

[image: ]










DIABOLIC DOWNLOADS


JIM HALLIGAN


Illustrated by


Fabian Erlinghäuser


The Cartoon Saloon







[image: ]



















CONTENTS









Title Page


Dedication


CHPTR# 1 YOU ARE OUT OF CREDIT


CHPTR# 2 YOU HAVE A NEW MESSAGE


CHPTR# 3 DOWNLOAD COMPLETE


CHPTR# 4 ROAMING THE NETWORK


CHPTR# 5 PROBLEM ON THE NETWORK


CHPTR# 6 THE FINAL DOWNLOAD


CHPTR# 7 MESSAGE SENDING FAILED


CHPTR# 8 NETWORK BUSY


About the Author


Copyright



































For Jane, Mark and David and all the stories we tell each other


























A pair of glowing red eyes gazed at the world of humans. The babies were restless. They would need young bodies to live in and young minds to take over … and they would need them soon. The evil red eyes rested their gaze on a town. It was a small town, very ordinary, very normal. It would do … for a start.


It was time to begin!
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CHPTR# 1


YOU ARE OUT OF CREDIT





Bleepity … blee … blee … bleepity … blee … beep.


In the school yard, a boy froze, dead still, looked around to make sure nobody could see and whipped a mobile phone out of his pocket.


‘Yeah! Yes, Mam. Yes, I will. What was that? What? I still can’t hear you. Speak up …. No. It’s this blasted phone! Sorry … I … Yes, I did close the gate. I swear I did. I’ll find Snapper after school and bring him straight home. No … I won’t forget. OK. Bye.’


He quickly switched the phone off and put it back into his pocket. Thank goodness nobody had seen him.


‘Hey, Keely! Show us your phone!’


Jack Keely groaned. His phone!


Ross Lacy, Conor Byrne and Judi Carter were smiling at him. Ross and Conor didn’t have very nice smiles. He turned away.


‘I said show me your phone, Keely!’ Ross made it sound like an order. Conor grinned. Judi blushed. She didn’t like the way Ross Lacy bossed people around.


Jack sighed. Slowly, he pulled the phone from his pocket. Ross and Conor burst out laughing. Judi said nothing.


To tell you the truth it wasn’t much of a phone. It wasn’t new. It wasn’t even second-hand. It was third-hand. His two older brothers had owned it before him and they had pretty much wrecked it. The back was held on with sticky tape and the screen had a big crack in it. It only worked sometimes and some of the keys kept sticking. He had sent a text to his mam the other day …


Yo! in Pat’s now when he was going over to a friend’s house, but on her phone it came out as … You Fat cow. Boy was she mad! Now he had to put up with the likes of Ross Lacy and Conor Byrne laughing at him.


‘That’s not a phone,’ giggled Conor. ‘It’s a disaster!’


‘It’s a pile of rubbish,’ sneered Ross, ‘just like you!’


‘Cut it out, you two!’ Judi snapped at them. She knew that Ross liked to start fights that he thought he could win. Ross the Boss. He was the biggest in the class and he was always boasting. Judi thought Ross was a bit of a pain. She smiled at Jack.


‘I’ll bet your phone has lots of great ringtones,’ she said to Jack, trying to give him a chance. Bad move! Jack looked down at the ground, wished it would swallow him up and mumbled, ‘No, it has just the one ringtone.’
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The other two boys hooted with laughter.


‘One! Keely, you sap! One! One!’


‘Never mind,’ Judi cut in with a bright smile. ‘You’ll be able to get plenty of free downloads from the new phone shop that’s just opened in town.’


Suddenly the other two were all ears.


‘Free ringtones?’


‘Where?’


‘How?’


Jack began to breathe again now the two bullies had something else to think about.


‘There’s a new shop called Nixxter Express just opened on the Main Street,’ Judi explained. ‘The guy who owns it is giving free ringtones to anybody who calls in and gives him their phone number.’


