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No spiders
or alligators
or corn snakes
or even sausage dogs
were hurt in this story.
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  Chapter 1
I Meet My WHAT?!


I should not be here. 
I’m standing with Dad and my six-year-old sister, Clara, on a hot Las Vegas sidewalk. We’ve made a nice Kayden family obstacle course for anyone trying to pass, even without Mum.
Exotic Palace is in front of us. Dad says it’s the biggest casino in Vegas. It’s the ugliest too, like a cardboard box that came last in a paintball battle.
“Ready for fun?” Dad says. His voice is hoarse. I know why, I see it on his face when he thinks I’m not looking. He doesn’t think Clara and I should be here either, and not because we’re melting into the sidewalk.
“Stu?” Clara holds out a sucked-on finger and looks up at me with hopeful eyes. “Hand?”
“Hand.” I wipe my sweaty palm on my shorts and take her gooey hand. 
Dad hunches over like a six-foot boomerang and we follow him into the casino.
I sneaker-squeak across the lobby’s eye-squinting white floor, earning glares from every grown-up I pass on my way to Brodie Tallen’s thirteenth-birthday party. 
Brodie’s dad owns this casino and my dad works for Brodie’s dad in security—but mine’s not working today. 
Dad’s here for the casino’s grand reopening, and Clara and I are here for Brodie’s birthday. A birthday for a girl we’ve never met (checking out her #gothgirl selfies doesn’t count).
“Remember, no adults are invited,” Dad says, like saying the same five words for the tenth time will suddenly make me backflip with joy. 
We weave down a crowded corridor instead, until a super-tall man wearing the shiniest gray suit in existence blocks our path. It makes Dad’s dirt-brown suit look…dirty? Clara gasps and darts behind my back, taking my arm with her. I end up in a torture twist.
“Ah…Leon,” Super-Tall Man says to Dad, “these must be yours.” He wiggles caterpillar eyebrows at me and Clara.
Dad coughs. “Yes, Mr. Tallen. My son, Stuart, and my daughter, Clara. And they’re so excited about Brodie’s party, aren’t you, kids?” Dad flashes me a look: Perform like a circus act. PLEASE!
I untwist myself. “Can’t wait!” I force a smile while Clara crushes my hand.
Dad’s boss nods like I passed some secret test. “Reopening ceremony starts in five minutes, Leon. Don’t. Be. Late.” 
He struts away and we hurry on to a showroom. Party-goers stand in bunches around its door but no one looks our way. Still, it’s not hard to pick Brodie out. She’s the one decked out in black, from the dark goo around her eyes and the dog collar around her neck, all the way down to the chains on her jeans and her studded torture-device boots. 
She should really ditch the creepy look. It’s only the start of October, too early for Halloween. 
She’s studying her blood-red fingernails like she’s unsure what they are, until a cluster of girls push past us to mob her. Nothing goth about those girls, and no shortage of kisses over the shoulder in their declaration of love for all things Brodie. 
Someone, save me. 
“You must be Brodie,” Dad yells over the squeals.
Squeals stop. Everyone turns our way. 
A good thing about being short is I barely reach Brodie’s neck. It rules out any kisses over her shoulder from me.
A bad thing about being short is it puts her ponytail at prime swatting level. She whips my left eye when she spins to face us. 
Dad doesn’t seem to notice I’ve been attacked by hair. He shoves an orange bunny stuffed toy at me, kisses Clara on the head, and whispers, “Sorry, I have to go.”
“But Daddy…” Clara says.
“You can’t come with me, Pumpkin,” Dad says. “Young people aren’t allowed in the part of the casino where I’m going, remember? And you’ll have much more fun here with your brother.” Dad nods at me like saying that was my idea, then he escapes.
Leaving the spotlight on me.
It’s the most interest I’ve had since we moved to Vegas two months ago—that’s if I don’t include my first two days of school here, when everyone thought I was cool because I ‘talk funny.’ By day three they were making fun of my voice. Crikey, Stu! Another reason to move back to Australia. But here we are, surrounded by eyes.
With my freckle-full whiter-than-white skin, light blue eyes (one now weeping from its whipping), and stop-sign red hair, it’s hard to hide. 
I pass Orange Bunny to Brodie without looking at her. I glance at Clara instead. She’s frowning at my watering eye. 
“Why are you crying, Stu?” Clara broadcasts in that voice that makes strangling your little sister an appealing option for any twelve (and-a-half) year-old brother.
