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Chapter 12.
New Acquaintances.
A certain routine had developed in Mike and Jeff’s lives.  Mike would call at five to six in the morning to make sure Jeff was awake. Jeff would go through his future research procedures. They would take a cab ride to the X Building. A brief meeting in Sid Meyers’s office would follow.  Mike would present the trading recommendations, Jeff would handle the pages, Brad would follow it along, reading from his personal copy. Meyers and Kitts would go through the numbers, discussing the trading range, exchanging short phrases, understood only by themselves. Then Andrew Berger and the head trader would enter the picture—the head trader to receive orders, Berger to make sure the compliance was intact. When the business part was over, life would continue at a leisurely pace. Jeff could go to his desk and read stuff on the Internet. Or watch Mike trading. Or play computer games. Or look out his office window. No one cared.

Little by little, Mike and Jeff met all residents of the tenth floor of the X Building. People would walk into Jeff’s office to introduce themselves. Bound by the confidentiality agreement, Jeff did not discuss anything related to his work, but he realized that people knew something through the grapevine, as he noticed their probing looks and respectful, even flattering tone. 

Anthony Magnolese was the first at the door. “So you’re the new bright star in our dull firmament? How do you like it here?” He looked at Jeff with friendly curiosity.

“I like it all right,” Jeff answered.

 “Where have you worked before?”

“I just graduated from college—”

“Fresh from school? What’s your major?”

“Physics.”

“How did you end up in here then?” Magnolese seemed to be surprised and, without giving Jeff a chance to answer, he continued, “Actually, I have a degree in American History. You never know what your path will be. Married?”  He looked at Jeff, who moved his head sideways in a sign of negation. “Well, you’re still young. We have a couple of nice girls here.” He winked his left eye. “Did you see Sandra? She’s a knock-out.” He smiled. “But be careful.” He switched to whisper, looking back at the same time. “You’re a friend of Brad’s, aren’t you?” Assertive nod. “So you know—” Another nod. “Well, I’ve gotta go, nice talkin’ to you—” A farewell nod.

Of all the ABC cohorts, Jeff liked Patrick Gordon the most. The man walked into his office, shook Jeff’s hand and offered his help if need be. Straightforward.    

Business at ABC Securities improved significantly after Mike and Jeff had been hired. This coincidence didn’t escape the attention and scrutiny of the ABC brokers. Rumors spread on the tenth floor that Mike and Jeff were good traders, using the firm’s funds to move certain stocks in any direction they wanted to. There were also rumors that the duo was sent by a group of rich investors to coordinate manipulation of said stocks through ABC Securities.  Some people said that they worked for a family of Arab sheiks; others insisted they took orders from a well-known British billionaire. Another popular theory was based on the premise that the two friends were employed by powerful institutions that tried to control financial markets by way of sending their agents to various brokerage houses to manipulate particular securities. Some people thought that Mike and Jeff worked for the NASDAQ. Others mentioned the FBI.  

More reasonable, down-to-earth people used a common explanation—the guys simply had good connections.  But here opinions ran the gamut.  Some people suggested that Mike and Jeff had a major hook at the Securities and Exchange Commission.  Others believed they had close friends or relatives at the Treasury and the Federal Reserve Bank who tipped them on the price movements of certain stocks. There were even rumors that Jeff was a nephew of the Treasury Secretary, and Mike was an illegitimate son of a Federal Reserve—but why should we repeat all this rubbish?  

Brokers visited Jeff’s office in hoards trying to sneak a glimpse of data, a stock symbol, anything to trade on sure info. But Jeff strictly followed orders from Andrew Berger and never kept any papers unattended, so his co-workers realized soon that no information leak should be expected, and began monitoring the firm’s trading activity. 

Their attempts became counterproductive, and Andrew Berger was put to the task of thwarting them. The reprimands were abundant and penalties were many, but nothing could stop the brokers. One day Sid Meyers called a meeting and announced that anyone caught spying on the head trader would be fired on the spot. That worked, and the brokers stopped watching the firm’s account, but in their attempt to compensate for that, they resumed their visitations of Mike and Jeff. 

That pilgrimage encroached on our friends’ privacy and they complained bitterly. In addition, the firm’s trading strategy could be compromised. In view of that, an internal memo was circulated within the firm strictly prohibiting hanging around Mike or Jeff’s office, and order was restored. Only the most distinguished people had access to them—the peons had to stay away.   

