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Luxury-Car Dealer

Act 1 – Collision 

Chapter 1 – The Wrong Sound
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Leonardo Vassari did not believe in accidents.

Machines failed for reasons. People failed for reasons. Markets shifted for reasons. Everything—if examined closely enough—revealed its flaw.

That was why the sound bothered him.

It was subtle. Most drivers wouldn’t have noticed it, let alone understood it. A faint irregularity beneath the smooth, expensive hum of twelve cylinders—a disruption so small it bordered on insult.

Leonardo heard it immediately.

His hand tightened on the steering wheel as he eased off the accelerator, listening.

There it was again.

A stutter.

Not loud. Not catastrophic. Just... wrong.

“This is not possible,” he muttered under his breath.

The car was immaculate. Maintained personally. Inspected obsessively. There was no room for error in something engineered to perfection—and yet, the engine disagreed.

A warning light flickered on.

That decided it.

With controlled precision, Leonardo guided the car off the road and onto the gravel shoulder, the expensive tires protesting faintly at the indignity. He turned off the engine and sat there for a moment in silence.

Then he exhaled, slow and measured.

Annoyance settled in—not explosive, but sharp. Focused.

He reached for his phone, already considering which of his contacts could solve this fastest, cleanest, and without inconvenience.

No signal.

Leonardo stared at the screen as if the device had personally offended him.

Of course.

He glanced around. The road stretched in both directions, quiet and unimpressive. No city skyline. No polished showroom. Just distance and trees and a horizon that offered no immediate solution.

Unacceptable.

He stepped out of the car, the late afternoon air warmer than expected. Gravel crunched beneath his shoes as he circled the vehicle, his eyes scanning it like a surgeon assessing a patient.

Externally flawless.

Internally compromised.

His jaw tightened.

Then, in the distance, he saw it—a structure just off the road, partially obscured by a line of trees.

A garage.

Leonardo hesitated.

It didn’t look like the kind of place he trusted with a machine like his. The paint on the building had faded unevenly. The signage hung slightly crooked. It had the unmistakable aura of something that had existed long before luxury became a brand instead of a standard.

But it was also the only option.

He didn’t like having only one option.

Still, standing here accomplished nothing.

With a final glance at the car, Leonardo locked it and began walking.

—
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The bell above the garage door didn’t ring when he pushed it open.

It should have.

He noticed that immediately.

Inside, the air carried the familiar scent of oil, metal, and heat—stronger than in any showroom, less refined, but undeniably honest. Tools were arranged across workbenches, though not in the sterile symmetry he preferred. There was order here, but it was practical, not aesthetic.

“Closed,” a voice called out.

Leonardo stopped.

The voice came from somewhere deeper inside the garage, partially obscured by a lifted car. He couldn’t see the speaker yet.

“I’ll pay double,” he replied evenly.

There was a pause.

A moment later, a figure straightened from beneath the hood of the car.

She wiped her hands on a rag as she stepped into clearer view, and for a second, Leonardo simply observed.

Not because she demanded attention in the obvious way.

But because she didn’t.

Her hair was pulled back without much concern for style, a few strands escaping near her face. There was grease on her hands—on her forearms, even—and a faint smudge along her jaw that she either hadn’t noticed or didn’t care about.

Her clothes were practical. Worn in places. Functional.

But her eyes—

Sharp.

Assessing.

Unimpressed.

“Then you can pay double tomorrow,” she said, her tone flat, almost bored. “We’re still closed.”

Leonardo blinked once.

Not out of confusion.

Out of recalibration.

“I don’t think you understand,” he said calmly, taking a step forward. “The car I’m driving is—”

“Expensive?” she cut in.

There was no hostility in her voice. Just a kind of blunt certainty.

“Yes,” he said.

She shrugged lightly, tossing the rag onto a nearby surface.

“Engines don’t care how expensive they are.”

The simplicity of the statement landed harder than it should have.

Leonardo studied her more carefully now.

“You’re the mechanic?” he asked.

“Last I checked.”

He let his gaze sweep the garage once more before returning to her.

“And there’s no one else?”

