[image: cover-image, 14 Ghost Stories]
 
Kyle C.
 
14 
GHOST 
SHORT STORIES
Copyright © 2022 Kyle C.
All rights reserved. No content of this book may be reproduced and republished in any form and in any means without the permission in writing from the author of this book.

Introduction
This book contains short horror stories from my personal experiences and verbal stories from my family and friends. These stories were interesting enough for me to retell them to my friends during parties and gatherings. To ensure that the stories remain intact for many years to come, I have decided to compile them as best as I can in this book. Doing so allows me to share with more readers who enjoy horror and ghostly stories. Perhaps you have encountered the same experience or heard similar urban legends as well in your area as the stories told in this book.
 
“Sometimes they remain here to tell us their stories, or to warn us. Fear will only engulf those who are guilty of similar crimes committed to them…” 
 
A saying from an old granny I used to talk to back then, 
 
Hope you enjoy the stories in this book. For better experience, I would recommend reading it in a dark, quiet atmosphere to better immerse in the experience. As for the visual, I will leave it to your imagination.
 

Disclaimer
Stories in this book should be taken as fiction. Unless otherwise indicated, all the names, characters, businesses, places, events and incidents in this book are used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.
 

The Forbidden Area
When I was moving from 7th grade to the 8th grade, something unusual happened at my school. During the first day of my new academic year, I was a bit lost in locating my new classroom. In case you are wondering, in my school we have to change classrooms when we switch grades. My new classroom was located at the far end of the school, something I have a bone to pick with as it was far from anything. The building that housed most of the 8th grade students was a bit special as it was separated from the main clusters of buildings. It was secluded and hidden in a secret location. The area was usually quiet and the only traffic was coming from the students and teachers of those classes. I personally had never wandered there before until this day, so it took me some time to locate and finally reach the classroom. As expected, many others were late during the first session as well. I had some odd feeling about the classroom and the building the moment I stepped inside. It felt like I was entering a different dimension altogether, just like Harry Potter going through platform 9 ¾ at King’s Cross Station.
 
Our homeroom teacher was the serious, no nonsense type. One our first day, she already gave us the strict rules in the class. Falling to abide by those rules would mean punishment in various creative ways. The last rule which I find oddest from them all was:
 
Never go near the storeroom adjacent to the building.
 
This rule should not garner much attention or even get anyone to bat an eye since we know that there are areas in a school that are usually off limits to students. However, she kept emphasising this rule repeatedly which piqued the curiosity of me and some of my friends. As they said, curiosity killed the cat. The more they restrict us on something, the more we want to try it out, regardless of the consequence. We were at the rebellious age.
 
One day, during recess, me and my three friends brought up the topic about the store room while having lunch at the canteen. We decided to have a look at the store room, or the “Forbidden Area” as we termed it after our meal for some investigation. We were intrigued by the possible secrets that might be locked away in that storeroom; some old artefacts from ancient times that could grant us immortality. Perhaps we had a bit too much of Indiana Jones which led us to try creating an adventure for ourselves.
 
The storeroom was part of the building housing our classroom, but it was at the other corner. Our building was an L-shaped building, with the classrooms occupying the longer side and the store room occupying the end of the shorter side. The area did not have much sunlight as it was blocked by the longer side of the building, giving the storeroom area a dark, mysterious vibe.￼[image: Image] 
Next to the storeroom was an open grass area that connects to the football field. None of us would take that route to the field since we were told not to go near that place due to possible hazards as the path was obstructed by a lot of broken, unwanted furniture there. They were stacked up so high that walking past them was a test to one’s luck as you could never predict when one of the chairs on top might fall and crush your head. It is always better to be safe than sorry. Not even the school delinquents would take their chances smoking in that area.
 
That was the same thought that came to us. Perhaps the teacher was just trying to avoid us from getting hurt by wandering around the area.  The building that housed our classroom was a very old building. In fact, it could be the oldest building at school before it was expanded to accommodate more students, at least that was what I could recall when I was given a tour of the school on my first day of arrival here. Though old, I would say the building was quite well maintained for its age. Oddly enough, only the store room looked decrepit compared to the rest of the building, like someone forgot to repair that section specifically. Did the school run out of funds to maintain this small section of the building? Unlikely. The school was well funded. Furthermore, the school’s management had stressed heavily on maintenance of all the facade and exteriors of all the buildings ever since they won the best school award three years in a row. They would not accept anything that could jeopardise the award next year.
 
