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Introduction
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Hey there, reader! Thanks for picking up this book and giving it a shot. It means a lot that you're here, flipping through these pages, ready to dive into my world. This isn't just any story, it's my story, filled with moments that made my heart race and my mind spin. I've seen things most people can't, stuff that creeps in the shadows and whispers in the dark. If you love a good thrill, a touch of mystery, or just want to know what it's like to face the supernatural, I hope you'll stick around. Maybe even grab a copy to keep reading! These are the tales of my life, and I'm stoked to share them with you.
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​Chapter 1: Shadows in the Living Room
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When I was five, life in Singapore was simple. I lived in a cozy HDB flat with my parents, surrounded by the hum of ceiling fans and the smell of Mum's pandan cakes baking in the oven. Kindergarten was all about crayons, snacks, and naptime. But one night, everything changed, and I got my first glimpse of something I couldn't explain.

It was late, probably past midnight, and I woke up with that urgent feeling of needing to pee. My room was dark, except for the soft glow of my star shaped night light. I rubbed my eyes, slipped out of bed, and shuffled towards the door, my Power Rangers pyjamas dragging a bit on the floor. The flat was quiet, just the faint buzz of the fridge and the occasional honk from a car outside.

When I opened my door and stepped into the living room, I froze. There they were, dark figures, all shapes, and sizes, standing in the dim light. Some were tall, like stretched out shadows, others short and blob like, their edges fuzzy. They filled the room, crowding around the sofa, near the TV, even by the window where Mum's potted plants sat. Their eyes if you could call them that, were like glowing specks, all fixed on me.

I stood there, my bare feet cold on the tiles, my heart thumping but not racing. Weirdly, I wasn't scared. I was just a kid, I didn't know these things weren't supposed to be there. They didn't move, didn't speak, just watched me, like they were waiting for something. I blinked, thinking maybe I was still half asleep, but they were still there, silent, and still.

I took a deep breath and tiptoed through the living room, weaving between the figures like they were furniture. They didn't follow or reach out, just turned their heads to keep watching. I made it to the bathroom, did my business, and hurried back to bed, pulling the covers up to my chin. The figures were still there when I glanced back, but I was too sleepy to care. My eyes closed, and I drifted off, the memory already feeling like a dream.

The next morning, I bounced into the kitchen where Mum was frying eggs and Dad was reading the newspaper, his glasses slipping down his nose. "Mum! Dad! Last night, I saw a bunch of weird shadows in the living room!" I said, grabbing a slice of kaya toast. "They were all looking at me!"

Mum chuckled, her apron dusted with flour. "Oh, Jamie, you and your imagination! Probably just the curtains moving in the breeze."

Dad peeked over his paper, his eyebrows raised. "Shadows, huh? Maybe you watched too many cartoons before bed." He winked, but I could tell he didn't believe me.

I frowned, picking at my toast. "But they were real! They had eyes and everything!"

"Sure, sure," Mum said, ruffling my hair. "Eat your breakfast, lah. You'll be late for school."

I didn't push it. They were my parents, and I trusted them, but deep down, I knew what I saw. Those figures weren't just my imagination. They were there, in our living room, watching me. And even though I was too young to understand, that night stuck with me, like a puzzle piece I couldn't quite place.
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​Chapter 2: The Lady in White
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Secondary school was a whole new world for me. By the time I was thirteen, I’d settled into a routine at my school in Singapore, a big concrete building with red and white walls and a field that smelled like grass and sweat. I was that kid who hated being late, like, *really* hated it. The thought of walking into class with everyone staring made my stomach twist. Crowds were just as bad, all that noise and pushing made my head spin. So, I figured out a fix: I’d leave our HDB flat super early, when the sky was still pink and the streets were quiet, just me and the hum of early morning buses.

For two years, it was perfect. I’d stroll to school, my earphones blasting some pop song, enjoying the calm before the chaos of classes. But in my third year, when I was fifteen, things got weird. That’s when I started seeing *her* the lady in white.

The first time was on a Monday, just as the sun was creeping up. I was walking towards the school gate, my sneakers scuffing the pavement, when I saw her. She stood just outside the metal gates, wearing a long white dress that looked too clean, too perfect, like it belonged in some old movie. Her hair was long and dark, hanging loose, and she was staring at the school, not moving. It was odd, nobody hangs out that early, especially not some random lady in a dress that fancy. I slowed down, my heart doing a little flip. Something about her felt... off. I couldn’t see her face clearly, just a blur where it should’ve been, like my eyes refused to focus. I shook it off, figuring she was waiting for someone, and hurried through the gate, keeping my head low.

The second time was a week later, same early hour. I was cutting through the school courtyard, past the security guard’s booth, when I saw her again. This time, she was sitting right next to Uncle Raj, the guard who always had a thermos of teh tarik and a big grin. She was on the bench, legs crossed, still in that white dress. Uncle Raj was flipping through a magazine, totally chill, like she wasn’t even there. I thought, *Okay, maybe she’s his friend or something. * But when I glanced back, she was looking right at me, her head tilted just a bit. My skin prickled, and I booked it to class, my backpack bouncing against my shoulders. I didn’t tell anyone. What was I gonna say? “Hey, Uncle Raj’s friend is creepy?” Nah, I’d sound ridiculous.

The third time, I knew she wasn’t human. It was a muggy morning, the air thick with that sticky Singapore heat. I was early again, cutting through the field to avoid the main path. That’s when I looked up and saw her *on top of a tree*. Not just any tree, but the huge banyan near the canteen, its branches sprawling like giant arms. She was perched on a high branch, her white dress fluttering, legs dangling like she was chilling at a playground. And she was *giggling*, a soft, eerie sound that made my stomach drop. I froze, my breath catching. No way a person could climb up there, not in a dress, not without anyone noticing. Her head turned towards me, and even though I couldn’t see her face, I felt her stare, like needles on my skin.
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