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The Final Manuscript

Renowned crime novelist Leo Foster is found dead in his London home.

The method of his death mirrors—word for word—the gruesome murder described in his latest unpublished manuscript.

But who wrote the ending?

His editor, who read it before the world?

His agent, who knew the secrets of the trade?

Or did Leo himself script his own death as the ultimate masterpiece?

As every character hides a motive, and every draft becomes evidence,

the line between fiction and reality blurs—

until the final chapter reveals the truth no one expected.
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The late autumn night in London was wrapped in drizzle and biting wind. Kensington felt quieter than usual; the sound of footsteps on the street slowly faded with the passing hours, leaving only the glow of streetlamps stretching their shadows across the wet pavement.

Inside a Victorian-style house hidden behind black iron gates, Leo Foster, a renowned crime novelist in his early forties, sat before his laptop on an oak desk. The sound of keystrokes echoed in steady rhythm, letters spilling across the glowing blue screen, reflected faintly on his time-worn face.

On the sofa behind him, Midnight, a sleek black cat, silently watched its master. Its yellow eyes glimmered in the dim light, as though it understood something important was happening.

Leo finally stopped typing when he finished the last sentence of the manuscript he had been working on for months. He leaned back in his chair, exhaling deeply, before saving the file into a folder labeled simply Final Draft.

“At last...” he murmured to himself.
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Midnight leapt onto the desk, brushing close to the laptop as if wanting to see the work as well. Leo chuckled softly.

“If only you could read, you could tell me how real it feels.”

—-
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The next morning, Leo sent the manuscript to Camille Brooks, his long-time editor, and copied Julian Price, his publishing agent. He typed a short email before hitting send:

“Here’s my latest manuscript. Let me know what you think.”
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Not long after, Camille opened the file in her office, a space crowded with stacks of old manuscripts and the lingering scent of coffee. She scrolled through the pages with growing unease. The further she read, the colder she felt inside. The story was drenched in chillingly vivid detail—murder described with unnerving precision, beyond what most authors would dare to imagine.

Her brow furrowed deeper with each line.

“Leo... what is this?” she whispered to herself, before setting her laptop down and reaching for her phone. She dialed Leo’s number—but the call rang endlessly without answer.

Julian, too, skimmed the opening passages and widened his eyes. Something about it felt “too extreme” for the market, but at the same time, he couldn’t deny the sheer power of the work. This was a manuscript capable of causing a storm.

—-
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That night, the rain fell heavier. The house was cloaked in darkness, save for the faint glow spilling from the study window. The sound of a laptop closing, followed by a chair scraping against the wooden floor, echoed briefly before silence reclaimed the house.

Neighbors would later recall hearing the black cat’s eerie howl sometime past midnight. The cry was unlike any they had heard before—long, sharp, and unsettling enough to raise goosebumps. Yet none dared to investigate.

The following morning, a street security guard noticed the front door of Leo’s house slightly ajar. He alerted the police immediately. When they entered, what they saw froze them in their tracks.

The lifeless body of Leo Foster lay sprawled across the floor of his study. His laptop still sat open on the desk, screen frozen on the very last lines of his new manuscript. His cause of death mirrored the scene he had just written—every detail from the position of the body, the nature of the wounds, to the objects arranged meticulously around him.

At his feet, Midnight, his loyal black cat, sat silently. Its golden eyes glowed as they stared at the lifeless body without flinching. There was no longer any howl, no sound at all. As if the creature had already fulfilled its role the night before...

The wail of police sirens echoed through the narrow streets of Kensington that gloomy morning. Blue and red lights flashed rhythmically, spilling chaos across a neighborhood that was usually peaceful. Several neighbors stood at a distance, their faces showing both fear and curiosity.

Detective Marcus Varela stepped out of the car alongside his partner, Laura Bennett, a woman known for her sharp eyes and meticulous attention to detail. Together, they pushed past the small crowd toward the black iron gate, which stood slightly ajar as if waiting for them.

“The report says the security guard was the one who called, correct?” Marcus asked one of the officers posted at the entrance.

“Yes, sir. He said he noticed the front door left open at dawn. No sign of forced entry—the lock is intact.”

Marcus studied the thick wooden door for a moment, then gave a slight nod and stepped inside. Laura followed closely behind.

—-
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The atmosphere in Leo Foster’s study forced everyone present to hold their breath. The sight was like a scene torn straight out of a crime novel, laid bare in reality. Leo’s body lay motionless on the polished wooden floor, his face twisted in pain. The medical examiner crouched nearby, examining the corpse with deliberate care.

