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Description :

Whispers of the Forgotten

A Mystery-Romance Thriller by Mano

In the heart of a decaying mansion lost to time, buried beneath layers of secrets and shadow, a conspiracy centuries in the making begins to unravel.

When brilliant forensic psychiatrist Dr. Aaryan Voss is summoned to investigate a chilling murder at the abandoned Ravenshade Estate, he finds more than a crime scene—he finds Leona Reid, a fearless investigative journalist with secrets of her own. Bound by a tragic history and an undeniable chemistry, the two must confront not only the darkness of the mansion but also the haunting truths that bind their fates together.

As whispers of a secret society—the Whispered Order—echo through ancient halls, Aaryan and Leona are pulled into a web of lies, betrayal, and forgotten love. Each clue they uncover leads to deeper danger, forcing them to choose: risk everything for the truth, or let the past remain buried.

But some truths refuse to stay silent.

With a blend of gripping mystery, slow-burn romance, and psychological twists, Whispers of the Forgotten is a breathtaking journey into the heart of obsession, redemption, and the power of love against impossible odds.

Table of Contents:


	Prologue – The Last Whisper

	Chapter 1 – The Mansion Calls

	Chapter 2 – Shadows of Arrival

	Chapter 3 – The Girl with the Journal

	Chapter 4 – Locked Doors, Hidden Past

	Chapter 5 – The Whispered Order

	Chapter 6 – Letters in the Dust

	Chapter 7 – Crossed Paths and Crossed Hearts

	Chapter 8 – Ghosts Don’t Sleep Here

	Chapter 9 – A Thread of Betrayal

	Chapter 10 – The Secret Beneath the Floorboards

	Chapter 11 – Cold Hands, Warm Memories

	Chapter 12 – Forbidden Room 23

	Chapter 13 – The Map of Lies

	Chapter 14 – Codes Only Love Can Break

	Chapter 15 – The Portrait That Weeps

	Chapter 16 – Between a Kiss and a Knife

	Chapter 17 – The Ritual of Silence

	Chapter 18 – Who Watches the Watchers

	Chapter 19 – Pieces of Her, Pieces of Him

	Chapter 20 – Betrayal in the Library

	Chapter 21 – The Fire That Started It All

	Chapter 22 – The Mask of Aaryan Voss

	Chapter 23 – Truth or Death

	Chapter 24 – The Hidden Passage Beneath

	Chapter 25 – Blood on the Key

	Chapter 26 – Leona’s Choice

	Chapter 27 – The Return of the First Whisper

	Chapter 28 – A Final Pact

	Chapter 29 – The Trial of Hearts

	Chapter 30 – The Fall of the Order

	Chapter 31 – The Last Room

	Chapter 32 – The Light Through the Cracks

	Chapter 33 – A Mansion Reborn

	Chapter 34 – Whispers into Words



Epilogue – After the Silence



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Preface
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Some stories are not written in ink.

They are etched in silence,

buried beneath floorboards,

and whispered through time.

Whispers of the Forgotten is more than a tale of murder and mystery. It is the haunting echo of lives torn apart by secrets, the unraveling of a love both cursed and sacred, and the quiet scream of truth clawing its way through the dark.

I wrote this story for those who believe that even the most broken hearts can find their way back to the light. For those who understand that truth—however painful—must rise. And for those who know that sometimes, love isn’t loud or perfect... it’s hidden in shadows, surviving on whispers.

This book is a journey through illusion and revelation, through conspiracy and trust, and through the fragile dance between justice and mercy. It is an ode to those who search—for answers, for hope, for each other.

To the forgotten:

Your voices are not lost.

We hear you now.

— Mano
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Dedication
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To the ones who search in silence—

for truth, for love,

for something lost in the shadows.

And to those who never stopped believing

that even the most forgotten whispers

deserve to be heard.

Author’s Note

When I began writing Whispers of the Forgotten, I didn’t set out to craft a simple mystery. I wanted to explore the deep, quiet spaces within us—where love and fear coexist, where memories become ghosts, and where truth hides behind locked doors.

This novel grew from my fascination with the idea that some truths, no matter how deeply buried, refuse to stay hidden. It is a story about what happens when you dare to uncover them... and when you dare to feel again.

Aaryan and Leona are two sides of the same wound—one running from the past, the other chasing it. Together, they represent the struggle between logic and emotion, between silence and confession. Through them, I wanted to tell a story that lingers—not only in the mind, but in the heart.

Thank you for stepping into this world.

May the whispers guide you through.

— Mano

——-STARTS——-

Prologue – The Last Whisper

The wind howled through the broken windowpanes of Whitmore Manor like a voice begging to be heard.

