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Danny


He awakes with a start. Somebody is shaking him. Roughly.


‘What …?’


A hand covers his mouth, choking off the question. For a moment he gives in to a surge of panic, then he makes out a face in the darkness. His mother. She is crouching by his bed, one hand on the headboard, one clamped to the lower half of his face. He can see her properly now, her features slightly illuminated by the streetlamp a couple of doors away. It’s her eyes he notices first, the frightened, pleading expression. Oh no, don’t tell me it’s happening again. He has learned to read his mother’s face. Interpreting her looks, her mouthed warnings, has been essential to his survival. But this he can’t read. It is too sudden, too unexpected. He gives a questioning frown.


‘We’ve got to go,’ Mum hisses. ‘Now.’


‘Go? Go where?’


Her hands are waving, palms down, reinforcing the pleading look in her eyes. ‘Keep your voice down, Danny,’ she whispers, ‘Please!’


He does as he’s told. His next words are barely audible. ‘What’s going on?’


‘Can’t explain. But we have to go. Right now.’


‘Chris?’


She shakes her head. Chris. No, not Chris. Danny breathes a sigh of relief. At least this doesn’t involve him. Let The Animal rot, please let him rot.


Mum points to his sports bag on the floor next to the bed. He is sitting up now, his mind racing. Hope has been lying curled up inside him so long, he hardly dares let it come to the surface. But you can’t help it. To hope is to live. He looks inside. She’s packed for him. Two, maybe three changes of clothes. His best. A few favourite belongings. What is this? Then he notices Mum’s bag by the door. We’re going somewhere, all right, but where? Hope and fear mix in equal measure. Why at this time? And why all the secrecy?


‘Get dressed.’


Danny wriggles into his trackie bottoms and a shirt, before pulling on his socks and trainers. He takes his jacket down from the peg. Outside it’s getting light. It’s dawn.


‘Ready.’


‘Wait here.’


They are still talking in strained whispers. Leaving Danny watching from his bedroom, Mum steals across the tiny, cluttered living-room, darting a glance at her own room, and pulls a key from her pocket. She’s going to the drawer. Chris’s drawer. The one neither of them is allowed near.


No Mum, don’t.


He knows what it means to touch something of Chris’s. Terror. The ringing impact of a balled fist, the thud of a boot in the ribs. He or Mum, maybe both of them, cowering under the blows, waiting for it to end, the hard rain of fear.


The key turns.


Don’t do it, Mum. You don’t touch anything that belongs to Chris. Not ever. You can’t!


But she does. All this time he’s been willing her to be brave, to do something about Chris. But now it has come to the point, he is scared stiff, paralysed as much by hope as by fear.


Glancing a second time at her room where Chris is sleeping, Mum opens the drawer and takes something out. A bundle of banknotes which she stuffs into her jeans pocket. Danny marvels at the sheer cheek of it. She’s tweaking the tiger’s tail. He’s heard something about that once. What was it about tigers? You can’t skin them claw by claw. But that’s just what Mum is doing, she’s skinning the sleeping Chris. She reaches in again and takes a second bundle, this time pushing it into her jacket pocket. She turns to look at Danny, flushed by her own act of courage, but as she does there is a noise from the room she shares with Chris.


‘Cath? Cathy?’


Mum jumps, rapping her hand on the corner on the drawer. She winces. It’s the hand Chris broke that time. It’s never been quite right since. Danny sees the fear in her eyes, the way her body slackens with fright. He is used to this. Life these last few years has been like swimming in the dark, trying to fathom the murky depths, gingerly negotiating hidden obstacles, learning to survive in the currents and undertows that spell danger. He looks at Mum for a lead. She hesitates, trying to think. Then, waving him back from the door, she hurriedly pulls off her shoes and strips to her underwear. Out of respect, Danny turns away quickly. Mum grabs the dressing-gown that’s lying over an armchair and slips it over her shoulders, hastily knotting the belt.


‘I’m here.’


‘What are you doing, Cath? Come back to bed.’


Mum exchanges an agonised look with Danny, then goes in to Chris. Her voice is soothing, reassuring. It is also false. Danny knows it, even if Chris is too stupid to work it out. Everything is fine, she’s telling him in that gentle tone, nothing to worry about. Danny picks up snatches of conversation.


Chris’s gruff burr: ‘What were you doing?’