One day when Jeff came to work and reported to Meyers’s office by eight as usual, Sandra smiled to him and responded to his standard greeting in an unusual way. She said, “Good morning, Jeff.” Jeff noticed this peculiarity, but forgot all about it during the morning strategy planning. 

Jeff was sitting in his office reading news on the Internet when Sandra appeared in the doorway.

“Hello, Jeff,” she said with a smile. “We have hardly spoken and you’ve been here for a few of weeks already. You should show more respect. You know the rule—one must be good to the boss’s secretary—don’t you?” 

“No, I don’t,” Jeff mumbled. “This is my first job.”

“You’re funny.” Sandra laughed. “Just kidding. So, your first job?”   

Jeff nodded. 

“You’re doing quite all right for a beginner,” she continued. “It takes some people ten, fifteen years to get an office like yours.”

Jeff said nothing. He was confused, trying to figure out what Sandra wanted from him.

“You must be really a smart guy to have a start like that,” she said and added after a short pause, “I overheard the boss once by accident. He was very fond of you.”

“Thank you,” Jeff muttered and turned silent again.

“So, what do you do outside of work?” Sandra asked after a short pause, looking at Jeff with some irony, or at least it seemed so to Jeff.

“I—I—read books,” Jeff answered, stuttering slightly. 

“Oh no! How old are you?” Sandra asked with laughter.

“Twenty-three. No, twenty-four—” Jeff lost his bearings. “No, twenty-three—”

“All right, all right. I’ll check in my files.” Sandra laughed even harder. “Where are you from?”

“From the West Coast,” Jeff lied for no reason.

“Oh yeah? California? LA? San Francisco?”  Sandra stopped laughing.

“No, Alaska,” Jeff lied again and thought to himself, “Why am I lying to her?”

“That’s the West Coast, all right! You’re hilarious,” Sandra said through a burst of laughter. “By the way, may I come in? It’s not very convenient to stand at the door.” Sandra walked into Jeff’s office and approached his desk. ”Besides, it’s not very convenient to stand up. May I sit down?” she asked while getting behind Jeff’s desk, facing him, with her back to the door. “You don’t even have another chair here. Remind me, I will order one for you.” She sat on Jeff’s desk.

Her short skirt moved up. Jeff stared up at her face from his armchair, worried that his eyes could accidentally wander down to her thighs, which thought embarrassed him extremely. He could not move in his chair as though he were glued to it. Sandra’s closeness triggered some strange excitement in him, some paralyzing fear.    

“I’ve heard you bought an apartment recently,” Sandra continued her inquisition. “I’m looking for a place too. Could you show me yours some day?” Seeing no reaction from Jeff, she went on, “Have you bought furniture yet?” No reply. “Where is it located?” No reply. “Are you okay?” She finally noticed the state Jeff was in.

“Yes,” he answered and could not recognize his voice.

“Well, what are you doing today for lunch? Let’s go for a quick bite and you can tell me a bit about it.” 

And, since Jeff was still petrified, she bent toward him. “Relax. What’s wrong with you?” She touched his face and said, ”What soft skin you have, you’re—”

“What a surprise!” In the doorway stood Mike. “I was just passing by and such a surprise. It’s hard to even get a glimpse of you, Sandra, you’re always so busy, and here we are. Would you like to visit me some day too? I would be flattered. I’m two doors down the hall.”    

Sandra turned her head and looked at Mike with some irritation.

“How are you today?” Mike continued as he walked into Jeff’s office, slowly approaching Sandra and Jeff. “Oh, don’t worry, there’s no need to get off the desk, I’m of a very liberal etiquette. Besides, such beautiful legs—it’s a delight to watch you sitting on a desk.”

“Get lost,” Sandra told him in a quiet but determined voice. Now she stood, leaning on Jeff’s desk.

“Gee, did I say something wrong? I’m just singing praise to eternal beauty and what do I get in return? That’s unfair.” Mike already stood next to Sandra. “I always loved the company of beautiful women and it was mutual, I can assure you. On top of that—” but he didn’t finish telling what was on top of that. 

“Get out of here,” Sandra interrupted him in the same quiet voice, and it was clear she was turning angrier by the minute.   

