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To my sis, Cath, who is brilliant.


Prologue

Breathe in, breathe out.

Annabel hadn’t noticed the clear liquid being dropped into her champagne glass. Nor had she tasted anything strange as she downed her drink and asked for another.

Breathe in, breathe out.

But she was certain, when she woke up with a pounding headache, queasy stomach and moth-eaten recollections of the night before, that her drink had been spiked.

One breath at a time, in, out.

She wasn’t certain, though, where she was. Or why it was so dark. She could smell aftershave, stale beer and green tea.

Don’t make any noise. Try to think. Try to remember. Check your underwear.

Pounding images of the night before flickered and flared. Annabel remembered sitting in her hostess club, pouring drinks, pretending to laugh at Takka’s bad jokes, a usual night at work. But after that nothing. A big, black No Entry sign.

How much did I drink?

Two bottles of wine with Takka. But that wasn’t enough to account for a memory blackout. Annabel was a serious drinker now, not the lightweight she’d been when she first arrived in Japan.

She became aware in the gloom of lying on some sort of slippery cushioning. Her French-manicured nails identified it as silky with swirly patterns sewn on to the fabric. Somewhere, a red light winked and the neon blue of a fire exit sign glowed.

Try to sit up.

She did, shivering, and rubbed damp, bare legs that felt like frozen pastry. Her taffeta evening dress rustled, a flock of birds taking off, deafening and frightening in the dark, and she vomited wine-flavoured bile into her mouth. She swallowed it quickly, her heart vibrating even faster.

It’s only my dress.

The tears came then, warm and self-pitying. She reached under her skirt to check her underwear was still in place. It was.

Get up.

She swung her frozen feet to the ground and felt around  . . . What was it, sand? No, carpet. Thick carpet. None of her clothing felt tampered with, but her dress rustled again and her hand knocked against something cold that wobbled noisily: a bottle.

A bar  . . . Am I in a bar? A hotel bar?

Her eyes were adjusting to the darkness now, and she could see outlines, shadows. And then, just like that, the outlines became objects.

A glass table, cushioned chairs of the sort you’d see on a cruise ship, rows and rows of champagne and Suntory whisky bottles arranged behind a gleaming sheet of glass on the far side of the room.

I’m at the club. I’m at my hostess club. What am I doing here?

Calamity Janes was closed up for the night, so how had she ended up here, passed out without anyone noticing? Had the waiting staff just left her, thinking she’d wake up and find her own way out?

She knew the staff didn’t like her. These days she was a far cry from the nice young woman with the pink plastic suitcase on wheels and no tolerance for more than two G&Ts. Everyone had called her Barbie back then, with her blue eyes and long, blonde hair. Now everyone called her ‘the drunk one’ or ‘the girl asking for coke’.

More memories came. Drinking shot after shot with Takka; sneaking off to the toilets and snorting gritty powder to chase away the seeping tiredness that always overwhelmed her at one in the morning; tripping over in the toilets and vomiting into the sink; someone passing her a glass of shotu  . . . She’d had a few sips of that before the world turned woozy, like she’d climbed inside the shotu bottle and was looking out. She vaguely recalled someone shaking her, but after that nothing.

A few feet away, a half-empty bottle of whisky stood on a glass table. She reached towards it for a quick drink to ease her into this unpleasant reality but, as she grasped the bottle, there was a breathing sound – heavy and rasping, like an angry cat.

She sat back quickly.

I should get out of here. Now.

Then there was another noise, a whirring sound, and Annabel’s skinny body tensed. Through the glass door across the club she could see the outline of the elevator, the call light lit up.

No one should be using the building at this time. If Calamity Janes was closed, everything should be closed. Unless someone – someone who knew she’d been drugged – was coming up to get her.

The numbers above the elevator began to glow, one by one, and Annabel was wide awake.

Someone was using the lift.

With clumsy legs she ran straight into one of the glass tables, the angular surface hitting her knees with a painful clunk. She bit her lip. Again she heard breathing.

You’re being paranoid, it’s just the drugs.

Waiting here in the dark, her thoughts a frightened froth, every shadow felt alive. There was no way out, she realised, except past whoever was coming up. It could be a cleaner, or a maintenance man. But still, it wasn’t clever to wait here, a shucked oyster, exposed and vulnerable. Better to hide until she knew who it was.

Annabel watched the numbers change above the elevator doors as the lift rose.

Two — three  . . .

She thought about crouching behind the bar, but she could be easily seen if whoever was coming up here got a drink.

Four — five  . . .

A panicked sob escaped her lips. She stumbled towards one of the sofas. The dark recess beneath it looked far too small for her, and Annabel whimpered as she tried to pull her cold body under the frame.

The elevator doors slid slowly apart.

Someone stepped out of the lift and flicked on the lights, just as Annabel pulled herself into the tight space. Momentarily dazzled, she made out bulky shadows and long legs.

It was a man; no, two men, a tall one and a short one. She couldn’t see their faces, but Annabel could see someone else now the club was bright.

A blonde girl, lying comatose a few metres away. Breathing heavily.

The girl was sprawled on one of the silk sofas, her slender body wrapped in a red evening dress and one arm dangling towards the floor. She was still, but her chest rose and fell. Her face was out of eyeshot, but her red dress and hair looked familiar.

The men’s faces were hidden by the silk-covered beam above Annabel’s head, but she daren’t move to get a better look at them. It appeared, from their posture, That they were surveying the club. She gripped her bare knees.

‘There’s only one,’ said a slurred voice.

‘The other one  . . . Maybe left?’ The other voice was crisp and sober.

‘Bad news. Bad idea. Better turn them off.’

There was a click as almost all the lights were cut, leaving only the bar glowing in the far corner of the room. The tall man walked towards it, and Annabel watched his suited torso and arms. He opened the wall-mounted glass champagne cabinet and ran his fingers along the Dom Pérignon bottles until he found a wooden box wedged between two of them.

From the box he took a thin cigar and a gold-coloured object about the size of a playing card. It looked like a small guillotine; Annabel saw it sparkle under the low lighting.

Carefully, the man placed the cigar into the hole, clicked down the top and let the snipped end fall away and roll around the pink shadows of the carpet.

He strode towards the smaller man, who stood by the glass door.

‘Apology time,’ he said, holding out the cigar cutter. ‘Snip, snip. Any finger you like.’

Annabel’s stomach turned to ice.

‘Please,’ the other man stuttered. ‘Please.’ His voice was soft and very familiar. ‘A mistake, I know, but  . . . My job  . . . you know what it would look like.’

There was a long pause, and Annabel realised she was holding her breath. She could see the quick rise and fall of the shorter man’s plump chest.

