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Chapter 1 - An Unusual Appointment
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The morning sun turned the Ashcombe Motors showroom into a glimmering temple of chrome and old leather, which would have been majestic if not for the half-eaten sausage roll sweating on the wing of a Bentley S2. Billy had clocked it hours ago and was trying to ignore it, along with the dust smudges someone had left on the Jensen Interceptor’s bonnet. She was currently much happier under the Daimler, elbow-deep in a differential that had all the give of a grudge.

The familiar clack of Ollie’s brogues echoed through the workshop. Fast. Too fast. “Billy!” he called, skidding to a halt near her feet. “We’ve got a client—film studio. Actual film. Real cameras and everything.”

Billy slid out from under the car slowly, like a crocodile deciding whether to eat the interloper or not. “Define ‘film.’ Are we talking period drama or budget zombie flick?”

“Does it matter?” Ollie beamed. “It’s exposure! Think of the brand synergy.”

“You’ve been at the  marketing blogs again,” she muttered, wiping her hands on an old rag that had once been a Smiths Motor Accessories tea towel. “And last time we got ‘exposure,’ it was that influencer who reversed a Morris Minor into a duck pond.”

Before Ollie could respond, the showroom door opened with a chime that sounded slightly ashamed of itself. Enter Tina Lake—tall, poised, and dressed like she was expecting paparazzi outside. Her boots were glossy, her faux-fur gilet billowed with purpose, and her clipboard was wielded with the energy of someone who thought bullet points could solve absolutely anything.

“Tina Lake,” she announced. “Location manager for Night Driver. You must be... Ashcombe Motors?” She smiled at them both, as if they might need reminding.

“That’s us,” Ollie said, stepping forward and offering his hand with his best meet-the-client grin. “Ollie Ashcombe. This is my sister, Billy.”

Billy nodded and crossed her arms, grease smudging her forearms like war paint.

“So!” Tina clicked her pen in a manner that suggested caffeine was doing most of her thinking. “We’re filming locally—tight schedule, thrilling concept—and we’re looking for a particular car. Classic. Iconic. Sexy but dangerous. A Jaguar XK120.”

Billy’s eyebrows arched. “You want to drive one?”

“Oh, darling, not just drive. Chase. A thrilling high-speed pursuit. Very controlled, of course. Safety is paramount. It’ll be handled by a professional stunt driver—ex-BBC. We’ll take care of the modifications.”

Billy’s arms uncrossed. “Modifications?”

“Just a few tweaks! Cameras, maybe a roll cage—whatever the stunt team needs. Nothing permanent.” She smiled as if discussing throw cushions.

Billy took a sharp breath through her nose. “The XK120 is not ‘adorably retro.’ It’s a heritage machine. It’s torque and muscle wrapped in aluminium and spitfire spirit. Not a TikTok prop.”

Tina blinked. “Right. Yes. Of course. Beautiful engineering. Very authentic.”

Ollie stepped in smoothly, still grinning. “Publicity like this could buy us new ramps. Or at least newer coffee.”

“I thought we weren’t trusting film people anymore,” Billy said under her breath.

“I thought we weren’t still using that kettle with the exposed wires,” Ollie replied, just as quietly.

Tina’s eyes darted between them. “We’ll sort insurance through production, naturally. I’ll send over the paperwork. Assuming you’re interested?”

Billy exhaled slowly, eyes flicking toward the row of cars gleaming under the skylights. The XK120 sat at the back, sleek and smug, as if it already knew it was the star of something.

“I want a full stunt plan. Detailed. I want a sign-off on any changes. And if anyone even thinks about putting flame decals on that car, I’ll bury them in the boot.”

Tina beamed. “Fabulous! I love your energy.”

Billy sighed. “That makes one of us.”
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Chapter 2 - The Big Sell
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Upstairs at Ashcombe Motors, the office was doing its best impression of a time capsule. Rally posters curled gently at the corners, a cracked leather chair creaked like it disapproved of modern trousers, and the kettle—vintage in all the wrong ways—emitted a low hum that sounded faintly like it was plotting.

Ollie stood in front of Billy’s desk like a barrister about to defend a highly controversial but undeniably attractive criminal. He was holding a clipboard. Not because he needed it, but because it made him feel powerful. “So,” he began, clicking his pen like it was the starter pistol to a charm offensive. “Big-budget British thriller. Filming locally. Real distributor. Real stars. Real catering.”

