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[image: 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 only get out what you put in …
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[image: CHAPTER 1]

CREEEEEEAAAAAKKKK

Yas’s eyes snapped open. She immediately shielded her face from an intense ray of sunlight beaming through the attic window.

“Ugh!!!”

Then she heard it again.

CREEEEAAAKKKK … CREEEAAAKKKK …

Her eyes darted across her room as they searched for the source of the sound. Yas had only moved into the attic a few months earlier and she was still getting used to the strange noises it made. Apart from some furniture which her dad was yet to assemble after getting it up the stairs, a few boxes of clothes, and the mattress she was lying on, the room was empty.

CREEEEAAAKKKKK

Yas held her breath, hoping it would help her focus on wherever the creaks were coming from …

BANG!

The attic door burst open. One half of Yas’s brain told her to gasp, while the other half told her to scream. Her body decided to do both and Yas gagged, which was infinitely more unpleasant than either gasping OR screaming.

“GET UP! GET UP!” yelled her six-year-old half-sister as she bounded over from the doorway.

Yas’s blood boiled. Even after moving out of their shared bedroom, she still couldn’t get any privacy.

“Mei!!! Get out of my room!!!” she shouted.

Mei ignored her and started tugging at her bedsheets. “You got a paggage downstairs!!!”

“A what?”

“A paggage!!! Can I open it???”

It took Yas a moment to work out what her sister was saying. “You mean a package?”

“Yeah, a paggage!!!”

Yas was suspicious – she wasn’t expecting a delivery. “Who’s it from?”

Mei shrugged, then ran for the door. “I’ll open it and find out!”

“Stop!” Yas ordered. “Don’t touch it!”

Mei pouted from the doorway. “Why? What’s in it?”

“I don’t know – that’s why you have to let ME investigate it. I’ve watched enough episodes of SCU to know that a mysterious package shouldn’t be trusted,” said Yas.

SCU (Supernatural Crimes Unit) was a TV show about two detectives in a federal agency who investigated illegal paranormal activity – things like bank-robbing blob-monsters, or arsonist aliens. Officially, Yas wasn’t allowed to watch it, but her ex-best-friend, Mabel, used to ask her over every Saturday so they could secretly binge the series.

“Why can’t we trust misty rear’s paggage?” Mei asked.

“MYSTERIOUS! Not misty rear’s! We have to be careful in case the package contains something bad!” Yas warned.

Mei frowned. “Like a wasp?”

“Or worse,” said Yas.

“Lots of wasps???” Mei whispered, as if saying it aloud might summon them.

“Maybe. Or it could be a bomb filled with a magic potion which turns us all into giblets!” Yas said, recalling a particularly disgusting episode of SCU.

“What’re jibjibs???”

“Giblets? I’m not sure, but believe me, you DON’T want to be one.”

Yas knew it was highly unlikely that someone had sent her a potion-filled bomb, but she enjoyed the thrill of the possibility. She’d been waiting her whole life for something interesting to happen!

Horror Heights was a safe and supportive neighbourhood, which made it a popular community for families – and infuriatingly dull for budding detectives like Yas. All the mysteries she’d encountered had been woefully basic, like “The Jam Jar Thief”, “The Stained Carpet Case”, and “Why Are All the Surfaces So Sticky?” (Mei had been the culprit in all three.) As far as Yas was concerned, an unexpected package was about as mysterious as things could get in Horror Heights!

But what Yas didn’t know was that things were about to get far more mysterious than that …
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Yas and Mei emerged from the hallway storage closet.

It looked like any other storage closet. The inside was about the size of a shower cubicle, with towels, tins of paint, and various other items lining the shelves built into the walls. However, the back shelves doubled as a secret set of steps, which led up to the attic door. The hidden entrance was possibly the coolest thing about Yas’s new room – other than the fact that she no longer had to share a bunkbed with her little sister.

They entered the kitchen where their dad was sitting at the counter, sipping his coffee and staring at his phone.

“Morning,” he murmured, without looking up.