“I’m not,” I say through my teeth. A phone camera clicks in my face and I drop my head. Too late. I’ll be the victim of Brodie’s next #gothgirl— 
“What are you looking at?” Brodie snaps.
I jerk my eyes up from…oops, somewhere near her groin area.
Brodie drops Orange Bunny and folds her hands into fists. “I asked you a question.” She twists her mouth at me like she’s just sucked on a lemon. 
Bad time to remember that Brodie’s social media also says she’s a just-turned-thirteen kickboxing champion. Worse time to remember that Clara and I are here because Dad’s boss said we should come, and a should from Dad’s boss is really a MUST. Plus, Mum’s away at a work conference and the last time I was left home alone with Clara I nearly burned the kitchen down.
Another phone clicks. Brodie flashes a fake smile nearly as fast.
A girl wearing a pink tent as a dress pushes through the cluster. She jerks her head at me. “Hey Brodes, who’s your friend?”
Brodie huffs. “Not my friend. Just another one from Dad’s company.” Like I’m standard issue to prop up birthday numbers. She swings around to give me her back (and misses my awesome lean back to avoid another ponytail whipping. Hope the phones got THAT). Brodie joins in on a series of selfies being taken by every member of her cluster. All at once. 
I shift on my feet. “Not my idea of fun,” I mutter.
“No’ moi idea o’ fun.” Brodie does a really bad imitation of my Australian accent in the middle of Pose Number Four, or Fourteen. Then snorts.
Everyone laughs and I pull Clara closer. I could drag her away, maybe hide out in…I-don’t-know-where till Dad is done. But Dad will find out and he’ll be mighty unhappy with me. He needs to keep his new job.
Brodie turns back to me, pancaking Orange Bunny’s head under her boot. “This is s’posed to be my birthday party, not a babysitting—You made it!” She pushes past me to greet a girl smothered in sequins and a sickly-sweet stink. 
Clara picks up Orange Bunny and massages its head back into shape. “I don’t think Bunny should live with her, he should stay with us. We can be friends and everyone needs friends and orange is my favorite color. What’s your favorite color, Stu?”
“Huh? Uh…green?”
“Mum says your favorite color should be purple.” Clara tries to shove Orange Bunny into her already-full unicorn handbag. Not a chance it will fit. She shrugs at me and I shrug back.
Stinky Sequins Girl smiles at Clara. “You’re sooo cute. Love your little brown curls. Wanna sit with the big gals?”
Clara’s face lights up. I grip her tight. “No thanks,” I say.
“Whatever.” Stinky Sequins Girl says. She turns to Pink Tent Girl. “I heard this place was robbed yesterday, it’s all being kept quiet. Great start to its reopening week.”
Pink Tent Girl scoffs. “Robbed? Yeah, right.”
“True!” Stinky Sequins Girl nods hard. Sequins spray from her hair, her outfit. One hits me in my good eye, the one that wasn’t watering. Until now.
Shielding my face, I hurry Clara into the showroom and whisper, “Maybe it’ll be robbed while we’re here and we can leave. Go find some real fun.” 
“But I don’t wanna leave,” Clara whines. 
“You don’t?” I follow her gaze to a table against the wall. It’s overflowing with chips, dips, and drinks. She has a point, except the table is also guarded by a soldier line of casino staff. Guess there’s no eating yet. “C’mon.” I pull Clara by her dress sleeve to two empty seats—next to the aisle, halfway down to the stage, eight, nine, ten seats from food.
I slump in my seat and look around. The showroom is like my school hall but way fancier. All red and gold and not falling apart. A black banner hangs above the stage with Sketch Brothers Magic written on it in swirly gold letters. If magic was real, I’d use it to zip back to Australia. Back to Sydney.
A drum roll starts, like the lazy banging of tin. It’s followed by claps, all from Clara. Brodie’s last to take her seat. She’s in the front row, and she’s got chips and a drink.
Two dudes in black shirts and pants stroll onto the stage, gold stopwatches swinging from chains pinned to their shirtfronts. One is carrying a black duffel bag and if he wasn’t a head shorter than the other one, I’d say they’re twins. Both have ginger hair tied back from pointy faces, both are built like fishing rods. Neither look old enough to put on a casino show. They should be in high school. Or juvenile detention.
“Welcome!” Taller Magician Dude flings his arms out wide.
Shorter Magician Dude drops the duffel bag at his feet and grins, real creepy-like.
