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    To my family, who fuel my days with chaos, laughter, and love—thank you for letting me chase this dream in the quiet hours.
To every car lover who grew up with grease on their hands and engines in their veins—this story is for you.
And to my dad, who taught me that passion and persistence are worth every mile—this one runs on your legacy.
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Step into a world where high-octane street racing meets haunting family legacies. In this explosive tale, Nova’s secret identity and relentless pursuit of redemption will pull you deep into a universe of adrenaline, mystery, and forbidden thrills.

This novel uses the world of motorsport as a metaphor for life’s struggles, exploring themes of legacy, personal redemption, and the passionate, often painful pursuit of one’s goals. It shares with the subject text an intimate look at the emotional side of racing and the interplay between personal loss and the quest for identity.

As a nonfiction narrative chronicling the fierce competition and high-pressure environment of endurance racing, this book mirrors the subject text’s focus on adrenaline, legacy, and the dangerous intensity of the racing world—albeit in a historical context.

The text is a multi-chapter narrative steeped in the high-octane world of underground and outlaw street racing, interwoven with themes of legacy, trauma, redemption, and identity. The narrative balances technical descriptions of race cars and venues with intricate character-driven drama and internal conflict. This places the work at the intersection of action thrillers, contemporary urban fiction, and niche automotive culture. These elements are increasingly popular in both literature and film, particularly as audiences look for stories that combine adrenaline-fueled action with deep emotional stakes.

Readers with an interest in high-speed car racing, detailed automobile mechanics, and the underground racing culture will be drawn to the technical depth and gritty authenticity of the race scenes.

Young Adults and Adults (Aged 18-45)

The mature themes of loss, vengeance, and the weight of legacy are most likely to resonate with adult readers who enjoy character-driven thrillers and Younger audiences who appreciate high-stakes adrenaline and counterculture protagonists.

Those with a passion for cars—not just as vehicles but as symbols of personal and familial legacy—will find the detailed descriptions of classic muscle cars, modified Chassis, and the technical interplay between driver and machine particularly satisfying.

The text’s dark overtones, complex relationships, and themes of criminality and secrecy place it in a market alongside other crime thrillers and noir narratives. 

Readers who value introspection, tension, and morally ambiguous characters will find the narrative’s exploration of personal demons and redemption compelling.
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Prologue-Nova
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I stepped into the pit area and the first thing I noticed was the stadium’s skin: corrugated steel, graffiti-bombed panels that bled colour under sodium lights. The air reeked of ethanol and sweat; every breath felt like a punch. Tonight, it was standing-room only: a heaving pulse of bodies, voices, cell-phone cameras, bootleg t-shirts, all funnelling toward the strip.

My dad’s Chevelle sat alone at the edge of pit row, its nocardia paint scorched to hell, hood propped open like a yawning jaw. Every other team had pulled their cars under pop-up tents, clustered together and pretending not to stare. Harlan Creed ‘the Rogue Saint’ always kept his distance. He crouched at the rear tire, running a torque wrench over lug nuts, silent as a monk. No one dared bother him before a race.

I balanced on the aluminium pit wall, my boots hooked under the top rail, knuckles white as I gripped the bar. My uncle stood to my left, wolfing down a stadium hot dog and barking orders into his two-way. On my right, my little brother jostled for a better view, miniature aviators perched on his nose, a patched jacket that made him look like a pint-sized version of our dad.

And then there was Kade Maddox. Nineteen, sharp-edged, the new guy on Dad’s crew, yet somehow, no matter where we ended up, he was always the first one I noticed. He leaned against the rail a few feet away, ball cap crammed backward over his curls, smirk playing on his lips.

Below us, Dad rose from the Chevelle’s tire check, wiped his hands on a rag, and for a split second glanced up at the pit box. He was scanning for us. Searching Me out, like proximity alone might save one of our hearts. I felt Kade shift beside me, eyes locking on mine for an instant.

Across the strip, Kowalski; Dad's biggest rival’s team swarmed their Dodge Challenger, chain-smoking and posing for camera crews. Kowalski himself, a brute with dinner-plate hands sat strapped in his helmet, flipping Dad off from behind smoked plexiglass.

The crowd had drifted over there, screaming for blood. Above the roar I heard the chant that was part warning, part tribute: “ROGUE SAINT! ROGUE SAINT! ROGUE SAINT!”

Dad didn’t react. He never would. Beside me, Kade tapped the brim of his cap. “See the way that gorilla’s over steering in warm-up? He’ll lose the rear halfway through turn two.” He wore that lopsided grin like he’d just banked on it.

I tried a withering glare, but my voice came out thin. “He’s still got seventy pounds on the Chevelle. The torque,”

“doesn’t matter,” Kade cut in, low and easy, “because your dad’s hands are worth more than three engines. Breathe, Creed. He’s got this.”

His words clipped my panic like a seatbelt snapping shut. I exhaled, pivoted my focus back to my father. He was adjusting the belt on his helmet. When I was a kid, he tapped my shoulder three times to get my attention, He’d say it was for luck. His ritual. Now he tapped the roof of his car three times: tap, tap, tap. Then he slipped into the cockpit with a minimum of wasted motion.

Somewhere down track, a crew let loose a can of red smoke. The haze drifted through the pits, blurring edges of everything. Kade’s hand found mine ‘for balance’ he always said. I let him, for once, and squeezed back until my nails bit into his palm.

He leaned close, breath warm in my ear. “You nervous for him or for yourself?”

I snapped my gaze sideways, caught in the storm-cloud blue of his eyes. “Why would I be nervous for myself? I’m not the one racing.”

“Yeah, but if he wins, you owe me that bet.”

“What bet?”

He grinned. “That you’d make it through one race without chewing off your nails.”

