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Chapter 1: Pedal to the Metal

 

Juliet "Jules" Montclair

 

I was almost born in the passenger seat of a Bentley Continental GT, or so the story goes. 

My mother, elegant even in labor, refused to give birth in a car like the masses. My father, ever the Montclair, drove her to the private wing of St. Joseph’s at 120 miles per hour, his hand clenched around hers, the other wrapped around the wheel. A controlled storm. That was the way of things in our family. Never chaos, never mess. Just precision.

When I was old enough to understand, he told me I was made for the driver’s seat. But what he really meant was: I was made to sit pretty, a Montclair nameplate stamped on my future like a title on a deed.

I didn’t want it.

The last week of school was a formality, a grand exit wrapped in designer bows and champagne smiles. St. Rosaline’s, where the elite raised their porcelain daughters into cold-blooded powerhouses, was a monument to people like us—Montclairs, Merciers, Langfords. The next generation of power. I sat through the farewell speeches, the hollow laughter, the whispered gossip in the hallways that reeked of privilege and Prada.

I played my part. Crossed my legs. Smiled at the right people.

And suffocated.

Because where I came from, girls like me didn’t get to be reckless. Girls like me didn’t get to want. Not without consequences.

Montclair daughters didn’t chase boys, didn’t let anyone get too close, didn’t risk scandal or ruin. Our names were investments. Our lives, carefully curated.

But I knew what happened to girls who did. I’d seen the wrath of my father, sharp as a blade and just as merciless.

I could already hear my father’s voice ringing in my head. This is your future, Juliet. Don’t fight what’s already decided.

The thing about fathers like mine? They don’t expect rebellion. They expect obedience wrapped in a silk bow. They expect their daughters to marry well, manage empires, and smile in the faces of men who mistake their spine for softness.

He expected me to fall in line. He expected me to be his perfect Montclair heir. What he didn’t expect was this:

By midnight, I’d be gripping the wheel of a car he would never approve of, tearing through Toronto’s underground racing circuit like the daughter he never saw coming.

The Montclair estate was a palace of cold glass and marble, hard edges and vacant rooms. It had the scent of wood polish and cash, and on evenings such as these, it seemed more like a mausoleum than a house. Dinner was as always—silent, aside from the deliberate scrape of silver against fine plates.

Victor Montclair presided at the head of the table, a monarch with empire laid out before him. I sat across from him, spine straight, a daughter raised to be seen, not heard.

“The Langford family will join us for dinner next Friday,” he said, voice clipped, efficient. “You will attend.”

I didn’t answer right away. I lifted my glass, took a sip of something expensive. The silence stretched between us like a taut wire.

“Are you asking or telling me?”

A muscle in his jaw ticked. “This is not up for discussion.”

Of course, it wasn’t. Nothing ever was.

Dominic Langford was exactly the kind of boy my father approved of—old money, good manners, a future made of golden handshakes and power plays. We had exchanged a grand total of twenty words in our lifetime, none of which had been worth remembering.

My father didn’t care about that. He cared about dynasties. About alliances. About making sure Montclair & Motors remained untouchable.

I tapped my fork against my plate. “And if I have other plans?”

His gaze cut through me like winter air. “Cancel them.”

I met his stare with a slow, deliberate smile. “I’ll think about it.”

A lie. Because in four hours, I’d be breaking every single one of his rules.

At exactly eleven-thirty, I was moving through the garage, fingers ghosting over the hood of a machine built in secret.

The car wasn’t just a car. It was a rebellion crafted in chrome and steel. A sleek, black Porsche 911 Carrera, gutted and rebuilt with hands that shouldn’t have known how to do it. Hands that had spent years in the Montclair garages when no one was looking, learning what it meant to take something apart and make it better. Faster. Stronger.

No one knew about this car. No one knew about the nights I spent with grease under my nails and the smell of oil thick in my hair. No one knew that this was the only thing that made me feel real.

The garage wasn’t part of the pristine Montclair estate my father paraded to investors. It was an old service bay, abandoned and forgotten at the edge of the property. The kind of place no one checked because it wasn’t glamorous enough to matter. But to me, it was a kingdom built in secret, a sanctuary where the expectations and legacy pressing against my throat couldn’t reach me.