On the desk, the laptop was still open. The glowing screen displayed the final lines of the manuscript he had sent just the night before. A glance was enough to know: the method of death written in those lines matched the body lying before them in chilling detail.

Marcus stood in silence for a while, until Laura whispered, “Do you think this is suicide... or someone staging a scene from his book?”

“If it’s suicide,” Marcus replied flatly, “then the question is whether anyone would truly choose to leave behind a masterpiece in such a cold-blooded way. But if it’s murder... the killer would’ve had to know the manuscript before publication. That narrows our suspects down considerably.”

Laura crouched beside the desk, examining a few scattered sheets of paper stained faintly with blood. She lifted one to the light, studying the marks, then looked back at her partner with grave eyes.

—-
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A low sound broke the silence—the soft cry of a black cat from the corner of the room. Both detectives turned. Leo’s pet was sitting there, staring unblinking at its master’s lifeless body. Its golden eyes glowed faintly in the shadows, adding a chill to the already oppressive air.

“It must have been here when it happened...” Laura murmured.

Marcus approached, lowering himself slightly to observe the animal. The cat neither flinched nor fled. It seemed unaffected by the noise and light in the room, as though it had silently witnessed everything.

Marcus straightened and gave his orders.

“Check every door and window. Review all security cameras inside and around the property. Collect every piece of evidence, no matter how small.”

—-
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Once the body was removed, the atmosphere inside the house remained suffocating. Laura opened her notebook, jotting down the points they had confirmed so far:

No signs of forced entry.

No valuables missing.

The scene perfectly mirrored the manuscript.

––––––––
[image: ]


Each note underscored one truth: this was no ordinary accident.

Marcus walked to the tall window, watching the drizzle outside. He knew well that this was a case that could not be judged on appearances.

The drizzle had not stopped on the day of Leo Foster’s funeral. The small chapel in an old quarter of London was filled with a heavy stillness. People dressed in plain black sat quietly, some with bowed heads, some whispering to each other in subdued voices. The faint tolling of the bell marked the rhythm of grief.

A portrait of Leo was placed at the front of the coffin. White lilies were arranged with solemn precision. Everything about the ceremony was simple, but the weight of loss was overwhelming. To many who had gathered, the loss was not only of a famous writer, but of a figure who had left behind an unforgettable legacy.

Camille Brooks, the young editor closest to the deceased, stood silently near the front. Her pale face betrayed exhaustion; her eyes brimmed with questions that would never be answered. She could not stop thinking about the manuscript Leo had delivered to her on his final night. It was both terrifying and fascinating—far too strange to be dismissed as mere fiction.

At the back of the chapel, Julian Price, the publishing house’s representative, scanned the attendees with guarded eyes. He knew this world well. Leo’s death would not remain a private tragedy; it was bound to become a storm in the literary market. Money, reputation, and buried secrets—all of it trembled on the verge of collapse.
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Amid the somber prayers and echoes of organ music, footsteps resounded at the entrance. Several heads turned.

A tall woman, slender, with long black hair, walked in. Her steps were steady, confident, yet shadowed with grief.

It was Isabel Reed—Leo’s former lover, and now a rising star in the literary world.

The atmosphere shifted at once. Eyes followed her, some with surprise, others with disapproval. Though years had passed, everyone knew that Isabel’s relationship with Leo had never ended well.

Camille turned, and for the briefest instant their gazes locked. A flicker of unspoken tension surged between them—part accusation, part unease, entirely unresolvable.

—-
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When the service ended, mourners began to leave. A small cluster lingered in hushed conversation. Isabel remained by the portrait of Leo. She raised her hand and gently touched the frame, her expression softening as if pulled back into memories filled with both joy and scars.

“You still thought it necessary to come?” Camille’s voice came from behind. It was not harsh, yet suspicion colored every syllable.

Isabel turned slightly, her sharp eyes meeting Camille’s with a faint smile.

“He was once an important part of my life. Do you think I have no right to say goodbye?”

Camille pressed her lips together. She did not answer at once, but the look in her eyes spoke of anger, doubt, and mistrust.

—-
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Outside the chapel, Marcus and Laura observed discreetly. They were not in uniform, yet their bearing gave away their profession.

“That’s her, isn’t it? Isabel Reed,” Laura murmured.

“Yes,” Marcus replied shortly. “The rising author. And Leo’s former lover.”

“If she ever had access to his plot beforehand...” Laura left the thought hanging. The glance she shared with Marcus said enough.

—-
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That evening, when everyone else had gone, the chapel was left with dim shadows and the fading scent of candles. Isabel stood alone. From her bag, she drew a small notebook, its worn cover etched with scrawled lines. She ran her fingers over it and sighed.

“If all of this was staged... you wanted
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