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  Foreword



Toya’s Chiller Tidbits Are Abbreviated Tales That Will Leave You Wanting More







  Preface



Kateira Cahn, the glamorous queen of psychological thrillers, finds her life spiraling into chaos. As strange occurrences unfold around her and her close-knit entourage, whispers of a dark secret from her latest bestseller, “Kill For Me,” begin to surface. 




With each unsettling event, the line between fiction and reality blurs. Is someone trying to silence her? Or is the truth more chilling than anything she ever wrote? In “The Unwritten Truth,” prepare for a gripping journey where every twist reveals a deeper mystery. Can Kateira uncover the truth before it consumes her?
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  Chapter 1: The Glitters of a Lie

  
  




New York City shimmered under a twilight sky, a million fractured diamond lights reflecting off the Hudson. But tonight, all eyes were on the gilded ballroom of the St. Regis, and more specifically, on Kateira Cahn.




She moved through the throng like a goddess descending, a vision in emerald silk that clung to her impossible curves. Her auburn hair, styled in a cascade of perfect waves, framed a face that the world knew from countless book covers and talk show appearances – intelligent, striking, with eyes that held a hint of a captivating mystery. She was the undisputed queen of psychological thrillers, and her latest masterpiece, Kill For Me, was a supernova, eclipsing even her previous bestsellers.




“Kateira, darling! A triumph!” Nalu Holden, her agent, a man whose tailored suits seemed to be spun from ambition itself, clasped her arm. “Another record broken. The public adores you.”




Kateira offered a dazzling, practiced smile. “It seems so, Nalu.” Her voice, a rich alto, carried authority and a hint of a smoky confidence that had become her trademark.




Beside Nalu, Rhodia Soles, her publicist, a woman with a perpetually harried but fiercely loyal air, checked her watch. “Five minutes to the Q&A, Kateira. Remember, the focus is on the themes of betrayal and identity. And the fan theories about Detective Turner’s redemption, of course.”




Kateira nodded, her smile never faltering. She knew the script by heart. She lived it.




As she made her way to the stage, the whispers followed her like a warm current. “She’s brilliant.” “So deep.” “Her insights into the criminal mind…”




And there, in the periphery, a ghost in the machine. Lowry Simmons. Tall, unremarkable, with thinning brown hair and spectacles that magnified an intense, almost frantic intelligence in his eyes. He was officially part of Kateira’s ‘research team,’ a quiet academic she occasionally referenced, a man whose primary role was to handle forgotten props, manage obscure data, and blend into the background. Currently, he was adjusting a microphone stand, his movements precise, almost deferential. He offered Kateira a small, almost imperceptible nod as she passed. She barely registered it. Why would she? Lowry was just another cog in the meticulously constructed machine of her success.




She settled into the plush armchair on stage, the spotlight finding her with practiced ease. The moderator, a famed literary critic, began the interview. “Kateira, Kill For Me is being hailed as your most disturbing, yet most profound work to date. Where did the inspiration for Detective Turner’s descent into moral ambiguity truly come from?”




Kateira paused, her gaze sweeping the expectant faces in the audience. She thought of a cramped apartment, stacks of notes, frantic late-night calls, a quiet voice on the other end, painstakingly piecing together a broken narrative. She thought of the raw, visceral outline that had arrived on her desk, a skeleton demanding flesh and blood.




“It came,” she began, her voice dropping to a near whisper, “from the quiet corners of the human heart. The places where loyalty curdles into obsession, and love into a ruthless desperation.” She spoke for twenty minutes, weaving a tapestry of psychological insight and authorial mystique. The words flowed effortlessly, polished and profound.




Later, as she signed copies of Kill For Me, the line snaking through the ballroom, her hand began to cramp. Fryne Panes, her personal assistant, a young woman whose efficiency was matched only by her boundless awe for Kateira, pressed a cold bottle of water into her hand. “Almost done, Ms. Cahn. You’re incredible.”




Kateira forced a tired smile. “Thank you, Fryne.”




Amidst the autograph hounds and gushing admirers, a sleek, black leather-bound notebook lay open on the table, a copy for her to sign. As she reached for it, her eyes snagged on a small, almost invisible detail etched into the bottom corner of the first page. A tiny, intricate symbol: a stylized feather quill intersecting with a broken chain. It was an obscure, personal mark. A mark Lowry Simmons had once shown her, years ago, when they first collaborated on a minor research project, a whimsical doodle he’d called his “signature of the unsung.”




Kateira’s pen hovered. Her breath hitched. She glanced up, searching the crowd. Lowry was nowhere to be seen. A flicker of unease, sharp and cold, passed through her. It was probably just a coincidence. A fan who’d seen him draw it, perhaps. She signed the book with a flourish, the feather-and-chain symbol now hidden beneath her elegant script.




But as she stepped into the cool night air, the buzz of the city felt different. Less celebratory. More… watchful.
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  Chapter 2: Whispers in the Rain

  
  




Portland, Oregon, was a city of perpetual drizzle and muted greens, a stark contrast to the glittering heights of New York. The tour rolled on, a meticulously planned circus of interviews, readings, and signings. Kateira, cocooned in luxury hotels and private planes, felt the strange incident with the notebook recede, replaced by the relentless demands of promotion.




She was at a cozy, independent bookstore, the air thick with the scent of old paper and artisanal coffee. A smaller crowd than NYC, but no less ardent. As she read a particularly tense passage from Kill For Me, detailing Detective Turner’s internal struggle after a devastating betrayal, a note slipped onto her lectern.




It wasn’t a fan letter. It was a single sheet of heavy cream paper, folded once. Inside, typewritten, were three words:




“He saw the truth.”




Kateira’s blood ran cold. This wasn’t a random quote. These were the exact words of an internal monologue, a crucial, unedited thought from an early draft of Kill For Me that had been completely rewritten before publication. No one, absolutely no one, outside of her and her most trusted editors, would have seen that particular phrasing. And… Lowry. He had written those words. He had been the one to draft that entire, raw, desperate chapter.




Her eyes scanned the faces in the audience. Fryne Panes, her assistant, was beaming from a corner. Pansey Bretta, her stylist, was adjusting her sleek black scarf near the back, oblivious. Rhodia Soles, her publicist, was on her phone, likely wrangling the next interview. Lowry Simmons stood near the sound booth, adjusting a cable, his posture as unassuming as ever. He caught her eye for a split second, a fleeting, almost imperceptible twitch of his lips that might have been a smile, or nothing at all.




Kateira finished the reading, her voice tight, her heart hammering. “Thank you all.” She signed books with a forced calm, her hand shaking slightly. The note was tucked into the pocket of her tailored blazer, a burning secret.




That night, in her hotel suite overlooking the grey Willamette River, she picked up her phone to call Nalu. But what would she say? Someone knows about the original draft of my book? It sounded insane, paranoid. Lowry was just… Lowry. A quiet academic. He wouldn’t. Could he?




She remembered his meticulous notes, his endless revisions, his quiet passion for the characters. He had lived inside Turner’s head for months, longer than she had.




Later, as she tried to sleep, a faint scratching sound came from the hotel room next door. It sounded like a pen, furiously moving across paper. Or maybe it was just her imagination, frayed by the day’s unsettling events.