The blonde girl took a wheezy breath, but neither man turned to look at her.

Then the tall man lit his cigar. ‘It had better not happen again.’

‘Hai. Won’t happen again.’

Annabel blinked as clouds of silver smoke floated towards her hiding place.

The tall man went to the unconscious girl, her black bra showing under a fallen dress strap, and began pushing red fabric up her legs.

The other man came to stand behind him. Everything was shadowy, but Annabel saw pale skin exposed under the dim, orange lights of the bar and then  . . .

She closed her eyes, willing the images to go away, willing herself to be somewhere else, but she couldn’t shut out the noises. The awful, frightening noises.

Eventually, the two men moved away from the girl, rearranging their clothing, breathing quickly.

‘We need to put her back in the apartment,’ said the tall man, picking up the blonde girl as though she were a bag of cement. Her blonde hair glowed see-through, a sheet of swaying, yellow tissue paper, as he carried her towards the glass door. He held the door open with his foot while the other man followed. Then he pressed the call button.

Annabel let out a low whimper.

They’re going. It’s okay. They’re going.

She blinked and bit the insides of her cheeks, willing the images to stop flashing inside her head, and craning her stiff neck to watch the men step into the elevator. One of them pulled out a mobile phone and she heard: ‘Take it  . . . I have to  . . .’

Breathe. Breathe.

Then there was a sound.

The room span as Annabel’s gaze settled on a brown object a few feet away. Her Louis Vuitton handbag. It sat at the foot of the sofa, as obvious and out of place in the empty hostess club as a fast-food wrapper on a surgeon’s instrument tray. And it was vibrating.

Breathe in, breathe, breathe in, breathe out.

The vibrating turned into ringing, low at first, like the tinkling breaking of glass. Then it grew to a loud, blaring electronic tune, deafening in the stillness of the closed-up club.

Oh my God, oh my God, please help me God.

It was Annabel’s mobile phone.

Annabel chewed her cheeks harder, willing the noise to stop. Instead, the ring-tone grew louder and more frightening in the silence.

Acid-bright light flickered all over the club, merciless spotlights shining into every corner, chasing away any comfort offered by shadow.

Annabel saw the blonde girl lying half in, half out of the elevator, the gold-coloured elevator doors opening and closing against her unconscious body.

Both men walked back towards the club.

‘ . . . she’s  . . . told you  . . . find her  . . .’

There was a pause, then the tall man threw open the glass door.

‘She could still be here.’

Another pause. Someone rummaged around the folds of the settee above her, and she screwed her eyes shut as the upholstery moved. When she opened them again she saw legs in grey trousers.

A mottled hand picked up the whisky bottle on the table in front of her. Then the bottle was replaced with a clunk, and Annabel’s stomach constricted as the grey trousers bent at the knees.

She screwed her eyes shut again. When she opened them a large face hovered inches from hers, the eyes bloodshot.

Annabel held her breath.

They’d found her.
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Steph

‘Smile is Best Makeup’, said the sign at Roppongi subway station.

Steph, rucksack on one shoulder, dyed-red hair in long, salty tendrils around her unmade-up face, saw the message through a sea of lipsticked, blonde girls – and smiled.

With more blondes per square mile than anywhere else in Japan, Roppongi, she’d been warned, wasn’t the least bit Japanese and definitely more yen than zen. Still, she thought, as the crowd carried her up and out into the noisy disco streets of Tokyo’s notorious sex district, past fast-food restaurants, legal-drug shops and clubs called Climax, Red Lips and Private Eyes, Roppongi didn’t smell half as bad as it sounded.

She fought to stand still by a traffic-jammed dual carriageway, under a vast green and white motorway overhang, while the crowd in its collective high heels tottered around her, young western women hurrying to meet Japanese men.

No one paid any attention to the blue-eyed British girl in frayed jeans standing outside Freshness Burger flicking through a Tokyo city guide. They’d seen it all before: western girl comes to Tokyo to make her fortune. But if they’d looked closer, they might have seen the scars on her arms, a hand that couldn’t quite grip the guidebook, and realised that despite Steph’s photogenic face with its symmetrical lines and strong jaw, she wasn’t just another model looking for easy money.

Steph read neat, handwritten notes at the back of her guidebook.

Annabel@docomo.ne.jp – her friend Annabel’s Tokyo email address.

Flin – Annabel’s landlord and the person she was due to meet here.

Calamity Janes – the hostess club where her other friend, Julia, worked.

Finding Flin in this crowd of people wouldn’t be easy, but as soon as she got her accommodation sorted and caught up with Annabel, she could find out where Julia’s club was and ask for a job. If Julia’s club didn’t have work, she’d have to go door-knocking until she found something. Her savings wouldn’t last the week in the world’s most expensive city. She had to start working as a hostess, girlfriend-for-rent-but-honestly-there’s-no-sex-involved, as soon as possible. Tonight, preferably.

‘Hey girly.’

A man with black hair, white skin and red lips appeared at her shoulder, a tired-looking vampire holding a sheaf of Club Orgasmic flyers.

‘I’m not a girly.’

He leaned towards her. ‘Looking for work? Dancing work?’

Steph shook her head. ‘Not at the moment. I’m looking for my new landlord.’

‘So what are you doing here?’

‘I just told you. Right now I’m trying to find my new landlord. Do you know the name of this road?’

‘What am I, a tour guide?’ The man rolled his bloodshot eyes. ‘You looking for hostess work?’

‘Maybe. Why, do you know someone who’s hiring?’

‘You won’t find hostess work, not with those.’ He nodded at the silver line running over her chin, and the scars on her shoulder and upper arm, twisted and bumpy like baked mud.

‘Only dancing jobs.’

‘Look, fuck off would you?’ Steph turned around, swinging her rucksack so it clipped the man’s shoulder. ‘I don’t need you to tell me  . . . I’ll find something.’

The man slunk back into the crowd, and proffered flyers to a group of shaven-headed Americans. ‘Sir. Free topless. Free bottomless. Sir.’

Steph looked back at her book.

‘Excuse me.’

‘What?’ Steph turned to see another man standing too close, this time an anaemic-looking Pakistani in a thin, white shirt. He had very flat features, so flat his face looked like it had been ironed, which was more than could be said for his shirt. She was about to tell him to get lost too, when he said: ‘Stephanie?’

She stared in surprise. ‘Yes?’

‘I’m Flin. The apartment?’

‘You’re Flin?’ She’d expected him to be Japanese. But, this was Roppongi – gaijin, or foreigner land. ‘Well, great! I thought I’d never find you.’ Steph stuck her hot hand into his sweaty one and shook it. ‘The apartment. Perfect. Shall we go there now – it’s near here, isn’t it?’

