
‘No!’ The boy was trying hard not to cry, 

Devon could see that, and he smiled down 

at him, waving the iPod in front of his 

face. He felt like he had the power to make 

anything happen. 

‘S’not yours anymore, see?’ 
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Chapter One
In the Park

‘I’m telling you, blood…’

Devon leant over the smaller boy. Devon 

could see the nerve pulsing in the boy’s 

forehead, see his eyes widening as they tried 

to look around, tried to find a way out. 

Devon smiled. These kids were so stupid, so 

scared!

‘No one’s here for you, you get me? Jus’ 
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hand it all over.’ Devon made his voice 

hard. Even though this kid wasn’t going to 

give them any trouble, Devon felt the rush 

he felt every time. 

Devon tightened his grip around the 

boy’s wrist and felt the bones under the 

skin.

‘Hear me now?’

‘Let go! Let me go!’ The boy’s voice was 

high and girlish. The trousers of his new 

school uniform flapped over his shiny new 

school shoes. 

‘Give him the phone then!’ Ash leant in 

towards the boy too, almost growling the 

command.

‘I can’t!’ The boy squealed. ‘He’s got my 

hand.’

Devon shook the boy’s hand away but  

stayed close. The boy fumbled in his pocket 

and a blue five pound note fluttered almost 
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to the ground before Ash picked it up. The 

phone wasn’t so great but the iPod that 

came out with it was a beauty. A woman 

passed with a pushchair, but she looked 

straight ahead and sped up. She was scared 

of them too, Devon could feel it. No one 

ignored Devon.

‘No!’ The boy was trying hard not to cry, 

Devon could see that, and he smiled down 

at him, waving the iPod in front of his face.  

He felt like he had the power to make 

anything happen. 

‘S’not yours anymore, see?’ 

Devon flicked a look at Ash and they 

jog-trotted away out of the park and past 

the astro turf into the estate. Then they sat 

down on the wall under Ash’s balcony and 

laughed.



Chapter Two
At Home

Devon looked at himself in the mirror. The 

smart shirt was a bit too much but he had 

to admit he was looking good, even if it 

was only for his auntie’s wedding reception. 

He had so many aunties he had argued  

that it didn’t matter if he went or not. But 

Mum and Tamara, his sister, had been on 

his case nonstop big time about it. 
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Suddenly the door burst open and 

Tamara was there behind him in the 

mirror. She looked furious.

‘Don’t you know about knocking, sis?’ 

Devon said, turning round. ‘Dress looks 

good,’ he added, smiling. ‘You almost look 

as smart as me.’

‘Don’t chat rubbish to me, Dev. I’m your 

sister, not one of the Year Tens you like to 

love and leave.’

‘Whassup? Mum found your cigarettes? 

Calm down, Tamara. I never wanted to go 

to this wedding either, but you don’t see me 

making a fuss.’

‘I have to talk to you.’ She was speaking 

quietly. ‘I don’t want her to hear this, OK?’

Devon shrugged.

‘This is serious, Devon!’

Tamara folded her arms and sighed. She 

looked straight at Devon one more time 
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and then went to look out of the window. 

Devon’s room had the best view; you could  

see all of the city spread out below.

At last she spoke. 

‘I’ve heard some horrible things about 

you. Really nasty things…’

Devon sat back on the bed. 

‘You shouldn’t believe that crap going 

around, people just like to hate, you get me?’

‘Devon, you don’t have to do that stupid 

cool thing with me. I know you!’

‘So what are they saying then? Surprise me.’

‘Devon, I heard this from two people! 

Two people I trust. Two different people 

both saying the same thing. Both saying 

that my little brother is stealing from little 

kids! Twelve year olds, sometimes!’

Devon turned away and took out a  

new pair of trainers from the bottom of  

his wardrobe.
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‘And you believe them?’

Tamara looked at him.

‘Do you think I am stupid or something? 

Do you think I don’t notice how much 

spare money you have? That computer, 

that phone!’

‘Got it off this guy at school, yeah, and 

the phone was at Phoneshack, you know, 

in the high street. They do a good deal, 

serious.’

‘Devon! I said, I am not an idiot.’

Devon turned away. Tamara went and 

sat down next to him on the bed.

‘Dev, look, I have a job and I don’t have 

that kind of phone.’

‘Yeah, but you’re just a hairdresser 

though. And I am telling the truth, 

Phoneshack does some good deals.’

‘You’re lucky Mum is too busy to nail you  

for this.’

13



‘So you’re gonna tell her?’

‘She’d flip!’ Tamara turned his face 

towards hers. ‘She’s got enough to deal 

with. She’s working so hard just to keep 

everything going.’

‘It’s not me that’s bothered about moving 

house.’

‘She wants us to have a place of our 

own! Can’t you understand that?’ Tamara 

sighed.

‘Devon, you can’t keep doing what you’re 

doing. You know what’ll happen.’

Devon laughed.  

‘You should hear yourself, sis!’

‘Don’t laugh at me! You want to go to 

prison then?’

‘No! I ain’t going to prison, sis. It’s 

nothing. You are so over the top, you know. 

Dramatic.’

‘Don’t you even think of those kids? The 
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ones you jack?’

‘No! Why should I? And why should I 

listen to you? You work all day for what? A 

fiver an hour? Don’t sound sensible to me!’

Tamara stood up. She was even angrier 

than when she had come in.

‘Yeah well, you know what? At least I 

got a job! I don’t see anyone anywhere ever 

employing you!’

Suddenly Mum put her head round the 

door. 

‘For God’s sake don’t tell me you two are 

arguing again! The taxi’s here. Come on.’
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