Billy didn’t look up from the carburettor parts she was sorting. “You forgot the most important thing. Real risk.”

Ollie pressed on. “They want our XK120 for the chase scene. It’s practically an honour. This isn’t some YouTuber in cargo shorts, it’s a proper crew. With a script and everything.”

She raised an eyebrow. “I’m already dazzled.”

“Come on, Billy.” He leaned in, lowering his voice like the car might overhear. “Exposure like this could bump us up a whole tax bracket. Think: prestige. Publicity. Maybe even a signed headshot from Logan Vance himself.”

Billy finally looked up. “Is that the one with the eyebrows or the abs?”

“Both. He’s very multi-talented.”

She set down a carburettor spring with unnecessary precision. “You do realise that exposure doesn’t pay for new tyres, right? And if this car gets wrecked, we’ll be out more than a poster and a thank-you tweet.”

“I’ve made notes,” Ollie said quickly, brandishing the clipboard like it held the secrets of the universe. “It’s a controlled environment. Insurance is in place. They’re handling transportation—using an enclosed carrier, with no slings or dodgy straps. Very professional.”

Billy stared at him. “And who’s going to handle resurrection when they wrap it around a dolly rig and send the bonnet flying into Somerset?”

Ollie hesitated. “Well. I thought... You might?”

She leaned back in her chair, arms crossed, expression somewhere between “mildly appalled” and “trying not to laugh.” The kettle in the corner gave a weary sigh and clicked off.

“It’s a once-in-a-lifetime gig,” Ollie pressed on. “We’ll be credited. Maybe even mentioned in the press pack. ‘Ashcombe Motors: vehicle consultants to the stars.’ Has a nice ring, don’t you think?”

“It has a ring, all right. Like the one in my ears from the last time a director said, ‘It’ll be perfectly safe.’”

The air hung heavy with sibling standoff. Then Billy stood, slowly, and walked over to the battered biscuit tin perched atop the filing cabinet. She opened it, extracted a lone digestive, and with the solemnity of a knight knighting a scone, hurled it at Ollie’s chest.

“You’re lucky I trust you more than I trust your clipboard,” she said.

Ollie caught the biscuit with surprising grace. “So... that’s a yes?”

“It’s a reluctant yes. I’m delivering the car myself. I want eyes on that set, hands on that engine, and if anyone even thinks about touching the handbrake wrong, I’m driving it straight back.”

He grinned. “Deal. I’ll even pack you a flask.”

“And make sure it’s tea this time. Not that horrid oat milk latte thing.”

“Excuse you, that horrid thing won ‘Best Indie Beverage’ at the village fair.”

Billy muttered something unprintable about awards and oat milk, then sat back down with a sigh. “Fine. But if this goes sideways, I’m putting your name on the invoice.”

“Under ‘creative director,’ I hope,” Ollie said, already halfway to the stairs.

“Under ‘liability,’” she called after him.
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Chapter 3 - Prepping the Star
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The rear workshop at Ashcombe Motors smelled of metal polish, tea, and just a trace of triumph. The Jaguar XK120 sat in the centre like a movie star between takes—gleaming, preened, and slightly smug about it. Overhead, the radio was playing Glen Miller’s In the Mood, and someone—likely Harry the apprentice—had balanced two teacups precariously on the driver-side wheel arch like it was a makeshift coffee table.

“Right,” Billy said, flicking her spanner in the direction of the front axle. “Let’s recheck the brakes. Then suspension, tyres, and that one sulky bolt near the chassis. You know the one.”

“Got it,” said Harry, who was halfway under the car with the sort of enthusiasm usually reserved for puppies and Formula One fanboys. “That bolt’s a menace. Like it knows when you’re watching.”

Billy grinned. “Good. That means we’re training you properly.”

Harry was eighteen, utterly devoted, and had recently referred to a carburettor as “dead sexy.” Billy wasn’t sure if she needed to stage an intervention or a mentorship programme, but she appreciated the energy. They worked in companionable silence for a few minutes—just the swing of wrenches, the gentle glug of cooling systems, and the occasional slurp of lukewarm tea.

Then Ollie breezed in, looking irritatingly fresh for a man who’d only just discovered the workshop had a left-hand side. “I bring news,” he declared, holding up a printed email and a croissant in equal reverence. “Also pastry.”

