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A NOTE FROM THE AUTHOR


In my travels around the world as a writer, comedian and TV presenter, I’ve heard my fair share of spooky stories and strange happenings. Every town, neighbourhood, or community has one. But one place in particular stood out from the rest. It didn’t have one unexplained event – it had THIRTEEN. Weirder still, they all occurred between the SAME dates and to individuals at the SAME school. I have been fortunate enough to be granted access to classified reports and exclusive interviews with the people involved so that their experiences can be anonymously shared without affecting any current investigations.


For the purposes of privacy and safety, names have been changed and I have dubbed the location “Horror Heights”. If any of the incidents mentioned within these books have happened to you, or if you believe you might live in “Horror Heights”, please report it to an adult you trust. Stay safe and remember: you don’t have to give the subs what they want …
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“LOOK OUT!!!”


Before Ryan had a chance to look up, his best friend, Ishaan, shunted him off the footpath.


“What???” said Ryan, looking around startled.


“You nearly stepped in THAT!” Ishaan pointed at a MASSIVE dog poo.


“Oh, whoa! Close call! Thanks, Ish.” Ryan angled his phone at the colossal bum-bomb by his foot. “Hey, everyone! Check out the size of this thing!”


Ryan’s handful of viewers were suitably impressed.




@r3n_brite: :-O That dog must be HUGE!!!


@seaniebee: or at least its butt is huge lololol





“Do you have to do that livestream NOW?” said Ishaan.


“Livestreams are always ‘now’. They’re LIVE!” Ryan quipped.


“You know what I mean,” grumbled Ishaan. “It’s not even 9 a.m.!”


“It’s 5 o’clock somewhere,” Ryan said, quoting a t-shirt his mum always wore on holiday. “And when my channel is as popular as Grimmf’s, it’s the Three Fs, baby!!! Fame, fun, and freebies!”


Ryan had recently started streaming whenever he could, so he could grow his fanbase. He only had about ten subscribers and his favourite streamer, Grimmf, had hundreds of thousands, but he knew if he worked hard enough, one day HIS life would be JUST as exciting!


“That’s all you ever talk about these days! It’s all my channel this, and Grimmf that. You need to snap out of it, brud. At least while we’re walking to school!” said Ishaan. “Focus on what’s in front of you!”


“You should listen to your bud,” said a familiar voice behind Ryan. “Focus on what’s in front of you!”


Like a gust of wind, Ryan’s older sister launched him towards the monstrous mound of pavement poop – only to pull him back to safety at the very last minute.


“LILY!!!” Ryan huffed.


“RYAN!!” she echoed in her whiniest voice.


“You’re so lucky you’re an only child,” Ryan said to Ishaan. Then he turned to Lily. “And it’s BRUD, not bud! Because we’re buds – but also, we’re close like brothers. Y’know?” Ryan clasped his hands together to illustrate his point. “Bruds.”


Lily stared back stone-faced, as Ryan stood awkwardly holding his own hands.


“Whatever!” said Lily. She called over her shoulder as she power-walked ahead, “Pull your trousers up, I can see your undies!”


Ryan tugged at his trousers indignantly and switched his attention back to his phone.


“Sorry about that! My sister has NO respect for the stream! Maybe I should do this later?”




@peedeemcgee: noooo! don’t stop! it’s 3am where i am and i’m bored!


@din0mite: u should prank ur sister!!!


@007JamesBinned: OMG YES PRANK HER!





Ishaan read the comments over Ryan’s shoulder. “Nooo, not another prank, please?”


“But I made THIS!” Ryan said, pulling something out of his pocket.
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It was a plastic spider tied to a hair clip with fishing line.


Ishaan wrinkled his nose. “You don’t have to try so hard. Chill it with the pranks – Mo’s not been the same since his birthday sleepover!”


Ryan chuckled at the memory. One of his subscribers had suggested he put his friend Mo’s hand in a bowl of warm water while everyone was asleep, and it had ended rather hilariously.


“I gained a sub from that stream!”


“Yeah, but I think you LOST us a friend,” Ishaan said, unamused. “Dunno about you, but I’d like to have some mates left by the time we start high school next year.”


“By the time we start high school, I’ll be so rich and famous, EVERYONE will want to be our friend!”


