to function once again, he realized he could feel the tightness of restraints. He understood further the predicament he was in, with his hands bound to something that felt like the arms of a chair. 

Once again he tried to open his eyes. The pain in his head was almost unbearable. That didn't stop him from trying to focus, but it was no use. His eyelids actually seemed unable to be opened, like they physically couldn't open. The realization panicked Tristan. It had felt weird enough that he couldn't move his hands. His eyes not being able to open took his confusion to another level.

Giving up trying to move any part of his body, he forced his breathing to slow and deepen as he concentrated on letting his muscles loosen, one by one. It was an effort to try and slow his heartbeat. He fully understood what panic attacks felt like. He was also familiar with the physical feeling produced by anxiety, and what techniques worked for him to defuse such a state. Breathe deeply. Let the tenseness flow away. Slow the heart. These things he always remembered and was well practiced in. 

Panic attacks were something Tristan had lived with throughout his life. They didn't happen often enough to make him feel like they controlled his life, but they'd happened enough to ensure he'd grown comfortable with them and they no longer freaked him out. On the odd occasion they occurred now, he was able to recognize what was happening and take steps to defuse the feelings. Sometimes they occurred for no apparent reason. This time, the reason was pretty obvious. Whatever predicament he was in, not only was it unlikely there would be any way out of it if he was panicked, but panic could also do him harm. 

When he'd experienced his first full-on panic attack as a kid, he'd been rushed to the local hospital. His terror throughout that first one had been severe. Although the medical staff had soon after discharged him, his visit there had lasted long enough for a knowledgeable doctor to sit him down, explain in kid terms what was happening, and guide Tristan through exercises to help resolve the anxiety he was feeling. Since then, he'd continued to utilize the same exercises he'd been taught that day. Because they'd always seemed to work, he'd had no reason to try any other methods. 

Keep breathing, he repeated silently inside his thoughts. Inhale and exhale deeply and keep slowing the heart. Like meditation, it felt good to have that focus, no matter where he was, or what horrors were about to happen.

Just as he felt his body relax and his mind settle, a voice spoke. The tone and sound of it made Tristan's blood feel like it had turned instantly cold, as he experienced what felt like hairs standing to attention all over his body. 

The confusion he'd previously felt was quickly replaced by terror. Heart racing once again, this time he struggled to maintain any semblance of calm. After a long while, his anxiety heightened before then converting into resolve. Whatever was going to happen to him was well outside his control. He may as well accept it.

“You think you're hurt?” the voice asked, a taunting tone evident without any attempt to be disguised. “You think you're in pain? You think that something bad has happened to you?” The voice kept going, taunting him further still. “Maybe you think something truly horrific is going to happen to you. Maybe you even think that you might die today ... perhaps even in the next few minutes.” The voice paused before speaking again. “Yes, you might be right,” the words continued. “But you have no pain ... not compared to what I feel, every single day, and all thanks to you.” 

After a shuffling of feet, the voice spoke again, this time closer, quieter, and with even more passion. 

“You took away an entire lifetime of good, solid plans, Tristan Clarkson, and now you have to pay for that, because that's how life works. You treat people wrong, you cause misery, and you have to pay the consequence.”

Tristan bowed his head. His memory evaded him no more. He knew who he was in the company of. There was no point trying to speak. There was no point trying to move. There was no point trying to do anything. Maybe where he presently was, he deserved to be. There was nothing about the words he'd heard that he could argue just weren't true. 

That was his final thought before he felt a fist strike the side of his head.

The blackness of unconsciousness fell over Tristan Clarkson once again. 
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Eleven Months Ago

“SHE'S A BEAUTY, ISN'T she?” Tristan asked his closest friend, Chase Simpson. The excitement in his voice was evident, as was the wistfulness that came from wanting something that wasn't yet within one's grasp. 

To any onlooker, the two of them could have been models for an underwear company. Tristan, with his black hair that he kept cropped, was always well-groomed. He did it naturally, without any thought or effort. Today he was in his standard casual gear of blue jeans, short-sleeved black v-neck t-shirt and hiking boots. He wore the same kind of outfits almost every non-working moment. It was simple attire, but well suited to his naturally lithe body. 