‘Very near. This way.’ They walked back down the street, dodging a crowd of six-foot blonde girls shouting at each other in Russian. ‘I wasn’t sure you’d come,’ Flin said. ‘I thought maybe someone told you  . . . Anyway, did you have a good flight? Not too tired? Jet lag?’

‘I’m okay. I slept on the plane. How’s Annabel doing?’

They stopped at a pedestrian crossing and Flin bounced from one foot to the other.

‘I’ll take key money,’ he said, ‘and then I’ll show you the apartment. The key money is sixty thousand yen. Okay?’

‘What?’ Steph’s smile slid away and the white scar on her jaw bunched into little creases. ‘How much?’

‘Sixty thousand yen.’

At Heathrow, Steph had changed all the sterling she had left in the world, and been handed the grand sum of 50,000 yen – about £250 – in a polythene envelope with a plastic seal. The money was supposed to last her the week until she found a job, but apparently it wouldn’t even cover the apartment deposit.

‘Show me the place first,’ said Steph, stepping back as a scooter trundled past. ‘Then we’ll talk about it. Is Annabel there now? It’ll be great to see her.’

‘No, no. Key money first. Then we see the apartment.’

‘No, show me the apartment first.’

There was a pause, during which the crossing light turned green and crowds surged towards them.

‘Okay, okay,’ Flin decided. ‘It’s not the usual way, but I’ll show you the place.’ They crossed the street, past Café Almond with its white and pink awning and array of colourful cakes in the window. ‘You’re really going to like it, I’m quite sure. It really is a great place if you want to live in Roppongi, a seriously great place actually. You want me to carry your bag?’

‘I’m okay.’

Flin led her into a grubby, grey side street with stairwells stuck to the backs of the squashed-together buildings. ‘You understand,’ he said, as Steph followed him up one of the wrought-iron staircases, clang! clang! clang! ‘that I need the key money as soon as you’ve seen the apartment. The key money is sixty thousand yen. There are plenty of banks on the crossroads, I’d be happy to show you to one. Citibank usually takes Visa, or the convenience stores  . . . Family Mart, Lawsons  . . .’

‘Look, I’m going to be honest with you,’ said Steph, watching him unlock a dented, metal door that looked like a sumo wrestler had run into it. ‘Fifty thousand yen is literally all the money I have, and I mean in the world. Is there any chance I could give it to you in a week when I’ve got myself a job and—’

Flin unlocked the door. ‘You don’t have a job here?’

‘No, not yet.’

He pushed the creaky metal. ‘No key money, no place to sleep.’ The door screeched as if bemoaning the squalor and the smells inside.

‘As you can see,’ said Flin, walking into the narrow hallway that smelt of cheese, toast and perfume, ‘there’s every modern convenience here. Microwave.’ He patted a food-encrusted microwave that rested on a freestanding, pink plastic shelving unit in the 2-foot-wide entranceway. It wobbled. ‘Bathroom.’ He opened a door to what looked like a caravan toilet, a plastic-walled cocoon with a tiny shower hung directly over the lavatory. ‘You’ll be sharing with great girls, really great. In you room particularly, a Russian girl, very clean.’

‘What?’ said Steph, feeling her trainers stick to the floor. ‘What are you talking about?’

Flin pulled open a chipboard door. ‘This is your bedroom.’ He moved into the room so Steph could see the metal bunk beds, low ceiling and metre of floor space. A chugging air-conditioning unit opposite the beds made grinding, spluttering sounds.

‘I’m sharing with Annabel,’ Steph insisted. ‘My friend. I’m supposed to be sharing with my friend.’

‘Annabel?’ said Flin. ‘No, no, she left. Disappeared without paying her rent. A-W-O-L.’ He spelled the letters carefully. ‘Absent without leave.’
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‘What do you mean she left?’ Steph asked. ‘In your emails you said  . . . Only last week you said  . . .’ But as she thought about it, Flin had never mentioned Annabel in his email correspondence. Only what a great room she’d be sharing and how fantastic the apartment was. And Annabel hadn’t replied to her emails for months – having too much fun, Steph had assumed.

‘It was all arranged,’ said Steph. ‘Why would she leave without telling me?’

‘I don’t know. Girls leave all the time, boyfriends, new jobs. You’ll have the top bunk, the other girl already asked for the bottom. Not a problem for you, right?’ Flin didn’t give Steph time to reply. ‘Here one day, gone the next, these girls. Of course, I had to keep her key money. You’re lucky with this room in particular. You’re only sharing with one other girl, which again is very unusual. And for a very good price. In your email, you said you had another friend here. Perhaps you can borrow the key money from her?’

‘Julia? I don’t think so. She’s not a big lender. Look, Annabel  . . . She wouldn’t just leave without telling me. Don’t you know anything about where she went? Do you have a number for her? She hasn’t replied to emails in ages.’

Flin drummed his fingers on the metal bed frame. ‘No. Girls come and go all the time. She’s probably found some man to take care of her and moved into his place. It’s safe out here, no need to worry. Tokyo is one of the safest cities in the world.’

‘That’s not like Annabel,’ said Steph. ‘Anyway, she was looking forward to sharing with me. At least that’s what she said back in  . . .’ Steph counted back the months on all ten fingers. ‘January.’

‘She worked as a hostess,’ said Flin. ‘Probably she met a customer and he rents her an apartment in some fancy part of the city.’

‘No, she’s teaching English,’ said Steph. ‘She’s an English teacher.’

‘She worked as a hostess,’ said Flin with a sharp nod. ‘I saw her coming back at all hours. Make-up every evening. Sounds like you don’t know your friend so well.’

A wave of tiredness enveloped Steph. ‘It’s been a while since I’ve seen her,’ she admitted. ‘Ten years actually. We knew each other at school. Maybe she’s changed  . . .’

Flin shrugged. ‘You want the bed or not?’

‘Okay,’ said Steph, running her hand along the dented bed-frame and feeling dust under her fingers. ‘Fine. You’ve got me. I need somewhere to stay tonight. But, look, I can’t give you all the money I have. How am I going to eat?’

‘This apartment is excellent value,’ said Flin, puffing out his chest. ‘It’s one of—’

Steph held up her hand. ‘Spare me the sales pitch. I’ve got eyes. Look, I’m not saying I won’t take it. But I didn’t realise you’d need the key money straightaway, and fifty thousand is literally all the money I have. I mean that’s it – everything.’

‘No key money, no room. You won’t find another apartment tonight – impossible. Where will you sleep, out on the street?’