I ran my fingers over the Porsche’s hood, my reflection warped and slick beneath the dim light. "You ready for this, baby?" I murmured, circling to pop the hood. The engine was a thing of beauty—modified, recalibrated, refined beyond anything stock. I had spent months on this—sourcing the right parts, tuning it down to the millisecond, making sure it could outrun anything that came for it. Or for me.

I pulled out my phone, fingers smudged with oil as I swiped the screen. The notification was waiting.

New Entry Slot Open – Midnight Run Toronto. Register Now.

Unlike the old days, this wasn’t some back-alley deal with cash exchanged under neon lights. No whispered passwords or waiting for a man with a clipboard. Everything was digital now—encrypted, anonymous. The system ran on an AI algorithm that matched racers the moment they checked in.

I exhaled slowly and tapped the confirmation.

Registered. Await match at check-in.

A thrill skated down my spine, sharp and electric. My first race. The thought curled hot in my chest, a perfect storm of fear and anticipation. I could only hope I wouldn’t wreck before I even had the chance to prove myself.

I reached for the mask tucked inside the glove compartment. Black, sleek, designed to shield my identity just enough. If my father ever found out, he’d lock me in that glass house of his and throw away the key.

I pulled the mask over my face, adjusting the edges. In the mirror, my reflection was something else entirely—sharper, untouchable. No longer Jules Montclair, heir to a legacy she didn’t want.

I was just a driver now.

I swung into the driver’s seat, heart thudding against my ribs. The second my fingers curled around the wheel, something inside me unlocked.

This was mine. This moment. This machine. This night.

With a deep breath, I started the engine.

The roar shattered the silence, and I smiled.

The streets of Toronto were alive with the kind of electricity that only came out at night. The kind that hummed in your bones, that sent adrenaline licking up your spine. I pulled into the lot just past the industrial docks, where the underground racing circuit pulsed under flickering streetlights and the scent of burnt rubber and gasoline.

Engines revved like war drums. Neon lights reflected in oil-slick puddles, throwing distorted ghosts of the racers onto the pavement. People leaned against their cars, laughter sharp as shattered glass, the air thick with money, risk, and something unnamable. This wasn’t the world of Montclairs and Langfords, of carefully curated futures and sterile wealth. This was raw, reckless hunger—people chasing the rush of speed the way others chased power.

Tonight, I was one of them.

The mask was warm against my skin, concealing my face, my identity. No one knew who I was beneath the black carbon fiber shell, just another anonymous racer with something to prove. My entry had been easy—too easy. A burner phone, a shadow account, a few well-placed bribes, and suddenly, Juliet Montclair no longer existed.

In her place, there was Nyx.

A name ripped from old poetry. The kind of name that would outlive me if I let it.

I rolled forward, fingers flexing over the wheel, feeling the low, guttural purr of my car like a living thing beneath me. And then I saw him.

Not a racer. A spectator. A lad who did not belong to this world but stood in it as if he owned the night.

He was leaning against the rim of the crowd, apart but not aloof, the swaying light of a streetlamp nearby slicing deep shadows across his face. Dark eyes, impenetrable, fixed on the scene as if he were analyzing it, weighing. There was a focus in the way he stood, motionless but not inactive, his hands curled in the pockets of his leather jacket as if he had nothing to prove and everything to lose.

My stomach flipped. Irritation, maybe. Or something worse.

I shouldn’t have noticed him. I shouldn’t have felt the moment stretch, the static between us snapping like a live wire. I didn’t know his name, didn’t know why he stood out in a sea of people who were louder, flashier, more desperate to be seen.

But I knew I would remember him.

And then, there was him.

Tyson "Ty" Vega.

Not leaning—lounging—against his Dodge Challenger like the world was made for him to own. Dark eyes catching the low glow of the streetlights, watching, waiting. A storm waiting to break.

He didn’t know it was me, his cousin. Couldn’t have known. Not beneath the mask, not in the darkness. But he saw the car, saw the way I handled it, and something in his expression sharpened.