As we moved closer to the storeroom, our homeroom teacher appeared out of nowhere. Her sharp senses might have picked up the signals that a few naughty students might be curious about the area. Immediately, she called us up and gave us a stern warning while stroking the cane in her hands. If we were to ignore the rules again, we would be severely punished. My beat would be having our arses lacerated by that cane. Since then, our homeroom teacher would patrol the area more often to prevent any unwanted visitors there. 
 
This would only fuel our curiosity even more. But at the same time, making things harder for us to sneak into the store room.
 
One day, we struck gold. Our homeroom teacher was down with a bad flu and was absent at school that day. We knew this would be our only chance to peek inside that mysterious storeroom. We wanted to find out what could be inside that old storeroom. We wanted answers that will put this question to rest. Honestly, I didn't really have much expectations for this “adventure”. All we could find would only be more broken furniture like the ones outside, with more dust and cobwebs. Those were placed out because the storeroom ran out of space. Duh! Logical thinking. During lunch break, Tom, John and I skipped our lunch and gathered in front of the storeroom as planned. The rest of the teachers and students would be taking their lunch breaks at their desks or the canteen. So the area would be free from any surveillance and possible witnesses. The weather was well suited for our adventure as well, dark and gloomy, with some drizzle. No one would take notice of three little brats wandering into a forbidden zone, especially if it is a secluded one like the storeroom.
 
The front door of the storeroom was shut tight, as were the windows next to it. There was a massive brass padlock at the front door, locked of course. We tried to find ways to peep into the store room but to no avail. The windows were completely covered in an inch thick of dust and dirt from many years of negligence. Just then, Tom suggested that we look through the old rusty keyhole. The old wooden door looked like something straight out of the medieval period. It had a massive keyhole that we could peep through. One could only imagine the size of the key to open that wooden door. I volunteered to be the first to do it, since neither one of them wanted to do so. I leaned my body forward and looked through the keyhole.
 
Pitch black.
 
All I could see was a dark empty void, nothing else. Maybe there wasn’t enough light in the room to see anything. After all, the windows were blocked. Next was John, who claimed to have better eyesight than me and could easily see in the dark due to his “night vision”. He tried and the result was the same, nothing but a dark void. Disappointed, John and I decided to leave and head back to class as lunch break was almost over. It was just a perfectly normal store room that was out of service a long time ago. We even advised Tom not to waste his time as there was nothing to see. But he insisted. 
 
Just when I was chatting with John, Tom let out a sharp shriek.
 
“Shhh...Quiet down a bit!” John and I were shocked by the sudden scream. 
 
“What is wrong with you? Do you want others to notice us here?” John berated Tom, thinking that he was playing some pranks on us. 
 
“I….I...saw it…” Tom spoked in a shivering tone.
 
“What did you see?” I asked quite unenthusiastically. “A hideous monster locked away in that store room?
 
“When… I was… looking through…I saw an eye staring straight back at me.” Tom gulped, still recovering from the shock earlier.
 
“That’s bollocks!” John was not amused. 
 
“Yeah, very funny! We know you are trying to scare us. It might have worked if you were the first one.” I said.
 
“No..I’m serious. I think I saw an eye...I think it’s a human eye...a bloodied human eye!” Tom became even more frantic than before. An unimpressed John walked towards the store room to peek at the keyhole again while I was trying to calm John down.
 
Seconds later, John gave out a similar cry. He fell flat on his bottom after losing his balance. 
 
“Oh, not you too John!” I was annoyed at his antics.
 
“I saw… it…too! The eye was red, and bloodied.” John said with a panic-stricken voice. 
 
“Haha, very funny. Nice try but I will not fall for it.” I walked towards the door again to see it for myself. It could just be something perfectly explainable or it could just be some stupid prank. After debunking it, I could mock the other two on how cowardly they were or expose their unconvincing prank.
 
I peeped through the keyhole and again, nothing. 
 
Couple of seconds later, I could feel a gentle wind rustling against the side of my face. The words “are…you…here…for..me?” faintly echoing through my ear drums. 
 
“It was just the wind.” I tried to convince myself.
 
Then out of darkness and right in front my eye was this big, bloodied eye glaring back at me through the keyhole. I took a large step back in shock. 
 
“What in the world?” I yelled. 
 
I got up and tried to look at it again. The same eye was looking back at me.
 
“Are..you..here..for… Me? The same voice went through my ears again, followed by an evil laugh. “Matthew…”
 
I jumped back a second time.
 
Fear was oozing from every part of my body, might include some stains in my pants too. I could still feel the strong gaze from the keyhole.
 
“How…could he know my name?” I was shocked. 
 