He wasn't into bodybuilding and he'd never played any sport except basketball, and that was only socially with his mates. Anyone who’d met Tristan Clarkson knew, without any doubt, that there was no competitiveness in his body or his soul. He liked the physical aspect of sport, but not the competition. For that reason, he'd steered clear of being pulled into any school teams. Socially, it was all good fun. Other than that, he had no interest in being a sportsman.

So far, everything about his body seemed to be growing as it should, and had grown in proportion. He was grateful to be slender and muscular, despite not putting the same level of time and effort into his body that his friends had started to put into theirs. He wasn't particularly interested in how he looked, or how anyone else looked. He tried to be tidy and clean, but did he look in the mirror and regard himself as good-looking? No, absolutely not. Whether he was or wasn't considered good looking by others, he didn't care. He just wanted to be a good person and have good people around him. The people who periodically came into his life and were focused primarily on the outer appearances of him and others, he lost interest in pretty quickly. 

Chase, in contrast, was all about looks. He had a shoulder-length blond mane that he'd taken pride in since his early high school years. He'd fought to be able to grow his hair long in a town that had always seemed far too clean-cut for his liking. That argument he'd eventually won, making him somewhat of a celebrity in the local high school. Through his own efforts and dedication to the cause, he'd single-handedly cleared the way for any high school boy to have the freedom to grow his hair longer if he wanted to. The days of the 'short back and sides' rule were finally over with in Riccarton High, and that was all due to Chase Simpson. 

He was regarded as a looker too. There was never too much time that passed when there wasn't a girl trying to get his attention, and that was just how he liked it. Almost every day, Chase wore his usual attire of black jeans and long-sleeved shirt, buttoned up only to mid-chest. He never tucked his shirts in. They loosely hung over his hips and butt just the right amount. More than once, he'd caught a girl eyeing up his backside, right at that precise point where the shirt hem visually contrasted the color of his jeans. It was just something that he'd long ago discovered worked, so he continued to wear the combination. In his view, anything that captured a girl's attention was worth doing. He was a lover of women. He wanted to always be a lover of women. Women. Plural. Full stop. It was one way he was extremely different from his best friend, Tristan. One of them was a lover. The other wasn't. 

Despite their differing views on what he regarded as the fairer sex, it hadn't been enough to prevent their friendship from working. For that, Chase had always been grateful. There had been a few scrapes he’d gotten himself into, that Tristan had gracefully helped him get out of. No matter where the future might take either of them, it was difficult to imagine life without his best friend in it.

Following the line of sight to the ‘beauty’ Tristan had just pointed out, Chase nodded as he appraised the curves and lines before him. 

“That she is, my friend. That she is,” he said before pausing, turning, and delivering an incredible grin to his friend. “She definitely has curves in all the right places, if you know what I mean,” he added with a wink, making Tristan chuckle. 

The two young men studied the glorious vision in front of them. Tristan was determined. He always got what he wanted, no matter how much effort he had to put in to get it, and the beauty in front of him was no different. He wanted her. He was going to have her. Even if it took blood, sweat, and tears, she was going to be his.

“There's no way you're gonna be able to get her, though,” Chase continued. “Not on your wage at that burger joint. She'll be far more than you can afford ... forever!”

Tristan grinned, reached up with his hand, and tousled his friend's hair. 

“You should know me much better than that by now, Chase-boy,” he said confidently. “She's gonna be mine and there ain't no doubt about it.” 

Chase said nothing more. He did know Tristan. No matter how difficult something might seem if someone else attempted it, Tristan would be able to do it. He was a guy who worked as hard as it took to get wherever he wanted to be. It had been the same right throughout their schooling years together. 

Now that they'd finally finished their final year of having to put up with teachers and classrooms, the future seemed wide open to possibility. They most likely wouldn't end up on the same path, and Chase knew that. Tristan was destined for great things. Chase didn't have the same drive or even enthusiasm. They would drift apart at some point. He didn't look forward to that moment, but it did help him maintain the resolve to appreciate their friendship before they both grew up and went their separate ways.

