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Whisper’s End

Where the silence remembers what you’ve tried to forget.
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The Last Words of Tom Delaney
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Tom Delaney had a smoker’s cough and the kind of face you’d expect to find behind the wheel of an old van—creased, weathered, and honest in a tired sort of way. Years of exposure to the elements and long nights on the road had etched his features with a quiet, unspoken exhaustion. His eyes, though, still carried a glimmer of something. Maybe hope. Or maybe it was just the last remnants of youth, now fading into the background like the rest of him. He’d worked nights as the caretaker at Whisper’s End Primary School for thirteen years, ever since his wife left him and took their two kids to Liverpool. She’d said she needed "more life" than the quiet village offered.

Tom didn’t mind the silence. Not back then.

He’d grown accustomed to the rhythm of his nights—the steady squeak of the mop as it swept across the polished floorboards, the low hum of the buffer as it glided over the scuffed hallways, smoothing out the years. He found comfort in the creaks of the old building, the ones that came when the wind turned east, or when the temperature dropped suddenly and the timber shifted beneath its own weight. He didn’t mind the loneliness. The hours stretched on, long and quiet, as he moved through the rooms, tending to whatever needed tending.

At first, it had been the little things that brought him peace—little noises that made the night feel alive. The echo of distant footsteps that weren’t his own. The soft rustling of leaves outside the windows. Even the hum of the vending machine, faint but constant. It wasn’t much, but it was enough to fill the air around him, to make it feel like he wasn’t truly alone.

He’d listen to the football on the radio—Liverpool matches that made him feel connected to something bigger. In those moments, he could almost forget about the silence that lingered in the corners of his life. The tea he drank, cooling in his hands, was never quite hot enough to comfort him, but it was enough to keep him grounded.

But something changed on a Wednesday. He remembered that clearly. The clocks were the first sign.

It was subtle at first, nothing more than a slight hesitation in the ticking of the clock in the main hallway. It wasn’t much—just a quiet skip, like the clock had momentarily forgotten its rhythm. But then, it stopped altogether. The hands froze at 1:11 a.m. He’d glanced at it, thinking it was a trick of his tired eyes, but when he looked again, the second hand wasn’t moving. The quiet tick-tick-tick had become a deafening silence, and for a moment, he stood there, uncertain whether the world around him had gone still or if it was his mind playing tricks.

Then it spread. The clocks in the classrooms. His wristwatch. Each one, at exactly the same time, halted. The tick of time, which had been so familiar to him for years, now felt alien—like it had lost its place in the world, as though something was tampering with it from a distance. He stared at his wristwatch, willing the hands to move, but they stayed fixed at 1:11, mocking him in their stillness.

The building seemed to respond to the stillness in its own way. Without the constant rhythm of time, the familiar sounds—the hum of machines, the creaks of the walls, the wind outside—became muffled, distant, as though the air itself had thickened and slowed. Tom’s own breathing sounded strange, muffled, as if he were submerged underwater. It was disorienting. His throat tightened. His hands, which had once moved so naturally in this space, now felt foreign.

That was when he first noticed it—the silence. It wasn’t just quiet. It was oppressive. It wasn’t the kind of quiet you’d find in a library or a deep forest. No, this was something else entirely. Something that pressed in around him, tightening his chest, blocking his thoughts. It felt like the quiet itself was watching him. Waiting for him to do something. Say something.

So he did.

“Anyone there?” The words came out of his mouth, but they didn’t feel like his own. He expected the sound to break the tension, to shatter the eerie stillness. But nothing came. His lips moved, but the words didn’t escape. Not even a puff of air. He tried again, this time forcing the sound out with more urgency, but his voice was swallowed by the space around him. There was no sound. No echo. Just a hollow emptiness.

A sudden pressure gripped his chest, a heavy panic. He clutched at his throat, willing the sound to come, but it wouldn’t. He could feel his pulse in his fingertips, fast and erratic, as if his body itself were screaming at him.

And then, from the far end of the corridor, near the reception area, it came.

Not a sound, not exactly. It wasn’t a voice, not in any way he understood. It was more like a feeling, a presence, a whisper that bypassed his ears altogether. It was in his mind.

“We know what you did.”

The words slid through his thoughts, cold and unsettling. There was no mistaking them. The whisper wasn’t coming from a person—it wasn’t coming from anywhere. It just was. Tom stood frozen for a moment, his heart hammering in his chest, a lump forming in his throat. His thoughts raced, but nothing made sense. It was as if the entire building had suddenly turned against him.

He dropped the mop.