Someone in the audience burps. Others join in. More snigger.
The room erupts into a burp battle. It makes me think of Best Bugle Burp, the schoolyard vote I won back home in Sydney.
Shorter Magician Dude’s face is red. “Shoosh!” He sounds like Clara.
I grimace. Maybe I’ll give the show a miss, after all.
I fish my phone and earbuds out of the left front pocket of my shorts. It’s the pocket with Secret Spot, the special pouch I made to hold stuff I don’t want anyone to find. Only one teensy problem—I found that last night. Put something as small as a coin in Secret Spot and it might wiggle its way round to your butt. Real uncomfortable if it does. Secret Spot must have a hole. I must fix that hole. I must get through this birthday party.
I plug in my earbuds and scroll through games on my phone.
Clara yanks an earbud out. “I’m hungry.”
I snatch my earbud back. “We can’t have food yet. Watch the show.”
She grabs my phone. “You’re a doofus.”
I grab it back. “Where did you hear that word? No one says doofus anymore.”
Clara eyes a passing waitress, carrying a tray of drinks. “I’m thirsty,” she says. She props Orange Bunny between her and the seat arm, like Orange Bunny is ready for a drink too.
Brodie twists around in her seat and gives me the evil eye, ignoring Taller Magician Dude calling for her to come up on the stage.
“Ssh, Clara.” I remove my other earbud. “You can have a drink later.” 
Clara has a habit of peeing her pants if she drinks too much. That’s why she goes everywhere with extra clothes. They’re in the unicorn handbag she’s about to whack me with.
Brodie wanders up onto the stage, exaggerating a yawn, and stands between the magicians.
“I will now make our lovely birthday girl disappear!” Taller Magician Dude announces. 
I’ll clap to that. I duck Clara’s incoming handbag and nudge her with fake excitement. “Look, they’re gonna make her disappear! Better watch or you’ll miss it!” 
Clara gasps and leans forward, gripping the top of the seat in front with her pudgy fingers. Orange Bunny falls to the carpet, but I don’t tell my sister. Watching her now, her eyes all shiny and her lips scrunched together in anticipation, I almost forget how annoying she can be.
Almost.
I shove my earbuds back in and choose a game. I don’t look up until I’ve built my first Martian base. With any luck, the show is over and we can go grab some food and—
I blink
and blink again.
I glance left
and right

and left again.
My fumbling fingers yank out my earbuds, my phone falls in my lap with a hollow thud.
Because no one is moving, no one is making a sound. 
Rows of heads face the front or each other, but none talk
cough
fidget 
burp.
Nothing.
They’re as stiff as Grandma Betty in her funeral coffin. Like they’re…frozen?
I wipe my eyes. No change. Goosebumps line up like an army on my arms.
NO
ONE
IS
MOVING!
Except me. I’m panting. 
I swivel to face Clara. She’s still on the edge of her seat, her eyes open, her mouth open, both like when she sleepwalks.
“Clara?”
Her name comes out sharp, it bounces around me.
“Clara!”
I prod her warm arm, pinch it, knock on her head.
“CLARA!”
I shake her hard, then let her go. She doesn’t yell, doesn’t slap. Just wobbles to a stop, hands on the seat in front, while I shrink away and—“Yikes!”—elbow a waitress in the aisle. It’s the same waitress who passed me earlier, only this time she isn’t passing. She’s stuck with one leg raised, staring 
at
the
stage…
I slap my hand over my mouth and shrivel down in my seat. 
A nightmare, that’s what this is. Yep, I SO have the imagination to come up with 
THEM.
Two things, vibrating on the stage. 
Two sort of see-through things, with purple-y streaks that ripple in waves (I swear, the Northern Lights from my overdue Science homework have gone all purple and invaded Vegas).
Two things, shaped like, looking like those two magicians. If those magicians were… ghosts?
And Brodie. Brodie is NOT on the stage, not anymore. Brodie is gone. Disappeared—
Kssshhhkkk. A sound like…smashing glass? Coming from outside the showroom.
I slide to the floor in front of my seat and make a plan: hide. Already doing that.
Scream. And tell those ghosts I’m here? I stick a fist in my mouth.
Cry. About to.
Run. Legs strongly disagree.
Noise. Now there’s no noise…at all? Not even air-conditioning rumble, or crsssh’ing background noise.
Nothing.
It’s…a Nothing Silence.