“Speaking of which, I gotta run and get flipping those burgers,” Tristan said, his smile wide and infectious. “Gotta work to get paid. Gotta get paid to save cash. Gotta save cash so that baby can one day be mine.”

As always, the two young men embraced with their own manly double slap on each other's backs before pulling away.

“Yeah, yeah, like I keep saying, you're gonna be flipping burgers day and night for the rest of your life before you can afford that baby,” Chase said, chuckling as he flicked his thumb toward the vision of beauty. He was only teasing. Of course Tristan would achieve on the path he was currently on. He always did.

Tristan grinned, waved, turned, and began jogging to Don's Burgers. It wasn't one of those big chain burger joints that seemed to be on every other street corner, but the owner, Don, had been good to Tristan right through high school. The job had enabled Tristan to save a fair bit of cash. It wasn't anywhere near enough yet to buy his dream car, but he'd get there. Work harder, spend little, save more, and then negotiate, negotiate, negotiate. It was a recipe he was sure was going to be a winner. He just had to be patient and keep his goal at the forefront of his mind. 

The boys from his high school years always tried to distract him with parties and other fun times, but he wasn't having any of it. He was a goal setter and a go-getter, and they knew it. He was glad they'd never ditched him as a friend even though he so often turned down their invitations to the many things they got excited about. In that, he'd always been lucky. He was a bit of a geek and he wasn't afraid to admit it, but people still seemed to like him. 

For months, he'd been taking on as many shifts as he could, sometimes working 12-hour days, six days a week. He knew he was lucky his good friends still hung in there for him even though they hardly ever saw or heard from him. 

All in all, he knew he had a pretty good life. For a while, it hadn't seemed so, when his mother had died five years earlier. That had been hard on him, his father, and his brother, Tom. Life had changed so much through that one period of time when she was suffering. It had changed again through the following period after she'd died. 

At times it had seemed to Tristan that he'd lost his father too. Depression had struck Wayne Clarkson hard when his wife had died, making him retreat from his sons. As brothers, Tristan and Tom had never been that close. They still weren't. During that time, though, they'd learned to tolerate and lean on each other just that little bit more, simply to get through each day. With time and patience, their father seemed to have come right and started to integrate himself into their lives once more. He wasn't the same father. He wasn't the same man. But at least he was there.
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“HEY, HEY!” DON CALLED out as he saw Tristan enter the much-loved burger joint. As always, Don's face presented a sad attempt at looking serious or annoyed as his eyes demonstrated his cheerful and teasing nature. “You're verging on being late!”

Tristan laughed as he put on his work apron. 

“Yeah, in another ten minutes!” he called out. “You always give me a hard time, but you know I'm the most reliable and hard-working employee you ever had, Don.”

Don chuckled quietly and nodded. 

“Alright, I'll let you off, but only this one time!” he said. Tristan had worked for him for three years. Not only was he a good kid, but he was the most reliable young employee Don had. “That's quite some grin you're wearing on that pretty face of yours. You been perving at her again?”

Tristan smiled even wider. He liked Don and didn't mind the friendly yet cheeky banter that flowed both ways between them.

“Yep,” he replied. “I've found the one, and she's gonna be mine. You just wait and see. One day, you'll not only see me arrive for work, but hear me as well when I rock on up in that beauty.”

Don chuckled but could only nod. If any kid was going to work hard, save hard, and buy a big-ticket item, it was Tristan. No doubt about it. He'd been working as many shifts as Don could give him for a really long time. Don was pretty sure that if he could offer 20 hours of work a day, seven days a week, Tristan would probably put his hand up to do it, he was that keen to earn and save. He had what some his age would just call a big dream but, when it came to Tristan, Don knew it was a goal that would definitely be reached. 