“Unless that croissant can handle a torque wrench,” Billy said, “put it down and tell me what fresh horror you’ve agreed to.”

Ollie handed her the email. Production notes. They want to mount two camera rigs—one on the bonnet, one in the interior. Interior lighting. And they’re thinking about a dummy switch panel for the close-ups.”

Billy read the list twice, then again, slower, as if the words might come to their senses.

“They want to drill into the fascia,” she said flatly.

“It’s all temporary!” Ollie said quickly. “Reversible. Think of it as theatrical dress-up. For the camera.”

“They want to dress up a seventy-year-old heritage vehicle like it’s in panto?”

Ollie held up both hands. “Maybe even tax-deductible?”

Billy took a long breath and mentally added “production designer” to her list of future grudges.

“Tell them,” she said, voice calm but with the unmistakable edge of incoming wrath, “that if anyone comes near this dash with a power tool, I will personally introduce them to the underside of a very heavy axle.”

“Message received,” Ollie said, already backing away. “Passionately.”

Before Billy could further elaborate on where else she might store production staff, the workshop door burst open and a tall, freckled young man in a branded fleece bounded in, clipboard-first.

“Hi! Hi. I’m Seb, I’m from props. I’m here to pick up the Jag—”

Billy didn’t move.

“—and I’ve got the trailer just outside, so I can get it loaded now if that’s easiest—”

Billy smiled. It was not a warm smile. It was the kind of smile that came with health warnings. “Seb, was it?”

He blinked. “Yes?”

She picked up a torque wrench and tapped it thoughtfully against her palm. “That’s adorable.”

He looked around. “Uh. Sorry?”

“Here’s what’s going to happen, Seb. You’re going to back away from my Jaguar, and I’m going to finish my checklist without being interrupted by any more clipboard-wielding toddlers on a caffeine high. Then, if I’m satisfied, I will load the Jag. Not before. Not by anyone else. Got it?”

Seb nodded so quickly it looked like a bobblehead had been startled. “Totally. No worries. I’ll go admire the Bentley or something.”

“Don’t touch the sausage roll,” Billy added, without turning.

Ollie gave a low whistle. “You do realise you just scared a man in branded outerwear?”

“Good,” Billy muttered, wiping her hands. “He can put that on his production report under ‘atmosphere.’”
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Chapter 4 - Gossip at the Greasy Spoon (a.k.a. Lunch at The King’s Folly)
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The King’s Folly didn’t serve food so much as it bestowed it—thick-cut chips, gravy with intentions, and toast that could double as underlay. Officially a pub, unofficially a second home for anyone within shouting distance of Ashcombe Motors, it was where gossip came to ferment and occasionally burst into flame.

Billy and Ollie had claimed their usual corner by the window, where the seats were worn to the exact shape of their post-work limbs. A pot of tea steamed between them, and they were waiting for two plates of beans on toast.

“Well, well, well,” came a familiar voice. Mo approached, apron tied like she meant business, pint glass in one hand and judgment in the other. “Ashcombe’s gone Hollywood. Next thing I know, you’ll be demanding green room snacks and signing beer mats.”

Billy groaned. “Not you, too.”

“Too late,” Mo said, plonking down the glass. “My cousin’s lad is on the film crew. A woman in boots and a fake fox threw a clipboard at a man. I assumed it was your doing.”

“That could’ve been any day of the week,” Billy said. “Clipboard throwing’s gone mainstream.”

Ollie looked smug. “We’ve made the papers, you know. Sort of. It’s only a blurb, but it’s a bold blurb.”

“Don’t let it go to your head,” Mo warned. “You’ll be charging £50 for bonnet selfies next.”

From the far end of the bar, a raspy voice piped up. “Hope you’ve checked the insurance. Film crews cut corners when the light’s going.”

Billy turned toward the speaker. An older man, nursing a beer the colour of ambition, sat, his gaze fixed on what looked like half a pickled egg and decades of low-level regret.

“Sorry, do we know you?” she asked.

“Stan Price,” he said. “Used to drive stunts. Back when men wore helmets because it was sensible, not fashionable. Doubled for Mick Moon in Flat Out Fury. Smashed a Citroën into a hay cart in '89. Glorious.”

Billy gave him a slow nod. “Charming.”

Stan grunted. “I’ve seen crews patch brakes with duct tape and a prayer. They’ll cut test runs to save light. Rush jobs, always. Trust your car, but don’t trust the clock.”