Mum’s soft reply: ‘Couldn’t sleep … something to drink …’


Mum has left the bedroom door ajar. Danny is able to hear the voices, but he can’t quite make out what is being said. He hovers by the door, wondering what to do. We’re going, he thinks, that’s for certain. Excitement pulses through him. It’s out there, freedom, the promised land. Mum’s finally made her choice. Freedom. The promised land. But what now? What do I do with the bags?


Come on, Mum. Do I keep my clothes on? What if Chris gets up and sees me? He’ll realise right away that I should be in my school uniform. Won’t he be suspicious? Come back, for goodness’ sake. Tell me something.


But Mum doesn’t come back. Danny is still swimming in the dark. The flat is quiet. Not a sound comes from the other bedroom. Danny goes to the window and pulls back the curtain. The early morning light is grey over the damp London streets.


Where are we going?


Are we going?


His watch alarm goes off, sending an electric shock of fright down his spine. He switches it off and holds his breath. Seven o’clock. The time he gets up for school. Usually. But there’s nothing usual about this gloomy morning. He has been shaken out of his sleep by a woman with terrified, haunted eyes. He is a nightswimmer, edging his way forward. Into what: danger or salvation? Freedom seems so very far away. But at least it’s in sight.


The bad times are over, the times when Mum had almost made herself an enemy by staying with him, The Animal.


We’re going. At least, we’re supposed to be. With enough clothes for a few days. But are we going? In his dreams the promise of freedom has been dangled so many times before, only to be torn away at the last minute. Is this the time we actually get past the front door? Don’t back down, not now, not when we’re so close. Mum, where are you?


The minutes go by. From time to time Danny consults his watch, uncertain what to do. The minutes crawl, and the bags are still there, in the middle of his bedroom floor.


Maybe I should push them under the bed. Just in case.


Or get out my uniform. Just in case.


In case of him: Chris, and his pale, suspicious eyes.


Then a thought: Abdul will be here in twenty minutes. Do I ring him on his mobile? Warn him off?


Danny stares out at the street, watching the early-morning activity, the first workers heading for the Tube. What now? Not a word from Mum. Just the uncertainty of a teenage boy pulled out of bed and left standing alone in his room, wondering what to do. Then he hears something. He steals to the door.


Mum.


She’s fully dressed again. Her face is pale and anxious. The strain shows in the lines around her mouth, the way her eyes are reduced to brilliant points of fear. Danny goes to speak, but she presses a finger to his lips. Too risky. She picks up her bag. He takes his own in his right hand and follows. He hears Chris. For once the self-satisfied snoring of that pig is a reassuring sound. He isn’t awake, not suspicious. Mum smiles and gives Danny’s arm a squeeze before gingerly opening the door. They are about to step out on to the landing when the door buzzer goes. Danny speaks for the first time since Mum came out of her room.


‘It’s Abbie!’


Why didn’t I ring him? He’d thought about it. If only he could turn the clock back. If only … Suddenly the world is sliding back into danger.


‘Go!’ says Mum. ‘We’ve got to go … now!’


It’s like the floor is tilting, the walls closing in. Everything distorts. The world in which escape is possible is disintegrating and another world is rushing up to meet it. This is Chris’s world, the terror zone. But there is no way back. They’re running down the first flight of stairs. As they turn to descend to the ground floor they hear Chris’s voice from the flat.


‘Cath? Cathy!’


From the sound of it he’s already out of bed, looking for them. The penny’s dropping. It has to be by now. Abdul is waiting by the front door.


‘Danny, why aren’t you in your uniform?’


It’s Mum who speaks first. She almost pants out the words. ‘No questions now Abbie, please.’ She’s holding him by both arms, her fingers digging into his flesh, as if spelling out the urgency of the moment. ‘Danny won’t be in today.’


Abbie goes as if to ask a question, but the words never come out. At that moment, they hear Chris’s voice. It comes out half-roar, half-shriek of pain.


‘Cathy!’


‘Look, we’ve got to go.’


And they’re running, leaving Abbie puzzled and confused behind them. They have just gained the corner when they hear Abbie’s warning shout behind them. Mum glances round. ‘Oh my God, it’s Chris. He’s coming.’


Danny follows her look. The world lurches under his feet. It’s Chris all right. He’s pulled on a pair of jeans and he’s sprinting after them. He’s shirtless and barefoot. But it’s not his state of dress that concerns Danny. It’s the look in his eyes, the same pale, blue eyes that have bored right through him every time he has been interrogated over Mum’s whereabouts. He’s like a wild animal, a predator who’s been tormented, wounded. An angry, dangerous wild animal. ‘Come back here. You hear me, Cath, you come back here right now.’