“Yeah, yeah. Now stop yacking and get to work! I don't pay you for your charming conversation!” Don called out, making Tristan laugh again. 

~~~~~
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AS HE WORKED THROUGH his shift, Tristan Clarkson kept thinking about the gorgeous thing he wanted so much to be his. He'd first seen her the year before. Back then, it had seemed she would be too far out of his league – something completely unobtainable to him. As he'd begged Don to give him more and more shifts at the burger joint, establishing and growing a good stash of savings had begun to be easier. That, in turn, had made him see that maybe she wasn't completely out of his reach. If he could get enough work, and he fastidiously managed his money, he might just make that dream come true after all. 

Now his bank account was looking pretty healthy. He was still a fair distance from the present asking price, but the owner had so far dropped the price three times. While Tristan couldn't understand why nobody else wanted the beauty, he couldn't complain as it got cheaper and cheaper before his eyes. As long as it continued that nobody else wanted her, he could remain at least a little confident that she would be his. 

As his savings had grown and moved closer to the amount he needed, he’d found himself spending more and more time thinking about how life would be once he achieved that particular goal. There were so many pros, and they far outweighed the cons. Some days, he just couldn't wait.

“Will you get that stupid grin off your face!” he heard Don call out, teasing him. 

Tristan gave a mock salute. 

“Yes, Boss!” he called back.

Don laughed but didn't harass him anymore. As he walked out of the service area, heading toward his office, he heard Tristan whistling happily. The sound of it made Don chuckle.

“Kids!” he said quietly to himself, shaking his head. 
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Eight Months Ago

AFTER A GREAT MANY months of working and saving, money was exchanged for papers, hands were shaken, and the deal was done. Chase looked on as he watched Tristan eagerly accept the keys from the previous owner. It was an incredible achievement alright – Tristan having saved up so much that he could buy the car for cash – but that didn't surprise Chase. He was just glad to be with his best friend on the day the purchase and handover were made. It had been talked about for well over a year, and it had taken a lot of hard work and sacrifice on Tristan's part, giving up much of his social life. It had also taken some serious negotiation with the car's owner to drop the price on the curvy metal beauty. It was a stroke of luck that it had been on the market for so long and the owner just wanted to be rid of it. That had worked out perfectly for Tristan. 

It was good to see his friend's dream become a reality, even if it did result in a slight shade of green in Chase. He wasn't anywhere near as dedicated to working in a job, let alone saving money. Too many parties. Too much drinking. Too many girls. It was a lifestyle he liked but, admittedly, seeing Tristan's latest dream become a reality was almost enough to make Chase want to get serious and do some earning and saving himself. Almost. Not quite.

“Ready to roll?” Tristan asked Chase. His face presented the type of grin he couldn't have stopped even if he'd wanted to try. 

Holding up the car keys and shaking them, having them in his hands felt like a miracle. For so very long, the dream had seemed like it had been going on forever and would never become a reality. Now it had. No more dreaming about making the beautiful shape his. She was now in his grasp. Literally. Finally. He was the proud owner of a Mustang. It had been a dream for so long that, even as he held the keys in one hand and ownership papers in the other, there was still a part of him that wondered how it could possibly be real. He wasn't new to making dreams come true. This one, however, had been much larger than all of his previous dreams put together. 

As he rattled the keys once again, the jingle reminded him that his long-term dream was now his reality. He owned a car! There was only reason to smile. 

Chase shook his head but laughed at his friend. He wanted to say no, he didn't want to go for a drive. Sometimes, he'd do something like that, just to tease Tristan, but in the current moment, he couldn't stop himself from showing his enthusiasm. 

“Hell, yeah!” he called out with a wolf whistle. “Let's do it!”

Tristan jumped into the driver's seat, put on his seat belt, and waited for his friend to get in the other side. 

“Buckle up,” he said, making Chase deliver a mock scoff.

“Oh, come on! You're not your dad, you know,” Chase said with the distinctive sound of childish sulking in his tone. When he looked at Tristan and saw the seatbelt law wasn't going to be taken lightly, let alone overlooked, he reluctantly obliged. “Okay, but not cool, Man. Not cool!”

Grinning as he turned the key in the ignition, Tristan felt his heart beating heavily as adrenaline flowed through his veins. He hadn't consumed any substances or intoxicants. There were no drugs or alcohol in his system. Despite that truth, right at that moment he felt as though he was high. He'd gone through the earn-save-buy routine lots of times, but never with anything as big or as valuable as a car. The feeling of elation that flowed through him was truly incredible.

As the key turned, the engine leaped into life. Being a V8, the purr was heavy and deep, sounding like music in Tristan's ears. The grunt of it was complemented by the sound of Chase laughing beside him. 

“Yee-aah!!!” Chase called out. Any previous thoughts of envy about his friend's purchase dissipated. He was in the front seat of a classic Mustang, and would be cruising the streets for all to see, even if he wasn't the owner. Yes!

Even though Tristan had taken the car for a test drive before handing over his hard-earned money, he still began to feel a new level of nervousness as he sat at the wheel. After slowly easing the beauty forward, he paused at the curb, wound down the driver side window, and watched as Chase did the same on the passenger side. 

“What are you waiting for, man? There's no traffic coming,” he heard Chase say.

“Yeah, hang on. Give me a minute,” Tristan replied. “You know this will always be my first drive as owner of my first car. I don't wanna rush it or take it for granted.” 

For just a moment, he wanted to close his eyes, take a deep breath and compose himself, just like he'd always done whenever his anxiety crept up on him. It was a simple thing to do, yet always felt meditative and calming. 

Watching Tristan, Chase said nothing. On many occasions throughout their friendship, he'd been with Tristan as he'd had to work through a panic attack. As his friend, Chase was well-used to witnessing Tristan in moments of high stress, and in the moments when anxiety had kicked in for no apparent reason. Although he, himself, was eager to get moving and be seen in the classic metal beauty, he sat quietly and waited, respecting Tristan's need to maintain calm. It was one of the many ways they complemented each other as friends. Now and then, Chase reminded Tristan to relax and have fun. In turn, Tristan reminded Chase to, well, simply calm down and relax.

After a long while, Tristan opened his eyes and saw Chase grinning at him like he was the biggest idiot around. 

“Okay,” Tristan said, laughing. “Let's cruise.” 

He finally edged forward and entered the traffic flow, just like all the other drivers around him on the streets. He was the owner of a car, but not just any car. He was the proud owner of a classic Mustang. He kept hearing the name in his head. Mustang. Mustang. It wasn't anywhere near new but, to him, it was absolutely beautiful. He didn't know why or how, but one feeling was incredibly strong. His new baby was going to change his life ... forever. 