‘Maybe. You just said Tokyo was safe.’

‘Maybe so, but girls still go missing in Roppongi.’

Steph thought of the news reports about dead girls found in concrete, serial rapists  . . . She was sure the stories were exaggerated, but suddenly she felt worried for Annabel.

‘Has anyone spoken to the police?’ asked Steph.

Flin looked at her as if she was a lunatic. ‘The police?’

‘In case anything has happened to her.’

‘Annabel?’ said Flin. ‘She’s fine. Find your other friend. I’m sure she knows where she is.’

Steph nodded and chewed her lip. ‘I suppose  . . . Me and Annabel haven’t seen each other since we were fourteen. And it’s not like we planned to come here together. Nothing was written in stone. Maybe she’s just doing her own thing and forgot about me.’

‘Yes. Probably she forgot. Too much drinking. They all do it, all the girls. Now about the deposit.’

Steph sighed. With the custom in Japan for references, key money and monthly apartment contracts, there was no way she could find another cheap place at short notice, and she didn’t fancy a night on the street. She wondered, as she sat down on the bottom bunk, what possible reason there could be for Annabel leaving so suddenly. Probably there was a perfectly good ex-planation. The mattress sank a little too readily under her weight.

‘No, no! You can’t sit until you pay.’

‘Don’t be stupid. I’m just sitting down. So you think it’ll be easy to get a job here? Julia told me it was easy, but I’ve been told that before.’

‘I thought this was your first time in Roppongi.’

‘It is. I meant back in London. Sometimes people have their own agenda when they tell you they have work. But I got the impression it would be easier here.’

‘I think  . . .’ Flin glanced at her scars. ‘Perhaps not easy, but I think you’ll be okay.’

‘Okay, fine.’ She pulled a roll of yen from her jeans pocket, exactly 50,000 yen, and removed it from its plastic wallet. ‘Would you settle for forty thousand?’

‘You said you had fifty thousand.’

‘Forty thousand and you can take it right now.’

‘No. Sorry.’ Flin folded his arms. ‘No way. The price is sixty thousand.’

Steph began counting out the notes, and held 40,000 yen out to Flin. ‘I’ll give you the rest next week.’

‘Absolutely not. No.’ Flin backed away as if the notes had teeth.

Steph looked at the money. She sighed. ‘Fine. Fifty thousand?’

Flin nodded. ‘Okay, okay. But the other ten thousand yen by next Saturday, or you pack up and leave. Other girls want the beds here. Big waiting list.’

The smooth notes slipped all too easily from Steph’s fingers. She’d been carrying the bankroll in her jeans since Heathrow, and it had cut into her thigh for the last 24 hours, but she was still reluctant to let it go. All the money she had in the world – gone, just like that. It felt like she might just have made a monumentally stupid decision.

‘So you really think Annabel is okay?’ Steph said.

‘Yes, yes,’ said Flin, flicking through the bills. ‘Ten, twenty, thirty  . . . She was a sensible girl. Drunk but sensible. You do have to be careful out here though. Forty  . . . fifty. Get a nice, safe apartment.’ He thumped the wall, as if to reassure her of the solidness of the building, and the thin plasterboard shuddered. ‘You won’t regret staying here, I promise you. It’s safe, nice girls, nice landlord. Safety is very important. You’re going to be working as a hostess, right?’

‘Right. Do you think Annabel might come back?’

‘I don’t think she’ll be coming back,’ said Flin.

‘It’s a bit weird, isn’t it? Just leaving like that. Maybe she found a better apartment  . . .’

Flin shook his head tightly, as if such a thing couldn’t be imagined. ‘This is a very good apartment. Annabel was here a long time, always paid her rent. No complaints.’

‘So why did she leave without paying you?’ asked Steph. ‘I thought girls earned lots out here.’

Flin stuffed the roll of yen into his pocket. ‘They earn lots, yes. Girls get bonuses, clothes, trips to Tokyo Disney World, all sorts. Money, money, money. That’s what girls come here for. That’s what you’re here for. Right?’

‘Yes,’ Steph conceded. ‘My last chance, you could call it.’ She ran the back of her hand along her upper arm. ‘I’m looking to earn about fifteen thousand.’

‘Yen?’ Flin smiled at his own bad joke.

‘Pounds. Fifteen thousand pounds. Then I can  . . . Never mind. Anyway. Everyone says I can earn that out here no problem.’

‘How much is that in yen?’

‘I don’t know in yen. Maybe twenty thousand dollars?’

‘Twenty thousand dollars?’ Flin absentmindedly pushed the yen deeper into his pocket. ‘You’ll have to be a top hostess to earn that. It depends  . . . If you get the right customers, the right club, anything’s possible. Here’s the key. Call me on my cell phone if you have any problems.’

Only when Steph heard the metallic clang of Flin’s feet on the stairwell outside did she realise he hadn’t given her his phone number.

It was inside the air-conditioning unit that Steph found it: a simple, hardback notebook with a blue, woven cover.

Annabel’s diary.

She’d been heading out of the apartment of find Julia’s club, but the air-conditioning unit was making unhealthy gurgling noises, so she thumped it in the hope of shutting it up. It let out a high-pitched wheeze and sent its front panel clattering to the floor, revealing dark, dusty innards.

Looking closer she saw, amid the dead cockroaches and blossoms of blue dust, a hardback book, damp with condensation and slightly charred at one of the corners.

With some irritation, Steph reached in and grabbed it, wondering what sort of idiot would stuff such an obstruction into the air-conditioner. But then a dozen business cards fell from its white pages, fluttering and twirling towards the ground, the names of influential Japanese company directors and business owners coming to rest on the floor between cockroach and fly carcasses.

What is it – someone’s address book or something?

It was well-used, the book – she realised that straightaway. The lined pages were puffy and wavy, and she noticed page after page of neat, bubbly, girly handwriting. ‘Dear God,’ she read over and over again. And ‘Love Annabel’  . . .

She got down on her knees to pick up the business cards, dusting insect wings and legs from their glossy, white surfaces, and was surprised to find, under a card for Ken Yokimoto, MD at Asahi, a dozen or so identical business cards for Sinatra’s Hostess Club with Annabel Jones written on them in faded pencil.

The handwriting was so familiar. Suddenly Steph was back in English class, sitting next to her thirteen-year-old friend and watching Annabel write Take That over and over again on the foolscap cover of her exercise book.

Flin was right. Annabel is working as a hostess, Steph realised, staring at the little white rectangles in her hands. Julia said hostesses have to give out their own business cards and collect other people’s. Annabel must be working at this place – Sinatra’s.

Dropping the cards to the floor, she rushed outside and on to the stairwell.