Ty wasn’t just a hothead, not just a street king with a reputation carved in burnt rubber and broken bones. He was worse. He was a predator wrapped in wealth, a self-made executioner who enforced the Montclair name with blood and fire. And if he ever found out who was behind the wheel of this car, behind this mask—

I couldn’t let that happen.

Our eyes met across the lot, and something inside me tightened, coiled, snapped.

I didn’t flinch. I didn’t look away.

The starting light flickered overhead, counting down to chaos.

I gripped the wheel, foot hovering over the gas. The boy in the crowd. Ty’s watchful stare. The weight of expectation curling around my throat like a noose.

I was prepared to let it all burn.

×o×o×o

 

 

 

 

 

 




Chapter 2: The One That Got Away

 

Romeo “Romy” Cruzer

 

I never planned to stay in this life forever. That’s what I told myself, anyway.

Each time I wiped grease from my hands in the rear of my father's auto shop, each time I heard him speak of the business as if it were a legacy rather than a curse, each time I saw Marco roll his eyes and mutter about there being no way out—I told myself that I was different.

But the reality was, the longer you were there, the more difficult it was to leave. The gravity of the Cruzer name seeped into your bones, heavy as oil and just as impossible to scrub away. My father didn't even ask if I wanted to inherit. He assumed. Like a car coming off the assembly line, predestined and unalterable.

And perhaps once, when I was young and stupid enough to believe I had a decision, I believed I could escape it. Believed if I drove fast enough, worked hard enough, I could make something of myself without the specter of hotwired cars and hissed threats following me.

Then reality cut in.

I quit school. Wanted to say something to my parents—thought about it more times than I can remember. But whenever I pictured it, I saw my mother's face fold up, heard the sound of her voice breaking when she asked what she did wrong. I saw my father's silence, the hard, weighty kind that was a disappointment greater than yelling could ever be. And then, finally, I knew precisely how it would play out.

He'd just look at me for a long time, then give me a wrench and tell me to get back to work.

For the past two weeks, I maintained the charade. Arose each morning as if I had a place to be. Picked up my backpack, exited out the front door, and acted as if I was going to class. I'd cruise around for a while, get coffee, park in a lot, and wait for long enough to let enough time go by before looping back around to the shop.

My cousin, Marco found it absolutely hilarious.

"Yeah, you really believe they're not gonna figure it out?" He leaned against a workbench, arms folded, observing me replace an air filter in a Civic that wasn't exactly legally obtained. "Your old man's not dumb." 

I blew out through my nose, eyes on the task at hand. "I know."

"You have, what? A day? Maybe two before someone rats or he catches you sneaking back here too soon?"

I over-tightened a bolt with too much force. "I'll make it work."

Marco chuckled to himself, shaking his head. "Yeah? So what's the strategy then, genius?"

I had no reply.

Dinner was the worst part. Sitting at the dinner table, acting as if I had a typical day, nodding along when my mom asked about school.

"Did you hand in that history paper?" she asked one evening, shoving a plate of arroz con pollo in front of me.

I nodded. Lied. "Yeah."

"And your grades?"

I shrugged. "Fine."

She examined me for a long moment, lips compressing, but didn't push.

My dad hardly glanced up from his plate. "Doesn't matter. Kid's got a real education waiting for him in the shop."

My Mom sighed, shaking her head. "Raul—"

"He's gonna take over one day," my dad said, spearing his food with his fork. "Might as well start now."

My mom glanced at me like she was thinking of saying something else. Maybe she did know. Maybe she could already tell I was lying. But she just turned back to her plate, silent in a way that made my stomach knot.

I wanted to tell her the truth. Wanted to confess that I wasn't sitting in some classroom, that I was deceiving both of them every day. But the words jammed somewhere between my ribs, pushed between pride and shame and the burden of my last name.

So I remained silent.

And the lie grew broader.

Marco was the only one who wasn't shocked.

You're in deep now, hermano," he told me, slapping my back as I tightened bolts on a stripped Camaro. He was always saying things in advisories I never heeded. "Once you're in, you don't get to leave."

I was going to leave. Make something of it. Something my own.

Because I wasn't him. I wasn't irresponsible. I wasn't seeking trouble.

Trouble still found me anyway.

