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    To the brave readers who listen closely to the sounds around them, who wonder what secrets old buildings might hide, and who are courageous enough to follow a mystery wherever it leads.
To every child who has ever felt unheard, forgotten, or afraid to speak.
This book is dedicated to you.
May Ethan, Mia, and Noah's journey remind you that your voice matters, your story matters, and even in the darkest moments, kindness and courage can break the strongest curse.
And if you ever hear a whisper in the silence... remember to listen carefully—but not too carefully.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "A voice can be stolen.
A song can be silenced.
But some whispers linger in the darkness, waiting for someone to hear what was never meant to be forgotten."
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Chapter 1 — The Town That Hated Noise
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Rain tapped softly against the car windows as Ethan Parker stared out at the endless gray woods rushing past them. The trees were packed tightly together, their dark branches twisting over the road like giant claws trying to trap anyone who entered.

“This place gets creepier every mile,” Ethan muttered.

From the driver’s seat, his mother sighed tiredly. “Hollow Creek is not creepy. It’s peaceful.”

“That’s exactly what serial killers say about towns in documentaries,” Ethan replied.

His younger brother Noah snorted quietly from the backseat beside him.

“Ethan,” Mom warned.

Ethan leaned his forehead against the cold glass. He still couldn’t believe they had actually moved. Two weeks ago they had lived in a noisy apartment building in Chicago where sirens screamed every night and neighbors argued through paper-thin walls.

Now they were driving into the middle of nowhere.

The sign appeared suddenly through the rain.

WELCOME TO HOLLOW CREEK

Population: 2,104

Below the welcome sign hung another older wooden sign painted in faded red letters:

KEEP QUIET AFTER SUNSET

Noah frowned. “Why would a town need a sign like that?”

“Maybe people here go to bed at eight,” Ethan joked.

But their mother didn’t laugh.

She tightened her hands on the steering wheel and kept driving.

The town itself looked frozen in time. Small brick buildings lined the streets beneath dark clouds. Old-fashioned streetlamps flickered weakly despite it only being afternoon. The sidewalks were strangely empty.

And everything was quiet.

Too quiet.

No music drifted from stores. No radios played from passing cars. Even conversations sounded muted, like everyone was afraid of being overheard.

Ethan noticed two women talking outside a bakery. Instead of chatting normally, they leaned close and whispered to each other.

A man unloading boxes from a truck dropped one loudly onto the sidewalk.

Instantly several people turned toward him with frightened expressions.

The man quickly picked the box up and whispered an apology.

Ethan sat forward slowly.

“Okay,” he said. “That’s weird.”

Noah nodded nervously.

Even the dogs were silent.

A golden retriever sat outside a grocery store watching pedestrians pass by. When a bicycle rolled too close to it, the dog opened its mouth like it was about to bark—

—but no sound came out.

The dog simply stared.

Ethan felt a tiny chill crawl up his arms.

Their new house stood near the edge of town beside a forest of tall black pine trees. It was a narrow two-story home with peeling white paint and a sagging front porch.

“Home sweet home,” Mom announced with fake cheerfulness.

Noah looked horrified. “It looks haunted.”

“It is haunted,” Ethan said immediately. “Definitely at least three ghosts.”

Mom parked the car and turned around. “Neither of you are helping.”

Rain drizzled over them as they carried boxes inside. The house smelled dusty, like old books and wet wood. Floorboards creaked under every step.

Ethan explored while Mom unpacked dishes downstairs.

The second floor had three bedrooms connected by a narrow hallway. Ethan claimed the room facing the woods while Noah took the smaller room across from his.

At the end of the hallway sat a tiny attic door in the ceiling with a dangling pull string.

Noah pointed at it. “I hate that already.”

Ethan grinned. “That’s where the demon lives.”

“You’re the worst brother ever.”

“Correct.”

Despite joking around, Ethan couldn’t shake the strange feeling crawling through him.

The house felt...watchful.

Like someone else already lived there.

He opened his bedroom window and looked outside.

The woods stretched endlessly behind the house. Fog drifted between the trees even though it wasn’t cold enough for mist.