‘Flin! Flin!’

Flin was climbing into a little van that looked like a loaf of sliced bread.

‘Don’t worry about the shower,’ he shouted up, ‘I’ll have it fixed by tomorrow.’

‘No, I just wondered  . . . Annabel. She’s left  . . . There’s something she left behind. A diary. Why would she leave without her diary?’

‘She left lots of things behind.’ Flin stroked an earlobe. ‘Girls do. Rush, rush rush. Drinking, drinking. Always leaving things. Some clothes  . . . I threw them all away, just throw it away.’

‘Oh. Okay.’

Steph went back into her airless room and slotted the panel back on to the air-conditioning unit. She took a seat on the saggy bottom bunk and felt the weight of the diary in her hands.

She left lots of things behind.

Who left clothes behind? And their diary? Something didn’t feel right. Flin said girls went missing out here, but he seemed more concerned about his rent money than Annabel’s sudden disappearance. Probably she was being paranoid and at the very least she should speak to Julia, but  . . .

Steph opened the diary. Maybe there was a forwarding address inside or a telephone number. But there were no personal details on the first page, only row after row of neatly written text. The first words were: ‘Dear God, I’m scared.’

Steph stared at the bubbly handwriting. A chilly feeling worked its way up her spine. Flin didn’t know where Annabel had gone. Did anyone else know she’d left the apartment suddenly, leaving a load of things behind?

I’m probably worrying about nothing, thought Steph. Big deal, she left a few clothes and a diary behind and didn’t tell her landlord where she was going. And she forgot to tell me she was leaving. So what? We haven’t seen each other in years. She didn’t have any obligation to stay in some grotty apartment for my sake if she found somewhere better. Julia will know where she is.

All the same, Steph couldn’t shake the feeling that something wasn’t right. She found her gaze drifting down towards the page, and she continued to read.
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Mama

Kimiki ‘Mama-san’ Tanaka didn’t like foreigners. She worked for foreigners, employed foreigners and, as the daughter of a Japanese pan-pan girl and a US soldier, was half foreign herself. But Mama preferred the Japanese ways. As age eroded her, quickly and inevitably, like a wave falling over a sandcastle, she clung to duty, honour, sacrifice – all things she was sure the fat British journalist standing on her doorstep couldn’t possibly understand.

‘Mama-san. It’s good to see you again.’ The journalist, whose name was George, extended a hefty hand covered in dark hair. She felt his surprise at her faded face and the little shoots of black springing from her nearly bald head.

The last time George had seen her she was the regal owner of a hostess club with heavy black hair cut in a fashionable bob, thickly pencilled eyebrows, full red lips, shoulder pads in her silk jacket and diamonds sparkling on every finger. Nothing like the shrivelled-up woman, who looked more than her fifty-five years, hiding behind the door in a tired old kimono and house slippers.

‘So  . . . ready to get started?’

Mama peeked around the door frame and extended her own hand cautiously

‘George-san.’ Her voice was croaky and weak. It had been many weeks since she’d spoken out loud. She noticed the Dictaphone in his grey shirt pocket and the spiral-bound notepad in his hand and felt tired. Recovering, yes, but she wasn’t 100 per cent Mama Tanaka-san. Not yet. ‘It’s been a long time. Many months since the newspaper interview.’

‘Almost a year,’ said George. ‘But the public haven’t lost interest. If we get the timing right — ’

‘I know,’ said Mama, sounding tired. ‘Money, money, money.’

‘We’ll have to move quickly,’ said George, putting on his serious news reporter face. ‘The publisher is anxious to strike while the iron’s hot.’

A laugh whistled from Mama’s throat. ‘George-san, so serious. Where is the young man I remember? The English guidebook writer who used to dance on the tables with my hostesses?’

‘That was a long time ago,’ said George with a cough. ‘It was my job. I couldn’t review your club without — ’

‘It certainly was,’ Mama interrupted. ‘You’ve come a long way since then. Journalist. And now book writer.’

‘I wouldn’t call myself a book writer just yet,’ said George. ‘You’ll be my first.’

‘Nervous?’

‘A little.’ George took a wheezy breath. ‘I’ll need much more from you this time. The deadline’s extremely tight, and budget  . . . I don’t have much to pay for my interviewing time. I know you’ve been ill, but you look like you’re recovering well, and — ’

‘Well?’ Mama didn’t do false flattery. ‘I look like an old lady, neh?’ She laughed a sick person’s laugh, weak and half-hearted. Then her voice changed abruptly, the way it did when she switched from presenting customers with their bill to arguing over the total. ‘I’m too tired, too tired. I’m not going to do the book. Sorry.’

George’s grey face flushed red. ‘You’re not going to  . . . You can’t be serious. Mama, a publisher wants to buy a book about your life. Do you know how rarely opportunities like this come along?’

Mama smiled. ‘People really do want to read about me, neh? After your newspaper article, I’m famous in Tokyo.’

‘And not just Tokyo,’ said George. ‘In the UK, America  . . . Wherever the article sold people want to know more.’

‘Sorry, George-san.’ Mama folded her arms. ‘Too tired.’

‘But the contracts are signed. Money’s already changed hands  . . .’

‘Contracts yes, but not signed by me. By you.’

George scratched light hair, turned tea-coloured with grease. ‘But everything’s been arranged.’

‘Hai, hai, but I’m tired.’

George looked like he’d been slapped around the face. After a moment he said lamely: ‘This book really will be an excellent investment for you. When it starts earning royalties-—’

Mama smiled. ‘Maybe I’m just one mama among many. It could be a lot of work for nothing.’

‘You? One among many? Sinatra’s was legendary. Notorious. One of the most famous hostess clubs in Roppongi.’

‘Sinatra’s hasn’t closed down, George-san.’ Mama gave him a coy look under sparse eyelashes. ‘Even though you haven’t visited us in a while.’

‘The prices are a little beyond my salary,’ said George, flipping open his notepad. He began to read. ‘Mama Tanaka-san – a celebrity of the Tokyo hostess circuit. From film stars to famous politicians, Mama has entertained them all.’

‘Sorry, George-san.’

George looked flustered and flicked on. ‘Some of the girls who worked for you – they’re famous themselves now. Hollywood stars. There’s so much more to give the public. Please. Please say you’ll do it. It’ll be a great book.’

With a sigh, Mama stepped back and opened the door a fraction wider. Japanese hospitality, even though she was only half Japanese. Her better half.

‘Come in and we’ll talk, but not for long. Shoes, George-san!’ She held up her hand.