“Oh, please,” Mike said pretending to be scared. “What did I do wrong?”

“If you don’t get out of here right now, you’ll regret it.” Sandra’s tone was threatening.

“You’re not going to fire me on the spot, are you?” Mike asked with sarcasm. “I can’t understand why I am subjected to such severe treatment, I’m just—”

“Shut up, you jerk!” 

“Miss ABC Securities is pissed off. Or should I say mistress?” Mike stopped smiling. “Calm down! I realize that nice legs are a hot commodity here, and having them around one’s boss is advantageous, but it’s not the only qualification to move things around, and I think nice legs—”

But we will never know what Mike’s thoughts regarding nice legs were because his speech was interrupted by Sandra’s slap, which she administered to the left side of Mike’s face with her right hand. Being much smaller than Mike, she had to put a lot of effort to reach his face, and her entire body moved as though in a volleyball game. Mike was caught by surprise as he froze for a moment, but since women never treated him this way and he had no such prior experience, without realizing what he was doing, he slapped Sandra with all his might. 

Now, even a complete novice could tell why weight categories are important in boxing. Sandra’s head turned with the blow, her body flew through the air like that of a springboard diver and landed right into Jeff, who’d been silent during the whole ordeal, still glued to his chair.

Having not been used to holding women in his arms, Jeff jumped to his feet and threw Sandra to Mike. 

Mike caught her rather instinctively. “Why are you throwing her to me?” he cried and threw her back to Jeff.   

Jeff caught Sandra’s body and, without a word, threw her to Mike again.  This time, Mike showed total indifference to the fate of a flying Sandra, and after hitting Mike’s abdomen, Sandra’s body bounced and fell to the ground. For a moment, Jeff and Mike stood over her body looking at each other, with Jeff breathing heavily. Then Mike turned around and left. 

With quickness quite amazing for a person who just went through this unwanted acrobatics, Sandra got up and almost ran out of Jeff’s office.   

The next instant, she was in the office of Sid Meyers, sitting in a chair across from him, with her hair in disarray and eyes flashing like lightning. After a series of brief fragmented yells and shouts, from which Meyers and the omnipresent Kitts were able to sketch an incomplete picture of her trials with Mike, she announced, “It’s either me or him.” 

“If you don’t throw this jerk out of here, I will kill him!” she screamed at Meyers with her fists in the air.

“Calm down, we’ll work it out—” Meyers mumbled.

“Work it out? Nice promises—that’s all I hear all the time.” Sandra was enraged. “Need an apartment—work it out. Hire my brother—work it out. Divorce—” She stumbled and threw a furious look at the Pirate who stood next to Meyers with an air of an outside observer. “Shit! I know how much you care about me. Willing to put me to bed with anyone if it makes you money.”

“What are you saying!” Meyers made a face to show that Sandra was outright wrong and he really cared. “You know I care,” he said in an attempt to add more weight to his facial expression. “Whenever you need a vacation to go to the islands for a couple of days—”

“Oh yeah? Islands for a couple of days? How come you turn up on the same islands for a couple of days too?” 

“All right, what do you want me to do?”

“Throw him out immediately, or else I’ll file for—for—for beating at the workplace. Lawyers will find a right word for it.” Memories of her encounter with Mike went through Sandra’s mind and infuriated her again.

“Look, how about a nice bonus for Presidents Day? You’re doing an outstanding job.” Meyers paused.

“How nice of a bonus?” Sandra’s fury receded a bit.

“Fifty percent of your annual salary.” Meyers glanced at Kitts who didn’t move at all.

“Too good to be true,” Sandra said. “And when it comes to it, there’s plenty of excuses—the firm’s not making enough money and other bullshit as usual—” 

“No, we’re fine this time. Don is my witness,” Meyers said and looked at Kitts again. 

The Pirate remained motionless. Sandra looked at him too.

“Yes,” dropped a laconic Kitts.

“Well—” Sandra was obviously leaning toward accepting Meyers’s offer, but suddenly, the scene with Mike came back to her mind, adding fuel to the still burning fire, and she hissed with hatred, “But he must be out. He’s an abusive piece of shit,” although her wrath was visibly subsiding.

