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Introduction

Some truths whisper. 

Others scream. 

And some wait patiently in the shadows, watching everything. 

The Truth Saw Everything is a suspense thriller about deception, corruption, loyalty, and the dangerous cost of uncovering what powerful people want hidden. 

As Ethan Hale follows a trail of clues left behind by a murdered filmmaker, he finds himself trapped in a deadly game where nobody can be trusted and every answer reveals an even darker secret. 

But the greatest mystery isn't who committed the crimes. 

It's why the truth remained buried for so long. 

Welcome to the investigation. 
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Chapter 1: The Man Behind Closed Eyes

The morning rush in Kuala Lumpur had already begun. 

Cars crawled through the busy streets beneath towering glass buildings. Motorcycles squeezed between lanes. Street vendors opened their stalls, filling the humid air with the smell of fried noodles, coffee, and freshly baked pastries. 

Inside a small apartment overlooking the city, Ethan Rahman sat quietly at a piano. 

His fingers moved across the keys with effortless precision. 

The melody drifted through the room like a conversation between old friends. Every note carried emotion—joy, regret, longing, hope. Ethan lost himself in the music, as he always did. 

For those few minutes, nothing else mattered. 

Not the unpaid bills stacked on the kitchen counter. 

Not the landlord's messages demanding rent. 

Not the loneliness that had become a permanent resident in his life. 

Just the music. 

When the final note faded, silence settled around him. 

Ethan smiled faintly. 

"Still sounds terrible," he muttered to himself. 

The joke made him laugh. 

Most people would have disagreed. Ethan was one of the most talented pianists anyone had ever heard. The problem was that very few people had heard him. 

Talent alone wasn't enough. 

Not in a city where everyone was competing for attention. 

Not in a world where people noticed stories before they noticed skill. 

He stood up and walked towards the window. 

The city stretched endlessly before him. 

He could see every detail. 

The morning sunlight reflecting from skyscrapers. 

The red taxi waiting at a traffic light. 

A young boy chasing pigeons across a pavement. 

Everything. 

Which was ironic. 

Because by noon, everyone he met would believe he couldn't see any of it. 

Ethan walked to his bedroom and opened a small wooden drawer. 

Inside lay a pair of dark sunglasses. 

He picked them up carefully. 

The glasses were ordinary. 

Nothing special. 

Yet they had completely changed his life. 

Three years earlier, Ethan had made a strange decision. 

At the time, it had seemed harmless. 

Almost amusing. 

He had been struggling to focus while practising. Friends constantly interrupted him. Neighbours wanted conversations. Random distractions pulled him away from the piano. 

One day, he began rehearsing with his eyes closed. 

Something unexpected happened. 

His concentration improved. 

Without visual distractions, every sound became clearer. 

Every note felt sharper. 

Every mistake became impossible to ignore. 

For weeks, he practised this way. 

Then curiosity turned into an experiment. 

He started pretending to be blind whenever he performed in public. 

At first, it was only for music. 

Nothing more. 

But people reacted differently. 

They listened longer. 

They paid more attention. 

They remembered him. 

Restaurant owners offered him opportunities. 

Strangers left larger tips. 

Suddenly, Ethan wasn't just another musician. 

He was the blind pianist. 

The story attracted people before the music ever could. 

The experiment should have ended after a few weeks. 

Instead, it became a habit. 

Then a lifestyle. 

Then a secret. 

Three years later, almost everyone in his life believed the lie. 

Sometimes Ethan hated himself for it. 

Other times he convinced himself that no real harm was being done. 

After all, he still played every note himself. 

The talent was genuine. 

Only the blindness was fake. 

Yet lately, the guilt had started growing heavier. 

Every lie demanded another lie to support it. 

Every performance required constant attention. 

One careless mistake could expose everything. 

He slipped on the sunglasses. 

Instantly, his reflection transformed. 

The confident young musician disappeared. 

In his place stood a quiet man who appeared vulnerable and dependent. 

People saw what they expected to see. 

That was the funny thing about human beings. 

Most of the time, they never looked closely. 