Get help. Get Dad. Run! 
I peep over the seat in front, at the rows of Stiffs, at the stage where the magician ghosts wobble, the only movement in the showroom. Besides me.
Get help! Get Dad! Run, you doofus!
But…I glance at Stiff Clara. Last time I tried to lift her, I dropped her on her head and hurt something in my back that I’m sure is important.
Get help, THEN come back for Clara.
I jump to my feet,
swivel to face the exit,
and see
IT.
ME.
A GHOST OF ME, fluttering in my seat in shades of see-through-y purple, from its lanky hair to its sneakered feet.
A ghost of me, leaning over in game-playing mode…like I was. 
My shriek comes out as a squeak. 
AM I DEAD?






  
  Chapter 2
I Use an Alligator as a Playground Slide


I sidestep around Ghost Me and Stiff Waitress, and scramble up the aisle on my hands and knees. I leave Clara. Next to my purple-y ghost. 
Get help! Get Da—argh!!! I fall against a last-row seat at the top of the aisle. 
Brodie blocks the exit. Stiff. I wave in her dead-eyed face—What if she zombie-bites it? I snatch my hand away. Holding my breath, I sidestep around her and tiptoe out the door. 
Stiffs crowd the corridor like a store of mannequins after closing time. Stuck in happy handshakes, stuck in the middle of laughs. Nothing Silence surrounds me like a bad smell. No chatting, no laughing. NOTHING! I clench my attention-grabbing red hair with both hands and wait for Murder by Mannequin. 
Get help! Get Dad! Get ANYONE! I've no clue where the grand reopening is going down. Dad didn’t exactly fill me in. 
I duck around a couple with their lips stuck together—
A second glass-smashing kssshhhkkk fills the Nothing Silence. 
Louder. 
Closer. 
Coming from the room next to the showroom where Brodie guards the door, and Ghost Me guards my seat—and Clara. 
A good brother would go back to his little sister and keep her safe. That’s what Mum would want, but Mum’s not here and those ghosts are IN THERE and…where’s Dad? 
I sneak from Stiff
to Stiff
to the room next to the showroom, the room with the glass-smashing kssshhhkkk’ing, to the…Midas Gambling Room, Featuring Live Creature Displays (at least that’s what the sign above the entry says). Belly dancers smile down from a wall poster next to the sign, a poster about jewels, about some Sultan’s Treasure. Those dancers’ bellies have nothing on mine for jitters.
I lean around the entry. 
One eye,
my nose,
my mouth—It falls open.
Stiffs fill another red and gold room, this one as big as my new school. Stiffs on stools, Stiffs around tables. Everyone is a Stiff, everyone is stuck in the middle of something.
Dealers stuck in the middle of dealing, 
gamblers in the middle of gambling. 
Dice in the middle of rolls, 
cards in the middle of shuffles. 
Security guards in the middle of security’ing,
 and wait staff in the middle of…waiting?
Even the slot machines along one wall are stuck. No corny jingles, no flashing lights. 
A glass display as big as a monster truck sits in the center of the room. One of its walls is smashed. A smaller glass display closer to me has a smashed wall too. 
Glass-smashing Stiffs?
This is worse than my first day of school here.
I creep into the room and wriggle around Stiffs—No touchy! Might bring them back in a bad way, like as gambling zombies with a taste for super-short redheads. I stop at a table near the smaller smashed display. The table’s Stiff dealer looks like one of those people you don’t think could ever be happy. I hold out a shaky finger and touch his cheek. It’s like Clara’s Play-Doh but warmer. But he’s still a Stiff and still unhappy—maybe because a hairy black (hopefully Stiff) spider is sitting on his Three of Hearts card?
Another spider, a golden-brown biggie, sits on glass-sprayed carpet in front of the smashed display. Was the display their home? It’s bushy and dark, and spiders like that. But if these spiders unStiff, they’ll run over broken glass and no spider would like that.
I nudge the golden-brown one with my foot. Yep, it’s Stiff. Or dead—NO! It has to be alive, they all do. Clara, Dad. Even Brodie.
Swallowing hard, I scoop up the spider and run my finger over an orange heart-shaped mark on top of its body. Velvet soft with tiny hairs. Like the spiders in Australia. 
The world’s having the biggest cruelest joke on me. 
I place the spider shakily on the table, next to a wooden wheel with a circle of numbered squares. All red or black squares, except for one with a zero. That square is green, that square has a white ball on it. A roulette wheel, think that’s what this wheel is called.