The floor beneath him seemed to sway, his legs unsteady as he rushed toward the door. Out into the cold, damp night. The air bit at his skin, sharp and biting, but he barely noticed. His mind was still spinning. His heart pounded in his chest, breath ragged, as if the world itself was holding its breath.
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The Mute Plague
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He told no one—except Jenny Mathers.

Jenny worked the counter at The Crown, the village pub, a place where the locals gathered at the end of the day to share stories, throw back a pint, and escape their own thoughts. She was a fixture there, a comfort to everyone who walked through the door. Her laugh was smoky, deep, with a touch of mystery that seemed to dance with the dim light of the pub. She had tattoos, too, scattered across her arms, dark and intricate. They were the sort of tattoos that seemed to tell a story, but she never explained them. Never even hinted at their meaning. For all the charm in her smile, she kept herself hidden in some way—just enough to keep people curious, to keep them at arm’s length.

She teased him sometimes. Playful jabs that weren’t unkind, but always just enough to make him feel that strange warmth creeping up his neck. "Old man," she’d say with a wink, a light teasing tone that always made his cheeks flush a deep, embarrassing pink. Tom, ever the creature of routine, never quite knew how to respond. His world was quiet, predictable. But Jenny, with her smoky laugh and her tattoos, had a way of shifting the air around her, making him feel like he was part of something more alive than he could manage on his own.

But that night was different. He walked into The Crown pale and shaking, his usual steady steps faltering. He didn’t sit, didn’t order a drink. He just stood there for a moment, his hands trembling as he looked around the familiar pub as if seeing it for the first time. Jenny raised an eyebrow at him, the playful look in her eyes quickly replaced with concern. He wasn’t the type to be rattled by anything.

“I need to talk,” he said, voice hoarse, cracked from the silence. He didn’t know how to explain what had happened, how to make her understand. He just needed to say it out loud, to get it out before it choked him.

He told her everything—the clocks, the strange stillness, the whisper that had crawled into his mind and taken root. He spoke quickly, his words tumbling over each other as if he were trying to outrun the terror that clung to him. Jenny’s face softened as he spoke, but when he finished, there was no sympathy in her eyes.

She laughed.

He didn’t.

It wasn’t the comforting laugh he was used to, the one that made everyone in the pub feel like everything was alright. This one was different. It was thin, almost forced, like she didn’t know what else to do with his words. Like it was easier to laugh than to face what he had just told her. Tom didn’t laugh. He stood there, frozen, his pulse still racing in his ears. He didn’t know whether to be relieved that he’d spoken to someone, or terrified that she was brushing it off like it was nothing.

It wasn’t the comforting laugh he was used to, the one that made everyone in the pub feel like everything was alright. This one was different. It was thin, almost forced, like she didn’t know what else to do with his words. Like it was easier to laugh than to face what he had just told her. Tom didn’t laugh. He stood there, frozen, his pulse still racing in his ears. He didn’t know whether to be relieved that he’d spoken to someone, or terrified that she was brushing it off like it was nothing.

Jenny’s smile faltered when she saw his face, the intensity of his eyes, the tremor in his hands. She leaned back against the bar, arms crossed, the warm glow from the hanging lamps catching on her tattoos, the ink swirling into the shadows like hidden secrets. The pub felt different, quieter now, the air heavier, as if it had absorbed Tom’s unease.

“You’re serious, aren’t you?” she asked, voice softer now, a little more tentative.

Tom nodded, though his throat was tight. He had never been one for dramatics. He wasn’t prone to exaggeration, but the things he’d heard and felt, they were real. Too real to deny.

Jenny’s eyes flickered to the door, to the shadows that seemed to settle in the corners of the room, as though the pub itself had grown nervous. She opened her mouth, as if to say something, but instead, she shook her head slowly. It wasn’t like her to be quiet for long.

The silence stretched between them, thick and uncomfortable. Jenny finally shrugged, the edges of her smile returning, but it didn’t reach her eyes. “You’re just tired, Tom. Too much of that night shift stuff getting to your head. No one’s ever been harmed by a little silence, eh?” Her voice was light, trying to make a joke of it, but the laughter in her tone was all wrong.

Tom stood still, feeling like he was sinking, like the air was pulling him deeper into something he didn’t understand. He wanted to protest, to argue that she didn’t get it—that it wasn’t just silence, it was wrong. But he couldn’t find the words. Instead, he just turned, too quickly, and hurried out of the pub. He felt her eyes on his back as he left, but he didn’t stop.