But mother and son are not going back. Though none of the people making their way to work around them know it, they’re running for their lives. In their desperation to put some distance between themselves and Chris, they are swinging their arms, their few belongings smashing into people as they pass, causing a stir. They ignore the shouted protests.


‘Run Danny, don’t turn round,’ Mum pleads. ‘I won’t go back. I refuse to be afraid any more.’


They’re on the High Street heading for the tube. The pavement is crowded by now. At one point Danny stumbles into an elderly Asian man. Mumbling ‘sorry’ he weaves in and out of the crowd after Mum. And all the while he can hear Chris shouting after them:


‘Cath, Danny, come back. We can work it out.’ Then again: ‘Don’t do this.’


But they are going to do this. Freedom is up ahead of them, at the end of a train line. Danny doesn’t want to work anything out, and nor does Mum.


If she can refuse to be afraid, then so can I. There’s nothing to work out with the lean, blond man who has been manipulating their lives like a puppeteer. They’ve had enough of it, enough of Chris’s fits of temper, enough of the fists and the boots, enough of the terror. But it isn’t over. Chris is closing on them.


He has nothing to carry, nothing to hold him back. Unlike him, they’ve got their lives in their hands. Suddenly Danny hears a scream. Chris has made a grab for Mum and seized a handful of her jacket. She spins round, slamming into the newspaper stand outside the tube. Pain stabs through her damaged hand. The door is closing on the promised land.


Danny reacts instantly, swinging his sports bag. All his strength goes into this one instinctive act of refusal. ‘I won’t go back. You can’t make me.’


It smashes into Chris’s face, sending him reeling. Danny experiences the thrill of his power. All those times he has cowered, feeling his weakness, and now he’s paying Chris back. Take that, Animal! Somebody screams, another starts shouting.


‘Go Danny,’ says Mum, wrenching herself free. ‘Run!’


They’re inside the tube station, heading for the barrier. That’s where freedom begins, just beyond that steel rail. Suddenly Danny feels a rush of horror. His pass. It’s in the flat. He wheels round, despair turning his legs to jelly. Chris has got to his feet and he is coming again, blood trickling from a split lip. The pale, blue eyes flash hatred. Alarm bells ring in Danny’s head. There’s no way they’ll make it. There isn’t time to put money in the machine and get a ticket.


‘Mum, my pass,’ he gasps.


‘I’ve got it,’ she yells, holding up her own pass and his. Danny looks at her with a new found faith. All the times he felt disappointed in her for staying with Chris; all the times he despised her weakness when she made excuses for him; there’s no disappointment this time. She’s planned this down to the last detail. ‘Just keep going,’ she cries.


And that’s it. They’re through. Behind them the two ticket inspectors are struggling with Chris.


‘You need a valid ticket, sir.’


The words are so out of place, Danny laughs out loud. They’re fighting with a half-naked madman and they want a valid ticket! Members of the public crowd round. He’s crazy, a drug addict. Somebody call the police.


Mum and Danny exchange glances. They know he’s neither. They know exactly what he is. But they’re not joining in the heated discussion. They’ve got one purpose and only one. To run away. To be done with the nightmare that is Chris Kane. To catch the train and get away. Away from the fists, the boots, the terror.
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It takes a single sentence to clear his head.


‘Call the police somebody.’


Now he’s thinking, not just driven by instinct. He masters the blind anger and gathers his thoughts. ‘No need for that,’ he says. ‘Lovers’ tiff, that’s all.’ He looks around the small crowd, smiling at them, trying to work the old Kane charm. ‘You know how it is.’


It doesn’t wash. They’ve just seen a half-dressed man slamming a woman into a wall, terrorising her. They’ve seen his rage. He holds his hands up, backing away from the ticket barrier. Getting arrested would do his case no good at all. Time to fight another day, Chrissie boy. The bird has flown the nest and there’s no catching her now, not like this. No, she’s well gone. If you want her back, you’ll have to rely on your wits. But you will have her back. No doubt about that.


‘Everything’s cool,’ he says. ‘No need to involve the police.’


He scans the hostile faces. If only you knew, he thinks, if you just understood the dance she’s led me. Everybody always takes the woman’s side, even the coppers. A man doesn’t even get a hearing. But there’s no point trying to convince them. Their minds are made up. Time to back off. Keep your gunpowder dry.


‘I’m going,’ he said, making an attempt at humour. ‘Look, this is me going.’