~~~~~
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THEY CRUISED THE STREETS for hours, refueled, and then cruised some more. Now and then, Tristan looked over at Chase as they drove around. There was no hiding that his friend was as elated with the new purchase as Tristan was himself. He almost hated to end their first experience in the beautiful set of wheels, but as difficult as it was to face reality, it had to be done. No matter what, commitments had to be followed through on.

“Right, man, I gotta get to work. Where do you want me to drop you off?” Tristan asked, turning to Chase. 

“What? You're going to work when you can just cruise around in this?” Chase asked, teasing. He knew Tristan well enough to know he would never skip a work shift. That didn't stop him from giving him a hard time. “You already got the car! Now you can just sit back and enjoy it.”

“Yeah, but now I gotta work to keep fuel in the tank!” Tristan retorted. “So tell me where you want dropped off, or you can jump out right here.”

Destination negotiated, Tristan pulled up to the curb and watched as Chase undid his seatbelt then turned toward him, hand extended.

“Hey, man, I know it's not cool to say, but I'm proud of you. I wish I had even half of the dedication you have,” Chase said in a rare moment of seriousness.

“You are dedicated,” Tristan replied. “Geez, man, look at your achievements on the court!” he exclaimed. For all the confidence his friend appeared to have, Tristan knew that underneath his well-presented and somewhat cocky exterior, even Chase had moments of not believing in himself.

“Yeah, but that's not going to get me anywhere in life, is it,” Chase said as he climbed out. Standing, turning, and leaning back in, he grinned again. “Have fun at work, party pooper.”

Tristan waved and watched the door close. Sometimes, when Chase talked about himself in such a negative way, Tristan worried about him, but now wasn't a time when that was needed. He'd become well-tuned into moments when Chase was a little down on himself, and when he was really down on himself. Today was a fine day.