I looked down. Three fingertips already bleeding at the quick. I flipped him off with the fourth, but even Kade noticed the tremble.

On the tarmac, the cars idled toward the line. The Challenger’s engine screamed for attention; the Chevelle’s idle was deep and even, like a bear growling in its sleep. The track crew darted around, laying cones, shouting last-minute rules that no one would obey. The flag girl, bleach-blonde with legs for miles climbed onto the starter box, checkered flag limp in the windless air.

My throat clenched. This was the moment I hated most: the instant before chaos, when everything teetered and all I could do was watch.

Then the red light dropped.

Engines screamed in perfect, obliterating harmony. Limiters rising ready for the clutch to drop. The instant the green shone, the cars tore forward, spinning slicks of rubber into the crowd. Dad cut the line quick, dove low on the inside, and ghosted past the Challenger into turn one. The stadium convulsed, half cheering, half jeering, but all alive.

My uncle hollered, “That’s it! That’s it!” and for a heartbeat I almost believed it would be easy. The Challenger gunned its nitrous on the straightaway, and suddenly they were side by side, metal to metal, inches from disaster. The crowd leaned as if our collective weight could tip the outcome. Kade’s fingers tightened around mine.

“Don’t blink,” he murmured.

I didn’t.

They blasted into the final lap, engines threatening to burst. Dad held the line, daring the rival to make the first mistake. The Challenger skated wide on turn one this time, and Dad snaked the Chevelle’s nose, just a quarter-panel ahead.

I gasped, lungs on fire, then realised I’d never let go of Kade’s hand. He lifted our entwined fists overhead, laughing so loud it echoed the stadium’s roar.

“Watch,” he whispered in my ear. “Your dad’s holding back.”

I squinted. The Chevelle’s launch after the corner had been perfect, but Dad kept it shy of redline, letting the Challenger edge ahead on the straight. Kade’s grin sharpened. “He wants Kowalski cocky in the turn. That’s when he’ll snap it.”

I risked a glance at Dad. He looked calm, composed. “Is that safe?” I asked.

Kade didn’t answer. He just held my hand tighter.

On the next turn, Dad feinted inside. The Challenger braked late and ran wide, paint scraping. Dad slid through and took the lead by a car length. The crowd howled.

Kowalski wasn’t racing, he was hunting. On every straight, blue-flame nitrous hissed, inching closer. By the penultimate stretch, he almost kissed Dad's tail with his metal.

My nails dug into my palms. On the final corner, Dad roared through the sector. Kowalski stuck behind. They hammered through the next shoulder into the hairpin, I tensed beside Kade.

“He’s gonna-”

The Challenger lunged. It clipped the Chevelle’s quarter. Not enough to wreck, just enough to unbalance it. The Chevelle fishtailed, tires screeching. Time stretched. I saw Dad’s hands a blur on the wheel as he fought to hold it.

Then Kowalski shoved harder. The Chevelle’s rear broke free. It leapt the curb at insane speed.

The stadium went silent as the Chevelle flew, then slammed into the barrier and split the concrete. Glass, metal, and rubber. Smoke swallowed everything.

‘Dad. No. No!”

After that it was noise. Sirens, screaming, boots pounding. My legs moved before my brain caught up. I climbed the safety wall, skidded across hot asphalt, screaming his name. Kade’s arms wrapped around me, yanking me back.

“Let me go-he’s-he’s-”

“You can’t!” Kade roared. “You can’t help him!”

Somewhere over the chaos I heard my uncle yelling at paramedics, my brother crying against the fence. Crews doused the smouldering flames, a stretcher appeared. The chant returned, hollow and dirge-like: “ROGUE SAINT... ROGUE SAINT...”

I sank to the ground, Kade beside me. They loaded Dad into the ambulance with cameras still rolling, every angle immortalised. The crowd pressed phones forward like black flags, capturing the scene, the shredded Nomex, the sheet over his face. My hands were so tight on my thighs I’d left bloody prints.

I don’t remember the drive home. I don’t remember Uncle turning away news vans at our driveway or my brother howling on the porch. Time fractured into ugly loops, someone handed me tea I couldn’t drink, the news replaying the tragedy, flashbulbs stuttered through the curtains whenever I blinked.

At some point Kade pressed an ice pack to my wrist, where I’d torn skin in the scramble. His voice was low, hoarse. “He’d want you to eat. Or sleep. Or punch me if that helps.”

I stared past him, face glassy. He said, “They’re saying he was dead before impact. That the G-force-”

I couldn’t hear the rest. He cut himself off. “Your dad was the best. Everybody knows that. What happened out there.”

I finally looked at him. “It wasn’t fair.”

He blinked. “No. It wasn’t.”

The next day’s felt like reliving the crash in slow motion. Fans left flowers and empty gas cans at the track. Distant relatives materialised, always steering conversation toward Dad’s legacy. The phone never stopped: insurance, legal, sponsors. The media camped out on our curb.

The Creed garage became a tomb. Tools hung mid-project. Coffee went cold on the bench. The Chevelle’s front clip sat on jack stands, marked up with tape measures for mods Dad never built. I wandered through that space at night, barefoot and half-asleep, trailing my fingers along the cold steel.

The night before the funeral, Uncle gathered us. He was raw-eyed, hollow. “We leave as soon as the wakes over. Pack only what you can carry. They’ll follow us if there’s a story left to print. So, let’s not give them one.” He looked at me. “You good with that?”

I nodded, numb. The house fell silent early, but I couldn’t sleep. I drifted into the dark garage. Outside, a news van idled across the street, its interior glowing blue-white.

In the far corner, under a dust-thick drop cloth, something called to me like an old hunger, sharp and cruel. I peeled back the cover. The gift was for my 16th Birthday. It would have been my first car, if we’d
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