The once-grand estate stood in ruins, shrouded in ivy and legend, its stone walls weathered by time and silence. Inside, a single candle flickered on the edge of a writing desk, casting trembling shadows that danced like ghosts across the crumbling wallpaper.

An old man sat hunched over a leather-bound journal, his breath shallow, hands trembling. His name was Alaric Ward, the last known guardian of the mansion’s secret—an archivist of whispers, a keeper of the truth no one wanted to hear.

He dipped the nib of his fountain pen into the inkwell one final time. Outside, thunder cracked. Inside, he began to write:

"To those who find this, know that the truth is buried not in the ground, but in the hearts we choose to forget. They will come for this. They always do. But you must listen. Listen carefully—to the silence. That’s where the truth hides..."

A floorboard creaked behind him. He froze.

Not now.

He turned his head slowly, eyes wide with dread. Shadows moved where they shouldn’t. A gloved hand reached from the darkness, and before Alaric could cry out, silence fell like a guillotine.

The candle sputtered. Went out.

Only the journal remained—ink still wet on the page, a final whisper left behind for someone brave—or foolish—enough to follow it.

And far away, in another part of the country, a name was spoken for the first time in years.

“Dr. Aaryan Voss.”

The past had stirred.

And it was no longer content to stay buried.
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Chapter 1 – The Mansion Calls
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The photograph haunted him.

It had arrived without warning—no sender, no note, just a name in the subject line:

“Whitmore. The past is calling.”

Aaryan Voss leaned back in his leather chair, the hum of the university office around him fading into silence. He held the printed photo in one hand, his other clenched into a tight fist. The image was grainy but unmistakable: a man slumped over a wooden desk, blood soaking into faded parchment. An ornate candle was toppled at the edge of the frame. In the corner of the picture, almost lost in shadow, a symbol had been scrawled on the wall.

He hadn’t seen that symbol in years.

A whisper rose from the back of his mind, ancient and unwelcome. Whitmore Manor.

He should have deleted the email. He should have burned the photo.

Instead, he packed.

Two days later, as Aaryan drove into the heart of the Northern Highlands, mist curled like tendrils across the forest road. The car’s headlights cut through it in slow pulses, illuminating crooked trees and forgotten milestones. With every mile, memories came clawing back.

He hadn’t been back to the manor in over eleven years—not since the fire. Not since the night everything shattered.

Not since Leona.

Whitmore Manor appeared like a phantom out of the fog. Perched atop a cliff, the estate loomed—its broken spires and rotted balconies silhouetted against a bruised sky. Thunder murmured in the distance.

The wrought-iron gates groaned as he pushed them open by hand, the rust biting his palms. The gravel path beyond was overgrown, choked with weeds and nettles. But the house stood untouched—preserved in ruin, like it had been waiting.

Aaryan paused on the threshold. The front door was already ajar.

Inside, the manor was a tomb. Dust draped over furniture like burial sheets. Chandeliers hung like forgotten relics. The air was thick with the scent of damp wood, old secrets, and something else—faintly metallic, like blood that never quite faded.

He reached into his coat pocket and pulled out the photograph again. It was real. The scene. The blood. The symbol. He needed answers—and he wasn’t leaving without them.

A sound broke the silence.

Footsteps.

Deliberate. Confident. Familiar.

Aaryan turned toward the grand staircase, and there she was.

Leona Reid.

Time hadn’t touched her the way it had him. Her red scarf danced like fire against her storm-grey coat, and her eyes—sharp, calculating—still had that spark of rebellion he remembered. But behind them was something else. Wariness. Bitterness. Hurt.

“I didn’t think you'd come,” she said.

“I almost didn’t.”

“And yet here we are.”

There was a long silence.

Aaryan nodded toward the envelope she held. “Same photo?”

“Same blood.”

“How long have you know?”

“Since the day Alaric Ward disappeared.” Her voice cracked just slightly. “And now someone wants us both back here. Together.”

She stepped closer, boots echoing against the marble. “You think this is a trap?”

“Definitely.”

“Good,” she said, lifting her chin. “I’ve come for the truth anyway.”

Aaryan studied her, feeling the ache of a hundred words never spoken. Regret burned quietly in his chest. But he buried it, like he always did.

Without another word, he turned and stepped into the heart of the manor.

Leona followed.

Above them, the chandelier swayed on its rusted chain.

Below them, something ancient stirred.

And in the walls,

the house began to whisper.
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Chapter 2 – Shadows of Arrival
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The main hall of Whitmore stretched out like a memory neither of them wanted.

Columns rose into shadow, and faded portraits lined the cracked walls—ghosts of a lineage long erased. The scent of lavender, strangely fresh, hung faintly in the air. It didn’t belong. Nothing fresh belonged here.