One of the inspectors blocks him. ‘Sir …’


But the look in Chris’s eyes says it all. Either you get out of my way, sunshine, or you’ll regret it. The inspector sees it and thinks better of his actions. There’s an edge about the man, a fierceness you don’t argue with.


Chris walks away, back towards the flat. He earns a few more inquiring glances on the way, but he doesn’t feel self-conscious in the slightest. One thing about Chris Kane, he has never doubted for a moment that he is right. One hundred per cent right. He is doing what a man has to do. What’s the matter with these people? Haven’t they seen a bloke without a shirt before? I didn’t have time to make myself respectable, did I? I was fighting for what’s mine. Chris sees the street door swinging open. You don’t think you can get away from me that easy, do you Cathy? We’re meant to be together. Nothing can keep us apart. No matter how far you run, no matter where you hide, I’ll find you. As Chris goes inside the building he is aware of somebody watching him. It’s that lad who calls round for Danny. The one he goes to school with. What’s his name? Abbie, yes Abbie. Hope stirs. Maybe he can point me in the right direction.


‘Any idea where they’ve gone?’ he asks.


The boy backs away.


What have they been saying about me? All lies, you can bet on that. Blaming me for everything. That’s what you get for putting food on the table and clothes on their backs. Keep your temper, Chrissie boy. No sense scaring him off. You might need him. But the boy is spooked. He isn’t about to hang around. Pity. It would have been useful to have got to know him earlier. Then Abbie wouldn’t be so suspicious.


‘I only want to talk to them,’ Chris says reassuringly. ‘Sort things out.’


Abbie shakes his head and walks away. Chris’s eyes narrow. Walk away from me, will you? Well, I’ll be seeing you again, Abbie boy. Soon. Then we’ll have a little chat.


Danny


The train is packed, so they stand, holding on to the straps.


‘Where are we going?’ Danny asks.


The promised land, tell me it’s the promised land. They’ve talked about this: running. Mum’s painted him pictures of a home without fear, a life without looking over your shoulder. He has hung on every word, hoped against hope that this time they would do it. This time they would be free. So many times he has wanted to scream at her, tell her she can’t be a real mother, not if she stays with him, The Animal.


Mum glances at the other passengers. Danny knows what she’s thinking. One of them might know Chris, tell him where they’re going. It’s crazy, of course. Out of all the people in London, what’s the chance of any of these people with their set, anonymous faces knowing him? But that’s how you become, when you live with somebody like Chris, when your life goes crazy. Danny remembers a snatch of an old song, one they churn out every Christmas, and it takes on a new meaning.


He sees you when you’re sleeping. He sees you when you wake.


The thought makes him shudder.


‘Mum, where?’


‘Home. I mean …’


Danny frowns at this. For most of his life home has been the flat, for what it is. Two bedrooms, living-room, bathroom; situated above a video shop. What does she mean, home?


‘It used to be home,’ Mum says. ‘We’re going to my Mum’s. Somewhere to hole up for a few days while we look for a place of our own.’


Gran’s! Danny wonders for a moment if Mum’s taken leave of her senses. Is that the promised land? Is that where freedom starts? He’s been there, what, six, maybe seven times in his whole life. And not at all in the last three years. His grandparents are an accident of birth, they’re not family. Not the way most people understand family. Since when has that dingy end-of-terrace been home?


‘Why?’


‘Danny, you know what Chris is like. We’ve got to get as far away as we can. Especially now we’ve got this.’ She pats the pockets holding Chris’s money. ‘I wouldn’t feel safe in London,’ she says. ‘He would always be out there, looking for us.’


Other people might think she was being paranoid. Why be frightened in London, a city of eight million people? Surely that’s one place you can lose yourself. What would his chances of tracking her down there be? But Danny knows Chris. He knows the menace in his blue eyes, the power in his lean, hard body. Most of all he knows the cold rage that burns inside him, the determination to keep what’s his. And in Chris’s mind, Danny and Mum are just that, belongings. Property of Chris Kane.


‘But why like this, Mum? Why didn’t you tell me in advance?’


‘I couldn’t take the risk,’ she tells him. ‘If you’d known, you might have given us away.’


‘I wouldn’t!’


‘Not on purpose, Danny. I know that. But Chris has a way of picking things up. He’s always been able to read you like a book.’


She’s right, of course. He’s let things slip more than once, little things that brought on a slap, or worse. Danny remembers the innocent mistakes that have led to Mum getting hurt. Like the time Chris stamped on her hand and broke it. Danny knows the guilt of being responsible for her pain. Chris has to be in control, and if you’ve got something planned that doesn’t involve him, he flips. Just like that. Then the man who can charm the birds out of the trees becomes cold and hard. He becomes a monster.


