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Chapter One
Roxy crouched in a corner listening to the sounds of Dragon House in darkness. A door swinging shut, the creak of a floorboard. Every sound made her jump. Were they searching for her? She imagined them stalking her from room to room, from floor to floor. They would find her before long. She was shaking with fear. She drew in a deep breath. She would not let her fear take over. She couldn't. She had too much to lose. She had to be strong, to be brave. For once in her life she had to think of someone other than herself.

She had to stop thinking of the fear. Stop shaking.

She had to think of something else.

How did she ever get herself into this situation? She had asked herself that question a thousand times. It was all her own fault. She couldn't blame anyone else. Yet remembering how it all began was almost as painful as what was happening now.

She opened her eyes and tried to focus in the darkness. In her imagination shadows were coming to life, creeping towards her, every shadow a terror.

She tried to forget that they were searching for her. She tried to forget what they would do to her if they found her. She tried to forget that there was a dead body lying just metres away from her.

And the only way to forget, was to remember. Remember home, and family and her life before this nightmare began â€¦

â€˜Where have you been till this time of night!' It wasn't a question. Her mother was screaming at her, not really expecting an answer. â€˜I've been worried sick!'

Roxy shrugged. â€˜I didn't realise it was this late. OK!'

â€˜No. Not OK at all. It's one o'clock in the morning, Roxy. You're grounded.'

â€˜You wish,' she said sullenly.

Her mother's eyes flashed with anger. â€˜Don't you dare talk to me like that.'

She could see that her mother was almost ready to lash out at her, but Roxy knew she wouldn't. Her mother had never lifted a hand to either of her daughters. Still, Roxy took a step back, just in case. There was
a first time for everything.

â€˜You show your mother some respect.' It was Paul, her mother's husband, trying to sound as if he could command her obedience. Standing there in a crumpled T-shirt and jeans, looking as if he'd slept in his clothes.

â€˜It's none of your business,' Roxy snapped. And it was true. He was nothing to her.

â€˜Get to your bed, Roxy. Right now.' Her mother almost pushed her up the stairs and Roxy made as much noise as she possibly could, banging her fist against the wall, kicking each step as she went up, anger spewing out of her. She slammed the bedroom door open, not caring if she woke her sister or not. But of course, Jennifer was already awake, sitting up in bed waiting for her, her lips pursed, her arms folded. What was that old saying â€¦ â€˜nursing her wrath to keep it warm'? That was what Jennifer was doing. Nursing her wrath.

â€˜You don't care, do you?'

Jennifer had her long auburn hair curled up on top of her head. It made her look older than twelve, even in the dark of their room, only dimly lit by the street lamp outside.

â€˜Oh, shut up, you!' Roxy had had enough for one night. She wasn't going to listen to her little sister â€¦
little sister! That was a joke. Jennifer was twelve going on eighteen. She acted as if she was her mother sometimes.

â€˜You make Mum cry every night and you just don't care!'

Roxy sat at the dressing table and began brushing through her tangle of red hair. Jennifer was having none of that. She leapt out of bed and pulled her round to face her. The brush flew out of Roxy's hands.

â€˜You're going to listen to me for once. You're out every night with your poxy friends. Friends!' Jennifer almost spat the word in Roxy's face. â€˜They're lowlifes, every one of them. And you hang on their every word. They stay out late, so you stay out late. They say jump and you jump. Goodness knows what they get up to.' Jennifer had tears in her eyes, tears of anger. She sniffed them back, determined not to cry in front of the sister she had come to hate. â€˜Don't you think Mum's come through enough? She had Dad to look after, and now that she's got a chance for a bit of happiness herself, you start acting like a selfish idiot.'

Roxy jumped to her feet. â€˜
She's
come through enough. Big deal. He was my daddy, and I had to watch him suffer as well. I had to watch him die!'

â€˜So did I,' Jennifer reminded her as she had so often before. â€˜But I don't make that an excuse for hurting Mum.'

Roxy grabbed the brush from the floor and started dragging it through her hair again furiously. â€˜Don't worry about her. She's got a new man. Didn't wait too long, did she?'

â€˜She waited long enough,' Jennifer said.

Roxy could never understand how her sister could think that. Two years? Was that long enough to forget Dad?

â€˜You're just making excuses for being nasty and selfish.' Jennifer spat the words out.

In that second Roxy hated Jennifer. â€˜I'll keep on being selfish.' Roxy said it with determination. I'm going to look after number one. Me! Nobody else is.'

â€˜In my opinion number one is Mum. Not you!'

That really made Roxy sick. â€˜Of course, Little Miss Perfect's never selfish, is she? She's always too perfect to make mistakes.'

Jennifer lifted her chin defiantly. Her hair was always gleaming, her face shone from her days outside in the fresh air, playing netball, winning races, winning
everyone's heart. The Little Miss Perfect daughter everyone admired.

