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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






























d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
BENEATH
THE SURFACE

A TRILOGY OF TWISTED TALES

A R SRIVTRGS T





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