‘I just wish I could have told Abbie.’


‘You’ll be able to ring him,’ says Mum. ‘Just as soon as we get where we’re going.’ Her expression changes. ‘Just don’t tell him where we are.’


‘Abbie wouldn’t let on!’


‘He wouldn’t want to tell,’ says Mum. ‘Just like you wouldn’t. But Chris has a way of getting things out of people.’ Her mind is working overtime. ‘Has Abbie got your number on his mobile phone?’


‘Of course. It’s in his directory.’


‘Then he’s got to remove it.’


‘You mean I can’t even talk to him!’


Mum smiles. ‘Of course you can. But I don’t want Chris getting your number. If he talks to you …’


Danny can feel his skin creeping. For a man like Chris, words are weapons. He can make you turn inside out, do anything to please him. He tortures you with words, slides them inside you like a scalpel, lets them burrow into your brain until you want to scream. And that’s only part of the power of Chris Kane.


‘I don’t want him getting in touch. Abbie will have to memorise the number.’


Danny nods. He can hear it in her voice, that edge of fear. Even the thought of Chris having a mobile phone number is enough to make her hands shake.


‘This is our stop,’ says Mum, picking up her bag. She consults a train timetable. ‘The next train goes in ten minutes.’


As they stand on the escalator which carries the tube passengers up to the mainline station, they look back, half-expecting to see Chris climbing after them. But there’s no sign of him. They’ve won. They have, haven’t they? Danny gives Mum a smile. She responds with a nervous giggle. ‘What’s the matter with the pair of us?’ she says. ‘After all, he isn’t Superman.’


But there isn’t much they wouldn’t put past him. As they sit in the waiting area, Mum nursing her aching hand and Danny crushing an empty Coke can, they don’t have much to say to each other. They spend their time darting glances at the crowds thronging the station. They’re looking for a lean, blond man with piercing, light-blue eyes. They’re looking for his face, his handsome, terrible face. They’re looking for the face of terror. But he doesn’t appear. They’ve done it. They’ve got away.


Mum speaks for both of them: ‘We’re free.’


Abbie


He’s gone back inside. Abbie draws breath. Thank goodness for that. Danny’s told him about Chris. For a moment he thought Chris was coming after him. But I’d have nothing to say to him. I don’t even know where Danny’s gone. Good luck to him wherever it is. Away from the danger. Away from The Animal.


Abbie pulls up the collar of his jacket and turns towards the tube. There’s no point being late for school, even if your best mate has just done a runner. No, he may as well get in on time. Danny’s bound to be in touch. Abbie fiddles with his mobile. And I’ve got his number. OK, so he’s gone, but that doesn’t mean we’ll lose touch. We’re mates. And friendship’s for keeps. I’m there for you, Danny, no matter what.
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The bitch!


Now that he’s on his own he can vent his anger. He smashes his fist down on the desk. I’ll catch up with you, Cath, be sure of that.


That’s when he notices. There’s a key sticking out of the drawer. That shouldn’t be there. It was in my pocket. He feels a rush of fury.


She’s been in my money drawer.


She’s picked my pocket while I was asleep.


The bitch.


The thieving cow.


He wrenches open the drawer and cries out. There were five rolls of notes in here. Now there are only two. He’s down at least a couple of grand. Where’s my notebook? He runs his eyes down the scribbled accounts. That much!


She’s taking the mickey, that’s what she’s doing. That’ll teach you to put your trust in a woman, Chrissie boy. They let you down, every last one of them. She’s done you up good style.


He goes into the bedroom and opens the wardrobe. She’s taken a lot of her stuff, of course. But he destroys what’s left anyway. It’s as if, by ripping her belongings to pieces, he is smashing the distance between them, making her naked and vulnerable. He takes a pair of scissors to it, shredding each dress, each pair of jeans. He hacks at her raincoat, the one she wore the day they met. He pulls out the shoeboxes and breaks the heels off each pair. He shreds the tights still in their packets and piles them in the middle of the room on top of the rest. This is all that’s left of her, the clothes she couldn’t carry. He kicks the pile and groans. The illusion dies. He’s no closer to her. He can kick her belongings but he’s powerless to touch her.


And that is what he hates, the feeling of powerlessness.


