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Chapter One: The Bell That Rang Three Times
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Brunswick School had always been a place of rules, routines and the occasional mischief. The red-bricked building stood tall at the edge of town, its ivy-covered walls whispering stories of the past. Every morning, students flooded its hallways, dragging their feet toward their classrooms or racing to meet their friends. It was an ordinary school in every way except for one strange thing.

Every afternoon at precisely 3:13 PM, the school bell rang. But it didn’t ring just once like it was supposed to. It rang three times, loud and clear, echoing through the halls as if it carried a message no one understood.

Most students had learned to ignore it. The teachers brushed it off as an electrical fault. The janitor, Mr. Robbins, muttered something about old wiring whenever asked. But to Ivy, Lukas, Liam, and Neta, the bell was more than just a glitch. It was a mystery.

Ivy was the one who first noticed the pattern. She had a sharp mind and an even sharper eye for details. Why does the bell ring three times, always at the same time? she had asked one afternoon, her curly brown hair bouncing as she turned to her friends.

Lukas, ever the skeptic, shrugged. Maybe the bell just likes to be dramatic. He was the tallest in their group, always leaning lazily against lockers with his arms crossed, but his mind was quick, always looking for logical answers.

Liam, on the other hand, was thrilled at the idea of a mystery. He had an adventurous streak and a knack for getting into trouble. Maybe it's a ghost trying to tell us something, he whispered, eyes wide with excitement.

Neta, the quietest but smartest of them all, pushed up her glasses. Or maybe it’s a warning, she said thoughtfully. Maybe the bell rings for a reason.

And just like that, the four of them decided to find out the truth.

That afternoon, when the rest of the school packed their bags and rushed home, Ivy, Lukas, Liam, and Neta stayed behind. They huddled near the old wooden staircase outside the principal’s office, waiting.

The air was thick with anticipation. At exactly 3:13 PM, the first chime echoed through the school. Then the second. Then the third.

Ivy felt a chill run down her spine. Something isn’t right, she murmured.

Then, just as the last ring faded, they heard it—a faint shuffling sound coming from the abandoned swimming pool and dressing area.

No one was supposed to go there.

The pool had been drained years ago, leaving only cracked tiles and a gaping hole where the water used to be. Even before then, people said the water was unusually cold, no matter the season. The changing rooms, tucked behind the pool, had always felt...wrong. Students who wandered too close swore they heard whispers. The air was heavy there, damp and musty, like a place that had been forgotten but didn’t want to be.

Lukas swallowed hard. We’re not actually going in there, are we?

Liam grinned. We’re already here. Might as well.

Ivy took a deep breath. If the bell is connected to the pool somehow, we need to know why.

Neta adjusted her backpack. Then let’s find out.

Together, they stepped forward, toward the one place no student ever dared to go.

And in the eerie silence that followed, the school bell rang once more.
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Chapter 2: The Forbidden East Wing
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The east wing of Brunswick School had been abandoned for decades. Every student knew the rule: Stay out. The teachers never gave a reason, and the principal brushed off questions as if it were just another old, forgotten part of the school.

But Ivy, Lukas, Liam, and Neta weren’t like the other students.

They had heard the stories. Whispers of how the old swimming pool was always colder than it should have been, even when the heating worked. Of how students who went to the changing rooms alone sometimes heard voices that weren’t there. Of how, even before the pool was drained, no one dared to swim in it because something or someone was always watching.

I still don’t get why they don’t just renovate this place, Lukas said as they stood outside the rusted double doors. Why just leave it to rot?

Maybe because it’s haunted, Neta said in a teasing voice, though her eyes flickered with real unease.

Ivy reached out and pressed her fingers against the cold metal of the doors. The school bell had just rung its three eerie chimes at 3:13 PM, and for a split second, it almost felt like the sound vibrated through her fingertips.

I don’t think we should be here, Liam muttered, stepping back. He was always the cautious one, the one who thought things through.

But Ivy turned the handle. It shouldn’t have opened, the janitor always made sure it was locked. But today, as the bell’s last echo faded through the halls, the door creaked open with a long, aching groan.

The air that rushed out was ice-cold.

Inside, the dim light barely reached the far side of the drained swimming pool. The floor was cracked, and the long-empty pool was littered with old chairs, broken tiles, and a single, abandoned shoe. But the most unsettling part was the dressing area beyond it row after row of rusted lockers, some still hanging open as if their owners had left in a hurry.