She must be such a comfort to you, Mrs Connor. Such a caring wee girl
. Everyone said that. The neighbours, the teachers, her dad's sister, Auntie Val. They all loved Jennifer. Who needed Roxy?

â€˜It's not hard to look perfect next to you,' Jennifer snapped.

Roxy had had enough. She threw the hairbrush at her sister. It caught Jennifer on the eye and she let out a yell as if she'd been shot. She clutched at her face and fell back on the bed.

â€˜Drama queen!' Roxy yelled at her.

â€˜I'll make you sorry for that.' Jennifer leapt towards her. Roxy tried to step aside to avoid her and fell against the mirror. It toppled dangerously, but Roxy was losing her balance too. She grabbed for Jennifer's long hair, gripping it with both fists. She held on as tight as she could, trying to pull herself upright. Jennifer screamed, she too trying to stop herself from falling. Impossible. Both girls tumbled down, tangled up in each other, yelling, shouting, scratching. The mirror went crashing down beside them, splintering, cracking, sending shards of glass flying across the floor.

The light was suddenly switched on. Their mother was there, her eyes red-rimmed from crying. She was wearing her yellow nightshirt with a pig on the front.

â€˜Oh my God! What are you doing!' She stepped towards them and let out a gasp as she put her bare foot on shattered glass. â€˜You broke the mirror.' She said it to Roxy, only Roxy. She said it as if it was the final straw. â€˜Seven years' bad luck. Does that mean I have to put up with seven more years of you?'

Roxy gave Jennifer one last punch, and then she ran out of the room. She pushed past Paul, standing on the landing looking confused. He didn't know what to do. He'd not been in the family long enough to know how to handle this.

â€˜Pig!' she screamed at him as she passed, and already she could hear little Miss Perfect consoling her mother with soothing words.

â€˜Don't let her bother you, Mum. We'd be better off without her. I'll buy you a new mirror. It's only a stupid superstition. You'll not have seven years' bad luck. I'll make sure of it.'

Roxy slammed the bathroom door shut. She stared at herself in the mirror. Her hair was long too, like Jennifer's. But Jennifer's was straight and shiny and
swung around her like silk. Roxy's was red and wild and unruly. Her eyes had once been hazel bright, but they seemed dull to her now, as if a light had been switched off somewhere inside her. â€˜Daddy's girl', they had once called her. Now, there was no Daddy to listen to her. Someone else had taken his place. She hated them all. And they hated her.

She suddenly felt sick. She clamped her hands over her mouth to stop herself from retching. They mustn't hear her. They mustn't suspect that there was something else to worry about now, because that would only make them hate her even more. Her mother would never understand and neither would Jennifer.

She could imagine their accusing stares. The very last straw, they would say.

â€˜We'd be better off without her,' Jennifer had said. They had a nice family unit without Roxy spoiling it. And she would certainly spoil it now.

She was going to have a baby.

Someone else they wouldn't want.

Roxy had thought of nothing else for weeks, ever since she suspected she was pregnant. She'd thought about what she was going to do. One thing for sure was that they wouldn't stand by her. They'd had enough of
Roxy. They'd throw her out.

Well, she would go before she'd give them the chance to do that. She wouldn't take their condemnation. She couldn't face telling her mother, or seeing Paul's patronising look, or listening to her perfect sister's accusations.

There was only one thing for her to do. Run.

Chapter Two
Roxy stood in the bathroom holding on to the sink, staring at her reflection. She could see the sweat breaking out on her forehead, little beads of sweat like tiny bubbles. Her mouth was dry. She could still hear her mother crying in the bedroom above her, but Roxy couldn't cry. She was too frightened for tears.

She had only known for sure yesterday, when she'd taken a bus to the far side of town, to a big impersonal supermarket where she hoped no one would know her and she'd bought the pregnancy test kit. She had stood in the toilet cubicle, listening to the other customers outside laughing and talking, while she stood, shaking with fear, praying, actually praying for one blue line and not two. Because she couldn't be pregnant. It was impossible. She'd only done it once, and her friends said they'd done it lots of times and that you never get pregnant the first time. They'd promised her â€“ her friends,
Pat and Tracey and Jaqueline. She could still see their annoyed looks at the party. Still see the boy (though she could hardly remember his face), swaying, hardly able to focus as he waited for her.

â€˜We've all done it, Roxy. Come on, don't be such a wimp,' they had said, teasing her, egging her on. And so, after she'd drunk too much Buckfast, giggled too much and let him kiss her, it didn't seem such a big step. And she so wanted to be one of them; to be like them. Pat and Tracey and Jacqueline didn't seem to care about anything. They swept through life defiantly.

They were her friends.

So she had done it. Once. Could hardly remember a thing about it â€“ except being sick right after. Dead romantic.
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