Ishaan rolled his eyes, which silently meant, It’s YOUR funeral!


Ryan responded with a lopsided grin, as if to say, I know what I’m doing!


(The pair were so close that sometimes they had entire conversations without saying a single word.)


He sprinted up behind his sister and slipped the clip into her hair.


“Whoa! Lily! Something just fell out of that tree on to your head!” said Ryan.


“Huh?” As his sister spun around to face him, the fake spider swung from the hairclip and dangled by her nose, like an abseiler taking a break on Mt Rushmore.


“AAAHHHHHHHHH! GET IT OFF! GET IT OFF!” she screamed, shaking her head upside-down.


Ryan struggled to hold his phone steady as he laughed.




@CUPCAKECASS: she looks like the lead singer of a death metal band XD


@hamsterking999: This is the content I came here for!


@perrywinklethe2nd: SUBBED!





Discovering the spider was fake, Lily yanked the clip out of her hair and threw it at him.


He caught it before it hit his face. “Hey! That could’ve blinded me! Now smile! You’re on air!”


“YOU DID THIS FOR YOUR STUPID CHANNEL?!” Lily roared.


Ryan ended the stream and slipped his phone into his pocket as Lily made a grab for it.


“Gotta give the subs what they want!” he said with a shrug.


“I’ll give YOU something!” Lily seethed.


Ryan braced himself. He knew what Lily was going to give him.


And it wasn’t a present.
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Lily hooked her arm around Ryan’s neck and gave him a noogie. It was always impossible for him to escape her headlocks. She was three-and-a-half years older than him, which also made her three-and-a-half years taller AND three-and-a-half years stronger.


Ishaan watched from a safe distance and attempted to stifle his giggles.


“What are you?” Lily hissed.


“Mum said you’re not allowed to use your karate on me!” Ryan moaned as he tried to wriggle free of her vice-like grip.


“I SAID, what are you?”


“Ow! You’re hurting me!” he whined. (She wasn’t, but sometimes it was enough to get her to stop.)


“I’ll let go if you tell me what you are!”


They hadn’t reached the main road yet, so the chances of someone else seeing them and stopping her were slim. Ryan groaned. His sister was the WORST! He had no other choice than to give in …


“I’m a smelly little egg,” he whimpered.


“Sorry, what’s that?” Lily asked. “Speak up.”


“I’M A SMELLY LITTLE EGG!”


Lily released Ryan from the headlock, but before he could make a run for it, she grabbed the waistband of his underpants. He froze, fearing any movement might result in a self-wedgie.


“You’ll PAY for that prank,” she said in a whisper so threatening, it seemed to make the sun hide behind the clouds.


She let go and Ryan bolted around the corner with Ishaan close behind. They crossed the main road which separated their school from the high school, so Lily wouldn’t follow them. He also pulled his trousers up over his undies (just to be safe).


“Why didn’t you help me back there?” Ryan asked.


“I did! I told you not to prank her! But did you listen to me?”


Ryan chose not to dignify the question with a response.


It was an otherwise lovely morning. Despite the traffic zooming noisily past on their right, the birds could still be heard singing in the park on their left. The school loomed up ahead of them and horns tooted goodbye as parents waved at their children through their car windows before driving off.


Ryan eventually spoke. “JD said their uncle won an Aston Martin Vulcan. Imagine if they got dropped off to school in THAT beast!”


Ishaan snorted. “Yeah RIGHT! Didn’t JD also say their uncle won a Phene?”


A viral video depicting an indestructible phone made from graphene had been doing the rounds online. The Phene was meant to be the thinnest, lightest, and most flexible phone ever invented – except no one knew where or how to buy one.


“Yeah! I didn’t even know it had been released!” said Ryan.


“That’s because it hasn’t! It doesn’t exist! The video was a hoax!” said Ishaan.


Ryan looked dejected. “Ahhh, butts. I shoulda known it was fake news.”


They both saw Lily make a dash for the high school gates on the other side of the road. Ryan checked his watch.


He looked at Ishaan with panic in his eyes. We’re late!


Ishaan mirrored his expression. Ms Strapp will kill us!


Their strict teacher, Ms Strapp, struck fear into the hearts of even the bravest of souls. Legend said she used to teach at a prison, but that she’d been forced to leave because the inmates found her too intimidating.