‘I’ll bet they’re just rubbish old tones,’ Ross shrugged, ‘just like the one on Keely’s crappy phone here.’


‘The word is that they’re the latest and the best,’ said Judi. ‘Film tunes, the latest chart hits … Oh, and you can get free cool screensavers and wallpaper as well.’


Ross and Conor beamed at each other.


‘Guess where we’re going after school!’


They both grinned as they walked off to tell their friends, their real friends, not losers like Jack Keely or that goody-two-shoes Judi Carter.


Judi and Jack watched them go.


‘Are you coming down to this new shop?’ asked Judy.


‘I will if I can find my dumb dog first,’ answered Jack. ‘He’s always running off.’


‘I’ll help you find him and we can go to Nixxter Express on the way home.’


‘Deal.’


‘You know, that phone of yours is pretty awful,’ Judi told Jack.


‘I know,’ he sighed, and they headed back to class.




***





Nixxter Express was packed. Every kid in town was there and all the grown-ups too; everyone wanted new free ringtones for their phones. There was a huge line of people out the door of the new shop.


Inside, in the middle of the crowd, stood a fat man in a bright yellow and red stripy T-shirt. He had thick glasses and a small beard on the end of his wobbly chin. He held his hands up to the crowd and laughed.


‘Take it easy, everybody,’ he said, smiling. ‘There are plenty of free ringtones for everyone! Just give me your phone numbers and I’ll put them into my NEW … SUPER … BEST-IN-THE-WORLD … MEGA COMPUTER and will start downloading all your favourite tunes and picures to you – for FREE!’


There were two large boxes in the middle of the floor. One had the words ‘Special Free Downloads For Kids’ on it, while the other had ‘And Free Downloads For The Grown-ups Too’ printed on its side in big letters.


Eager hands held out bits of paper with phone numbers scribbled on them. The man took the pieces of paper and popped them straight into the large boxes.


Jack and Judi, and Snapper the dog, had made it into the shop and were waiting their turn. The fat man turned and beamed down at them.


‘And what can I do for you? As if I didn’t know!’ He grinned, and peered at them through the thick lenses of his glasses. Judi handed him her phone number and smiled. Those glasses were odd. For a second, Jack could have sworn that the fat guy’s eyes were red. Weird!


Jack frowned for a moment and then pulled his battered old phone out of his pocket.


‘Will I be able to get any ringtones for this?’ he asked hopefully. Just then Snapper began to growl. It wasn’t an ‘if-you-touch-my-bone-I-will-be-cross’ kind of growl; it was more of a ‘I-don’t-know-why-but-I-don’t-trust-you’ kind of growl.


The man seemed a bit spooked by Snapper’s growling. He quickly looked at Jack’s phone and made a face as if he had just been asked to eat a dead rat’s guts, but you’d have sworn it was the dog that really upset him.


‘That piece of junk?’ he sneered. ‘Look kid, I’m a phone salesman, not a miracle worker. And get that stupid dog out of here before I have you arrested. Now, get lost!’


Some people in the crowd laughed. Jack could feel his face going bright red. He put his hand down to Snapper to make him stop growling.


A voice behind Jack piped up.


‘Never mind him!’ It was Ross Lacy.


The fat man in the bright T-shirt swung around and gave Ross a huge smile.


‘Well, who do we have here?’ he crooned. His eyes gleamed greedily as he gazed down at Ross. ‘Let me see. Yes, that’s a nice phone … very nice. For a really good phone such as this … I think I’ll have to give you extra special downloads. Just give me your number. Thank you, young sir. And what is your name?’


‘Ross Lacy.’


‘Well, Mr Lacy, I’ll make sure my computer sends those special downloads straight to your phone this very night!’ He raised his fat arms over his head and spoke to the crowd. ‘Don’t worry, especially all you kids! You’ll have those downloads coming to your phones tonight … or my name isn’t Nicky Nixxon!’


Then he turned and caught sight of Jack and Snapper, who was still growling like a sports car.


‘I told you to get lost!’ he snapped.
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