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      Val McDermid is a top ten bestseller, translated into more than thirty languages, with over two million copies sold in the
         UK and over ten million worldwide. She has won many awards internationally, including the CWA Gold Dagger for best crime novel
         of the year, the CWA Cartier Diamond Dagger and the the Stonewall Writer of the Year Award. In 2011, Val was the recipient
         of the Lambda Literary Foundation Pioneer Award.
      

      
      Val has been inducted into the Hall of Fame at the ITV3 Crime Thriller Awards and elected to an Honorary Fellowship at St
         Hilda’s College, Oxford. She has a son and a dog, and lives with her wife in the north of England.
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      Driving a Hard Bargain

      
      I’d find it a lot easier to believe in therapists if they acknowledged the existence of the inner spiv as well as the inner
         child, parent, teacher and washing-mashing mechanic. We’ve all got one, and no matter how hard we try to be stylish and sophisticated,
         our inner spiv will sabotage us every time. It’s the driving force that dictates Prince Charles’s cuff links and Hugh Grant’s
         sexual hot button.
      

      
      I share my weakness with Princess Diana. No, I’m not talking bleating, indiscreet me. I’m talking motors. But it’s not the
         big Mercs and the turbocharged Bentleys that speak to the spiv in me. It’s flash cabriolets, sleek feline coupés that make
         teenage boys on street corners drool. Tragically, these days, like sex for men with xxxx-large beer guts, it’s all in the
         mind. The one drawback to my chosen career as Kate Brannigan, private eye, is that when it comes to cruising the mean streets
         of Manchester, it’s anonymity that cuts it, not flamboyance.
      

      
      A girl can still dream, though. So when Gerry Banks told me he’d lost his BMW Z3 roadster, one of only half a dozen then in
         the country, an advance release that had cost him a small fortune to come by and which turned every head when he drove down
         the street, I understood why he spoke as if he was talking about the death of a particularly close and beloved family member.
         If I’d been lucky enough to own one of those little beauties, I’d have probably replaced the bedroom wall with an up-and-cover
         door so I could sleep with it. And if some rat had kidnapped my baby and held it to ransom, I’d have hired every investigator
         in the kingdom if it meant bringing my darling home to me.
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