The school bell rang and without saying a word, the pair broke into a sprint.


Ms Strapp was closing the door to their classroom when they burst into the building.


She spotted them and bellowed, “RYAN! ISHAAN! YOU’VE GOT FIVE SECONDS! FIVE … FOUR …”


They raced down the hall towards her.


“DON’T RUN IN THE HALL!” she shouted.


Ishaan switched to a stride.


Ryan skidded to a halt. “How are we supposed to …”


Ms Strapp ignored Ryan and continued counting down. “THREE … TWO …”


Without hesitation, Ishaan leaned backwards, grabbed Ryan by the arm and swung him into the room.


“… ONE,” said their teacher as she shut the door behind them.











[image: chapter 03]





“That was EPIC!” Ryan declared.


He and Ishaan were discussing their heroic arrival as they walked to their usual spot near the shady apple tree at lunch. The grassy mound had a nice view of the park next to the school and was quieter than the benches by the basketball hoops where their classmates hung out.


Ryan continued excitedly. “Ms Strapp was SO close to locking me out! I felt like Indiana Jones when he escapes from that giant boulder!”


Ishaan laughed. “Yeah, but I’M the one who saved you! So that makes ME Indiana Jones!”


Ryan pretended to look offended. “Then what does that make me?”


“Indiana Jones ’s … hat?” Ishaan teased.


“Well, if I’M a hat, then I guess you should WEAR me!” Ryan attempted to climb up on to Ishaan’s shoulders.


“Ahh! Ryan! Get off! This isn’t parkour! You’re too heavy!” giggled Ishaan.


“I’m not too heavy! I’m a hat! Put me on your head!”


“All right! All right! You’re not a hat!”


Ryan dismounted and grinned. “And don’t you forget it!”


They sat down and opened their lunchboxes. Ryan was about to bite into his sandwich when his phone buzzed with a notification:




@GrimmfOfficial is now livestreaming.





Ryan followed the link and Grimmf appeared, sporting their signature Grimmf-branded tracksuit and their classic charismatic grin. The only thing whiter than their teeth was the studio they were standing in. If it weren’t for the slightly visible edges where the walls, ceiling and floor met, it would have looked like the room went on for ever.


“Hi, Grimmions! It’s me! The one-and-only Grimmf!” announced the streamer.


Ishaan sighed. “Imagine being THAT happy ALL the time! It’d be exhausting!”


“Uh, you mean it’d be AMAZING!” scoffed Ryan.


“Can we watch something else instead? I’m bored of watching Grimmf every lunch.”


“BORED!?” said Ryan. “Grimmf is NEVER boring! Remember when they played Ultimate Crime Spree IV non-stop for TWO days? Or when they did that series of makeup tutorials? Or how they taught basic coding the other week? Name another streamer with THAT much range. I’ll wait.”


Ishaan held his hands up in surrender.


“Okay, Grimmions! You know the drill! Tell me what you want and we’ll see what arrives!” said Grimmf.


Anyone who subscribed to Grimmf was able to make a request in the chat room. All they had to do was type “I want …” followed by whatever item they wanted to see Grimmf play with. The most popular requests would appear – almost instantaneously – from the walls. It was Ryan’s favourite part about Grimmf’s streams.


“This bit is all rigged, you know,” said Ishaan through a handful of grapes. “Grimmf programs bots to ask for whatever products their sponsors want advertised. That’s why everything arrives so quickly. The walls are pre-loaded.”


“Nah. Grimmf would never use fake accounts. The subscribers and requests are all legit,” said Ryan. “I bet if we ask for something, it shows up.”


“Bet your lunch?” asked Ishaan.


“Sure,” said Ryan. He shook Ishaan’s hand. “What should we ask for?”


Ishaan shrugged. “I dunno … a chainsaw?”


Ryan joined the chat room.




@ryanlols: I want a chainsaw!





The request was immediately buried by thousands of other “I want …” messages from Grimmf’s extensive fanbase.


“Hopefully enough people see our request and ask for the same thing to get it trending,” said Ryan.


The comments in the chat room continued to zip up the screen until a high-pitched tone sharply rang.


DING!


“Okay! What have we got?” said Grimmf, rubbing their hands with delight.


Doors of all sizes swung open from the walls, revealing compartments containing a wealth of goodies.
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