I tried to calm myself, trying to make sense of what had just transpired. 
 
I couldn’t.
 
It was something that none could explain logically. The door and windows were chained and locked from the outside. There was no one entering or exiting the storeroom for years. The area was cordoned off due to some events that had previously happened here. The lock was covered in dust and spider webs, meaning no one had opened the lock for a very long time. So how come there be someone getting access into the storeroom? Or even living inside there? And how did he call out my name? The eye we saw through the keyhole was definitely human, so we could rule out the possibility of an animal living in the storeroom. So what was it? Who was it? And how did it get in there? 
 
“Are...you...here...for..me?” The sound was stronger now. The wooden door started to rattle a bit. 
 
A malevolent force was coming for us.
 
We were in a state of unspeakable horror. We wanted to run but our body would not listen to our command. We wanted to cry for help, but there was no sound coming out. The wooden door seemed to grow in size, or perhaps we were being pulled towards it, where we will be trapped forever in this forsaken place. The whole reality seemed to be distorted. I could feel my consciousness slowly fading away. All I could see in front was darkness coming towards me. 
 
At this crucial moment, the school bell rang and the sound of it woke us up, snapping us back to our reality. We looked around, everything seemed to be back to normal. The door had stopped rattling, the whisper was gone. The area was dead quiet. All we could hear was the sound of our hearts racing, As lunch break was over, we picked ourselves up and hurriedly back to our classroom. We were dead silent throughout the remaining sessions. Our emotions were scarred by what we had just witnessed. We ended up with more questions than we first started, but no one spoke a single word after the incident that day, fearing that whatever locked away that store room will come haunting us if we speak of it. That incident stayed a secret until we had graduated from that school.
 
Many years had passed since then. John, Tom and I revisited the school one day during the alumni gathering. We did not speak a word about the incident, but our gaze at each other tells the story silently. We walked around the school a bit. The buildings in that school were refurbished and renovated, except for the storeroom. We have learned that there were times where the school management, often by someone new with no knowledge about the history of the school, tried to do something about the storeroom but it always ended up with site accidents and injuries. Rumour has it that the storeroom was built on top of a grave of an unknown person. Some said that a worker died in a gruesome accident during the construction of the school and the ghost of that worker continues to haunt the storeroom to this day. Another story told was that there was a group of students trying out the Ouija board in that storeroom and unexpectedly summoned a powerful demon.
 
Regardless, the storeroom remained cordoned off and the reason behind it remained a mystery, with its secrets forever locked away in that room.

The Spiral Staircase
“To provide the best education quality to the next generation so they can contribute to the betterment of the community, society and country.”
 
These words were inscribed into a massive decorative stone wall outside Adam’s primary school[1]. Jenny and I were there to visit Adam’s hometown during the Easter break. We were besties at university. Ever since we graduated, we were so busy with our lives and could hardly meet up. So during one of the long holidays, we planned a short trip up north to meet Adam.
 
On the third day, Adam brought us around town to visit some places of interest. Adam knew I was a history buff, so as part of the tour, he brought us to visit his favourite school that has a rich history and heritage. It was also the place where he had some of his best memories, and also one of the scariest experiences that he will never forget. He had been telling us some stories regarding this school back then when we were still studying together. Finally, I get the chance to visit the actual site myself.
 
Adam’s primary school was constructed from a modest two storey building, which over the years, has gone through extensive renovations and extensions to become the school we see today. The mansion was donated by a rich businessman as a venue for the community to use as classrooms for the young generation since building a new school to accommodate hundreds of students would cost a fortune, especially during the time of the Great Depression. It was a kind gesture from the businessman to promote education in his humble village. Today it has grown to become one of the best schools in the entire nation.
 
Walking down the main hall of the school, we were flanked by numerous portraits on each side, proudly showing those who had contributed greatly to the school, the past headmasters and of course, the generous businessman himself. Below the portraits were display cabinets stuffed with trophies won by the students of this school in various competitions. At the end of the hall was a podium where the headmaster of the school would occasionally give his speech there, as well as the venue for stage performances and public speaking contents. At the centre of the hall, there were two exits, each leading to a courtyard. The rooms surrounding each of the courtyard were the classrooms.  The design of the courtyard was not symmetric. One side had a small garden filled with various types of flowers and greens, while the other courtyard sported a man made pond with water features and stone decorations.
 
As we were visiting the school, something unusual caught my attention. There was this spiral staircase made from cast iron with floral motifs situated at the side of the garden courtyard. One could climb up the staircase and reach the second floor of the classrooms. The same staircase was not present in the other courtyard
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