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Behind a load of rolled up wire and bars, with a landing full 

of D-Ices hyping their rep.

This was what Mum had worked so hard to keep me 

away from, extra hard after she lost Andre. But I hadn’t 

chosen this world. A portal had gaped open and sucked me 

in. If I didn’t do something, it was going to swallow me up. 

Mum too.

In the kitchen, I opened the drawer, looking for the long 

knife right at the back. I ran my fingers along the narrow 

blade. It was completely blunt, but that didn’t matter. It 

was how I styled it off. All I needed was a sly flash, just  

like D-Ice.

But was that enough? What if they were coming at me? 

What if it was me or them? What if I had to use it? I needed 

more than style. That knife, right there, jammed between 

two wooden spoons, metal handle, metal blade, made in 

one piece. I held it. It was cold in my palm and didn’t quite 

nestle. It wasn’t designed for that – it was meant to be used. 

I let it clank back in and slammed the drawer shut.

Mum called around six. She was going out for a meal  

with Jonathan and was thinking of staying at his place.  

If I didn’t want to be home by myself, she’d definitely  

come back, no problem. If she heard the relief in my  

voice, she didn’t mention it. The story I’d concocted about 

her mattress made Inception look easy. I went into your  
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