Ethan grabbed his piano case and left the apartment. 

The lift carried him down to the ground floor. 

As soon as the doors opened, the performance began. 

His shoulders relaxed. 

His movements slowed slightly. 

He kept his gaze fixed forward. 

Years of practice made the act effortless. 

The security guard near the entrance smiled. 

"Morning, Ethan." 

Ethan nodded. 

"Morning." 

"Heading to another performance?" 

"Trying to." 

"Good luck." 

"Thanks." 

The guard opened the door for him. 

A small gesture. 

One of hundreds Ethan received every week. 

He stepped onto the busy pavement. 

People immediately adjusted their behaviour around him. 

A woman moved aside to clear his path. 

A teenager offered assistance crossing a road. 

An elderly man warned him about a construction barrier ahead. 

Kindness appeared everywhere. 

And every act of kindness made Ethan feel slightly worse. 

Because he knew the truth. 

He wasn't blind. 

Not even close. 

Yet he accepted the help anyway. 

The contradiction followed him through the city like a shadow. 

A short train ride later, Ethan arrived in the Bukit Bintang district. 

The area buzzed with life. 

Tourists snapped photographs. 

Street performers entertained crowds. 

Shoppers moved between luxury stores and crowded markets. 

Ethan walked confidently despite pretending otherwise. 

Years of observation allowed him to memorise routes with remarkable accuracy. 

Eventually, he reached a familiar café. 

The scent of coffee greeted him before he entered. 

A bell chimed above the door. 

Immediately, a cheerful voice called out. 

"You're late." 

Ethan smiled. 

"I know that voice." 

"Obviously." 

The woman behind the counter laughed. 

Her name was Maya Tan. 

Twenty-eight years old. 

Bright smile. 

Sharp wit. 

Endless energy. 

And unfortunately for Ethan, she was one of the few people whose opinion actually mattered to him. 

The first time they'd met, Maya had spent nearly an hour listening to him play. 

Unlike everyone else, she hadn't focused on his blindness. 

She had focused on his music. 

That alone made her different. 

"Traffic?" she asked. 

"Train." 

"Same thing." 

Ethan chuckled. 

Maya placed a coffee in front of him. 

"Your usual." 

"You know I didn't order anything." 

"You always order the same thing." 

"That's not the point." 

She grinned. 

"Drink your coffee." 

Ethan lifted the cup. 

The aroma was perfect. 

"One day I'm going to start paying for these." 

"One day I'm going to let you." 

For a moment, neither spoke. 

Comfortable silence settled between them. 

Something Ethan rarely experienced with anyone else. 

Maya leaned against the counter. 

"So, any performances this week?" 

"A few." 

"Enough to survive?" 

"Barely." 

"That's musician language for no." 

Ethan laughed. 

"Probably." 

Her expression softened. 

"You deserve better." 

He looked down at his coffee. 

Compliments always made him uncomfortable. 

Especially from her. 

Because if Maya ever discovered his secret, she might never look at him the same way again. 

And that possibility frightened him more than he cared to admit. 

Outside, rain clouds slowly gathered above the city skyline. 

The day was only beginning. 

Neither of them realised that before long, a single invitation would pull Ethan into a nightmare from which there would be no easy escape. 

A nightmare that would begin with a murder. 

And end with a truth no one wanted revealed. 

Rain finally arrived just after midday. 

Heavy drops struck the café windows, turning the busy streets of Bukit Bintang into a blur of headlights and umbrellas. Customers rushed inside to escape the downpour, filling the small space with conversation and laughter. 

Ethan remained seated near the window. 

The rain had always inspired him. 

There was something musical about it. Every drop seemed to follow its own rhythm, creating a melody that no composer could ever fully capture. 

Maya was busy serving customers, moving from table to table with her usual energy. 

Watching her always fascinated Ethan. 

No matter how crowded the café became, she somehow managed to make every customer feel welcome. 

A few minutes later, she finally returned to the counter and let out an exhausted sigh. 

"Remind me why I wanted to own a café?" 

Ethan smiled. 