With a grunt, George pulled off his brown leather slip-ons and dropped them messily by the neat rows of sandals and boots at the door. They looked especially grubby and unpolished next to Mama’s sparkling clean shoes.

‘Will they be safe out here?’

‘Of course! What a question. You should know by now. We’re not in America.’ Mama gave the slip-ons a disapproving glance, then turned and walked inside. ‘Too tired. You understand. Maybe the newspaper article said enough, anyway. In here.’

She led George through an open, paper-screen door into a large living-room with a low table and leaf-patterned cushions on a bamboo-mat floor. There were no western-style seats, and George surveyed the furniture with apprehension.

‘You’ve lived in Japan how many years now?’ said Mama with a smile.

‘Five.’

‘You have an apartment in Tokyo, you wrote a guidebook about Tokyo, you work for a Tokyo newspaper—’

‘An English newspaper in Tokyo,’ George corrected.

‘—and still you’re afraid of Japanese furniture?’

George blushed. In his own apartment in the westernised area of Azabu Juban, nothing was Japanese. He’d purchased every sofa, table and chair from an American couple hosting a sayonara sale and there wasn’t a futon, kaisu floor chair or low katasu table in the whole place.

‘Would you like tea?’ Mama asked. ‘Miu has gone home, but I can make it.’

‘What? Tea. Yes, great.’

A moment later, Mama brought through a tray, noticing George had swallowed up one of her floor cushions with his ample rear end. He was trying to cross his fat legs in their corduroy trousers, his back squashed against her dark orange, wood dresser with its beautiful wrought-iron handles. She was sure those handles would cut into him if he sat like that, but a little pain was no bad thing. In her experience, westerners didn’t endure enough of it.

The tray contained a little iron teapot, delicate cups with no handles, and a tub of green tea powder. There was also a plate of plum-coloured Japanese gelatine sweets dusted with powdered sugar. Mama laid out everything precisely on the table.

‘So I said we’d talk,’ she said, in her near-perfect English. ‘And what I’d like to say is there isn’t the right time to write a book.’ She set a cup in front of George, then sat daintily on her cushion, tucking bare feet underneath her, and spooned green-tea powder into the pot.

George nodded politely, anxiety stealing across his face. His preliminary part of the advance had been paid and spent. The second payment wouldn’t come until the manuscript was delivered. With hefty repayments on his apartment and child support for a son back in England, he’d be bankrupt within a few months.

‘You agreed before, Mama.’

‘I know, but I’m tired. You understand? I’ve just finished treatment. I’m recovering, I have a long way to go. And I have to go back to work. I’m starting again tonight as a matter of fact  . . .’

‘We’ll keep it as simple as possible. You won’t have to do anything – just talk to me. Like you did for the “interesting people” article. Remember? Easy.’

‘I didn’t think anyone would really read that article,’ said Mama. ‘And you want more this time. Secrets. No, I’m too tired.’

George took a sip of tea, frowning at the taste. He was used to lattes with four teaspoons of brown sugar.

‘Tell me about the chemotherapy.’

‘Very hard, very hard.’

George nodded and cocked his neck attentively, ever the trained journalist.

‘You take a tablet, you know?’ said Mama. ‘Just one tablet, every day. It looks like nothing. Harmless. At first, you don’t think it can do anything. But then  . . . Oh, everything hurts. I couldn’t work, I couldn’t do anything.’

‘They told me you haven’t been working for a few months.’ George’s lips puckered as he took another bitter sip of green tea.

‘I’ll go in tonight,’ Mama said. ‘Later. Maybe eleven, just to see how they’re doing.’

‘And your chemo’s finished now?’

‘For now.’

Mama sipped her tea, clearly not seeing the need to talk anymore. The room was warm; she hadn’t risked letting the temperature drop since her illness.

‘Mama, tell me,’ George said, his left knee jiggling. ‘You wanted to write this book for your daughter, didn’t you? To give her an income. That’s why you agreed to this.’

Mama bowed her head for a moment, and when she lifted it up again wetness had worked its way into the wrinkles around her eyes.

‘Yes. For Kaito.’

‘I have a son. He’s five.’ George gave her his best attempt at a sympathetic smile, pale skin stretching around tired eyes. There was no need to mention that he hadn’t seen his son in over two years and owed thousands in backdated child support. ‘So, what’s changed? Isn’t Kaito important any more?’

‘It’s so much work. You want me to tell all and I don’t think I can.’

‘Too much work for your daughter?’

There was a pause.

‘And Mama, when you’re gone, don’t you want your daughter to know about your life? How you earned enough to send her to college?’

‘Maybe. Maybe I’d like her to know  . . . I’d like her to understand. I’d like her to forgive me.’

‘So why don’t we try it, Mama? Just one interview today. See how it goes. If you want to stop, we’ll stop.’

Another pause.

‘If the book does well,’ said George, shuffling on his cushion, ‘Kaito will have an income. No more work for you.’

Mama sighed, a big sigh that let all the breath from her body. She looked at the photo of her daughter in a clear plastic frame on top of the dresser, and felt the smallness, the cheapness, of the apartment under her bare feet. The 1980s economic bubble had burst, the big spenders were gone.

The champagne had been drunk; the beautiful outfits worn and reworn until threads dragged along the floor and the colours had faded; the jewellery, almost all of it, sold and melded into this shabby one-bedroom apartment in Ikebukuro.

The apartment, and a drawer full of diamonds; that was all she had left to give her daughter. It wasn’t a lot.

‘George-san  . . . We’ll try. Just try, okay?’
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Steph

Steph knelt on the thin mattress and, holding the blue book in her good hand, let her eyes sweep back and forth over Annabel’s neat handwriting. She wasn’t altogether comfortable reading Annabel’s private thoughts, but needs must. The most important thing was to make sure Annabel was safe.

Dear God,

I’m scared. Please keep me safe in this mad place and help me make money and get more customers. Money, money, money, money, that’s all I think about out here. Yen, yen yen. Every day the same, how much more can I make, how much have I missed out on. How can I get more customers, who has more customers than me.

Who was that guy last night? I’m not going mad, I swear he really was following me. Too big a coincidence. No men like that live round here, so what was he doing outside at four in the morning? What was he doing?

God, I know I can be crazy silly scared sometimes but things do happen if you don’t keep your eyes open. The girls at Calamity Janes always have bad stories to tell  . . .

Steph swallowed hard and tasted acid. By the sounds of things, a man followed Annabel home. And Calamity Janes  . . . That was Julia’s hostess club, wasn’t it? She pulled her guidebook from the netted pocket of her rucksack and checked. Yes, it was. Bad stories to tell.

The business cards with Annabel’s name on said Sinatra’s Hostess Club. Presumably, that’s where she worked now. Or had worked if she wasn’t in Roppongi any more.