It bugged Yas that SHE wasn’t allowed to have a phone to stream TV shows, or listen to music, or take photos with because her parents said they couldn’t afford it. But her DAD was allowed to have one and HE only ever used it to look things up, or read the news. What a waste! Why did adults read the news anyway? It only made them grumpy.

“There she is!” chimed her dad’s girlfriend, Siobhan. She handed Yas a large parcel mummified in packing tape. “This came for you!”

Yas inspected the package, turning it over gently in her hands in case it contained something fragile (or explosive). Then Mei pushed past, almost knocking it out of her cautious grasp.
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“Careful, Mei!” said Yas.

Mei ignored her and ran up to Siobhan. “Mummy! I don’t want to be jibjibs!”

“She means giblets,” said Yas.

“Ah,” said Siobhan, giving Mei a comforting cuddle. “And what are giblets, exactly?”

“Dunno, but they look gross,” said Yas.

“Well, you won’t have to worry about that!” Siobhan said, booping Mei on the nose. “’Cause you’re going to stay cute for ever!”

Mei giggled.

“Apparently it’s a type of cup,” said their dad, reading off his phone. “No, wait … That’s a goblet. Hold on …”

Siobhan eyed the parcel with keen curiosity. “Who’s it from, Yas? One of your pals from school?”

Yas shook her head. “It’s not from someone my age.”

“What makes you say that?” said Siobhan.

Yas pointed at the delivery label. “This cursive handwriting is WAY too neat for a twelve-year-old. Plus, it’s addressed to Yasue and only adults call me by my full name.”

“Impressive detective work,” said Siobhan.

“Also, it says, If undelivered, please return to Horror Heights Aged Care Home,” Yas added with a grin. “So, unless it’s Benjamin Button, I’m pretty sure it’s from someone older than me … Dad, do we know anyone at the Aged Care Home?”

Yas’s dad was too busy scrolling to respond, but she was pretty sure the answer was no.

“Who, what, when, how, why …” she muttered.

“Huh?” said Siobhan.

“That’s how detectives solve mysteries. I know when and how it was sent,” Yas said, pointing at a date stamped in the corner of the address label. “This was posted earlier this week through the mail. So I just need to work out who, what, and why.”

“I guess you’ll just have to open it to find out!” said Siobhan, sounding slightly impatient.

Yas put the parcel up to her ear to make sure it wasn’t ticking. “Okay, but if it explodes and we turn into giblets it’s your fault.”

Mei hid behind Siobhan’s legs as Yas started picking at the tape with her fingernail.

Siobhan patted Mei on the head. “It’s all right. It won’t explode and turn you into … what was it again?”

“A sleeveless jacket,” said Yas’s dad proudly. Then he frowned at his phone. “That can’t be right. I must’ve spelt it wrong …”

Yas unravelled the tape, revealing a ball of bubble-wrap.

“POPPING PAPER!” Mei shouted, instantly forgetting her fears and leaping out from behind Siobhan to play with the discarded packaging.

The ball got smaller and smaller as Yas removed each layer, until all that was left was a plain, brown envelope. The tip of a thin, black cable dangled from the opening. Yas slowly pulled it out and prayed it wasn’t some sort of detonator …

POP!

Yas flinched – before realising the sound hadn’t come from the envelope.

SNAP!

Mei was jumping up and down on the bubble wrap like it was a pile of autumn leaves.

POP-POP-POP!

“Mei, do you have to do that NOW?” Yas grumbled.

She turned her attention back to the cable. It looked like a phone charger – but Yas didn’t have a phone – so why would someone send her a phone charger?

Suddenly, the brown envelope in her hand began to vibrate.

BZZ-BZZ. BZZ-BZZ. BZZ-BZZ.

“WASPS!” screamed Mei, running back behind Siobhan’s legs for protection.

“It’s not wasps!” Siobhan chuckled.

BZZ-BZZ. BZZ-BZZ. BZZ-BZZ.

Yas carefully tipped the envelope upside-down and gasped as the remaining item slid out on to the kitchen counter.

It was a slim, sleek phone with iridescent casing.

And it was ringing.
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