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PART I



Chapter 1






I

Jenny jones woke up due to an explosion of morning flatulence. Not hers. The 22 year-old opened one eye and saw the bathroom light was on, projecting a rectangle of light onto the wall of the dark bedroom.

Next came the urine. A long, generous cascade accompanied by the sound of a man yawning. Which man?, she asked herself, still half asleep. Then she remembered – this was the house of the banker, Neil Masters. He had wanted her to spend the night.

The toilet flushed and a silhouette appeared in the rectangle of light on the bedroom wall – bulbous, like a gigantic King William pear with arms and legs. A tap started to run, and the edges of the silhouette began to tremble grotesquely as the giant pear brushed its teeth. She closed her eyes again and burrowed her head into the silk sheets, not wanting to look.

“It’s time for me to go,” Neil Masters announced as he waddled back into the bedroom, bald and pink. “You have to get up now.”

“What’s the time?” Jenny asked, speaking into the pillow.

“Quarter past five,” Masters answered, pointing the remote at the TV on the wall opposite the bed and turning on the financial news.

“Oh my god...” she groaned, “When you said you wanted the night, I assumed you meant until the next morning!”

“Get up early to catch the Tokyo markets, don’t I?” he said, studying the screen. “Nobody makes money stayin’ in bed.”

“Speak for yourself,” Jenny yawned, sitting up and brushing the hair from her face.

He turned to her, looking over her youthful body as she rose from the bed and stumbled toward the bathroom. She was beautiful, no doubt about it, and intelligent too. Cheap at a thousand pounds a night.

“You don’t make money, darlin’,” he told her. “Money makes you.”

Jenny stopped in the doorway of the bathroom and turned to look at him, her face cold.

“I won’t always be doing this, you know!” she defended herself.

Neil Masters smiled and exhaled in a way that was almost, but not quite a laugh.

“Yeah, you will,” he said. “One way or another. You’ll always be runnin’ after the money, like everyone else. Always.”

“Are you any different?”

“Bloody right, I am!” he laughed. “I don’t run after money, darlin’. I make it come to me! Money is my bitch, you see... just like you.”

Jenny could have killed him for saying that. She wanted to hit him, scream at him, tell him he was a fat, ugly bastard that she wouldn’t have sex with for a million pounds. But, of course, she already had – and for very much less.








II

By the time she was dressed and ready to leave, Masters was no longer in the bedroom. Jenny went slowly downstairs, examining the big Kensington house. She hadn’t really paid attention the night before, but its walls were lined with works by young British artists – there were some fish in formaldehyde by Damien Hirst and a couple of his spot paintings (not that he made any of them himself, of course, having employees for that). There was a canvas covered with child-like writing that looked like it was probably a Tracey Emin, a mirror that was signed by Gavin Turk, and more. Millions of pounds just hanging on the wall: enough to buy her a house and have enough left over never to work again. Life is so unfair, she thought.

She found Masters in the kitchen, talking on the phone by bluetooth while he made himself some coffee. The size and complexity of his expresso machine was in inverse proportion to the simplicity of its objective. There were so many pipes and gauges and buttons that it looked like a combina-tion of coffee-maker and a missile defence system. The whole kitchen was like that – ostentatiously expensive and state-of-the-art. There was absolutely everything a chef could need. Except, Jenny suspected, food.

“Yeah, yeah – Tokyo’s down, even more than I hoped. The Japs are fucked!”

As he saw her come in, he pointed to the table, where a pile of £50 notes was placed.

“I’ll be there in about 20 minutes – I’m about to get in the One-77 now.”

Jenny picked up the money and counted it quickly. She didn’t doubt that it was the right amount, but she had to give half of it to the agency and if it wasn’t all there the missing money would come from her half, not theirs.

“Damn right we keep our position! So long as Fukushima is out of control, the market’ll keep dropping – we’re making a fuckin’ killing on it!” he smiled. “Yeah, yeah – I’ll see you there.”

He finished the call just as she was putting the money into the breast pocket of her coat.

“Right, good...” he said, “I’d offer you a coffee, but I gotta go, yeah? Here – get yourself a Starbucks.”

“That’s...” Jenny was about to decline the offer when she realised he was casually proferring a £50 note. For a cup of coffee. Presumably that was all he had on him. “...that’s very kind, thank you.”

“It’s not kindness, darlin’,” he shrugged. “You were good, and I’ll be wanting you again. Don’t know when – the wife’s coming back soon so I won’t have the house to myself. Might be a hotel job, all right? Can’t be too careful – she’d kill me if she knew about you. You know women. Right, gotta go – do you want dropping off somewhere? I’m driving to the City.”
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