It arrived in the excuse of an illegal race— one I had no business being at. One I told myself I’d just watch, keep my hands clean, stay out of the mess. Like that had ever worked before.

The parking lot behind the factory docks was filled when we drove up, the stench of gasoline and sweat hanging heavy, the electric snap of excitement crackling like pre-storm static. Engines growled in the distance, headlights slicing through cracked asphalt.

Home. Horribly so.

"Five minutes," Marco grumbled, looking down at his phone. "We do a recon, then we bounce."

And then she appeared.

The minute the car came rolling in, all else dissipated. Black Porsche 911 Carrera, low and deadly, its motor purring like a knife stropped on whetstone. Customized work to the nth screw—adjusted aerodynamics, carbon-fiber trim, an engine so slick it was verging on the surgical.

"Hell's bells," Marco said. "Is she one of yours?"

I didn't respond, because I didn't know. But for some reason, I couldn't help staring at her. And by her- I mean the car.

I knew all the racers worth knowing in this city. All the cars that had made their mark. But I'd never seen this one before.

And when the driver emerged, fitting her gloves as though she had nothing better to do with her time, I knew—whoever she was, she wasn't here to mess around.

She was here to win.

Marco whistled low. "She is new."

"Yeah." I remained neutral in my tone, but my thoughts were already racing, already trying to think of every name I knew, every single racer in the circuit. She wasn't one of them.

Everything she did was intentional, planned. She wasn't like the others—wasn't primping or flaunting. Just quiet confidence, the kind that made people clam up and listen.

Whoever she was, she knew how to play the game.

Marco whistled softly. "Think she's got the guts to run?"

I breathed out, my fingers tightening on the frayed leather of my jacket.

"I believe she's going to shake things up."

The masked driver shifted, barely enough for the neon to reflect off the sharp angle of her jawline, the edge of a smile under the mask.

And in that instant, I knew.

Whoever she was, she wasn’t just another newbie driver.

The lineup at the corner of the industrial lot, the smell of burned rubber and gas heavy in the air. A group of onlookers surrounded them, their chatter filled with excitement. This was the sort of race that people would be discussing for weeks—the sort where legends were made or lost.

Tyson "Ty" Vega was behind the wheel of his black and gold Dodge Challenger, fingers tapping against the steering wheel as if he was already in victory mode. He'd dominated these streets for years. Unbeatable, untouchable. The type of guy who looked at people like me and saw a pest. The type of guy who looked at the girl in the black Porsche and saw a joke.

He stuck his head out the window, showing the sort of smirk that got my knuckles tingling. "Nice wheels, princess. Did Daddy get it for ya?"

The girl didn't move. Didn't even glance at him. Simply readjusted the gloves on her hands, her back as relaxed as if she'd performed this stunt a thousand times already.

Ty laughed. "Not much of a chatterbox, eh? That's fine. You can hold your breath until you tell me how you lost."

Still nothing. Only the slow, deliberate motion of her fingers closing around the wheel, tightening infinitesimally.

Marco edged closer, his voice low. "She has a death wish."

"Perhaps," I breathed, eyes on the Porsche. "Or perhaps she's just better than Ty is."

The girl finally shifted her head just so, looking toward Ty. No word. Merely a fleeting, knowing smirk under that mask—barely perceptible, but enough to create a shock wave through the crowd.

Ty's face shadowed. "Okay, honey. Because you're new here, I'm going to make you a special offer. Don't blink. And don't cry when you lose."

She cocked her head, finally breaking her silence. "You talk a lot. Guess we'll see if you drive as good as you run your mouth."

A couple of people laughed. Not many. Just enough to make Ty's hands grip the wheel tighter.

Then she faced the road again, unruffled.

Someone shouted, "Yo, what do we call you, new girl?"

For a moment, I didn't think she'd respond. But then she reached up, adjusting the strap of her mask.

"Nyx."

Nyx.

A name that was short and sharp as a blade cutting through the darkness. The Greek goddess of night—appropriate for someone who moved like a shadow, like she didn't exist at all.

Marco whistled softly. "Damn. Dramatic much?"

I didn't respond. Because there was something in the way she said it. Like she wasn't selecting the name—like it had already been hers for a long, long time.