“We can’t fire him right now,” Meyers admitted. “You know, yesterday I stopped at Tiffany,” he redirected the flow of the conversation. “They have a new set—earrings, a necklace and a ring, a beautiful thing. And quite decent in terms of karats too, just came out—”

“Oh, yeah?” Sandra’s eyes softened, and if not for her still sticking hair, she looked pacified. “Can we stop by and check it out tonight?”

“Why don’t you do it on your own. Go see Curtis. I asked him to stash away one in your size.” Meyers sent Sandra the most caring smile. 

“You’re so sweet,” Sandra responded with the most adoring smile too. “I’ve got to go put myself in order. I hope there’s no black eye or something.”

After she left, Kitts sat in her place and said to Meyers, “You love creating obstacles and overrunning them.”

“Wait a second, let me call Curtis and tell him to put one set aside for her,” Meyers replied and grabbed the phone.   

“That’s precisely my point,” the Pirate grumbled. “Under normal circumstances, we could have had a lawsuit on our hands,” he continued after Meyers hung up.

“I’ll work it out with Sandra, no problem. And I’ll reprimand the jerk. He’ll know his place.”

“I hope so,” Kitts muttered. “The boy is not after women. Could he have other preferences?” he added.

“I though of that too,” Meyers responded. “After all, they’re together all the time, shared an apartment, who knows. Should we put Cavale on the job?”

Meanwhile, the news of the brawl spread as a bush fire. The event caused some excitement among the brokers. To quell it, Mike was called to Andrew Berger’s and spent a considerable amount of time there. After that, both Mike and Jeff were ordered to go home for the rest of the day. 

“It could be that the bimbo just wanted to hook you up, as she probably found out what your salary is. But there’s a not-so-remote possibility that she acted on orders from her boss. So be careful,” Mike said to Jeff as they left the X Building.

Next morning a line of visitors passed through Mike and Jeff’s offices. People expressed their mocking condolences or teased them jokingly.

Patrick Gordon stopped by Jeff’s around eleven o’clock.

“You have to be alert in this place,” he said quietly. “You look inexperienced. They may be after you. Is there anything they want from you? Your trading style? They will try just about anything if they want it from you.”

“What should I do?” Jeff asked. 

“Avoid situations like this. If you feel something’s not kosher, get out.” Gordon looked at Jeff and added, “You can’t trust anybody in this business.”

“Even you? I shouldn’t trust you?” Jeff asked sincerely.

Gordon looked at Jeff with curiosity. “What do you expect me to say to that? No? I’m the only exception?” Gordon grinned and repeated, “You can trust nobody. Nobody.”

Jeff stared at his computer screen thinking of the latest events. How stupid of him! Patrick’s right, he should have left right away. Next time Sandra comes by, he will get out immediately. No, it’s impolite to leave like that. So he will tell her some excuse, something like, “I have to see Mike urgently.” No, she hates Mike, especially after yesterday. Okay, could it be, “I have to take some papers to the secretary.” No, that’s stupid, she is the secretary. How about, “I have to go to the bathroom?” Yes, that’s a good excuse. And add something like, “I’ll be back.” The bathroom would do the trick, no one should stop you if you need to take a leak— 

By a strange coincidence, Jeff experienced the physiological need he’d just mused of. He was about to take off to the bathroom, but all of a sudden, a figure appeared at the door.

“Hi, Jeff,” the figure said. It turned out to be a guy whose name was Tony. Jeff remembered only his first name. They had run into each other in the office a few times.

“I’m sorry you got in trouble the other day,” Tony went on. “Seems, it affected you since you’re talking to this imaginary Sandra—”

“Did I just talk out loud?” Jeff didn’t even notice how he’d gone into rehearsal mode.

“You were mumbling something, addressing Sandra.” Tony had fairly long nails, which he polished while speaking. “So I guessed it right? You keep on arguing with her?” After seeing Jeff’s confirmation mimics, he continued, “Sounds familiar, I’ve been in a couple of situations like that—”

“What happened to you? Was it because of Sandra too?”

“It’s all because of women,” Tony said. “As they say in France—it must be a woman, la femme. I try to stay away from them whenever I can. But you’re wrong in a big way,” Tony said that with an air of mystery in his eyes. “Big way,” he added, nearly whispering, and he looked back as though fearing that Sandra might be standing right behind his back, listening.  

“What do you mean by that?” Jeff turned to whisper too.

“I can’t really talk here. Too many ears,” Tony said intimately. “Wanna go to the bathroom? It’s a pretty safe place when nobody’s there.”