But I won’t be powerless for long. I’ll find a way to track you down, Cath. You’re mine, and Chris Kane always gets what’s his. No matter where you are, no matter what it takes to find you, I’ll be seeing you Cathy, maybe sooner than you think. Then we’ll find out who’s smiling. He crosses the living-room to the boy’s room. There’s more here. His clothes, books, games. He picks up a Gameboy and dashes it against the wall. You wait till I catch up with you, Danny boy. We’ll play a game you’ll never forget.


He rubs his cheek where the sports bag hit him.


Think you’re big enough, do you Danny boy? Want to take on your uncle Chrissie? Think you’re hard enough? Hardness doesn’t come down to one lucky blow. It’s about taking pain more than the other guy. And nobody can take pain like I can.


Chris stamps around the flat, cursing them, spewing out a stream of abuse, spitting out their names, promising revenge. They’ve made a fool of you, Chrissie boy, a woman and a fifteen-year-old boy. You fed them, clothed them, took them places, and look how they’ve rewarded you. They’ve thrown it right back in your face.


He goes to the window and looks down at the street. They’ll be out there now, on a bus or a train, counting their ill-gotten gains. They think they’re safe. They think they’re going to make a new life. With my money! Well, think again. Nobody takes Chris Kane for a mug. Not you, Cathy, and not your snotty-nosed kid either. He’s had his eye on the boy a while, watching him growing, filling out, beginning to pose a threat. So the little snake-in-the-grass has dared to raise his head.


Sooner than expected. Still, not to worry, Chrissie boy. It’s just a little setback. Time to put on my thinking-cap. I’ll come up with a plan, and when I do I’ll come looking for you.


Then you’d better tread carefully.


Very carefully.
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Danny


Now, after three hours, Danny is really beginning to feel it, the sense of freedom. All the way up Mum has been saying it: I feel free. But not Danny, not until now. He can’t believe that it’s all behind him. It was only yesterday that he was searching Chris’s face for any sign of menace, the slow burn that would lead to one of his fits of temper. A child’s tantrum, but a man’s strength. Maybe it was all too much to hope for, the life he had with Mum before Chris came on the scene, a life without fear. It is only in the last half-hour of the train journey that he has started to smile and joke with Mum, and already they are approaching the station. He looks out of the window as they pull up along the platform.


‘Do you remember it?’ asks Mum. Danny looks down the platform at the mixture of Victorian brickwork and tacky 1980s refurbishment. There is something familiar about it, but not much. Either way, it doesn’t look much like the promised land. ‘Well, do you remember it?’


‘A bit.’


But all that Danny really has in his mind is a sense of difference, of otherness. The housebricks here are red rather than grey, the style of the roofs is different too. It’s nearly four years since they were here last. Danny remembers because he had just started High School. Four years ago! That was before Chris. The Animal came on the scene twelve months later. Danny liked him at first, better than the other boyfriends, the losers who were put off by a woman with a growing son, men who came and went quicker than an order at McDonald’s. Chris was fun then. He took them places, brought them surprise presents. It was a novelty, having somebody else around the flat, especially when he had a sense of mischief and a talent for playing practical jokes.


Danny actually watched Chris, thinking he might learn from him what it was to be a man. There was an energy about the place those first few weeks, a liveliness, lots of laughter. But that was before Danny got to know Chris. Really know him. A new man is on his best behaviour when he first comes on the scene, but once he has settled in you discover the real person behind the early smiles. When he moved in Chris was generous to a fault, but he was always going to want something in return. And once he got his feet under the table it began. Payback time. Then he wanted to know every detail of Mum’s day. Danny’s too. Suspicion would flare over the slightest inconsistency, any moment that was unaccounted for. Chris started to own you. That’s part of the reason Danny hasn’t been to see his grandparents for years. Once he’d moved in, Chris became your family, your whole family. He was jealous of any competition. Mum couldn’t see her friends. She couldn’t see her parents either. Chris never showed any interest in her past. In fact, from the very first, he refused to admit she had one. He was her past, her present, her future. The moment she mentioned her mum and dad he cut her off in mid-sentence. As far as Chris was concerned, Cathy’s life started the day they met. Chris’s possessiveness isn’t the only reason Danny hasn’t been to see them, of course. There’s the other thing, the thing he has never quite understood, a definite coolness towards him. No, not from Gran. She doted on him. The frostiness was always on Grandad’s part. In some ways, Danny’s grandfather reminds him of Chris. He wants you to be like him, think the way he does. He wants to own you too. But he can’t own Danny. Because he isn’t one of them, he’s different.
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