 . . . how many times have those girls told me to watch my drink??? I can be so stupid sometimes. Just careless, but then, what are we supposed to do, take our drinks into the toilet with us? That’s what I am now, careless. I used to be so scared of dating customers, now I go out with men all week and don’t even tell the girls where I’m going.

The guy was so creepy, I feel like he was watching me all night, it makes my skin crawl. I was drunk, but not so drunk anything could have happened, but what about the nights when I drink and have blackouts and one of the girls gets me home? What if he follows me then?

La, la la la, de da. OK. Thinking of nicer things. It was great to sing last night, shame my voice went (why do I smoke now? I don’t even like it). I could see them all thinking I was rubbish, they’re all going to think I’m such a big head now, going ‘la la la, I’m such a great singer’. I need to practise more, I didn’t realise how out of practice I was, it’s been what? 10 months?

I think creepy guy was following me when I left the club. But that might be someone totally different. I swear someone was watching me drinking at Hollywoods though, I got goose bumps.

It’s hard to think clearly when you drink all the time.

I hate Hollywoods, they used to be nice but they’re so mean, mean, mean, always one free drink, that’s it. They look at me like I’m a total prostitute.

On the way home there was definitely someone, definitely. Japanese though, at least he wasn’t Iranian.

Those Iranian guys, it’s scary now they’re in Hollywoods. They don’t make sense to me, if they’ve got so much money why dress like that? They scare me so much after what happened to Estella.

I don’t know how it works with them, if you keep clear they leave you alone?? All the bad stories are girls who get too close like the girl who had her cheek bitten off, she was a stripper. Stripping is so mad out here, why let someone touch you for 2000 yen when you can hostess for 3000 yen an hour?

I’m learning so fast out here, not so naïve any more. So embarrassing. I can’t believe I asked Nishi about those Russian girls, sooo stupid! Did they come to Tokyo knowing they were going to stand out in the street with a ‘3000 yen for sex’ sign or did they want to be models or something?

So many stories  . . . all third or fourth hand, but they can’t all be made up.

Help me God, please, because I’m scared to be alone today.

Love Annabel.

Steph closed the diary with a snap and leaned back against the wall. The diary felt sticky and she threw it on to a coverless pillow and put her head in her hands. She wanted to be sick.

It sounded like Roppongi wasn’t safe after all, and now Annabel had vanished without a word, leaving a load of her things behind.

Talk to Julia, a little voice said. If there was anything to worry about, she would have emailed you about it. The space in her jeans pocket throbbed like a missing tooth. Anyway, you need to earn rent money before you go running around looking for Annabel.

Steph took a few deep breaths. She looked at the diary again. Then she snatched it up and headed out of the door.

The koban police box was empty when Steph slid open its squeaky glass door, and its interior smelt of mould and something else – perhaps some sort of tea. There was no real-life policeman to greet her inside, only a cartoon picture of a dog in a policeman’s helmet stuck to the wall. Next to the police-dog picture was a bright yellow poster with a photo of an acne-ridden youth staring out into the little room – a Wanted poster.

Except for some white forms scattered around on pink counter tops and a couple of biros, everything was pinned or stuck to the walls. After turning a circle in the centre of the koban, Steph spotted a heavy, black telephone secured to one of the counter tops and picked up the receiver. She held it for a moment and then a thin Japanese voice crackled through the other end.

‘Hello? I’d like police? Do you have the police?’ It sounds like I’m ordering a takeaway.

More Japanese crackled through.

‘Hello? Hello?’ Steph shouted back, but the voice on the other end remained incomprehensible. She hung up and was about to leave when the black phone started ringing.

She picked it up. ‘Hello?’

‘Hell-lo. Er  . . . You wanted the police?’ It was a man’s voice, young but formal.

‘Yes, I need to speak to the police,’ said Steph, grasping the diary and squeezing its furry cover between her fingers.

‘Okay. Please wait. I’m coming.’

Steph checked her watch. ‘How long will you be?’ Outside the plastic windows of the koban box, the sky was getting dark. She was wasting time.

But the line had gone dead.
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Twenty minutes later, a young policeman arrived outside the koban on a pedal cycle. He stared at Steph like a love-struck puppy for a few seconds, before climbing down and reaching out to give her hand a solid shake.

‘You need help?’ he asked.

‘Not me – it’s about my friend.’

‘Ooooh.’ The man nodded enthusiastically. ‘We’ll talk please at the police station. It’s not far from here. Please.’ He gestured for her to follow him, explaining, ‘I’m one of the only policemen at the station who speaks English. But I’m not very good.’

‘You’re sure it’s not far?’ Steph asked, checking her watch again.

‘Not far.’

At the police station, the policeman removed his shoes and took a pair of green police-logoed slippers from a wooden pigeon hole. He gestured for Steph to do the same, and she reached for a pair of rubbery green slippers from one of the many pairs stowed, and tried to put them on her feet. The slippers were too small, and her heels hung off the back.

‘Do you  . . .’ The policeman lowered his head and muttered in Japanese, grasping for the correct English expression. ‘Would you like a drink?’

‘I’m sort of in a hurry but  . . .’ Steph swallowed and realised her throat was dry. ‘That would be great. Thanks. Just something quick.’

Steph followed the policeman through an admin room of fellow officers, who all stared at her. She stared back at one of them and he quickly turned back to his computer screen.

‘Okay,’ said the young policeman. ‘I’ll bring you a drink. My boss will interview you.’

Steph was led into a wood-panelled interview room, and the young policeman vanished. A moment later, a middle-aged policeman with a grey crew-cut like an army sergeant sauntered into the room and banged a stack of papers on the table. He looked Steph up and down and frowned.

‘Please sit.’

‘Okay.’ Steph took a plastic chair. ‘It’s about the—’

‘You’re staying in Roppongi?’ asked the army sergeant, taking the seat opposite and scratching rapid Japanese on to a pink form.

‘Yes, but—’

‘Why did you come to Japan?’

Steph’s smile dropped. ‘Holiday. I’m just on a holiday. But listen, it’s about my friend Annabel—’

‘You’re working in Roppongi?’ The army sergeant looked up from the pink form with alarming suddenness and Steph found herself leaning away from him.

‘No, I’m not working in Roppongi,’ she said, looking down at the table. ‘I’m here on holiday. Look, I want to tell you about this diary.’ She put the blue book on the table. ‘It belongs to my friend. She was staying at my apartment but she’s gone now. I’m worried something, you know, perhaps something bad has happened to her.’

‘Apartment.’ The policeman tapped the table with his pen. ‘Where is the apartment you’re staying, please?’