The walk back to his home felt longer than usual. The streetlamps cast cold, indifferent light on the road ahead, their glow flickering like an afterthought. The village was quiet, far quieter than it should have been for that hour of the night. The usual buzz of distant cars, the rustle of trees in the wind, the soft hum of life beyond the village—none of it was there. It was all gone, swallowed by that heavy silence.

Tom lay awake that night, staring at the ceiling. He couldn’t shake the feeling that something had changed in the village since he’d spoken. The air felt wrong, thick and oppressive, as though the building was holding its breath. He tried to sleep, tried to push the thoughts away, but every time he closed his eyes, the silence pressed in harder, the pressure in his chest growing. And then, just as he was starting to drift off, he thought he heard it—the whisper. Soft at first, like the rustling of wind through the trees. Then louder, clearer.

“We know what you did.”

Tom’s heart slammed in his chest. He sat up so quickly that his head spun. He couldn’t move fast enough to escape it, but the whisper didn’t stop. It never stopped. It was everywhere, inside his mind, wrapping around his thoughts, suffocating him.

The next morning was no better. He dragged himself out of bed, the exhaustion pulling at his limbs. He could barely think straight. It was as though the village itself was pressing in on him. He couldn’t hear the sounds of birds, couldn’t feel the usual rhythm of the world outside. Even the mundane details of the day—the scrape of his boots on the gravel, the flick of the kettle as he made his tea—seemed foreign, out of place.

He didn’t know how much time passed before he went to The Crown again, but he knew he had to. Jenny’s words echoed in his head—you’re just tired. Maybe that was it. Maybe it was just exhaustion, all this strange, unsettling feeling that had taken root in his chest.

When he walked into the pub that evening, the place was quieter than usual. Jenny wasn’t behind the bar. Tom found a seat and waited, hoping maybe this time he could shake the unease, that maybe the normalcy of the pub, the murmur of voices and the clinking of glasses, would soothe him. But when Jenny came out from the back, her face was pale, her eyes hollow.

She didn’t say anything at first. She just stared at him as if she’d seen a ghost, her mouth opening and closing like she was trying to speak but couldn’t quite form the words. Her partner came in behind her, and she looked up at him, her eyes wide. Without a word, she turned and walked toward the back of the pub, leaving Tom sitting alone, a cold chill settling in the pit of his stomach.

The following morning, the village was even quieter. No one came to The Crown. No one was out on the streets. Tom felt the growing weight of it, the creeping dread. The whispers, the silence, it was like the village itself was closing in, locking them all in a tomb of its own making. And Jenny? He hadn’t seen her again. No one had.

The next time Tom passed the pub, he found a note tacked to the door, written in a hand he didn’t recognise.

She’s gone. No one knows where. I don’t think she’s coming back.

It wasn’t until the next morning that he found out why.

Jenny had stopped talking.

Her partner found her sitting in the back garden at dawn, the early morning light casting long shadows across the ground. The world was still, holding its breath, as though waiting for something that would never come. Jenny’s face was turned to the rising sun, her eyes wide open, fixed on nothing, staring out into the distance as if she could see something no one else could. Her hands were pressed firmly to her ears, desperately trying to block out the sound of the world, as though the silence itself was too much to bear. It wasn’t just her stillness that sent a chill through him. It was the look in her eyes—empty, vacant, as though something had been ripped from her, something essential.

Blood ran from her nose, a stark, dark contrast against the pale skin of her face. The sight of it was almost surreal, like something from a nightmare. It wasn’t the blood that unsettled him, though—it was the absence of any emotion on her face. No panic. No confusion. Just that quiet, blank stare. Her lips were closed, but they had no words to offer, just a silence that felt heavier than anything Tom had ever known.

Her partner knelt beside her, his hands trembling as he gently tried to coax her back into the world. But there was nothing to coax. Jenny didn’t move, didn’t react. She never spoke again. Not a single word.

The shock of it rippled through the village, but it was a quiet kind of ripple—soft and subtle at first. The kind that nobody dared acknowledge aloud. No one talked about it directly, but the gossip spread in whispers, in sidelong glances, in the way people started avoiding Jenny’s corner at the pub, as if the silence she left behind could be contagious. No one asked how she was, no one dared to ask her partner. What could they say? What could they offer? The silence had stolen her voice, and in doing so, it had taken something else, something they couldn’t quite name. It wasn’t just the silence that was unnerving—it was the emptiness it left in its wake.

Two days later, the twins from number 42 went silent.

