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Chapter 1

It was one of those ‘Holy Shit!’ moments, an absolute revelation, a real ‘Why didn’t I think of this before?’ thing.

I’m not a greedy man; I don’t want to screw the world too much, so I figured I’d go for a simple £10 win. Nobody these days bothers with the Wednesday draw so I thought I’d do that one. Not that the National Lottery company are exactly struggling or anything, but I thought I’d help them out a bit. Except I wouldn’t really, not financially. I’d be helping their sales figures, if not their profits.

I don’t usually watch the draw, the presenters drive me mad. So chummy, so happy. Still, they presumably don’t bother doing the lottery themselves. I assume they don’t need to, being paid stupidly high salaries. They probably wouldn’t be allowed anyway – one of those disclaimer clauses you see everywhere these days:

‘May contain nuts’;

‘Your home is at risk if you do not keep up repayments’;

‘May cause drowsiness, do not drive or operate machinery if affected’;

‘Typical APR 0%’;

...And so on. But their contracts probably do say ‘Employees or agents of National Lottery may not claim prizes’ or some such.

But, tonight, I have to. It’s pretty torturous, but I endure it. The six numbers – plus the bonus – come out, and I choose just three of them in order to win £10. Then I wait…

Ti…

Okay, here we go. Entry closes at 7:30pm, need a bit of time to fill in the draw slip and pay. Don’t really want to do the rest of the day again, though, so not too much time. Seven o’clock will do. There’s a retailer down the street, I can get there in time.

…ck

Seven. Spot on. Ten minutes to walk down the road so plenty of time. We don’t typically buy tickets – why would we, when Dad has been bringing in so much money? That would have been pretty selfish. A bit like those people who win millions and claim it won’t change them and that they’ll be back at work on Monday. To hell with that! Why bother doing the lottery if it’s not going to change you? Why go back to work? You think your workmates are going to treat you the same? Unlikely, I’d say. And your job could go to someone else, someone who really needs it.

If you do the lottery, you do it precisely because you do want it to change you – or at least change your financial outlook. And, no matter that they say that money can’t buy you happiness, it sure can buy you security. You might say you’d rather be poor and happy than rich and unhappy, but that’s missing the point. Wouldn’t you rather be rich and happy? How come no-one ever mentions that option?

So, I can hardly pop out claiming I’m off to buy lottery tickets. Not that I need an excuse to leave the house, of course, but it’s courtesy to say ‘Bye’ as you leave, and if you’re going to be returning pretty soon, then someone is going to think ‘that’s odd…’

I check the fridge and notice we’re a little low on milk. Not desperately so, Manuela is good at keeping on top of that (amongst other things) but a little low. Just to be sure, I pour myself a glass, just to make it look more genuine.

Ah, ice cold milk. Fabulous. I’d forgotten how much I enjoyed cold milk. It’s not something you drink much as an adult. Just to be rebellious, I take a swig directly from the carton. Mum hates that, and Manuela would go mad if she caught me, but I’m feeling brave tonight.

There’s still some milk left, obviously. There would be all sorts of questions raised if we actually ran out. For Manuela it would be a matter of pride, a failing to undertake her duties with her normal efficiency. Not that anyone else is likely to be concerned. Well, except Cal, but then he’d just make a fuss for the hell of it.

The minutes are ticking by, but it’s okay, still plenty of time. I check my wallet. Shit! No cash – how awkward would that have been? Okay, not exactly the end of the world, I could have waited until Saturday and tried again, but if you’re anything like me, when you get an idea you want to do it there and then, not wait another four days.

There’s usually an amusingly named ‘emergency fund’ in the kitchen, but I can’t find it. I suppose recent events have become the aforementioned emergency – my need for lottery tickets hardly comes under the same classification.

Up in my room – now very aware of the time ticking past – I dig through various trouser and jacket pockets and – yes! – find a long-forgotten tenner and a fist full of change. Right, let’s go.

“Just off to get some milk!” I call, before running out of the house. I’ve got about ten minutes to get to the shop before the draw closes, and the shop is about ten minutes away. And the door has just closed behind me. And I don’t have my keys so can’t just jump in the car. Damn! I’m going to have to run, and I don’t – as a rule – do running.

Seven minutes later I’m at the shop and frighteningly out of breath. Mental note: need more exercise.

My plan is to buy ten tickets at £1 each: spend £10, win £10 on one line, break even, prove the theory. No-one loses out. If I didn’t buy the ticket, I wouldn’t win, and they would be ten pounds up; if I buy one ticket and win, they’re £9 down – but if I buy ten tickets and win ten pounds, then we’re even. Seems fair to me.

Right, milk: done. Lottery ticket: nine lucky dips and one line from earlier: 3, 11, 12, 21, 39, 48 – only three of those numbers actually came up, so that should be an easy £10.

I just about make it to the pay-point in time – who would have thought there would be a queue this time of the evening?

Thankfully, I can walk home at a steady pace. That’s a good thing as I’m feeling really tired. Shocking.

I’ve a couple of hours until the draw. I know that I have to try, as much as possible, to keep things the same as before. The more time I have to cover, the harder that is, but when I’m at home it’s not too difficult. There’s always the risk I’ll accidentally affect something, I suppose, but as far as I know it hasn’t happened yet.

It had been an uneventful evening, in truth. Cal was out, Debs in her room doing her homework or on the computer, Dad still at work, and Mum watching TV. Easy enough to recreate. Just get the milk into the fridge and carry on as before.

“Mind if we watch the lottery draw?”

“Why? You haven’t bought tickets have you?”

“Just one, I was feeling lucky today.”

“That’s a mug’s game, but if you want, there’s nothing else on.”

The presenter is, as expected, annoying. Come on, get on with it. At least the ball announcer is professional, though how he gathers the information on each ball is beyond me.

“That’s number 29. Sixtieth time as a main ball, last drawn nine weeks ago when the jackpot was a double-rollover.”

I hit mute. I don’t need the waffle, just the numbers.

After 29 comes 10 then 22. Three balls, no matches. I hope I haven’t messed this up. Mind you, they were the other 3 numbers I’d noted down earlier, just not the ones I picked for my ticket.

Next ball: 48. That’s one. Then 3 – second number. Final ball: 12. Yes! Three balls, £10. It works. Fantastic.

“Hey, I won £10!” I hope my surprise sounds genuine.

“That’s nice. Don’t spend it all at once, love.” There’s just a hint of sadness there, as if she had hoped (against her better judgement, and she would never have admitted it) that I might actually win the jackpot. That would certainly solve a lot of problems. A lot of problems.

But maybe, just maybe, I can do that.