Mum would know. Mum knows a lot about a lot. She’s smart enough to get an important medical research job here, but we still shouldn’t have come. See? Look what’s happened now.
I spin the wheel hard, it rumbles loud in the Nothing Silence. The ball flies off the table and disappears down the top of a Stiff lady’s dress.
“WHAT?!” A head pops up from under a table across the room. It’s that Shorter Magician Dude! He gets to his feet, no longer a ghost but as solid as…me.
I gawk. Here I was, thinking these guys got their magic gig with fake I.D. and dodgy tricks, but…did they do whatever-this-is? Are they REAL magicians? Or are they stuck in this thing too? I mean, this one only looks about eighteen—
“WHO ARE YOU?” Shorter Magician Dude spits out. No nice vibes fly my way with his saliva. He stalks toward me.
“St-Stu?” I’m stuck to the spot like a Stiff. And nearly join Clara in having a bladder control problem.
“Stu who?” he snaps.
“Stu, who wants to know?” Why did I say THAT?
The guy snarls and runs at me. 
I scream like Clara and run into a Stiff waiter. The waiter’s tray flies high. “Sorry!” I say to Stiff Waiter as he falls, hard as a dead dude, his hands still in tray-holding pose. “Arrgghhh!” I yell. I only shut up when drink glasses land on my head and give me a sticky shower. 
Shorter Magician Dude runs around the roulette wheel table.
And I slip-slide under the roulette wheel table. 
My legs end up each side of a table leg, and pain flares from groin to gut to everywhere. With spots in front of my eyes, I limp-crawl toward the room’s exit, pushing through the legs of Stiffs. “Sorry. Sorry.” They topple like dominoes.
Footsteps get louder behind. 
Something whizzes past and hits the carpet in front. 
A glass. 
Then the waiter’s tray. 
A silver handbag bashes my cheek and I headbutt a table. Chips rain down—not the eating kind, the casino money kind. Some go down my t-shirt. They tickle.
I turn and lob chips, Ferris wheel style, and follow them up with the heavy handbag—What do ladies keep in those things? The handbag swerves to the left and takes down a Stiff security guard with bad zits. 
Who takes down Shorter Magician Dude. 
Who takes down a Stiff lady, his face landing in her pillow-like chest.
I scramble for the exit, three tables away,
passing the first table,
skirting around the second,
sliding across the third—
Poof! 
The other magician, that taller one, appears in the exit. Out of nowhere, blocking my escape.
“Whaaat? No way…” I croak out in mid-slide.
“Found the vault, Eran!” Taller Magician Dude yells, shaking the black duffel bag in his hand. He spies the smashed displays. “What did I say about fooling around—” He spies me.
I skim off the third table and crash to the floor in an avalanche of casino chips and playing cards.
Taller Magician Dude steps back. “WHO ARE YOU?”
Shorter Magician Dude, the one he called Eran, quits cuddling Stiff Pillow-Chest Lady and scrambles to his feet. “He, he’s moving!” He points at me.
Taller Magician Dude’s face twitches like a rat. “I can see that.” Then he moves. 
Toward me.
If I’m not already dead, I am now. I give a kindergarten squeal and dash back across the gambling room.
Eran cuts me off at the bigger display. He crunches toward me on broken glass, his mouth curled in the sick twisted grin of a victory about to happen.
Heavy breath approaches from behind. I step sideways and hit the back of a stool, one of a thick barrier of stools holding Stiffs. 
Eran in front,
Taller Magician Dude behind.
Stools of Stiffs to my left,
smashed display to my right.
It’s like a bad thought-out meme.
“I w-won’t tell.” I try to grin in case they don’t believe me.
Taller Magician Dude charges. 
Eran charges—No, Eran slips on glass. He throws out his hands to break his fall and I leap through the smashed opening and into the display, jumping over spiky grass things and landing on a bumpy log sticking out of a…frozen pond?
“#@$&%*!” Taller Magician Dude yells an insult I’ve never been brave enough to use. 
“You POOP HEAD!” Eran adds one I haven’t used since I was Clara’s age. 
And I struggle to balance on a log that looks like…an alligator?
I blink back a tear. I’m standing on a (better-be-Stiff) alligator that’s lying half in, half out of a frozen pond in a casino full of Stiff people and Stiff spiders. WHY ME? This is why I fail at most things. I don’t make smart decisions. Ghosts or no ghosts, I should’ve stayed with Clara. Maybe hidden under my seat. 
