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Chapter 1



	



	



	



	



	



	Airin tapped her feet with growing impatience. Outside the school library, she patiently awaited her friend, Jessica. She had never been fond of the library, yet her teacher firmly insisted that paperback books must be included in the references for their research project. It would have been much simpler if she could just look it up online instead of rummaging through those old, dusty books for the information.


	



	She glanced at her watch, curiosity piqued about what could be holding her friend up. Jessy has been her friend since the moment she stepped into Angelwood High School four years ago. While they shared common interests, their personalities were completely distinct. In contrast to Airin, Jessy placed a high importance on being punctual. She consistently arrived ahead of schedule.


	



	Today, Airin hurried to avoid enduring yet another repetitive lecture. She felt a surge of joy as she realized she was the first to arrive at the library. However, she began to feel a twinge of concern.


	



	As she unzipped her bag and reached for her phone, the sound of approaching footsteps caught her attention. She lifted her gaze. Aha, here she comes!


	



	Jessy donned a relaxed-fit dress that gracefully cascades into a tasteful scoop neckline. Her arms were adorned with sleeves that extended to her elbows, flaring out gracefully towards the hem. A bow is elegantly tied around her waist, artfully placed to one side. The dress fell gracefully just below her knees, featuring a longer silhouette at the sides and back for an elegant touch.


	



	"Where on earth have you been?" Airin asked.


	



	“Had your boyfriend not stopped me on my way, I would have been the one asking that,” Jessy said with a smile.


	



	Airin smacked her forehead in realization, exclaiming, "I forgot to message him this morning!" Glancing at her cell phone, she noticed five missed calls and nine unread WhatsApp messages.


	



	"I didn't want Ms. Suzan to give me another warning, so I kept it on silent mode," Airin said.


	



	Ms. Suzan served as their librarian. She was a stern figure who demanded absolute quiet within the library's walls. Airin had been given multiple warnings each time Jessy pulled her into the library.


	



	As Airin started to dial, Jessy swiftly grabbed the cellphone from her hand. She placed it back in her friend's bag, declaring, "There's no need to call him now. I already told him we’d be at the library."


	



	As Airin began to speak, Jessy quickly cut in, "I also mentioned that he should meet us here in an hour. We can't afford any more delays on this research project if we want to submit it on time." With that, Jessy ushered Airin into the library.


	



	In the stillness of early morning, the library stood vacant, save for the solitary figure of the librarian. Ms. Suzanne sat at her desk, intently focused on the monitor, occasionally tapping away at the keyboard. She was a woman in her late fifties, gracefully navigating the middle years of her life. She had her blonde hair elegantly styled in a bun. She peered at them over the glasses perched delicately on the tip of her nose.


	



	Airin and Jessy exchanged smiles with her, but she simply returned to her work, unfazed. They scanned the room and selected a vacant table tucked away in the corner, distant from the librarian's watchful eye. Jessy browsed through the selection and picked out the books, while Airin retrieved the notebooks. Just as Airin got comfortable, Jessy returned. She settled into her seat, flipped open her notebook, and grabbed her pen, diving right into one of the hefty books before her. Airin followed suit, opting for a slimmer volume.


	



	Occasionally, Airin glanced upward. Every time, she noticed her friend diligently jotting down notes from the hefty book laid out before her. As she surveyed her surroundings, it became clear that the library remained nearly deserted. Aside from their own, just one other table was occupied.


	



	She couldn't help but think that no one in their right mind would choose to visit the library at such an early hour.


	



	Airin was not fond of the thought of visiting the library in the early morning. She despises rising with the sun. She had a disagreement with Jessy when the suggestion was made to arrive early in the morning. She attempted to persuade her friend by suggesting they could drop by during their free time between lessons. Jessy had her reasons: time was limited, the library would be crowded, and their minds would be sharper in the morning, allowing them to absorb more information. She ultimately conceded to her friend's perspective, realizing they were making no progress on their assignment with the deadline fast approaching.


	



	Airin took a quick look at Jessy's notes. In comparison to those notes, hers was almost insignificant. She managed to craft just a few sentences. Jessy had already reached her fourth page. She had already completed reading two hefty books.


	



	What method did she use to uncover the necessary information? She pondered.


	



	She recalled Jessy's deep passion for reading. Hand her a book, and she'll breeze through it in no time. Conversely, Airin had a strong aversion to reading. She would merely glance over the books that were assigned for reading.


	Upon discovering that, Jessy proposed that she could simply lend an ear. From that point on, whenever their teacher gave them reading assignments, she would simply tune in to Jessy as he read aloud to her.


