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Whispers of the Forgotten began as a story about memory—but it became something more:
a journey through lifetimes, love that endures death, and identity stretched across time.
Writing this book was like recovering a dream I had forgotten I’d lived.
I hope it awakens something in you, too.
To everyone who believes that stories matter—

Thank you for remembering with me.

— Nithit Saentaweesuk
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Chapter 1: The Girl Who Dreams in Ashes
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Maya Sinclair awoke to smoke.

Not the acrid bite of something burning in her apartment, but the thick, choking haze of a memory she couldn't place—one that lingered only in dreams. The world outside her window was quiet, just the hum of early-morning Manhattan. But inside her mind, the flames still roared.

She sat upright in bed, her sheets tangled around her legs, breath shallow. The scent of incense clung faintly to her skin—sandalwood and ash. Her fingers trembled as she reached for the notebook beside her pillow.

Another page had been filled.

A woman in crimson robes stood at the center of the sketch, arms outstretched, her face twisted in agony as fire consumed the palace behind her. Above her, a man in black turned away, his silhouette sharp against the inferno.

Maya didn’t remember drawing it.

She never did.

She flipped back through the pages: towers with crescent moon insignias, sigils she didn’t recognize, battlefields painted in charcoal. None of them made sense. Yet every one of them was hers.

Or at least, they came from her hand.

She rubbed at her eyes, trying to shake the heaviness that clung to her chest. It was just a dream. A weird, recurring, artistic dream. Her therapist had a dozen theories—stress, suppressed memories, even past-life symbolism. Maya had mostly humored them.

Until now.

She got up, moved to the kitchenette, and poured herself coffee. The morning paper was still outside her door, half-soaked in slush. February in New York always carried a weight, but this year it felt heavier.

As she sat down to check her emails, she noticed something unusual.

An envelope.

Not delivered by post. Just... slipped under her door.

Her name was written in careful ink strokes, old-fashioned. No return address.

She opened it.

Inside, a single line on plain parchment:

“You’re not mad. You’re remembering.”

Maya froze.

The paper trembled in her hands.

Outside, snow began to fall—soft and slow.
But inside her mind, the fire had started again.
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Chapter 2: The Marked Seer
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(Ancient Timeline – Lira)

The moon pool was silent.

Lira knelt on the polished obsidian floor, head bowed beneath the thin veil that marked her as Seer to the throne. Silver threads in her robe shimmered in the torchlight as the ritual began—delicate and deceiving, much like prophecy itself.

Before her, the sacred pool lay still as glass. It reflected not her face, but the stars—unchanging, unreachable, and always watching.

She touched the surface with her fingertips. The water rippled.

A breath.

A flicker of heat behind her eyes.

Then—

A woman in red screamed as a palace burned.

The vision struck with no warning. Lira gasped, clutching at her chest as flames poured through her mind—not her own fire, but someone else’s. A foreign soul. A foreign world.

And a name, unspoken but unmistakable, bloomed behind her ribs like a wound.

Maya.

The image vanished.

Lira collapsed onto her side, sweat dotting her brow despite the chill of the temple air.

Across the hall, the Queen’s priestess stepped forward with concern poorly hidden beneath a frown. “You saw something?”

Lira forced herself to sit up, voice dry. “A woman. A city of glass. Smoke. A man walking away from her... as if he’d done it before.”

The priestess scoffed. “Dreams from distant lifetimes mean nothing, Seer. The court seeks prophecy, not ghosts.”

But Lira wasn’t so sure.

After the priestess left, she remained alone with the pool. The surface had stilled once more—but the echo remained, ringing in her bones.

She made her way to the Scroll Vault, where records of forbidden visions were kept under lock and seal. She’d never dared to touch them before.

Tonight, she broke the seal.

Inside the dust-cloaked chamber, she found it.

A scroll long marked VOIDED BY ROYAL DECREE, yet kept—curiously—on the highest shelf.

“Two souls shall mirror each other across the river of time.
One will awaken. One will burn.
And when they meet, the Weave shall tremble.”
At the bottom of the scroll, a final warning had been scrawled in crimson:

“The Two-Souled One must never remember too soon.”

Lira's fingers tightened around the parchment.

Because she had seen the other soul.

And that soul... had already awakened.
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Chapter 3: Echoes Through Glass
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(Modern Timeline – Maya)

The subway car screeched to a halt under 42nd Street. Maya’s reflection stared back at her in the glass window—only, for a moment, it didn’t.

She blinked.

Just before the train stopped, the woman in the window had moved out of sync. Her eyes turned before Maya's did. Her lips parted, whispering something Maya couldn’t hear.

Then it was gone.

“Okay,” she murmured to herself, adjusting her scarf as she stepped onto the platform. “Sleep deprivation is officially messing with me.”

But deep down, she wasn’t convinced.

That morning had already been strange. The envelope with the strange message. The dream again—clearer this time, sharper. And now this mirror glitch.

She surfaced from the underground to a gray sky spitting sleet over midtown Manhattan. Her apartment was only three blocks away, but she took the long route—trying to walk off the unease.

On the corner near her building, she paused at the bookshop window.

There, in the display, was a painting—newly mounted and unfamiliar. A ruined palace crumbling into fire. And beside it, a girl in crimson, reaching out as if to be pulled from the canvas.

Maya stumbled back.

That was her dream.

Exactly.

She rushed inside, heart pounding.

“Where did you get that?” she demanded, pointing at the artwork.

The clerk, a bored art student chewing gum, shrugged. “Some guy dropped it off yesterday. Said it was consignment. Never left a name.”

Maya stared.

At the corner of the painting, a signature had been carved—not painted.

A stylized letter L.

She didn’t buy the painting. She didn’t need to.

She had already drawn it—in pieces—in her sketchbook. She just didn’t know how.

. . .

Back in her apartment, she rifled through her notebooks until she found it: a half-finished page. Her hand had rendered the same burning palace two nights ago. She flipped to the next sketch: a man in black robes, holding a sword of silver flame.

The same man from the painting.

A knock came at her door.

She jumped.

When she opened it, a man stood in the hallway with tousled dark hair, a long gray coat, and a quiet kind of intensity that unnerved her more than anything else.

“Sorry to bother,” he said calmly. “I just moved in next door.”

His voice was familiar.

She stared at him. “Do I know you?”

“No,” he said. “But... I know you.”

He held up something in his hand.

One of her sketches.

The Moon Temple. A design she'd never seen anywhere but in her dreams.

“I found this in my mailbox,” he said. “I think it was meant for you.”

Maya swallowed hard.

“What’s your name?”

He smiled faintly.

“Aedric.”
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