"Because you're crazy." 

"That explains a lot." 

She laughed and wiped her hands on her apron. 

"Actually, I wanted to ask you something." 

The tone in her voice caught Ethan's attention. 

"What is it?" 

"My father needs a pianist." 

Ethan raised an eyebrow. 

"For what?" 

"For his restaurant." 

That surprised him. 

Maya's father owned one of the most respected restaurants in Kuala Lumpur. The place attracted business executives, celebrities, tourists, and politicians. 

It was exactly the kind of venue Ethan had spent years trying to access. 

"You've never mentioned that before," he said. 

"Because he never wanted live music." 

"And now?" 

"Now he suddenly thinks piano music creates atmosphere." 

"Interesting." 

"That's one word for it." 

Ethan laughed. 

"What's the catch?" 

"There isn't one." 

"There is always a catch." 

Maya rolled her eyes. 

"Fine. My father is impossible to impress." 

"Ah." 

"There it is." 

The famous Mr Tan had a reputation. 

Demanding. 

Critical. 

Perfectionist. 

Several words came to mind, and none sounded pleasant. 

"If I perform badly?" Ethan asked. 

"He'll tell you." 

"And if I perform well?" 

"He probably won't say anything." 

"That sounds encouraging." 

"It gets worse." 

Ethan groaned dramatically. 

Maya couldn't help laughing. 

"Look, I'm serious. I recommended you because you're talented. Not because you're my friend." 

The words warmed him more than they should have. 

Friend. 

He liked hearing that. 

Maybe a little too much. 

"When do I start?" he asked. 

Maya's smile widened instantly. 

"Tonight." 

"Tonight?" 

"Please tell me you're free." 

Ethan shook his head. 

"Apparently, I am." 

"Good." 

Before he could say anything else, she disappeared into the kitchen. 

A moment later she returned carrying a small notebook. 

She quickly wrote an address and handed it to him. 

"Be there at seven." 

Ethan glanced at the paper. 

The restaurant was located in a wealthy district of the city. 

Exactly the kind of place he could never afford to visit as a customer. 

"You really think your father will like me?" 

Maya folded her arms. 

"I think he'll like your music." 

"What about me?" 

"No promises." 

They both laughed. 

Yet as the conversation ended, Ethan noticed something unusual. 

Hope. 

A feeling he hadn't experienced in a long time. 

For years, he had drifted from performance to performance, barely surviving. 

Perhaps this opportunity could finally change that. 

Perhaps things were about to improve. 

The thought stayed with him throughout the afternoon. 

By six o'clock, the rain had stopped. 

The city glowed beneath fresh evening lights. 

Ethan returned to his apartment to prepare. 

His black suit hung neatly inside a wardrobe. 

He rarely wore it. 

Most of his performances took place in cafés, small events, or hotel lounges. 

Tonight felt different. 

Important. 

He adjusted his tie and stared at himself in the mirror. 

The familiar sunglasses rested on the table beside him. 

For a moment, he hesitated. 

A strange question entered his mind. 

What would happen if he stopped pretending? 

What if he walked into the restaurant and simply told the truth? 

The answer arrived immediately. 

Everything would collapse. 

Every opportunity. 

Every connection. 

Every advantage. 

Three years of carefully maintained deception would disappear overnight. 

No. 

The lie had become too large. 

Too complicated. 

Too dangerous to abandon. 

With a sigh, he picked up the glasses and put them on. 

The performance resumed. 

The blind pianist was ready for another evening. 

An hour later, Ethan arrived at Tan Dynasty Restaurant. 

The building itself looked impressive. 

Large glass walls reflected the city lights. 

Elegant lanterns illuminated the entrance. 

Luxury cars lined the driveway. 

A doorman greeted him immediately. 

"Good evening, sir." 

Ethan nodded politely. 

Inside, the restaurant was stunning. 

Golden lighting created a warm atmosphere. 

Soft conversations filled the air. 

The scent of expensive food drifted through the dining room. 

Near the centre of the room stood a beautiful grand piano. 