The starter lifted his hand. The countdown started.

Three.

The engines growled, alive and famished. My heartbeat throbbed in time with the vibrating earth.

Two.

Ty cracked his neck, eyes fixed straight ahead. If he was tense, he didn't show it.

Nyx simply sat there, rigid as stone, fingers curling once over the wheel.

One.

I breathed out. Marco leaned forward, voice hardly a whisper. "This is gonna be fun."

The flag dropped.
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Chapter 3: Risky Business

 

Juliet "Jules" Montclair

 

The air was heavy with gasoline and heat, the crowd a living, breathing entity on the boundary of the track. Headlights cut through the blackness, casting raw streaks of white across the broken road. This was my world—the only place I ever felt like I belonged.

My hold clamped over the wheel, fingers curled up within my gloves. The mask hid most of my face, but my eyes were left uncovered, keen and acute. No helmet. A mere skin of material separating me from the truth Tyson Vega would never understand.

Ty's car rumbled along with me, loud and brutish, a monster forged to overwhelm through pure strength. He was self-assured—negligent, even. He believed this already belonged to him. But that was his initial error.

His second mistake was believing that I was simply another newbie racer.

I breathed out slowly as the flag girl advanced, lifting her arm. My heartbeat was calm, in rhythm with the low, ravenous growl of my car. Ty gave his engine a second rev, arrogant. The crowd moved forward, on edge, salivating for the type of anarchy that only a race like this could provide.

And then, him.

Standing just at the starting line, arms folded, eyes unreadable. The handsome guy I'd clocked before, the one who didn't simply watch—he observed. Calculating. Analyzing. I should've averted my eyes, but I didn't. There was something about his stance, like he was anticipating something to occur.

The flag fell.

I stomped on the accelerator.

The world blurred.

The vehicle shot forward, unbridled power propelling Ty in the first couple of seconds. Predictable. He was driving on horsepower and ego, goosing his vehicle like it was invincible. But I wasn't concerned. Races weren't lost at the beginning—races were lost at the point where your opponent knew they had already lost.

Ty dove into the first turn, hard and fast. Too hard. The weight of his car pushed him wide. I remained tight, my car clinging to the inside curve, traction control gluing me onto the road as if I'd been sewn into the pavement. Smooth. Seamless. Accuracy over brute force.

I could hear Ty's anger in the rum of his engine as he stood it on its end down the next straight. His car pulled ahead again, but I had him timed now. His car was pure brute power, no skill. He was attempting to scare me, but I wasn't the one holding my wheel too hard.

Halfway down the track, he was still leading us. But only for a little while.

I threw a switch.

The turbocharged engine growled back in an instant, torque hitting me like a boxer's punch in the chest. My Porsche catapulted forward, a silver needle cutting through air between us.

Ty's face jerked to mine. Not soon enough.

I nudged by him, a breath between street and steel. Ty screamed past me, but I was in the last few yards already. He floored it in rage, the harsh rumble of his engine rattling the road.

I flipped the last switch.

Active aerodynamics took over, compensating my speed, holding me glued to the road as if wings were sewn into my tires. Ty pushed harder, but power with no control was a recipe for disaster.

I soared across the finish line first.

Silence.

And then—madness.

The audience exploded, a wave of cheers and shouts, the rapid-fire chatter of bets being cashed in back-alley deals. I hardly heard any of that. My heart was the louder sound, pounding in my ears, shaking through my bones. The kind of rush that didn't wear off readily.

Ty pounded his fist on the wheel, a crisp, metallic sound that sent a shiver through the crowd. Someone whistled softly. His expression contorted with rage, all clenched jaw and white-knuckled fists.

I could've sneered. Could've rubbed it in his face. But I didn't have to. The truth was already printed on the way he wouldn't meet my eyes, the way his chest heaved and fell too quickly, the way his pride was in shambles at my feet.

I got out of my Porsche, mask firmly in position, hands not shaking. Control was the key. Control was what separated winning and losing, survival and destruction.

And then—him.

I saw the flash of movement before I caught sight of him, as if the air itself shifted. The handsome one. He was staring at me, standing just at the edge of the
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