Even if Steph had known the address, she wouldn’t have given it to him. But as it happened, she couldn’t for the life of her remember the odd line of numbers and letters that made up the location of her apartment. So she gave him an honest answer.

‘I don’t know.’ She returned his serious stare, fancying herself a wrongly accused heroine in a police drama. ‘The addresses are hard here. Very different from back home.’

‘You have nothing with you, no details for your landlord?’ The army sergeant regarded Steph with deep suspicion.

‘No.’

‘Strange.’ He tapped his pen even harder. ‘What visa do you have?’

‘A holiday visa,’ Steph answered smoothly. ‘But listen, I’m not here for me. My friend Annabel. She left her apartment without taking her diary and the landlord said she left some clothes too and—’

‘Holiday visa.’ The army sergeant seemed to give this answer a lot of thought. ‘Do you have your passport, please?’

‘No, listen.’ Steph could feel her bad hand becoming tense. ‘Why do you need my passport? Oh never mind. Anyway, no, I don’t have it. But is there any way to check, at least to see, if Annabel is still in Japan? There must be records.’

‘Your holiday visa, when did it start?’

Steph sighed. She felt as if she was trying to pull a bone away from a particularly stubborn Rottweiler. ‘Yesterday.’

‘And how long will you stay in Japan?’ The man asked.

‘I – maybe a month or two. I’m travelling. I don’t know.’

‘Ah. Okay. Fine.’ There was a long pause. ‘So. Your friend. English girl?’

‘Finally. Yes – I’m here about an English girl. We were supposed to be sharing a room, but when I arrived she’d vanished. No forwarding address and she never emailed to let me know. I found this diary of hers in my room and my landlord said—’

‘Strange to have a landlord, when you’re here on holiday,’ said the policeman, graciously accepting a hot coffee from the young policeman who had just re-entered the room. A cold carton of green tea was placed in front of Steph, and she pulled the straw from the side of the carton as the young man backed out of the room.

‘Most tourists, they stay in hotels. Or other places. Strange.’ The army sergeant sipped his coffee.

‘Look,’ said Steph, ‘I need to make sure Annabel’s okay. Her diary  . . . It says she was being followed.’

‘I think she’s fine, this girl,’ said the policeman. ‘No girls have been reported missing this year, no family has telephoned to ask about their daughters. I think there’s no problem. But you can make a statement, have a police investigation. It will mean we’ll have to look into your apartment, your working activities, very closely.’

Steph flinched. She understood the implication. If she took things further, it was likely they’d keep an eye on her, check she wasn’t working illegally. And of course, she fully intended to work illegally, if only someone would give her the opportunity.

She thought for a moment. Julia had never mentioned anything about Annabel going AWOL, and Steph knew the two girls had been in touch since Julia had moved to Tokyo. Surely if there was anything to worry about, Julia would have let her know. Until she spoke to Julia, there was no point making a big fuss over nothing.

‘Fine.’ Steph punched the straw into the green tea and drank the entire carton in one go. She put the empty box down on the table and slapped her hands either side of it. ‘Thank you for your help. I’ve really got to get going.’

‘Please take your book,’ said the policeman, pushing Annabel’s diary towards her.

Steph snatched up the diary and pulled open the door, slip-slapping through the admin room in her rubbery slippers.

On the gleaming steps of the police station, Steph watched traffic trundle along the busy main road and decided she’d better make contact with Julia as quickly as possible.

As she marched across the street, ignoring the red Don’t walk light and the Japanese pedestrians waiting virtuously on the pavement, she hoped Julia’s hostess club wouldn’t be too difficult to find. The sky was a flat, slate colour, and Steph wondered what time it was. She’d been in the police station quite a while – maybe an hour or so. All those stupid questions.

Soon Steph reached the exhaust-fume-filled streets of Roppongi crossroads, where women shouted ‘Massagie! Massagie!’ at men with bowed heads and furtive expressions, and a 10-foot TV screen played pop videos interspersed with Docomo mobile phone commercials.

Calamity Janes. Where are you?

She ran across zebra crossings, ignoring the red Don’t walk man and dodging between green taxis, lorries, scooters and businessmen in BMWs who watched the news on mini dashboard televisions. In the polluted air, she could already taste poverty.

Steph realised, as she was carried along by the crowd of tall blonde girls, short blonde girls, fat and thin blonde girls, that her biggest problem wasn’t finding Annabel, but getting a job. It had sounded simple back in England. She swallowed air that felt like sand. If Julia’s club wouldn’t hire her, it might not be simple at all.



6

Chastity

From:       C_C_Chastity

To:           CanadianDaphne

Subject:   re: re: re: last nite

Hey Daph,

Sounds like a total idiot. Get rid of him. Seriously.

Tammy’s fine, doing well at school, loves it there so all good. She is a BRIGHT KID, knows more Japanese than I do. The school said if I kept taking her late she’d never pick anything up – shows what they know.

So, great trip, but back to Sinatra’s and the dirty old world of hostessing. It sucks, I hate it. Well, sometimes I hate it. Today I really, really do but I’m sticking to the plan, working hard and trying to save cash.

When I think of all the money I wasted, OMG, all the stuff I bought when I first started, champagne, coke, all that crap I paid for myself. I even bought my own clothes. Idiot! So the plan is the plan, babes, I promise you. This time next year I’ll be out of this place. Plus, no more modelling. I’ve called it quits, it’s just a waste of time. Too much competition. Sunscreen and all that jazz, no thanks. Next to them I’m just another brown-skinned girl with green eyes, no big deal.

Thanks for saying I’m a good mum. I am, I know it, I just forget sometimes. People are always on at me for going out or doing coke or working where I do. It’s like as soon as you’re a parent you’re not allowed to have a good time or you’re neglecting your kids. I didn’t even smoke when I was pregnant with Tammy, but people still give me a hard time.

I swear though, if I didn’t go out I’d go mad. Having Tams is TOUGH. Hard work, 24/7. Seriously. Japanese kids are so well behaved, it’s so bad how she talks to me, a right little madam – don’t know where she gets it from. She still wants to live with her dad, I tell her all the time he’s NOT a good person. I’m lucky if I can even pay for her school and child care out of what he gives me. But don’t get me started on that, I could go on for hours. IRRESPONSIBLE. Say no more.

Visa raids, just like always, but so many this month. I think things here  . . . I don’t know, it’s not good. It’s not going to last for ever, that’s basically it, and Tammy’s growing up so fast. About hostessing and all of that, part of me doesn’t care, that’s life, but I don’t want her school friends ragging her for what her mum does. Like history repeating.
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