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One – Room 712
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Seri Iskandar wasn’t much of a town. It had a couple of banks, some decent food stalls, a few colleges, and one fancy university—UTP, built with oil money and ambition.

But there was something strange about the way the modern crept in. Like the new glass buildings were too shiny for the dusty ground they sat on. Like some corners of the town refused to keep up.

There was one place that hadn’t aged well. The hotel with a rusted sign with half the bulbs missing. Locals whispered about it in half-jokes, like you do when something’s close enough to be real but far enough to deny.

Farah didn’t know any of that.

She was a young lecturer from Johor, in town for a seminar. Everything else was booked. She called the hotel out of desperation. The voice on the phone gave her a room—709.

It was late when she arrived. The receptionist barely looked up. He slid a keycard across the counter, mumbled something about the elevator and pointed down a narrow hallway.

From the outside, the hotel looked abandoned. From the inside, it felt worse. The kind of place where the wallpaper curled at the corners and every door looked like it hadn't opened in years.

She remembered pressing the elevator button for the 7th floor. When the doors opened, the hallway signage said: 7.. It was... quiet. Too quiet.

Room 709 was ordinary: a single bed, ceiling fan, a vanity mirror with a frame that looked like it had seen some things. But what got her was the smell—jasmine. Sharp, overwhelming. The kind of scent that stuck to your skin.

Strangely, there were no flowers.

That night, after a dinner of rice and fried egg at a stall down the road, she returned to the room. Took a shower. Sat in front of the mirror and combed her hair.

Then she froze.

For just a second, she felt it—someone was behind her.

She spun around. Nothing.

She laughed nervously. Told herself she was tired.

At midnight, she awoke to the sound of something dragging across the floor. A chair. Slow, scraping wood against tile.

She opened her eyes.

The vanity chair had moved.

It was now at the foot of her bed.

She turned on the lights. The chair was back in place.

Her hands were shaking, but she told herself it was nothing. She said a prayer she hadn’t said in years. Then tried to sleep again.

At 3:12 a.m., she heard a voice.

A woman, singing.

Old. Mournful. A Malay tune, soft as silk, gliding through the corridor like mist.

Farah opened the door.

The hallway was empty, but the song was clearer now—coming from the far end. She walked, slowly, past Room 710, past Room 7.. 1.. 1...

And there she was.

A woman in white. Back to her, long black hair trailing down to her waist. She was singing, shoulders swaying to the rhythm of something long forgotten.

“Miss...?” Farah called out.

The woman kept singing.

Farah took one step closer.

The air grew colder. The scent of jasmine became suffocating.

Then, the woman stopped singing.

And turned.

Her face was pale. Her mouth too wide, stretching to her cheeks. Her eyes, black hollows. Around her neck, a deep, purple bruise like a noose had hugged too tight for too long.

Farah screamed and ran.

She reached Room 709, but the door wouldn’t open. The keycard flashed red. She banged on the door, twisted the handle.

Behind her, the singing returned—closer now.

Then, suddenly, the door clicked open by itself.

She dove in, slammed it shut, locked every latch she could find.

She didn’t sleep that night. She sat in the corner of the bed, clutching her knees, rocking slowly.

When the sun rose, she was already packed.

At the front desk, she looked like hell. Eyes red. Hair undone.

“I want to check out. From Room 709.”

The receptionist frowned. Checked the computer.

“Miss Farah Azmi, right?”

She nodded.

“You were checked into Room 509, not 709.”

Farah blinked. “No. I saw the number. I walked into 709. My key—” She pulled it from her purse. It read 509.

The receptionist stared.

Then, quietly, he called someone from the back.

An elderly woman emerged, dressed in an old blouse, her face unreadable. She looked at Farah for a long moment.

Then said, softly: “Come sit.”

She told her everything.

The seventh floor had been shut down five years ago.

There was an incident. A lounge singer. She had an affair with a politician who stayed there during state meetings. He left her. She hung herself in Room 712.

After that, guests heard her singing. Some said they saw her near the elevator. Others—those who wandered too far—saw her smile.

No one stayed long enough to see her twice.

Farah was shaking. “But I went up there. I saw the room.”

The old woman nodded. “That’s the thing. No one is supposed to be able to.”