Somewhere deep in the forest, something metallic clanged faintly.

Then silence returned.

“Ethan!” Mom called from downstairs. “Help unpack!”

He shut the window and headed down.

By evening the rain finally stopped, but dark clouds still covered the sky. Hollow Creek became even stranger after sunset.

Streetlights flickered on one by one across town.

And almost immediately, people vanished indoors.

Shops closed early. Curtains shut tightly over windows. Cars disappeared from the roads.

By seven-thirty the town looked abandoned.

Mom heated canned soup for dinner while Noah scrolled nervously through his phone.

“No signal again,” Noah complained.

“Maybe the ghosts are blocking it,” Ethan said.

“Can you stop saying ghosts?”

“You’re right. Demons probably.”

Noah threw a cracker at him.

Mom rubbed her forehead. “Boys.”

A loud motorcycle suddenly roared somewhere outside.

The sound exploded through the quiet neighborhood.

Then—just as suddenly—it stopped.

Ethan peeked through the kitchen curtain.

An old man stood across the street glaring angrily toward the road. He held a broom in one hand and looked furious.

Another neighbor stepped onto her porch.

“Too loud!” she shouted.

“People are trying to sleep!”

“It’s barely eight,” Ethan whispered.

The neighbors kept grumbling as they retreated indoors.

Noah looked uneasy. “Why does everyone care so much about noise?”

Mom forced a smile. “Small towns have strange traditions sometimes.”

But Ethan noticed she avoided looking out the windows.

That night the wind howled softly outside as Ethan unpacked comic books onto his shelves. The house creaked constantly around him.

At ten o’clock, Noah appeared in his doorway clutching a pillow.

“I can’t sleep.”

“You’re twelve.”

“I’m nine.”

“Same thing.”

Noah ignored him and stepped inside. “Did you hear that?”

“Hear what?”

“That whispering.”

Ethan paused.

The room was silent except for wind brushing against the house.

“I don’t hear anything.”

Noah swallowed. “I heard someone say my name.”

Ethan rolled his eyes. “Probably Mom.”

“No. It sounded weird.”

“Weird how?”

Noah hesitated.

“Like...” He lowered his voice. “Like somebody whispering through water.”

Ethan laughed softly. “You’ve been watching too many horror movies.”

Noah didn’t laugh back.

Then they both heard it.

A faint metallic rattling sound.

Clink.

Clink.

Clink.

It came from somewhere inside the wall.

The boys stared at each other.

The rattling stopped.

Then came a long soft hiss through the heating vent near Ethan’s desk.

Ethan slowly crouched beside it.

Cold air drifted upward carrying a strange smell like wet dirt.

For a moment there was only silence.

Then—

“...Noah...”

The whisper was so faint Ethan almost thought he imagined it.

Noah jumped backward.

“You heard that!”

Ethan’s stomach tightened.

“Probably air in the pipes,” he said quickly.

But his voice sounded uncertain even to himself.

The vent whispered again.

“...Noah...”

This time the voice sounded clearer.

Childlike.

Breathy.

Wrong.

Noah bolted from the room.

“I’m sleeping with Mom!”

Ethan stood frozen beside the vent.

His skin prickled.

He leaned closer.

“Hello?” he whispered.

Silence.

Then suddenly a sharp burst of icy air blasted from the vent directly into his face.

Ethan stumbled backward.

The whisper came one last time.

“...come outside...”

The vent went silent.

Completely silent.

Ethan stared at it for several seconds before slowly backing away.

Okay.

That was definitely not pipes.

He slammed the vent closed and climbed into bed, pulling the blankets tighter than he wanted to admit.

Outside, Hollow Creek remained unnaturally quiet.

No barking dogs.

No passing cars.

Nothing.

Eventually exhaustion dragged Ethan into sleep.

But sometime later, he woke suddenly.

At first he didn’t know why.

The room was dark except for pale moonlight leaking through the curtains.

Then he heard it.

Humming.

Soft.

Slow.

A child humming somewhere outside.

Ethan sat up immediately.

The melody sounded old and sad, drifting through
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