Billy’s fork paused mid-bean.

Ollie waved a hand breezily. “It’s fine. We’ve done the prep. The car’s solid. Insurance is in place. There’s even a tea clause in the agreement.”

“There’s always paperwork,” Stan muttered. “Doesn’t mean they read it before strapping a fog machine to your fuel line.”

Billy took a slow sip of tea and made a mental note to recheck the XK120’s fuel lines. And maybe sleep with a wrench under her pillow.

Mo returned with a tray and a grin. “Here. Two beans on toast, extra beans, light toast, heavy suspicion.”

As Billy reached for the vinegar, Mo slid a well-thumbed copy of The Daily Tattler across the table. “Page seven. Try not to drop crumbs on your future fanbase.”

Ollie flipped it open eagerly, while Billy made a noise like a reluctant cow being led into a photo shoot. There it was: Logan Vance brooding in front of a CGI explosion, shirt slightly too unbuttoned, with the caption: "High-speed action, heart-stopping stunts, and a daring comeback for Logan Vance."

Billy grunted. “Heart-stopping sounds just about right.”

“He’s got nice teeth, though,” Mo offered. “A bit shiny. A bit American.”

Ollie grinned. “Can’t fake a comeback like that.”

“You can fake brake fluid leaks,” Billy muttered. “And now I’m having beans with a side of existential dread.”

“Well,” said Mo, cheerfully ignoring her, “you’d better finish up. If your car’s going to be famous, it ought to be well-fed.”

“Unlike us,” Billy sighed, prodding her toast. “Next week it’ll be paparazzi in the car park.”

“Only if you charge them,” Mo said, already halfway back to the bar. “And don’t forget—if anyone ends up murdered, bring the gossip to me first.”
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Chapter 5 - Terms and Conditions (and Caveats)
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Evening had settled over Ashcombe Motors like a heavy wool blanket—slightly itchy and smelling faintly of petrol. In the rear office, a desk lamp cast a warm glow over an expanding sea of paperwork. Billy was seated at the desk, red pen in hand, expression somewhere between surgical precision and “I dare you.”

Across from her, Tina Lake perched on the edge of a visitor’s chair as if it might bite. Her clipboard was replaced by a manila folder thick enough to require binding. She wore a jacket that probably cost more than the garage’s tea budget for the year and had reapplied her lip gloss halfway through Clause Seven.

“So,” Tina said, tapping a neatly manicured finger on the contract, “you’ll see we’ve kept it all fairly straightforward. Standard terms. Very industry-friendly.”

Billy scanned the page, then snorted. “‘Minimal cosmetic adaptation’? What does that even mean? Glitter flames and a spoiler shaped like a duck?”

Tina smiled tightly. “Oh no, nothing tacky. Just minor visual enhancements to suit the character’s arc.”

“This car doesn’t have a character arc,” Billy said, red pen already in motion. “It has history. And I’ve already removed rust with more personality than your concept notes.”

Tina tried again. “The clause on ‘creative necessity’ is simply there to allow flexibility in scene planning. Sometimes a close-up needs—”

Billy circled “creative necessity” three times and wrote NO beside it in bold, uncompromising capitals.

From his perch on the windowsill, Ollie piped up, “I think what Billy’s saying is, let’s define ‘creative’ as ‘exactly how it already looks.’”

“Thank you,” Billy muttered, striking through a section about “on-site engineering liaison.” “Which sounds suspiciously like letting Barry from props poke around under the bonnet with a multi-tool.”

“His name is Wes,” Tina said faintly.

“Even worse,” Billy replied.

Tina sighed. “You’re very... particular.”

“Would you loan your nan’s wedding dress to a theme park?” Billy asked, deadpan.

There was a pause. Tina’s lips moved silently, possibly imagining the legal implications of letting Logan Vance wear a veil. Eventually, with a long-suffering flick of her pen, Tina initialled the revised version. “Fine. But we’ll need someone on call for any adjustments during filming.”

Billy gave her a look. “You’re looking at her.”

Tina blinked. “Oh. I thought you’d—well, never mind.”

Billy signed with a theatrical sigh. “I’m trusting strangers with a machine I’d rather marry than loan. Please understand my mood.”

Ollie hopped off the windowsill, grabbed a biro with a flourish, and added a final clause in his best faux-legal script:

“Either Ashcombe sibling retains the right to halt participation should safety, mechanical integrity, or general vibes be compromised.”