“The doors,” she added, “are all chained shut. You can go up now and see.”

Farah didn’t.

She left.

Outside, in the morning sun, the hotel looked like any other tired old building.

Except for one window, far end of the seventh floor—slightly open.

A curtain swayed.

And somewhere, just barely, you could hear it:

a woman’s voice, singing.
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Two – The Bamboo Grove Curse
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Anuar didn’t believe in ghosts.

Not because he was brave. It was more about logic—years of city life, bills to pay, fluorescent lights, and deadlines had buried any trace of kampung superstitions. That stuff was for kids and grandmas with twisted fingers and cloudy eyes.

Still, when he inherited his late mother’s land just outside of Gunung Tunggal—a sleepy bump of a hill with a name no one ever bothered to put on postcards—he had one strange thought.

The place feels too quiet.

Not the peaceful kind of quiet. Not birds-chirping, stream-gurgling quiet. No. It was the kind that clung to the back of your neck and made you turn around for no damn reason. But Anuar shook it off. It was just land. A neglected orchard choking in weeds and silence.

That Saturday, armed with gloves and a cheap lighter, he came to clear it.

The sun was already leaning west when he spotted it: a tight clump of bamboo, pale green, swaying gently despite the still air. It stood out like a wound. New growth, but already dense. The kind of dense that told you it would take over the land if you let it.

Bamboo, he knew, could get aggressive. Root deep, sprout fast, and in his mother's words, “invite things.” Snakes, mostly. But that word—things—stuck to his brain like gum on a shoe.

He struck a match and dropped it at the base.

The dry leaves around it caught fire instantly, the flames licking up fast like they were hungry. Then came the sound—a wet, heavy slither.

From within the smoke, a black snake crawled out. Long, thick as a grown man's leg. It moved slowly. Almost... calmly.

Anuar froze. His blood screamed Run, and he listened. He bolted back to his bike, heart drumming. But when he looked back—expecting pursuit—he saw something worse.

The snake wasn't chasing him. It had stopped at the burning bamboo, raised its head high, and was just... watching.

Like it was mourning.

Anuar blinked. For a second, he had the sickening sense that the fire was a funeral, and he was the murderer.

That night, the burning started in his legs.

Not pain—at least not the kind he knew. This was internal. A heat that crawled through his veins like boiling water. No bites. No marks. But his skin buzzed, and the fire kept spreading. By midnight, it had reached his chest.

He sat in front of the fan, drenched in sweat, face pale, breath short.

His wife, Normah, wanted to call a doctor. He refused.

An hour later, he was screaming in the backseat as she drove him to the hospital.

“Turn the AC higher!” he shouted.

“It’s already at the lowest!” she cried, trembling under the blast of icy air.

To her, he felt cold. But he swore his insides were melting.

The hospital was no help. Vitals? Normal. Blood work? Fine. Doctors looked confused, offered painkillers and observation.

But Anuar didn’t sleep.

He dreamed.

Or maybe he didn't.

In the dim room, a shadow appeared. It filled the ceiling, growing like smoke. No face. Just a pair of burning red eyes and a voice that wasn’t quite a voice.

“You burned our home.”

Anuar couldn’t move. Couldn’t scream.

“Our children.”

He felt like a child himself. Small. Guilty. Terrified.

“I didn’t know,” he whispered. “I didn’t mean to.”

But the thing didn’t want excuses. Only confession.

When he gave it, the eyes faded.

He woke up gasping. A nurse screamed. His wife was weeping beside him.

That morning, he demanded to be discharged. No one argued. He looked like a man who’d seen death—and it had spoken his name.

Back at the grove, the bamboo was ash. The land smelled... wrong. Like burnt hair and something dead buried shallow.

He didn’t say a word. Just stood there, staring.

Later that day, he met with Ustaz Ridhuan, a soft-spoken man with sharp eyes.

During the ruqyah, Anuar’s body convulsed. He hissed. He coiled, like he was becoming the snake itself. And he screamed:

“You burned my house! You burned my children!”

It wasn’t Anuar’s voice.

The ustaz kept reciting, beads of sweat forming on his brow.

Finally, after what felt like hours, Anuar collapsed.

They say the bamboo grove had been sacred to someone—or something—long before houses, roads, and deeds.

The
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