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Chapter One

“Go! Go!” Adaq threw himself into the passenger seat. His sister, Maya, hadn’t even stopped the car completely, just slowed down enough for him to jump in. She veered back out into the traffic while Adaq was still hauling the door shut.

“You get it?” she asked.

Adaq didn’t respond. Of course he’d got it.

“Anyone see you?”

Adaq forced out a laugh. He managed to sound calm while he wiped his hand across his face to hide the shaking.

“How much?” Maya asked. She was always so focused on the money. “How much?” She had one hand on the wheel, the other held out to Adaq.

“Wait,” said Adaq. “Give me a chance and I’ll—”

As he opened the wallet his mouth stopped working: he’d never seen so much cash. Maya glanced across and for a second she went as quiet as her brother. The growl of the traffic around them sounded like the city cheering their triumph.

“Oh-my-god,” Maya gasped. She jerked the wheel, cutting across two lanes, and slammed on the brakes to pull up under a railway bridge. Cars screamed past them, horns blaring.

Adaq flicked his fingers through the coloured notes. Most were twenties, but there were fifties in there too. Lots of them. The numbers in his head soon couldn’t keep up. His breath was short and his mind suddenly fogged up.

Next to him, his sister whooped and slapped the steering wheel.

“This is a good day!” she laughed.

Adaq wanted to laugh too, but nothing came out. Where was his flood of happiness? There must have been a thousand pounds in his hands. Even after he split it with Maya he’d still be the richest 13-year-old he knew. But he couldn’t smile. A dead weight was pulling his stomach downwards.
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