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Here’s what happened in the last N9NE Teen Ghosts book.


	Every teenager has a certain colored ghost coming after them.

	Ms. Spears started a new Paranormal Group with nine teenagers.

	The group meets Ben, who runs the Thurston Haunted Cemetery.

	The 9 teens discover their names on tombstones at the cemetery. Ben claims he doesn’t know how the names got there.

	Myya is killed by her brown ghost.

	A red ghost begins to haunt Nikki, setting her bedroom on fire while she was in the bed.

	Trina Hoover, a strange young psychiatrist visited Nikki.

	Gustin is in hospital after seeing an Orange Ghost during his football game.

	The school cancelled the Paranormal Group meetings.



This book is dedicated to nine teens that had to overcome the horror of having their own ghost drag them to the grave.

Names of the students along with their school have been changed in order to protect their identity.
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Part 1

[image: ]




Still resting in the hospital, Gustin was appreciative that Nikki stopped in to visit for a few minutes. He hadn’t really talked to her before, only at the paranormal club. It seemed all of them in the paranormal club were getting closer to each other.

After Nikki left, Gustin had already begun to miss her.

“Hello,” a voice said.

Gustin flinched at the voice; his heart began drumming against his chest. He took in a few breaths and saw a young woman standing near the bed dressed in an orange sweater and jeans.

He noticed her left eye didn’t move. In fact, it seemed to be drifting in the opposite direction as if trying to escape from her body.

Gustin: “Hey. Are you a nurse, or something?”

She closed the door and pulled up a chair. “I’m Trina Hoover, a child psychiatrist for the hospital and the city of Millington.”

Gustin: “I’m not a child and I don’t need a psychiatrist.”

Trina stared at him for a long moment. “How come you didn’t ask about my eye?”

Gustin was now fixated on her left eye. “Were you born that way or something?”

Trina: “No. My father smacked me in the face with the handle of a screwdriver.”

Gustin opened his mouth, but then closed it. How could he respond to that? Also, why would she tell him?

Trina formed a grin. “What are you thinking about?”

“Nothing.” Gustin straightened his head on the pillow and gazed at the orange HAZARDOUS WASTE sign across from him on the wall. “Who sent you here?” he asked without looking at her. Gustin was absorbed with the demented orange color of the sign.

Trina: “Your coach talked to your parents, then your parents sent me here.”

Gustin: “Where are my parents? Why haven’t they come to see me?”

Trina: “They were here this morning. You were still kind of out of it.” She paused. “Gustin, I want you to look at me.”

With a halfhearted turn, Gustin faced her. “What?”

Trina: “Your parents, along with the nurse, said you kept repeating two questions.”

Gustin: “What questions?”

Trina: “‘Did you see me?’ And, ‘Were you there?’”

Gustin remembered Nikki told him the same thing. “I have a concussion. Why can’t everyone just give me a break?”

Trina: “Who’s not giving you a break?”

Gustin: “My parents aren’t here to help me. My coach kicked me off the team for a stupid reason. And you’re grilling me, which is making my headache worse.”

Trina sighed. “Gustin, I don’t mean to be grilling you. I’m here to help.”

He snapped his eyes in her direction. “Help me with what?”

Trina: “Are you afraid of something?”

Gustin: “I don’t understand?”

Trina: “Is something scaring you?”

He looked forward. “I have no idea what you’re talking about.”

Trina stood and walked to the front of the bed. She pointed to the orange sign that said, HAZARDOUS WASTE. “What is it about this sign that scares you so much?”

Gustin: “I’m not afraid of that stupid sign.” His voice squeaked a bit.

Trina: “Oh really? Every time you look at it, your expression becomes terrified as if the sign is about to snatch you from the bed.”

Gustin: “I’m not feeling well. Can you please go?”

Trina moved closer to the bed. “Are you friends with Nikki?”

Gustin: “What does that have to do with anything?”

Trina: “How do you know Nikki?”

Gustin: “From school.”

Trina raised an eyebrow. “Is that it?”

Gustin’s heart pumped so fast it became difficult to breathe. “We’re both in the paranormal club.”

Trina: “What about Shelby?”

The name sounded familiar to Gustin. “Who?”

Trina: “Shelby. The girl with purple hair.”

Gustin: “Oh. She’s also in the paranormal club.”

Trina: “And what about Myya? Did you know her?”

Gustin took a moment to let his heart settle. “What kind of child psychiatrist are you? This feels like a police investigation.”

Trina: “Have you ever been questioned by the police?”

Gustin: “No.”

Trina: “Then why would you use that comparison?”

Gustin: “I...”

Trina put her hand up. “Just calm down and answer my simple questions. Did you know Myya?”

Gustin: “Yes, I know her. And yes, we’re in the paranormal club together.”
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