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 T
 he Aston Mar tin One-77 was not a reasonable car :
 ridiculously powerful and so expensive that it cost
 more than most people would make in a lifetime of work.
 Which is precisely why Neil Masters felt it was the car for
 him. Because he was not a reasonable man and was very
 happy to let others know it. In fact, he despised reasonable
 people. Besides, the car had only cost a small part of last
  year's bonus. 
 This July, London was enjoying a heatwave which
 most people considered to be a positive aspect of global
 warming, so, even early in the morning, Masters was able
 to drive to the City1  with the roof down, arriving for work
 at Rexmann Lorenz at 6.20. The tyres of the Aston Martin
 squealed as he negotiated the underground car park, the
 1. London's financial district
 1
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 low thunder of its engine resounding in the empty concrete
 space like a tank entering a conquered city.
 Which is exactly what London was: a city conquered by
 Rexman Lorenz and other investment banks. Above him,
 the company's new offices pushed vertically up into the
 London sky, towering over the feminine dome of St Paul's
 Cathedral and proclaiming Rexman's dominance.
 Look up, little people. London belongs to us now.
 Once parked in his space, Masters began the difficult
 operation of getting out of car door. It may have been a
 sports car, but he himself was not sportily shaped. He
 finally managed to extricate himself from under the steering
 wheel and stood up. He was just reaching back inside to
 get his attaché case when he felt a cold, steel object touch
 the back of his neck.
 “Get up slowly. Don't turn around.”
 The voice was a little muffled, as if the person had a
 scarf over their mouth or was wearing a balaclava. Masters
 froze still as ordered, immediately understanding that he
 had a gun pointed at him.
 He wondered how much he had on him – a couple of
 hundred pounds, maybe. A Rolex. Limited edition iPhone.
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  Nothing, basically. 
 “Okay...” he sighed, reaching into his breast pocket for
 his wallet. He held it up behind his head, saying “Here it
  is.” 
 “I don't want your fucking money!” the attacker
 snapped, slapping the wallet out of his hand. “Give me
 keys to the car!”
 “That's not a good idea...” Masters laughed. “This is
 an Aston Martin One-77. Do you know why it is called a
 One-77? Because they only made seventy-seven of them.
 You can't   sell   a car like this. If you drive it out of here, the
 police will pick you up in minutes.”
 “Give me the keys!”
 “Jesus, you are just   asking   to go to jail, aren't you?”
 Masters said as he handed the keys back toward his
  assailant. 
 “Walk,” the voice commanded. “Slowly.”
 The gun on his neck dictating the speed and direction
 of his movements, Neil Masters stepped toward the rear
 of the car. He was tense, but more irritated than scared.
 Whatever quality of character it was that enabled him to
 risk tens of millions of pounds on a daily basis also made
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 him relatively sanguine about the current situation. There
 was no reason for his attacker to shoot him. This was just
 about money. Everything was about money.
  “Stop.” 
 He stood still, guessing that his attacker would ask him
 to open the boot of his car in case there was something
 valuable in there. He never had time to register how wrong
 he was as a blow to the back of his neck sent him dropping
 unconscious to the floor.
 The attacker kneeled down instantly, rolling Masters
 over until he was lying flat on his back with his arms by
 his side and his legs straight. Then he got up, went to the
 open door of the Aston Martin and got in.
 The car started with a proud roar of power and instantly
 began to roll backwards. It stopped momentarily as it
 came up against Masters' unconscious body, but the driver
 accelerated, forcing the back wheels to ride up on top of
  Masters. 
 He put on the handbrake, killed the engine and got out.
 Masters had just recovered consciousness and his
 eyes bulged as he tried unsuccessfully to breathe with the
 weight of the Aston Martin on top of him.
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 “Why?” his mouth was silently asking.
 His attacker dropped the car keys into his open mouth
  and walked away. 
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