“Actually, I was just going to go there anyway,” Jeff said.

“Lovely.” A charming smile blossomed on Tony’s face. “Perfect timing. Let’s go then.”  

They got out of Jeff’s office and walked through the maze of aisles. They turned to a small corridor, on one side of which was the men’s room and on the other side was the ladies’. Right at the beginning of the corridor, they saw the Pirate. He stood there in his favorite pose with his arms crossed on his chest.

“Hi, Don,” Tony said to him.

“Hello, Mr. Kitts,” Jeff said politely.

Kitts moved the left corner of his mouth to the left side of his face, producing a likeness of a smile, but his eyes were not smiling. It sent shivers down Jeff’s spine, and he tried not to look at the Pirate.

“After you,” Tony said, pulling the door of the men’s room and inviting Jeff to come in with a gesture.

As soon as the door closed behind Tony and Jeff, Kitts took a position in front of it, his imposing figure with his crossed arms blocking the men’s room doorway almost entirely. 

This unexpectedly strange move of Mr. Kitts was soon explained as a young broker turned into the corridor with obvious intentions to visit the restroom. As he slowed down, approaching the men’s room door with perplexity in his eyes, Kitts said, “Go to Milstein.” 

The broker froze for a moment, then nodded, turned around, and proceeded through the entire floor into the reception room. 

Next, Anthony Magnolese appeared. Obviously, being a man of some stature, he came up to Kitts and looked at him, slightly raising his eyebrows in a silent question.

“Repairs,” Kitts said to him. “Go to Milstein, one flight up.” 

“Aha.” Magnolese nodded, and having a good service record, he turned around and walked across the floor and into the reception, while trying to figure out why the firm’s owner would stand guard at the door of the restroom to cover for a plumber. In the reception, he boarded the elevator and rode it one flight up to the eleventh floor where offices of the law firm Milstein, Brooks and Farber, LLP were located. There he asked permission to visit their sanitary facilities and, after receiving such permission, proceeded there. Good workers always avoid trouble.

Meanwhile, at ABC Securities, the next person having an urgent bout of bladder pressure happened to be Mike. It should be noted, that approximately at the same time when Jeff and Tony walked down the corridor leading to the men’s room, Mike’s phone rang.

“Mike, could you stop by my office,” Sid Meyers said.

Mike was right in the middle of a trade. He was watching the price of a stock approaching his selling mark. He was going to spend another minute to see it happen for himself, but he got carried away and forgot that Meyers was waiting for him. So two minutes later, Mike went to Meyers, and feeling a need to relieve himself, he decided to visit the restroom on his way to the boss. 

As soon as he turned around the corner into the corridor, Mike felt something strange in the air. Some suspicion showed in his eyes as he saw Kitts, hanging in front of the men’s room, and his suspicion grew more and more as he came closer. Oddly enough, Kitts’s face expressed some kind of a dislike as soon as he sighted Mike. Kitts moved the left corner of his mouth to the side again, and his face displayed something between a smile and the grimace of a person chewing a lemon.

“Go up to Milstein.” The Pirate varied his directions slightly.

“What happened?” Mike asked Kitts.

“Clogged,” Kitts replied in his usual laconic manner.

“Can’t be all of them,” Mike suggested in a terse phrase.

“All of them,” the Pirate responded.

“Come on, there must be at least one hole. Let me in,” Mike insisted and tried to bypass Kitts’s massive figure. 

The Pirate grabbed him by his coat and pushed him slightly out of the way. Mike made another attempt to break through Kitts’s defenses.

Suddenly, a horrendous cry came out of the bathroom, and so horrendous it was, that blood could stop running through the veins of a normal human being.

“What was that?” Mike asked Kitts with alarm. “Can’t be a plumber.”

“Plumber.” Kitts cut it off in a very decisive manner.

“It’s an Indian war cry. Plumbers scream like that only when scalped.” Mike tried another maneuver to avoid Kitts. 

At this very moment, the bathroom door swung open from the inside, and Tony Cavale flew out of it, his back toward the corridor. The swinging door knocked Kitts off his feet and he fell on his hands and knees, looking very much like a horse, with his long hair dropping from the back of his head right into his face like a mane. 