Looking at his watch, Tristan saw he had half an hour to get to work. He started the car, once more loving the sound the engine made, before easing his beauty out into the traffic carefully and then picking up speed. One thing he hated was being late. In his opinion, it just wasn't acceptable.

~~~~~
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“HEY, HEY!” HE HEARD Don's voice call out to him in the restaurant car park. “Somebody got lucky today!”

Tristan laughed as he climbed out and locked the car. 

“I told you one day you’d hear me before you saw me when I came to work!” Tristan called back. “But luck has nothing to do with this, Don. You know that better than anyone!”

Don walked over to him and then past him. Instinctively, he raised one hand and ran it along the paintwork. 

“I do indeed,” he replied, nodding. “She's a beauty alright, Tristan. I know you worked hard for this, but you are lucky. You've scored a real deal on this. I bet collectors would pay a lot more for this than what you paid for it.”

Tristan grinned. He'd done his homework. He had no doubt he'd negotiated a price that could have been far exceeded if the previous owner had been willing to wait longer for the right buyer to come along.

“I know, but that just means she was always meant for me, not for anyone else,” he said. “Don't you worry – I’ll be holding onto this baby for a long time to come.”

Don grinned at the young man and held out his hand. 

“Good plan,” he said as Tristan shook his hand. “Enjoy her. There's nothing like your first car. This will be the one you remember forever. Mark my words!”

Tristan said nothing in response as the two of them turned and walked into the restaurant. It was nice enough that Don agreed it was a nice car, but in anything, Tristan knew only he needed to be happy with his choices. He'd never been someone to need the approval of others. What he wanted, he went after, even when it went against what others thought he should do. It was his life, after all.

His choices.

His consequences. 

Plain and simple.
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“NICE CAR,” TRISTAN and Chase heard a voice call out from a car that sidled up beside them at traffic lights a couple of weeks later. With both front windows of the Mustang once again wound right down, the tinted windows didn't obstruct an outsider's view into the car. Most of the time, Tristan preferred the comfort and privacy of having the darkened windows up. When Chase was in the car, it appeared to be compulsory for them to be down. Tristan maintained humor about it. That was just who Chase was – someone who liked to be seen. 

It had been the one thing that Tristan had found difficult to understand about his friend when they'd been younger. No matter the situation, Chase had to be the center of attention. It was like he needed it to grow and to shine. Where that need came from, Tristan had no idea. It was just something he'd learned to handle and accept in his best friend. 

In return, over the years, Chase had mellowed somewhat in his attention-seeking efforts ... slightly. He was aware that Tristan didn't need attention, or even particularly like it. Somewhere along the journey of their friendship, an unspoken negotiation had taken place. Chase's present-day efforts to get people to look at him were nothing compared to what they'd been earlier in life. 

Having heard the words voiced from the car beside them, Tristan initially smiled, taking the comment as a compliment. The look he then received told him the guy who'd said it hadn't been trying to be nice. The look was serious. It was also followed up by a determined rev of the stranger's car engine. 

“Is he challenging us to a drag?” Chase asked, looking at the strange dude. “For real?”

“Too bad if he is. I ain't doing that crap,” Tristan replied, returning his gaze to the road ahead of them. 

It would only be seconds till the traffic lights changed. In that time, the stranger's engine revved up again, while the owner of the car continued to grin at Chase and Tristan. It wasn’t a smile that could ever be considered friendly. In some ways, it almost seemed to hold a very determined undertone of evil. 

“That guy's creeping me out no end,” Chase said quietly, turning to look at Tristan. 

“Ignore him. He'll be gone in a minute,” Tristan replied, determined to maintain his focus on the road ahead.

As soon as the lights changed, the car next to them raced off. Tristan didn't engage, instead moving forward at a normal speed, and well within the speed limit.

“'Hoonigan'. Ha!” Chase said as the other car moved in front of them, revealing the number plate in full view. “What a stupid name for a car. Why would anyone put Hoonigan on their number plate? What is that anyway? A cross between hooligan and hoon? Geez, that must be some douche bag,” Chase said before the car raced further forward with increasing speed
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