And then, the whispering began.

At first, it was just a breeze. A soft rustle like leaves stirring. But then, clear as day, a voice sighed from the far end of the room.

Go back.

The four of them froze.

Tell me someone else just heard that, Lukas whispered.

Ivy swallowed. We all did.

The air turned even colder. The open lockers began to creak slightly, shifting as though unseen hands were touching them.

And then, one of the locker doors slammed shut with a deafening BANG.

Liam grabbed Ivy’s arm. We need to go. Now.

But Ivy’s gaze was locked on something else, something at the bottom of the empty pool. A dark stain on the cracked tiles. A shape, almost like a person, staring up at her.

Except there was nothing there.

Yet somehow, she knew... they were not alone.
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Chapter 3: The Echo in the Walls
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The air in the abandoned east wing was thick with dust and something unseen, something heavy. The whisper still echoed in their ears, Go back. But Ivy, Lukas, Liam, and Neta stood frozen, their eyes locked on the empty swimming pool below.

Then, a sudden clang. One of the rusted lockers in the changing area creaked open on its own, the hinges screeching against the silence. A low, rhythmic drip echoed from somewhere unseen, like footsteps pacing just beyond the edge of the shadows.

Lukas exhaled sharply. This is insane. We should not be here.

Ivy’s gaze remained fixed on the pool. That stain on the cracked tiles, it wasn’t just some discoloration. The longer she stared, the more it seemed to take shape. A boy’s silhouette, arms outstretched, eyes empty sockets staring back at her.

Neta, gripping her phone with trembling hands, slowly lifted it to record. The flashlight’s beam cut through the darkness, illuminating dust motes swirling like disturbed spirits.

And then

The water returned.

Not physically, but in the reflection. On the phone screen, the pool was full, its surface rippling as if someone had just dived in. Neta gasped, nearly dropping her phone. Do you see that?

Liam took a step back. That’s impossible.

A shape moved beneath the surface. A boy. Thrashing. Silent screams bubbling up through the phantom water.

Ivy’s breath hitched. Percy Forey, she whispered, the name rising unbidden from the depths of her mind.

Lukas blinked. What?

Ivy pointed to the far wall, where an old, faded banner still clung. Brunswick Swim Team - 2012. And there, in the team photo, was the same boy from the reflection.

Liam read aloud the plaque beneath it. In Memory of Percy Forey. Gone, but Never Forgotten.

Neta’s voice trembled. That’s him. That’s the kid who disappeared.

The whispering returned, slithering through the air, curling around them like fingers grasping for attention.

Find me.

Then, the lockers slammed shut in unison.

The four of them bolted, their footsteps thundering down the empty hall. The doors to the east wing groaned in protest as they shoved them open, spilling back into the main school corridor, panting, wide-eyed, and utterly terrified.

But Ivy knew they couldn’t leave it alone.

They had woken something up. And Percy Forey wasn’t finished telling his story.
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Chapter 4: The Ghost in the Locker
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The others wanted to forget what happened, but for Liam, the thrill of the mystery beckoned him like a siren song. The very idea of uncovering secrets lurking in shadows electrified his adventurous spirit. Known for his knack for getting into trouble, he couldn't shake the nagging curiosity that gnawed at him like a hungry dog.

That night, after the clatter of dinner dishes faded and the household settled into a mundane quiet, Liam grabbed his bicycle, the tires whispering against asphalt as he pedaled back to Brunswick School. Unlike the lively atmosphere of the day, the halls now lay engulfed in a stifling silence that wrapped around him like a cold blanket, suffocating and oppressive. Each empty classroom loomed like a haunted visage, watching him with uncaring eyes. He slipped into the east wing, where the air shifted, carrying a chill that prickled at his skin and bit deeper as darkness crept in.

The vacant pool lay ahead, its dark water basin a yawning chasm, resembling a hollow grave that whispered secrets of the past. He approached, the echoing crunch of his footsteps amplifying the sound of his racing heartbeat. The eerie stillness weighed down on him, thick and almost tangible, until he heard a sound.

Tap. Tap. Tap.

Liam froze. The sound sliced through the silence like a shard of glass, reverberating in the air around him. His eyes darted toward the glass doors that separated the pool from the changing area, his heart pounding like a drum
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