Billy raised an eyebrow. “General vibes?”

Ollie grinned. “Can’t be too careful.”

Billy stared at him for a beat, then gave the faintest nod. “Good clause.”

Tina reached for the document. “Well, then. I suppose we have a deal.” They all stood. The handshake that followed was technically firm, legally binding, and emotionally icy enough to chill a gin. “You’ll be hearing from the stunt coordinator next,” Tina said. “He’s... spirited.”

“Define ‘spirited,’” Billy asked.

“Creative necessity,” Tina replied with a thin smile. As she left, her perfume lingered in the office like expensive nervousness.

Ollie flopped back into the chair. “That went well, I think.”

Billy capped her red pen with a decisive snap. “She smiled like someone mentally recasting us as comic relief.”

He raised his mug in salute. “Better than being the tragic backstory.”

Billy leaned back, watching the lights of Tina’s car pull away through the window. “I still think this is a terrible idea.”

“You usually do,” Ollie chirped. “Right up until we save the day.”

She didn’t answer. But she didn’t disagree either.
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Chapter 6 - Welcome to Chaos
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The disused airfield resembled a Mad Max convention that had collided with a lightning warehouse. Spotlights perched on cranes, trailer doors slammed in rhythm, and a man in Crocs was screaming into a walkie-talkie as if it owed him money.

Billy rolled to a stop just outside the perimeter fence, the XK120 glinting like a coiled panther on the trailer behind her. Ollie, riding shotgun, was peering over his sunglasses with the wide-eyed awe of a man who had just spotted a pastry truck.

“Well,” he said brightly, “this is... industrial chic.”

“This,” Billy said, killing the engine, “is a health and safety nightmare with craft services.”

A runner in a lanyard two sizes too long jogged up to the window, brandishing a tablet and a slightly panicked smile. “Ashcombe Motors?”

“Present and heavily caffeinated,” Ollie chirped.

The runner scanned something, handed them laminated passes, then turned on his heel and sprinted away, muttering, “You’re in Zone B, no wait, C—just follow the cones!” over his shoulder.

Billy stared after him. “That was helpful.”

Ollie clipped his pass to his shirt like a backstage VIP. “It’s part of the charm. Controlled chaos. Glamorous confusion. Everyone looks like they haven’t slept, but in a fashionable way.”

Billy swung the truck into a slow crawl along a gravel path that was part service road, part obstacle course. They passed a catering truck cheerfully decorated with dancing peas, a portable loo labelled “VIPS ONLY,” and a wardrobe assistant holding six hangers and a nervous-looking hat.

The assistant clocked Billy in her boiler suit and called out, “Darling, you're needed in Makeup Two for continuity.”

Billy didn’t even slow down. “Unless continuity involves axle grease, I think you’ve got the wrong woman.” They finally reached a patch of tarmac behind a pile of sandbags and what looked suspiciously like a smoke machine cooling off in a kiddie pool. Billy parked with surgical precision, applied the brakes with intent, and got out.  

“Right,” she muttered, moving toward the trailer hitch. “Let’s get her down before anyone starts having creative ideas.”

“Want me to help?” Ollie offered, already distracted by someone walking past in an astronaut suit and flip-flops.

“No, I want you to stop getting distracted by people in spacewear and find someone who knows what a torque rating is.”

Billy began to unload the XK120 herself, step by cautious step, her entire body radiating the kind of energy usually reserved for museum curators and bomb disposal teams. She’d barely adjusted the wheel chocks when a woman in cargo shorts and a headset materialised beside her.

“You can’t unload here,” the woman barked. “You’re in the drone path.”

Billy blinked. “The what path?”

Drone path,” the assistant repeated, pointing skyward as if that clarified anything. “The director wants to see the car now. This zone is for aerial access only.”

“I’ll move,” Billy said calmly, “just as soon as I’ve finished not scratching the paint.”

The woman gave a tight nod and retreated, walkie-talkie squawking in her hand. Billy exhaled through her nose. “I swear,” she muttered, “they treat million-pound equipment like it’s Lego. Expensive, dangerous Lego.”

Ollie reappeared, holding two suspiciously warm coffees and wearing a grin that was at odds with the panic echoing around them.

“Found a tea table next to a lighting rig. Met someone called Griff. Might be the stunt guy. Or the tea guy. Hard to tell.”