“Nope.”

“And you’re closed.”

She folded her arms, leaning slightly against the car behind her.

“Still closed.”

He considered his next words carefully.

“I can make it worth your time.”

A faint hint of something crossed her expression then—not interest, not quite—but recognition.

“I’m sure you can,” she said. “That’s usually how that sentence goes.”

There was a subtle shift in her posture, something firmer now.

“But I’m not reopening the shop because you waved money at me.”

Leonardo wasn’t used to resistance framed so casually.

People resisted him all the time—but it was strategic. Negotiated. Measured.

This was different.

This was... indifference.

“What if it’s not just about money?” he asked.

She tilted her head slightly.

“Then what is it about?”

He gestured vaguely toward the road.

“My car is not something you leave on the side of the road overnight.”

“Sounds like a ‘you’ problem,” she replied.

For a moment, silence stretched between them.

Leonardo felt something unfamiliar press against his usual composure.

Not anger.

Not quite.

Something closer to curiosity.

“You don’t seem particularly concerned about gaining a client,” he said.

“I’m not particularly concerned about clients who think throwing cash around replaces basic respect for my time.”

That landed.

Clean. Direct.

And, annoyingly—accurate.

Leonardo exhaled softly, adjusting his approach.

“Fair enough,” he said. “Then let me try again.”

She raised an eyebrow but didn’t interrupt.

“My car broke down about half a kilometer from here,” he continued. “It’s not safe to leave it there overnight. I don’t have signal. And you are the only available mechanic within walking distance.”

A beat.

“I’m not asking you to reopen for business,” he added. “I’m asking for help.”

The distinction hung in the air.

For the first time since he’d entered, her expression shifted—not dramatically, but enough.

She studied him more closely now, as if reassessing something.

“You always talk like that?” she asked.

“Like what?”

“Like every sentence is part of a negotiation.”

He almost smiled.

“Usually, it is.”

Another pause.

Then she pushed herself off the car, grabbing the rag again more out of habit than need.

“What kind of car?” she asked.

“Limited edition—”

“Make.”

He stopped.

“...Italian.”

Her lips twitched, just slightly.

“That narrows it down.”

He held her gaze for a second longer than necessary.

“Fine,” he said. “It’s a V12, custom-tuned, less than fifty in existence.”

That got her attention.

Not in the way he expected.

She didn’t look impressed.

She looked... interested.

Different thing entirely.

“Show me,” she said.

Leonardo blinked again.

“You’re closed,” he reminded her.

She walked past him toward the door, grabbing a set of keys from a hook on the wall.

“I’m not reopening,” she said over her shoulder. “I’m taking a look.”

He turned, watching her as she stepped outside into the fading light.

“And if I can’t fix it quickly,” she added, “you’re still stuck until morning.”

A small, deliberate pause.

“Money or not.”

Leonardo followed her out, something shifting quietly beneath his usual certainty.

He wasn’t used to this.

Not the situation.

Not the tone.

Not her.

And yet—

As they walked back toward the car, he found himself thinking not about the inconvenience, or the delay, or even the cost.

But about the way she had looked at him.

Like he wasn’t the most important thing in the room.

It had been a long time since anyone had done that.

Long enough that he almost didn’t recognize the feeling when it surfaced.

Almost.

As they reached the car, she circled it once, slow and deliberate, her eyes scanning every detail with practiced precision.

“Alright,” she said finally, crouching slightly as she listened to the engine after he started it again.

The faint stutter returned.

She didn’t speak immediately.

Didn’t react dramatically.

Just listened.

Then she nodded once, more to herself than to him.

“Yeah,” she said. “That’s not supposed to do that.”

Leonardo let out a quiet breath.

“No,” he agreed.

She stood, wiping her hands again before looking at him directly.

“It’s fixable,” she said.

Relief flickered—brief but real.

Then she added:

“But it’s going to take more than tonight.”

And just like that—

The problem wasn’t solved.

It had only just begun.
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Chapter 2 – A Different Kind of Value
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By the time they returned to the garage, the last light of day had thinned into a dusky blue. The air carried a cooling edge now, and the quiet around them felt heavier—less like inconvenience, more like inevitability.