Leona brushed her fingers along a banister, eyes scanning every corner with the precision of someone trained to notice the details others missed.

“This place...” she murmured. “It feels different.”

“It is different,” Aaryan said. “Or someone wants us to think so.”

They stepped into what had once been the drawing room. The fireplace was unlit, but there were fresh logs stacked neatly inside. On the mantelpiece, a silver clock had been wound—its ticking loud and deliberate.

Someone had been here. Recently.

Leona caught sight of something on the piano. She moved toward it, lifting a sheet of aged music paper. Beneath it—another photograph. Black and white. This time, it was of her. Much younger. Standing outside the manor... with Aaryan.

Leona flinched.

Aaryan took the photo from her, staring at it silently.

“We were happy that day,” she said, her voice soft, bitter. “Before the fire. Before the betrayal.”

“I never betrayed you,” Aaryan said quickly. “Not the way you think.”

“But you didn’t stay either, did you?”

His jaw tightened. Words hung in the air, heavy with a history they’d both buried. Or tried to.

Before he could speak again, something above them shifted. A slow, scraping sound. Floorboards creaking under weight. Footsteps? Or something else?

Leona was already moving, gun drawn from beneath her coat. “Attic?”

Aaryan nodded, eyes narrowing. “Let’s see who else decided to visit.”

They ascended the narrow servant staircase, walls lined with old sketches—many torn, some slashed with red ink. Names had been written and scratched out. A ritualistic feel lingered in the air.

At the top, the attic door was ajar.

Leona motioned for silence and pushed it open.

The room was cold, despite the spring outside. Light filtered through a cracked window, catching dust in golden rays. Boxes were stacked high, covered in cloth. And in the center of the floor, a circle had been drawn in chalk.

Inside it, old photographs, bits of bone, wax, and string formed a sigil.

Leona stepped inside the circle and froze.

“What is it?” Aaryan asked.

She picked up a locket from the center. Inside, a picture of her and her younger brother—before he vanished.

“Who the hell knows this much about us?” she whispered. Her hands shook slightly.

Aaryan examined the chalk symbols and frowned. “This isn’t just personal. This is ritualistic. Obsessive. Someone's orchestrating this. Studying us.”

Leona knelt and pulled back a curtain covering a nearby easel.

It was a painting of the fire—the manor ablaze. And in the window, two figures trapped. Screaming.

It was them.

Only... the artist had painted blood on Aaryan’s hands.

Leona stood slowly, turning toward him. “What is this supposed to mean?”

“I don’t know.”

“Don’t lie to me.”

“I’m not,” Aaryan snapped, eyes burning with emotion. “I came here for the truth too, Leona. Whoever is behind this—they want us to fall apart. To doubt each other.”

She stared at him a long time.

“I already did,” she whispered.

Outside, thunder cracked. Somewhere deeper in the manor, a piano key pressed down on its own.

They weren't alone.

And whatever had brought them here...

...was far from finished.
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Chapter 3 – The Girl with the Journal
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The storm outside had become a living thing. Wind howled through the cracks in the walls, and rain pounded the rooftop in a fury. It was as if the manor itself was being punished for remembering.

Aaryan and Leona moved through the west wing cautiously. This part of Whitmore hadn’t been touched in decades, sealed off after the fire. Every step stirred clouds of dust and awakened the faint scent of scorched wood and forgotten tears.

They entered a narrow hallway where the wallpaper had peeled into long, curling strips. On each side hung family portraits—faces now faded, some slashed by deep cuts, others missing entirely, as if someone had tried to erase them from memory.

Leona’s flashlight flickered. She tapped it. The light steadied—but her heart didn’t.

Ahead, they found the nursery door slightly ajar. The doorknob was coated in grime, but recently disturbed. A fresh handprint smudged through the dust.

Leona’s voice was tight. “This wing was sealed for over 50 years...”

Aaryan pushed the door open.

The nursery was a museum of the uncanny. Tiny chairs arranged in a circle. A mobile hanging from the ceiling, its paper moons gently spinning without breeze. On the far wall, a child’s mural painted in soft colors—trees, clouds, a lake—and a single black figure standing in the corner.

At a small writing desk under the window sat a cracked leather-bound journal, half-buried under a dusty cloth doll. The moment Leona touched the journal, the room seemed to exhale—a long, slow breath from a memory disturbed.

She opened it carefully. Inside were dozens of entries, dated between 1909 and 1913. The author: Eloise Ward, the youngest daughter of Alaric Ward—the last heir to the Whitmore estate before it was swallowed in fire.

“What would a girl that young write?” Aaryan murmured.

Leona flipped through the journal. “She was... gifted. Or haunted.”
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