Ethan stopped. 

For a musician, the sight was almost breathtaking. 

The instrument looked immaculate. 

Someone had taken excellent care of it. 

A voice interrupted his thoughts. 

"You must be Ethan." 

He turned. 

A man in his early sixties stood nearby. 

Grey hair. 

Sharp eyes. 

Perfect posture. 

Mr Tan. 

The resemblance to Maya was unmistakable. 

Even though his expression was considerably less friendly. 

"Good evening," Ethan said. 

Mr Tan studied him carefully. 

The silence stretched. 

Long enough to become uncomfortable. 

Finally, the older man spoke. 

"My daughter speaks highly of you." 

"That's kind of her." 

"We'll see if she's right." 

Direct. 

Exactly as Maya had warned. 

Mr Tan gestured towards the piano. 

"Play." 

No introduction. 

No conversation. 

No interview. 

Just one word. 

Play. 

Ethan almost laughed. 

Instead, he sat down at the piano. 

His fingers rested gently on the keys. 

The restaurant faded away. 

The conversations disappeared. 

The pressure vanished. 

This was the only place where Ethan never needed to pretend. 

Music demanded honesty. 

Nothing less. 

He began playing. 

A soft melody emerged. 

Elegant. 

Emotional. 

Powerful. 

The notes flowed effortlessly through the restaurant. 

Conversations gradually quietened. 

Customers looked towards the piano. 

Several stopped eating altogether. 

The room changed. 

Music had that effect. 

It transformed ordinary moments into memories. 

For nearly twenty minutes, Ethan played without interruption. 

When the final note ended, silence followed. 

Then applause erupted throughout the restaurant. 

Unexpected. 

Genuine. 

Warm. 

Ethan stood slowly. 

For the first time that evening, he allowed himself to smile. 

The performance had worked. 

Somewhere nearby, he heard Maya clapping enthusiastically. 

The sound made him grin even more. 

A few moments later, Mr Tan approached again. 

His expression remained difficult to read. 

"Well?" Ethan asked. 

The older man crossed his arms. 

"You start tomorrow." 

That was all. 

No compliment. 

No praise. 

Nothing. 

Yet somehow it felt like the highest compliment imaginable. 

Maya appeared beside her father. 

"Told you." 

Mr Tan sighed. 

"I regret admitting that." 

Maya laughed. 

Ethan joined her. 

For the first time in years, life seemed to be moving in the right direction. 

None of them realised that a man sitting quietly in the corner of the restaurant had been watching the performance with great interest. 

A man whose invitation would soon change Ethan's life forever. 

And lead him directly towards murder. 

The applause gradually faded, and the restaurant returned to its normal rhythm. 

Customers resumed their conversations. Waiters carried dishes between tables. Glasses clinked softly beneath the warm glow of the lights. 

Yet Ethan remained seated at the piano. 

A pleasant exhaustion settled over him. 

It had been a long time since a performance felt genuinely rewarding. 

Most nights ended with polite smiles and modest payments. Tonight felt different. 

For the first time in years, he could imagine a future that wasn't dominated by uncertainty. 

Perhaps Maya had been right. 

Perhaps this opportunity could change everything. 

He played a few quiet notes while the evening continued around him. 

Nearby, Maya was speaking with customers who had complimented the music. 

Ethan couldn't help smiling. 

She looked happier than he felt. 

That thought lingered in his mind until he noticed someone approaching. 

Slow footsteps. 

Measured. 

Confident. 

The person stopped beside the piano. 

"Beautiful performance." 

The voice belonged to an older man. 

Deep and refined. 

Ethan stood politely. 

"Thank you." 

The man chuckled. 

"No need to be formal. I'm the one who should be thanking you." 

Ethan turned slightly towards the sound. 

"Did you enjoy it?" 

"Very much." 

The man's tone carried sincerity. 

Not the forced politeness Ethan often encountered. 

This felt genuine. 

The stranger pulled out a nearby chair and sat down. 

For a moment, neither spoke. 

Then the man sighed softly. 


























































































































































































































































































































































































