Leonardo noticed everything on the walk back.

The way Bridgit moved—purposeful, efficient, no wasted motion.
The way she didn’t try to fill the silence.
The way she didn’t look at him unless she had something to say.
It was... unusual.

Most people, in his presence, performed in some way. They adjusted themselves—tone, posture, words—trying to meet an expectation he never explicitly set but always benefited from.

Bridgit didn’t.

She walked half a step ahead, keys loosely hooked in her fingers, as if he were just another problem to solve—and not a particularly urgent one.

When they stepped back inside the garage, she flicked on the overhead lights. They hummed to life, casting a warm but uneven glow across the space.

“Pull it in,” she said, gesturing toward an open bay.

Leonardo did as instructed.

That, too, was new.

The engine gave that same uneven stutter as he eased the car into position before shutting it off. The silence that followed felt louder now, as if the machine itself resented being still.

Bridgit was already moving.

She grabbed a flashlight, slid open a drawer, and pulled out a set of tools without hesitation. There was no second-guessing, no showmanship—just familiarity.

“You mind if I—” she gestured toward the hood.

“It’s your garage,” he replied.

“Your car,” she corrected, though she was already reaching for the latch.

The hood lifted smoothly, revealing the engine beneath—precise, immaculate, engineered to impress.

For a moment, she just looked at it.

Not like someone admiring it.

Like someone reading it.

Leonardo leaned slightly against a nearby workbench, watching her instead.

“You maintain it yourself?” she asked.

“Yes.”

“Regularly?”

“Yes.”

She hummed softly, leaning in closer, the beam of the flashlight moving methodically across components.

“Then either something wore out faster than it should...” she murmured, “...or something wasn’t as perfect as you thought.”

His jaw tightened slightly.

“I don’t deal in assumptions,” he said.

“Good,” she replied. “Because engines don’t care about them either.”

There it was again—that quiet refusal to meet him on his usual ground.

Instead of pushing back, Leonardo found himself asking, “What do you see?”

She didn’t answer immediately.

Instead, she reached in carefully, adjusting something, listening—not just with her ears, but with her hands. The kind of listening that came from years of repetition, of mistakes, of learning what machines said without words.

“You hear that misfire?” she asked.

“Yes.”

“It’s inconsistent,” she said. “Not a full failure. Something’s interrupting the rhythm.”

“I gathered that much.”

She shot him a quick look—not annoyed, just... noting.

“Then you also know that means it’s not catastrophic,” she added.

“That doesn’t make it acceptable.”

A faint smirk touched her lips.

“No,” she said. “It doesn’t.”

She stepped back, wiping her hands again before walking over to a nearby cart. She grabbed a diagnostic tool—older than anything Leonardo would have used, but clearly well-maintained.

“You’re going to run that on this?” he asked.

“Unless you’ve got something better in your pocket.”

He didn’t.

She plugged it in, her movements confident, familiar. The machine hummed softly as it began its work.

Leonardo watched, arms loosely crossed now.

“You don’t seem impressed,” he said after a moment.

“By what?”

“The car.”

She glanced at him briefly, then back at the screen.

“It’s a nice machine,” she said. “Well-built. Over-engineered in a few places.”

“Over-engineered?” he repeated.

“Yeah,” she said. “Sometimes simpler is better. Fewer things to go wrong.”

“That’s not exactly the philosophy behind luxury.”

“No,” she agreed. “It’s the philosophy behind reliability.”

The words landed somewhere deeper than he expected.

Leonardo studied her again, more intently this time.

“You grew up around this,” he said, gesturing lightly to the garage.

She didn’t look up.

“Yeah.”

“Family business?”

A small pause.

“Was,” she said. “My father ran it.”

“Ran?” he asked.

She clicked something on the device, her expression unchanged.

“He passed,” she said simply.

There was no elaboration. No shift in tone.

Just fact.

Leonardo inclined his head slightly.

“I’m sorry.”

She shrugged one shoulder.

“Comes with time.”

Another silence settled, but it wasn’t
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