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CHAPTER 1

I was hanging around with Sam when I first heard the sound. Skritch. Skritch. Skritch.

“What’s that?” Sam cried. Her chewing gum dropped out of her mouth.

“Could be a tree?” I said.

“Jas, there aren’t any trees near your mum’s garage. For a detective, you can be quite stupid sometimes.”

Oh yes. By the way, that’s my name. Jas, short for Jasinder. One of the best detectives around. Lost dog? Mobile been nicked? I’m your man.
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There it was again. Skritch. Skritch. Skritch. My chair was on rollers. I slid backwards to the shelves.
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“We’re going to die!” I yelped.

“What?” said Sam. “From a scratch?”

The sound stopped. The door handle turned in slow motion and the door screeched open.
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I gripped the arm of my chair, waiting for the worst.

“Good evening.”

This was odd. There was nothing there. I’ve never had a bit of nothing talk to me before.
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“Who’s there?” I squeaked.

I looked down. It was a hand! Well… the bones of a hand. Right now, they were crawling over the dusty floor right towards us.
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