One moment, they were laughing and playing in their front yard, as they always did. The next, the laughter stopped. The games ended. Their parents didn’t know when it happened, but when they went to check on them that evening, the twins were sitting on the floor, staring at each other, hands pressed to their ears, just like Jenny. Not a sound passed their lips. The terror that gripped their parents’ hearts was the same terror that was slowly creeping across the village. The silence was no longer a strange occurrence. It was becoming a pattern, a disease that no one could escape.

Then Mrs. Langley, the shopkeeper. Then Jim, the postman. One by one, the people of Whisper’s End fell quiet. Each of them slipping into their own strange silence, like leaves drifting into a still pond. It spread slowly, creeping like a shadow across the village. No one knew what it was, or how to fight it, but they could feel it in the air, thick and oppressive, a weight that hung on their chests.

People stopped looking each other in the eye. Those who did speak did so in hushed tones, as though words might be a curse, a betrayal. The villagers grew more withdrawn, their voices disappearing like ghosts. The quiet seemed to eat at the edges of their lives, devouring the laughter, the chatter, the simple sound of people existing.

Tom tried to warn them, tried to stop it before it spread further. But it was like speaking into a void. He posted a sign at the school gate the next morning, his hands shaking as he pinned it to the wood. The sign, ragged and worn, read: “IT’S THE SILENCE. DON’T LISTEN.” He had hoped it would make a difference, that somehow someone would see it and understand. But no one stopped to read it. No one even seemed to notice. The sign hung there for days, weathered by the rain, as the silence crept further into the village.

By then, it was too late. No one wanted to listen.

The villagers avoided him, turned their backs when he tried to speak. When Tom walked through the square, people hurried past him without a glance. He was a ghost to them, a man with a warning they no longer had any interest in hearing. They didn’t need him to tell them what they already knew, what everyone knew deep down. The silence had taken hold of Whisper’s End, and it wasn’t going to let go.

Deep down, they all knew. There was something wrong. Something in the air that none of them could name. Something old, something buried beneath their feet, festering in the cracks of their peaceful lives. They could feel it in their bones, in the uneasy way their voices faltered, in the way they avoided eye contact. But they couldn’t acknowledge it—not out loud. Because to speak about it, to name it, would be to give it power. To admit that Whisper’s End had secrets. Secrets so deep that they could choke the life out of a place. Secrets that had spread roots beneath the village, winding through the earth like weeds, reaching into the past, into the hearts of its people, and holding them there.

No one wanted to hear him anymore. Because they were already listening.

And Tom? He never spoke again.
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Jenny in the Dark
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Jenny hadn’t spoken in eight days.

Eight days of silence, and it was beginning to break her. She couldn’t even remember the last time she had formed a single word, couldn’t recall when it had all started. The silence was like a thick fog, rolling in and smothering everything. It wasn’t just that her mouth couldn’t form words; it was as though her thoughts had started to dissolve too, leaving her with nothing but a hollow hum where her mind used to be. She still thought in words—she was sure she did, at least. But they were slipping through her fingers, like smoke trying to hold onto something solid. The silence inside her skull had begun to change shape, grow sharper, more invasive. It was harder to think at all.

It was as if the more time passed, the less she was allowed to remember about herself. Her memories felt distant, disconnected, like someone else's life. The thoughts she did have were no longer her own—they belonged to something else, something ancient and unknowable. She didn’t know where she was anymore, or even how she got there. All she knew was that one moment, she had simply ended up standing at the edge of town, her bare feet sinking into the cold earth, her heart pounding in her chest.

The sinkhole was in front of her now, yawning like an open wound in the world. It had only appeared a week ago, but already it seemed as though it had always been there, waiting to swallow everything. It had started small, a crack in the ground, but now it was growing. Inch by inch, it ate away at the land, devouring the earth, grass, and time. The trees around it were leaning toward the hole, like they were being drawn in, or perhaps listening to something in the dark.

Jenny stood at its edge, barefoot and barely clothed in the flannel pyjama pants she’d been wearing for days, the shirt still smelling faintly of stale cigarettes, the scent of her life before this silence had taken hold. Her eyes were wide, red-veined from sleepless nights, and crusted with exhaustion. Her lips were cracked, dry from the endless waiting, and her skin, once warm with life, now felt like paper. But none of it mattered. She wasn’t hungry. She wasn’t tired. And she certainly wasn’t afraid—not anymore.

Because the silence had started talking to her.

Not in sound, no. There was no sound anymore, not really. Everything was muffled, as though the air itself had forgotten how to carry noise. But Jenny could hear it. She felt it in her bones, in the deep places of her body where the silence had started to root itself. It was familiar, this voice. Not like a person, but more like a feeling—a sensation that had been buried deep inside her, something long forgotten. It was like waking up from a dream that felt older than her very existence, a dream that belonged to someone else.