Taller Magician Dude pushes through the spiky grass things, angrily tapping his stopwatch. “No time for this.” He shakes in my vision. 
I half slide, half fall down the gator’s scaly tail and onto the frozen pond. Its hard surface vanishes when I hit, and I sink in water past my knees.
“Gotta go, Eran. Now!” Taller Magician Dude’s words buzz in my ears.
Eran appears next to him, with his hands tucked in his armpits. “No! He saw me, saw US!” He scowls at me and says, “You’re dead, kid.”
Or something like that. It’s suddenly hard to hear and he looks kind of jittery, like I’m watching him through a really dodgy internet connection. 
Thick fingers of purple-y fog come from nowhere and swirl around us. 
Great, now we have indoor tornadoes???
“Now, Eran!” Taller Magician Dude clutches the duffel bag to his chest.
“Nooo…” Eran yells, his voice fading as both of them are sucked from my sight.
At the same time, something yanks my insides and I lurch forward, cracking my neck and leaving my stomach behind. 
I’m pulled out of the pond, out of the display by…I don’t know who. What. 
Grab something, anything. My body won’t obey. 
I whiz pass tables, stools, and Stiffs in the purple-y foggy tornado thingies. 
Through the corridor,
past Brodie at the showroom door,
down the showroom aisle,
around the waitress in the aisle
to my seat.
THAT GHOST OF ME IS IN MY SEAT!
Back-peddling doesn’t work, I don’t work. I’m dead for sure—
I plonk in my seat in an eyes-closed cringe. And fall off.
“When’s she gonna disappear?” Clara whines above me. 
I open my eyes, spit out carpet fluff, and slowly raise my head.
Purple tornadoes are gone.
Ghost Me is gone.
And I’m on the floor in front of my seat, looking up Clara’s dress.
“Gross.” I claw onto my seat. My white knuckles swim against the seat arms. “Wha—?” A burning sensation flies up my throat and I puke over the seat in front.
Down the back of Pink Tent Girl.
“What the—?” She leaps to her feet, pulling at the back of her tent dress, and jumps out of second-shot puking range. As does Clara, and everyone in the closest six rows. Pink Tent Girl bares her teeth at me. “Why, you little…”
I wipe my mouth with the back of my hand. “I’m…I’m…” a room full of strangers wait for my answer, “sorry.”
“Grrr!” Pink Tent Girl bolts up the aisle, fighting to keep her dress off her back. 
Brodie is at the showroom door, turning in circles. “How did I get…?” She sways and grabs the back of a seat.
Pink Tent Girl stomps up to her. “I don’t care WHO you think you are, we are DONE!” She shoves past Brodie and races out.
Brodie stumbles down the aisle, her face red with embarrassment under the black goo. Her eyes flit to the stage, to the audience.
To me.
The two magicians are back on the stage, glaring at me, their ghosts also gone. The shorter one, Eran, still hugs his hands in his armpits but now his eyes are wet with tears. The taller one’s eyes twinkle but not with tears and not in a nice Santa Claus sort of way either, even though he’s holding his duffel bag over his shoulder like it’s Santa’s sack. No, his eyes are twinkling in a wait-until-we-get-you-alone sort of way and…did they just flicker purple? 
I shiver, and not just because the bottom-half of my shorts are wet and cold in the back-on-again air-conditioning.
Blood oozes from one of Eran’s hand-hugging armpits but everyone’s too busy giving me a crowd-funded death stare to see it. 
Clara slides off her seat and picks up a surprisingly puke-free Orange Bunny off the floor. She also picks up a surprisingly puke-free small round object. “You dropped something, Stu,” she says in a loud proud voice, holding up a casino chip.
I snatch the chip and shove it in my pocket as Pink Tent Girl races back in, shrieking gibberish and pointing behind her. A scream from the corridor backs up her tantrum, followed by shouts and running footsteps. The audience rushes the showroom exit.
“It’s MY birthday.” Brodie tries to push through them. “Let me see!”
Clara pees herself like no one’s watching.
And Eran cries like no one’s listening.
But Taller Magician Dude does nothing. His eyes don’t even leave my face.
I look away, down at my wet shorts. I don’t know what just happened but I do know one, make that two things.
One, everyone went Stiff except me and—I sneak a glance at the magicians—them. 
And two, I’m more alone than ever. 
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