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Preface

Sometimes, the quietest places hold the loudest secrets. Cedar Creek, the small town where this story unfolds, might seem like any other, but beneath its calm surface lies a tangled web of mysteries and unspoken truths. Can You Hear Me? is my attempt to pull back the curtain on that silence, to listen closely to the whispers that often go unheard.

When I started writing this book, I found myself drawn into the lives of Mark, Laura, and Detective Harris. They became more than just characters to me—they became companions on a journey filled with unexpected twists and unsettling discoveries. Through them, I explored the fragility of trust, the weight of secrets, and the lengths people will go to protect their truths.

This story isn’t just about solving a murder; it’s about the people involved, their fears, their hopes, and their desperate need for answers. It’s about those moments when everything you thought you knew gets turned upside down, and you’re left questioning who to trust and where to turn.

Writing this book was as much a journey for me as it will be for you reading it. There were moments when I felt as lost as the characters, unsure of where the story would lead. But just like Mark and Laura, I kept digging, kept listening to the whispers in the dark, and slowly, the truth began to take shape.

I invite you to step into Cedar Creek with me, to walk its quiet streets and peer into its shadowed corners. As you read, I hope you’ll feel the same sense of curiosity and urgency that drove me to write this story. And when you reach the end, I hope you’ll find yourself wondering, just like I did, what other secrets are still waiting to be uncovered.

The journey isn’t over, not by a long shot. There’s still so much more to hear, so much more to discover. The question that lingers throughout these pages—Can you hear me?—is more than just a plea. It’s an invitation to listen, to pay attention to the details, and to seek out the truth, no matter how deeply it’s buried.

So, welcome to Cedar Creek. The truth is out there, waiting to be heard. Let’s see if you can find it.

Prologue

The night had a way of wrapping Cedar Creek in a shroud of stillness, as if the town itself was holding its breath, waiting for something to break the silence. On this particular evening, the darkness seemed thicker, more oppressive, as though it knew a secret that no one else did.

In the heart of the town, the old clock tower chimed midnight, its echoes bouncing off the empty streets. The sound was familiar, comforting even, but tonight it felt different—like a countdown to something inevitable.

Charles Whitmore stood alone in his study, the dim light of a single lamp casting long shadows across the room. He was a man who had seen much in his lifetime, but tonight there was a weight in his chest that he couldn’t shake. He knew something was coming, something that would change everything.

The letter lay open on his desk, the words scrawled in a hurried hand. It was a warning, a final plea for him to abandon his quest for the truth. But Charles was never one to back down. He had spent years unravelling the secrets of Cedar Creek, and he was too close now to stop.

Outside, the wind picked up, rustling the leaves and sending a chill through the air. Charles moved to the window, staring out into the darkness. He could feel the town’s secrets pressing in on him, the weight of all those untold stories threatening to crush him.

He didn’t hear the door creak open behind him. Didn’t sense the presence that slipped silently into the room. His thoughts were too consumed with the mystery he was so close to solving.

But as the clock struck twelve, a sharp pain shot through his chest, stealing his breath and sending him crashing to the floor. His vision blurred, the edges of the room fading into darkness. And in that final moment, as his life slipped away, he heard a voice—soft, almost a whisper.

“Can you hear me?”

Then, there was nothing.

Cedar Creek had claimed another secret, another life. The town’s silence was unbroken, but the echoes of that night would linger, waiting for someone brave enough to listen, to uncover the truth buried in the shadows.

And so, the story begins.
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Chapter 1: Whispers in the Dark
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The town of Cedar Creek was the kind of place where everyone knew each other’s business, where whispers could travel faster than the morning paper. But tonight, as the clock struck midnight and the last lights flickered out, Cedar Creek felt different. The wind that usually carried the scent of pine trees and fresh rain now brought with it a chilling silence. It was as if the town itself was holding its breath, waiting for something—or someone.

Martha Donovan sat alone in her small kitchen, the soft hum of the refrigerator the only sound breaking the eerie stillness. She wasn’t usually one to stay up this late, but tonight was different. A strange sense of unease had settled over her like a heavy fog, making her too restless to sleep. She sipped her lukewarm tea, her eyes fixed on the old radio that sat on the counter. It hadn’t worked in years, but tonight, it crackled to life.

“Martha...”

Her name floated through the static, so faint she almost thought she’d imagined it. But the voice came again, clearer this time, sending a shiver down her spine.

“Martha... can you hear me?”

Her breath hitched. She reached out a trembling hand to turn up the volume, but the radio fell silent as quickly as it had started. She stared at it, heart pounding, a thousand thoughts racing through her mind. Was it a trick of the mind, a product of her tired imagination? Or was someone trying to reach out to her from beyond?

[image: Free Black and white of small building on empty street with bright luminous streetlamp Stock Photo]

Martha had never been one to believe in ghosts, but that voice—it had sounded so familiar. She couldn’t shake the feeling that she knew it, that it was someone she’d once cared about, someone who was no longer in this world. She forced herself to take a deep breath, convincing herself that it was nothing more than a glitch, a freak occurrence. But deep down, she knew something was wrong.

The next morning, Martha couldn’t shake the unease. She decided to pay a visit to the one person who might be able to help her make sense of it all—Father O’Leary. The old priest had seen his fair share of strange things in Cedar Creek, and if anyone could shed light on this, it was him.

As she walked down the narrow streets toward the church, the town seemed different, almost ominous. The usual chatter of neighbours and the clatter of footsteps on cobblestones were absent, replaced by an unsettling quiet. She couldn’t help but notice the way people seemed to avoid eye contact, as if they, too, were feeling the same strange tension in the air.

When she reached the church, the doors were open, and Father O’Leary was there, his face etched with concern. He didn’t wait for her to speak. “Martha,” he said, his voice low and serious, “you’re not the only one. Others have heard it too.”

Martha’s heart skipped a beat. “Heard what?”

“The voice,” he replied, his eyes dark with something Martha couldn’t quite place—fear, perhaps? “It’s been calling out to different people in town. Late at night, just like you said. But no one knows where it’s coming from.”

A chill ran down Martha’s spine. “Who do you think it is?”

Father O’Leary shook his head slowly. “I don’t know. But I have a feeling we’re about to find out.”

That night, as darkness fell over Cedar Creek once again, the town was anything but quiet. Windows were shuttered, doors bolted, and families huddled together, whispering prayers and hoping the strange voice wouldn’t reach them. But it did. It started with Martha, the voice stronger this time, more insistent. And then it spread, each house hearing the same haunting call, the same question that no one could answer.

“Can you hear me?”

In the following days, the voice became the only thing anyone talked about. People began to share their own experiences—whispers in the dark, the feeling of being watched, strange shadows flickering in the corners of their vision. The town’s collective anxiety grew, and with it, so did the mystery. The police were baffled, unable to trace the origin of the voice. The mayor called in experts from the city, but even they couldn’t explain it. Cedar Creek was spiralling into fear, and no one knew how to stop it.
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