	



	Upon hearing Ms. Martina discuss the research project, Airin felt a wave of terror wash over her. Ms. Martina selected the partners through a drawing of lots. On that particular day, fortune smiled upon her. Jessy was matched with her, and she could hardly contain her excitement.


	



	She glanced at her watch once more, only to discover that thirty minutes had slipped away.


	



	Perhaps it's time to seek out a different book, she pondered.


	



	She started to browse through various books to find the one that would provide her with the necessary information. She discovered that many of the books had remained untouched for quite some time. One of the books appeared to have been recently placed. She pulled it out and quickly flipped through the pages. Out of nowhere, a folded piece of paper fluttered to the ground. She bent down and picked it up. With a spark of curiosity, she unfolded it, and her eyes widened in surprise. Just as she was ready to call out to Jessy, the warning from Ms. Suzan echoed in her mind.


	



	She rushed over to her friend and settled in beside her. She surveyed her surroundings. Ms. Suzan was nowhere to be found. With a gentle elbow nudge, she passed the paper to her friend.


	



	Jessy carefully unfolded it. A snippet from a newspaper article caught my eye, featuring a headline that read:


	



	"The Enigmatic Haunted House at Merrill Endures."


	



	Jessy and Airin exchanged glances. With a careful fold, Jessy tucked the paper away into her bag. The books were returned, and they exited the library.


	



	



	



	



	 




Chapter 2


	



	



	



	



	



	Ryan shot a message to his best friend, Alby, asking him to meet in the library corridor as soon as he arrived. He was keen to avoid another debate with Jessy regarding his impact on Airin's studies. He chose to remain outside rather than step inside.


	



	He encountered Airin during the student exhibition week. He fell in love the moment he laid eyes on her. They had the opportunity to get to know one another throughout the week. It wasn't long before Airin found herself captivated by him.


	



	After just five minutes of waiting, he spotted Airin and Jessy rushing out of the library. Engrossed in their conversation, they failed to notice him. He approached them, bewildered by their strange behavior.


	



	"What's the matter?" he inquired as he approached them.


	



	Startled, they both looked up, having not noticed him approaching.


	



	"Oh! You startled us. We were just discussing a haunted house," Airin remarked.


	



	He chuckled at them. "Please don't tell me your research project revolves around a silly ghost haunting a house." He ridiculed.


	



	Jessy's cheeks flushed with a deep crimson hue. Silently, she pressed the newspaper article into his hands, standing resolutely with her arms crossed. He started to sift through it. Jessy and Airin came along with him.


	



	The mystery of the haunted house at Merrill endures.


	



	A house within the estates at Merrill has been reported as haunted for a year. Following the enigmatic demise of its inmates, unsettling sounds and screams began to echo from the house under the cover of night. As time went on, sounds began to emerge even in the daylight. Reports of ghost sightings have also emerged. This location has remained under the radar, largely due to its sparse population.


	



	One fateful day, a lifeless body was discovered in the front yard of the house. The location has now become abandoned.


	



	In the meantime, Alby made his way to the library, following the instructions from his friend. He stood tall, with a medium build and striking blue eyes. He noticed Ryan, Airin, and Jessy intently gazing into something. He approached Ryan from behind and leaned in to catch a glimpse of what was happening.


	



	As Ryan reached the final sentence, a sudden movement caught his eye—a head appeared beside him, and he let out a startled scream. Jessy and Airin joined in with their own screams.


	



	Ms. Suzan emerged from the library, her eyes narrowing into a fierce glare directed at them. That prompted everyone to leave the area in a hurry.


	



	As they stepped out of the librarian's line of sight, Ryan glanced at Alby and said, "You really startled me back there."


	



	"I was merely trying to see what you three were so intently focused on," Alby responded, attempting to assert his innocence.


	



	Before anyone could utter another word, Jessy interjected, "Let's head to the canteen and chat."


	



	The canteen was located in the adjacent building. In contrast to the library, the canteen appeared to be bustling with activity. Everywhere you looked, there were clusters of boys and girls. Fortunately, their regular spot was available.


	



	Once they got comfortable, Airin started, "Who on earth still believes in ghosts?" Airin was a firm non-believer in ghosts. She believed it was merely a figment of imagination, crafted by writers and those in the film industry.


	



	Jessy cast a glance at Airin. She had quietly held onto her belief in ghosts. She understood that certain souls drifted through the world.


	



	Alby endorsed Airin's perspective. He remarked, "I can't fathom how anyone could still buy into this nonsense in the 21st century."


	



	Jessy expressed her thoughts clearly, stating, "I don't believe it's nonsense. Numerous individuals have passed away without realizing their dreams. Their spirits are said to roam, unable to move on."
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