The Garden of Untold Whispers




chapter 1: Homecoming Shadows

As the car pulled through the ornate iron gates and up the winding driveway, Tarzan felt a
palpable shift in the air. The familiar estate loomed before him, its grand fagade like a mask
concealing the unspoken tensions that lurked beneath the surface. With a deep breath, he
stepped out of the vehicle, his gaze sweeping over the manicured lawns and towering oak
trees — a setting so achingly familiar, yet now tinged with a sense of unease.

Tarzan had been away at college for four years, immersing himself in a world far beyond the
confines of his childhood home. Now, as he stood on the threshold, he couldn't shake the
feeling that something had changed — an invisible shift in the delicate balance of his family
dynamics.

As he approached the ornate front door, it swung open, and his mother stood there, a weary
smile plastered across her face. "Tarzan, darling, you're home." Her voice held a forced
cheerfulness that didn't quite reach her eyes. Tarzan noticed the worry lines etched deep into
her brow, a stark contrast to the vibrant woman he remembered.

"It's good to be back, Mom." He leaned in, accepting her embrace, but there was a
hesitancy in her touch, a subtle tension that hadn't been there before.

Stepping into the foyer, Tarzan felt the weight of his father's gaze boring into him. The older
man stood stiffly, his arms folded across his chest, his expression unreadable. "Welcome
home, son," he said, the words clipped and devoid of warmth.