Stretching his arms toward something, still hiding behind the door, as though trying to grab something to prevent his fall, Tony Cavale stumbled on the Pirate’s body, and in the next moment, found himself firmly mounted on Kitts’s back, resembling very much the famous equestrian sculpture by a renown artist.  The only major difference was that Cavale was in a reverse position, facing the would-be horse’s tail. 

With his arms still stretched and his eyes wild and frightened, Tony mumbled something like “take it easy man” to the object of his scare, and the said object immediately appeared in the doorway and turned out to be none other than Jeff. 

He was pale. His pants hung around his knees and he held them from falling even further by grabbing both ends of his belt with his hands. Without any further notice, while having his hands busy with his belt, Jeff tried to kick Tony Cavale with his right foot, but his leg tangled in his downed pants and the blow, destined for Cavale, landed right into Kitts’s buttocks. 

As any horse in this situation, Kitts proved to be no exception. He took off with enviable speed and carried Tony Cavale right into Mike, managing to slip between Mike’s legs, thus making him mounted too. Wasting no moment to disengage from this equestrian team, Mike jumped off Kitts’s back and moved toward Jeff who, probably irritated by his previous miss, was determined to catch up with Cavale, and in a beautiful, soccer-like jump, he kicked Tony right in his stomach. Cavale raised his stretched arms, gasped, bent his torso convulsively along with his arms, and pierced his long nails into the Pirate’s behind. Now, that could scare any horse!  

Losing all control over his actions, the Pirate charged across the corridor like a furious bull straight to the women’s restroom. Cavale, nearly falling from Kitts’s back, intuitively grabbed the Pirate’s belt with his left hand while raising his right arm trying to balance himself. The scene looked now more like a rodeo. 

At this moment, the door to the ladies room opened, and the charging Kitts received a heavy blow right in his forehead. Sandra appeared at the door, and after evaluating the situation in a glance, as only experienced, well-trained secretaries can do, with somewhat inappropriate words “this boy will cost you dearly,” she burst into a diabolic laughter. 

It was impossible to say whether the door blow or this phrase or this laughter produced that violent reaction in Kitts, but he went into full gallop, and with a speed that could put to shame an average racing horse, he charged at Sandra.  

In a second, Sandra was knocked down, with Don Kitts lying on top of her, and Tony Cavale flying off Kitts’s back in a beautiful somersault over Sandra’s head and falling on the floor too. To complete the picture, Jeff and Mike stared at their co-workers’ bodies, scattered on the gray carpet. Jeff’s unbelted pants kept on falling below his knees as Mike kept on pulling them up. Smiling faces of the brokers started popping up over the cubical partitions.  In short, it was a stupid, obnoxious, swinish scandal.

Ten minutes later, Kitts was half-lying in an armchair in Meyers’s office, with his feet on Meyers’s desk, his tie hanging off the back of the armchair and an icepack on his forehead. Meyers was slightly rocking in his executive chair, up and down and from side to side.

“It’s amateurish crap,” Kitts was telling Sid Meyers, looking at Meyers’s face, rising slowly above Kitts’s shoes, as the latter moved up with his chair.

“We should have gone after the other guy,” Meyers replied.

“What for? To hear another cat story? The jerk is a talker, bullshit artist,” Kitts said, watching Meyers’s face sliding to the left from his shoes.

“Sometimes talkers talk business,” Meyers said. “We should have tried Sandra with him. The man is a sperm bank. Look at his file.” Meyers stretched his arm to take something from his desk, and his face vacillated to the right of Kitts’s shoes. “Where is Brad’s file?” He turned to Kitts, not being able to find what he was looking for. “Ah, here it is.” His face disappeared behind Kitts’s shoes altogether. 

“The boy is the weak link,” Kitts broke Meyers’s monologue.

“If he’s weak, what is his weakness?” Meyers’s face rose above the shoes again. “We tried this and that, and so far nothing worked. Look what Jones writes about the other—”

“That’s exactly my point—Jones,” the Pirate drummed. 

“Yeah, but he’s too expensive.” Meyers’s face became eclipsed again.

“You get what you pay for,” Kitts reasoned. “He did it before.”

“True, he found them, but how much did it cost us?” Meyers floated to the left.

“You got it all back. Nowadays, you can make in an hour what you pay him for a month of work,” Kitts pressed on as Meyers passed to the right. 

