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📖 WHISPERS OF THE VELVET MOON

A contemporary romance with mystery, longing, and emotional healing
By Moniruz Zaman

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​Preface
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Some stories begin with a heartbeat; others with a wave.
This one began with both.
Whispers of the Velvet Moon is a tale of love lost and found, of grief that lingers like sea mist, and of second chances that come when we least expect them—wrapped in mystery, bound by memory, and bathed in moonlight.

Set in the quiet coastal town of Velvet Cove, this story follows Elara and Kael—two souls caught in the undertow of the same past, drawn together by fate, forgiveness, and a journal that washes ashore with secrets that refuse to stay buried.

It’s about what happens when we stop running from the storm and learn to stand in the rain.

This is for anyone who’s ever loved deeply, lost quietly, and dared to hope again.
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​The Journal
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The wind sighed along the shoreline like a memory too tender to name.

Elara Voss stood at the edge of Velvet Cove, where the sea spoke in murmurs only the lonely seemed to understand. Her boots sank into the soft, damp sand, anchoring her as the tide inched forward like a curious hand. The sky had begun its slow surrender tonight, melting into bruised shades of purple and blue. Overhead, the moon hung heavy, haloed in a haze that shimmered oddly—velvet, she thought, like a bruise touched by starlight.

She wrapped her scarf tighter, shielding herself from the cold breath of the ocean and the ghosts it carried.

This was her ritual.

Sketching at dusk was less about capturing beauty and more about finding quiet—a pause from the grief that still gnawed at her edges. Her charcoal pencil moved with practiced ease across the pages of her weathered sketchbook: the rise of cliffs that cradled the town, the restless waves crashing against stone, the silhouetted gulls diving like scattered thoughts.

Each line was a breath. Each smudge is a memory.

Just as she reached for her eraser, a glint of something out of place caught her eye—half-buried in the tide line, tangled in seaweed and sand.

She frowned and stepped closer.

A book. Or what had once been one.

Its leather cover was warped and cracked, swollen from saltwater and time. The spine looked nearly broken, and strands of seaweed clung to its pages like delicate green threads. It should’ve felt like nothing—just the ocean coughing up more debris—but something about it made her pulse quicken.

She crouched down, brushing the sand away gently, as if afraid it might crumble under her touch.

There were no markings on the cover. No title. No name. Just weathered leather and an odd sense of reverence, like finding a bottle with a message inside or hearing your name whispered in an empty room.

She hesitated.

Common sense told her to toss it aside. Maybe it was someone’s journal, lost overboard. Maybe it was just garbage, destined to dry up and fall apart.

But then again, curiosity was a dangerous, familiar thing.

The same kind of quiet instinct had once led her into a storm of love—beautiful, all-consuming, and, in the end, tragic. The same curiosity had made her open her heart to Theo... And five years ago, it had nearly destroyed her.

Still, her fingers closed around the journal.

The chill of the leather startled her.

She held it to her chest like a secret. Something inside her stirred—not quite fear, not quite recognition, but a strange ache, as though she were waking from a dream and stepping into one at the same time.

The tide hissed as it pulled away, leaving the sand wet and glistening in its retreat.

Without another glance back, Elara turned and made her way up the path that led to her cottage, the journal tucked under one arm, her sketchbook under the other.

Behind her, the waves kept whispering.

And above her, the velvet moon watched silently, as if waiting.
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​Stranger Under the Velvet Moon
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The storm had come quietly—more whisper than roar.

Rain laced the windows of Elara’s seaside cottage in gentle patterns like fingers trailing secrets down the glass. Wind crept beneath the shutters, carrying with it the scent of salt and something else... anticipation.

Inside, she sat by the flickering fire, legs curled beneath her, the leather-bound journal resting on her lap like a sleeping creature. She hadn’t dared open it immediately. It had sat on her kitchen table for hours, daring her to look. And now, under the hush of the storm and the hush of her own breath, she finally peeled it open.

The first few pages were stained and brittle. But as she delved deeper into its heart, the words came alive.

The ink bled at the edges, blurred and trembling from the sea, but still legible—like memories refusing to fade.


“She paints with the sadness of the sea—waves of memory and longing. He watches from afar, unsure if his presence will heal her or break her all over again...”


Elara’s breath caught in her throat.

It wasn’t just poetry. It was her—the brush of her hand across the canvas, the ache that lived behind her ribcage, the solitude she wore like armor. These were not just words.

They were witnesses.

She flipped through page after page, reading fragments that mirrored her life—unsettling in their precision.


“She doesn’t speak of him. But the ocean remembers, even if she won’t.”

“Her eyes search the sea even when she swears she’s done waiting.”

“Loss is a tide. You can’t outrun it—you can only learn to float.”


Each passage was a bruise pressed gently, insistently. She felt exposed as if someone had broken into her thoughts and spilled them onto paper.

And then, the final entry—written in a different hand, slightly more rushed, as if the words couldn’t come fast enough:


“When the moon turns velvet, I will find her. Or she will find me.”


The storm stilled for a breath. The fire crackled softly.

And then—

Knock.

One sharp rap at the door, like punctuation at the end of a sentence she hadn’t finished reading.

She froze.

A second knock followed. Firmer. Unapologetic.

The journal slid from her lap.

With cautious steps, she approached the door. The wind howled just beyond, but this wasn’t the wind.

She opened it.

There, standing soaked and windblown, was a man. Tall. Weather-worn. His hair was tousled from the sea air, dark strands clinging to his forehead. His coat clung to his frame, dripping onto her porch, but he didn’t seem to notice. Or care.

His eyes—those eyes—were a shade of gray that belonged to storms and shipwrecks. And they locked onto hers with a kind of quiet familiarity that made her chest tighten.

Neither spoke for a moment.

Then, his gaze dropped to the journal clutched in her hand.

“I believe,” he said
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