Billy didn’t look up. “Was he wearing Crocs?”

“No, but he had a clipboard and a mullet.”

“Definitely stunt guy.”

Billy secured the last strap and turned to face the film set’s hurricane of hustle. She folded her arms. “This car is not a toy.”

“Agreed,” said Ollie, sipping his coffee. “But we might be in a sandpit full of toddlers.”
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Chapter 7 - Logan, Mia, and the Power Dynamics Parade


[image: ]




The “talent trailer zone” turned out to be a stretch of tarmac lined with silver caravans dressed up like rock star hotel suites—deck chairs, branded towels, and at least one assistant applying lip balm with a surgical level of focus.

Billy and Ollie approached cautiously, trailing the scent of motor oil and justified suspicion. Logan Vance’s trailer was impossible to miss: it had a personalised nameplate, its own espresso cart, and a gold star stuck to the door with passive-aggressive flair. A bored-looking assistant with perfect teeth lounged beside it, filing her nails with the poise of someone who’d once interned at Vogue and never got over it.

“This feels like visiting a wax museum,” Billy muttered.

“Don’t say that in front of the espresso machine,” Ollie whispered. “It looks judgmental.”

Before they could knock, the door swung open and out sauntered Logan Vance himself—actor, heartthrob, and someone who’d misplaced both his sunglasses and his will to live. His hair was slightly too perfect, his smile slightly too rehearsed, and his handshake—offered automatically to Billy—felt like a damp leaf. “Lovely to meet you,” he said with all the enthusiasm of a man complimenting a dentist. “Thanks for bringing the toy.”

Billy didn’t blink. “It’s not a toy. It’s a Jaguar XK120. And it's not yours.”

Ollie, still a little starstruck, jumped in with a hopeful grin. “It’s fully restored, original spec, and she purrs at low revs. We’ve got the compression ratio up to—”

“Ah,” Logan said, squinting. “You’re the engineer?”

“Mechanic,” Billy said. “And executioner, if you damage that car.”

At that moment, Mia Lang appeared like a tactical drone. The director had the energy of a field commander on her third campaign and her third flat white—cargo trousers, clipboard, and eyes that looked like they’d seen twelve hours of chaos before breakfast.

“This is the car team?” she asked without looking up.

“Billy and Ollie Ashcombe,” Ollie chirped, extending a hand.

Mia shook it distractedly, already scanning her clipboard. “Right. We’re behind schedule. Griff, you’re up.”

Cue Griff Maddox: a man who looked like he’d been carved from old gym equipment and fermented testosterone. He had tree-trunk arms, a high-vis vest slung over one shoulder, and the expression of someone permanently braced for disappointment. “Let’s get under the hood,” he barked, already heading toward the XK120 like it owed him money.

Billy stepped in front of him with the gentle grace of a bodyguard who also owns a torque wrench. “We’re not here for modifications,” she said firmly. “We’re here to supervise. No one touches her without my say-so.”

Griff blinked, mildly offended. “We’ll need brake softening, rig mounts for the camera arms, handbrake tweaks—”

“Not going to happen,” Billy snapped. “This is a classic car, not your personal crash test dummy.”

Mia looked up from her clipboard, eyeing Billy with what might have been curiosity. “You’re this feisty about all your vehicles?”

“Only the valuable ones,” Billy replied. “And the ones being handled by strangers with ambition and limited patience.”

Logan took a sip from the assistant’s freshly delivered espresso. “She’s fun,” he said to no one in particular, then turned to Billy with a smirk. “You know, I like a woman who doesn’t swoon.”

“I like an actor who doesn’t sweat out last night’s gin,” she replied, utterly deadpan.

Ollie stifled a laugh, then pivoted back to Griff. “Maybe we can agree on reviewing your stunt plan first? Then, discuss where our car fits into it?”

Griff crossed his arms. “Fine. But the rig needs access by tomorrow.”

“Noted,” Billy said. “Still not happening.”

Mia, sipping her flat white like it was a coping mechanism, muttered, “You’re an ornamental risk, Logan. Stand still and look shiny.”

Billy blinked, and for a fleeting second, her mouth twitched upward—respect earned.

As the crew dispersed, Ollie leaned in. “See? manageable.”

Billy raised an eyebrow. “You call that manageable?”