“That’s an exaggeration. We really need him in extreme situations. Otherwise, it’s too costly.”

“If they do something weird, you’ll give it all. It’s better to pay him than the feds. Cheaper.” Kitts saw Meyers’s face stop moving for a moment. “We’re amateurs. He’s a professional.”

“All right,” Meyers finally agreed. “Call Jones.”

That evening, Mike, Jeff and Brad got together in a bar for a drink.  Mike was worried about the latest developments and he wanted Brad to shed some light on the situation. Jeff was simply angry.

“What can you tell us, Brad?” Mike began the conversation.

“What do you expect me to tell you? I’ve already told you they will do everything they can to find out how you do that. Their first concern is to make sure you don’t do anything illegal; otherwise, they will have to give up all their gains. Along the way, if they figure out how to do that without you, why should they spend so much money on your salary?” 

 “That’s not that much for them, considering their daily profits,” Mike argued.

“Yeah, but why waste it?” Brad raised his eyebrows. “Though it’s the compliance that is more important to them. They just want to know how you do it.”

“Did you ever want to know how we do it?”

“No.” 

“Do you want to know?”

“No. I don’t care how other people make money. Besides, it’s better to stay out of it because you two are too precise. It will attract a lot of interest. ABC is making lots of money—it won’t go unnoticed for long. People will start looking into it pretty soon. And some of those people will be too powerful to argue with. Chances are, they will take it away from you after they crack you down, and you will be lucky if they don’t harm you in any other way.”

“I’m afraid of it too,” Mike looked unhappy. “How come you gave it up, Brad? It was so nice dealing with you.”

“I know. That was a strategic mistake. Greed does it to us. I should have resigned from ABC and traded quietly on my own. If all went well, in a year I would have had two-, three-hundred million—”

“Three-hundred million!” Mike was amazed. “And you had that fight with me over ten grand then?”

Brad looked at Mike and paused. “We would have revisited it later,” he said. “At the time, I couldn’t pay you that much, the money was not there yet. You were always bad with math. To make it big, you need initial capital. I didn’t have it then, but in five to six months I would have been worth a few million, and after that it would multiply by itself.” Brad paused again. “And with two-hundred million, I would slip unnoticed and stop active trading, would have traded only when needed to make a quick buck.”

“And what would you leave for us to do then?” Mike inquired in a slightly aggravated tone.

“You would be rich enough by then to do your own trading. You wouldn’t have needed me anyway.” Brad took a sip. 

Mike did too. He was silent, thinking of something. Jeff finished his whiskey in one gulp and ordered another one. 

“They will try to get it out of you.” Brad broke the silence. “And when they exhaust all their options, they will confront you with straight questions. By that time, they’ll make tons of money and hide the bulk of it, so they won’t feel threatened.”

“So what do we do?” Mike’s alarm was growing.

“You can’t do anything. You just have to make as much money as you can now, because it won’t last forever.”

The last words affected Jeff in a strange way. He moved his eyes from Brad to Mike and said, “How are we gonna pay our mortgage?”

“Shut up, Jeff.” Mike had no desire to go into lengthy explanations with Jeff. “I wish it was my only concern. It doesn’t matter how you’re gonna pay your mortgage if you’re dead.”

“What do you mean, dead?” Jeff raised his voice. “Why do you treat me like a piece of shit? I get in trouble with all these jerks and you treat me like shit.”

“All right, stop fuming. You know I love you. Let’s go home. We have to think about all this stuff.” 

It was dark inside the cab they were riding in.

“Mike, you really treat me as a kid sometimes.” The whiskey took its toll on Jeff, as he sounded slightly drunk. “I’m an adult and you—” 

“You have to be very careful, man,” Mike interrupted his drunken chatter. “Or else things could get weird.”

“Like what? It can’t be worse than it is.”

“Oh yeah? You can’t even imagine how much worse it could get. When you fall into their trap, you’ll see. Then they will put you in the pose of a drinking horse and do you know what.” Mike was not in a good mood.   

“Look, you keep on scaring me. Yet, you can’t say no concrete stuff. Drinking horse, drinking horse! What’s the pose of a drinking horse anyway? Ah?” 

Mike looked at Jeff with a bit of surprise and a short silence ensued. Finally, Mike sighed and said, “I should have left you with that dark-haired bimbo.” 
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