“You buried it here,” the silence whispered. “Long before you were born.”

Jenny didn’t know what it was that had been buried, but she knew, deep down, that it was calling her. She needed to go down into the earth. She didn’t question it. She didn’t even hesitate. There was no time for that now. It was all she could do to stand there at the edge of the hole, her toes digging into the dirt, her whole body trembling from the weight of what she couldn’t remember, and yet somehow already knew.

The ground cracked beneath her feet as if the earth itself was trying to speak. But she didn’t flinch. The sinkhole pulsed beneath her, a slow, wet heartbeat rising from the depths. The smell was overwhelming—earth and rust, yes, but also something far sweeter, far more putrid. Something like rotting fruit left out too long in the sun, decaying. She inhaled the scent of it deeply, her senses tingling with dread.

And then something moved.

It was below her, beneath the earth, but Jenny could feel it, feel the shifting of shapes in the dark. Not just one, but many—twisting, reaching. They had no faces, no form she could name. Just shapes, hungry shapes, writhing in the deep places of the earth, drawing her in. Jenny took a slow step forward, her bare toes crumbling the dirt at the edge of the hole. It was like the world had stopped turning around her, leaving only this single moment, this one last thing she was meant to do.

Behind her, the trees moved. Or, more accurately, the wind moved the trees, though Jenny could feel that there was no wind. There was only the memory of wind, a shadow of something that used to be. The leaves rustled as if they were alive, shifting in response to an unseen force. Something invisible passed between them, but there was nothing there, not really. Just the echo of a memory.

And Jenny remembered.

She remembered what Tom had said the night he stumbled into the diner.

“The silence knows. It remembers what we forget.”

And Jenny had forgotten something, hadn’t she? She tried to bring it to the surface, tried to recall her mother’s face. She searched for a single clear memory, but all she found was emptiness. The harder she tried to focus, the more the details slipped away from her, leaving only the silence behind.

And then, as if the silence itself had reached inside her and pulled it free, the memory came.

The night she lost her baby in the bathtub.

The one no one ever talked about. The one no one knew about.

The soundless horror of it filled her mind—the bubbles, the blood, the sheer panic of it. She could feel it all over again: the slippery grip of the baby’s body, the way everything had turned quiet, too quiet, the instant her voice had been stolen by the silence.

The silence had always known. It had never forgotten.

And now it showed her, clear as day. The baby, the blood, the screams that never left her throat.

Jenny dropped to her knees at the edge of the sinkhole. Her hands trembled as they dug into the dirt. The thing in the hole stirred, closer now, something massive and dark beneath the surface. The shadows below churned like water, twisting like something alive.

And then—it rose.

Not all the way. Not yet. Just enough for her to see it, to make out the shape of it.

A hand.

It was long, boneless, the fingers soaked like wet ropes. The skin was covered in eyes—too many eyes, blinking, moving, watching. It wasn’t human. It wasn’t animal. It was something ancient, something that had always been here, buried in the earth, fed on guilt, fear, and memory.

One of the eyes blinked, and then, inside her mind, a thousand voices whispered in unison:

“We are the debt. We are what your silence buys.”

Jenny opened her mouth, her chest heaving as she tried to scream.

But no sound came out. 

Only blood.
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The Boy Who Didn't Sleep
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Arlo Sullivan was ten years old and hadn’t slept in three days.

He didn’t look it. Not at first glance. He was pale, sure, with bruised half-moons beneath his eyes and the jittery energy of a kid hopped up on sugar, but there was something else behind his stare—something older than ten. Something cracked.

He lived on Pine Needle Lane, in the second-smallest house in Whisper’s End. The one with the rotting porch and the peeling green shutters. Inside, his father spent most days in a chair by the window, drinking until the world blurred and muttering about how “the silence was just grief, nothing more.” His grandmother lived upstairs, always praying loud enough to be heard through the floorboards. She lit candles in every room, even the bathroom, and burned incense that made Arlo’s eyes sting.

She told him the prayers kept “the silence demons” away.

Arlo didn’t believe in demons.

Demons, he figured, had rules. They had names. They had something they wanted. This—this thing—the creeping hush that was swallowing the town—it didn’t want anything. It didn’t knock or whisper bargains in the dark. It just was. A presence. A pressure. A feeling you got when you were alone and suddenly realised you weren’t.

It started small. He remembered that. The birds stopped singing. Then the cicadas. Then the hum of the fridge, the tick of the clock in the hallway, the tiny sounds that told
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