He shrugged. “We still have all our limbs. That’s a win.”
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Chapter 8 - Ben Castle’s Ticking Clock
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The production office was, generously, a container with Wi-Fi and the emotional atmosphere of a tax audit. Inside, it smelled faintly of burnt coffee, old highlighters, and unvoiced panic. Paperwork exploded from every surface, and at least five takeaway coffee cups were arranged like a shrine to caffeine-based problem solving.

Ben Castle looked up from his laptop with the warmth of a car park ticket machine and about as much eye contact. He was slim in the way of people who forgot to eat, dressed in a rumpled black polo shirt with “PRODUCER” stitched on the sleeve like a threat.

“Ah,” he said. “The car people.”

Ollie smiled diplomatically. “Ashcombe Motors. Pleasure to finally meet.”

Ben didn’t rise. “Likewise. Sit. Or don’t. We’re a bit behind.”

Billy remained standing, arms crossed. She’d clocked the overflowing whiteboard behind him: names, arrows, and “CRANE SHOT???” underlined in what looked like rage.

“We’re on schedule,” she said. “Your schedule’s the one having an existential crisis.”

Ben ignored that. “Here’s the thing—we’re tight on time. Tight on budget. Every hiccup costs us an hour we don’t have. So I need you to cooperate fully and keep it smooth. No drama.”

Billy raised an eyebrow. “You brought us to a film set. Drama’s literally in the job description.”

Ben slid a folder across the desk with a grimace that might’ve once been a smile.

“Contract addendum. Just a few updates. Expanded usage. Some off-site storage allowances in case we need the Jag elsewhere.”

Ollie picked up the document and skimmed it. His smile faltered at “extended shoot duration without guaranteed notice” and completely disappeared at “vehicle storage beyond primary site at discretion of production lead.”

Billy took one look, pulled a red pen from behind her ear, and scribbled a single word across the top: NOPE. Then, slowly, deliberately, she tore the addendum in half. And handed it back.

Ben blinked. “Excuse me?”

“We brought the car,” Billy said evenly. “We keep the car. If you want to borrow it, we do things according to the agreement we signed. Or we load up and go home. Your choice.”

There was a long silence. Somewhere outside, someone yelled “Reset!” followed by the unmistakable sound of something collapsing onto gravel.

Ben stared at the torn contract like it had personally insulted his mother. “We need that car. But if you become a problem, we’ll replace it. Don’t think we won’t. And then you can explain to your insurers why you weren’t cooperative.”

Ollie, sensing the diplomatic ship was on fire and halfway to sinking, jumped in. “We’re not looking to be difficult. Just careful. You’ve seen the Jag—it’s one of a kind. So yes, we’re going to be particular. But we want this to work.”

Ben’s jaw twitched. “Then keep her under control.”

Billy smiled, sweet and entirely insincere. “She’s very well-behaved. Unless provoked.”

Ben leaned back, fingers steepled. “Just don’t waste my time.”

Billy met his gaze without blinking. “Wouldn’t dream of it.”

Ollie stood, trying to lighten the air with a smile that felt like duct tape over a crack. “Great chat. Lovely energy in here. Invigorating.”

As they stepped outside into the blinding afternoon glare, Billy exhaled slowly. “I think I just made a powerful enemy.”

Ollie handed her his sunglasses. “Yes. But you did it with style.”

She took them, slid them on, and muttered, “He can revise his attitude the same way I revised his contract.”

They headed back toward the car, one sibling braced for sabotage, the other braced for another espresso-fuelled flirtation with chaos.
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Chapter 9 - Tech Check and Tension
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The stunt prep zone was a fever dream of cables, cones, and conversations spoken entirely in acronyms. The XK120 sat in the middle of it all like a prom queen surrounded by well-meaning but deeply suspicious admirers. Every few seconds, someone with a lanyard and a laser measurer darted in to poke, prod, or mutter about “lens lines” and “axle symmetry.”

Billy stood guard like a very stylish bouncer at a very exclusive nightclub—one that only admitted clean hands and basic respect for engineering.

Griff Maddox, stunt coordinator and walking protein shake, was holding court nearby. He was gesturing at the Jag with the flair of a man convinced he’d invented both gravity and the GoPro. “So the thing people forget about camera drag,” he began, loud enough for the next postcode to hear, “is that it affects suspension optics. You shift the weight curve, and it plays havoc on the screen. So we’re rigging for realism, but controlling for the visual echo.”
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