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​Preface
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Some places hold their secrets like breath, only exhaling when you’re too deep to escape. Willow Tower is one of those places: a gleaming monument of marble and glass, promising safety to the desperate and the broken. For Selina , a mother fleeing a past soaked in fear, it seemed like a sanctuary for her and her young son, Ayan .

But buildings, like people, can lie.

The silence here isn’t empty—it whispers warnings, masks truths, and watches with a predator’s patience. Every creak of the floorboards, every flicker of shadow, is a clue to a history built on loss and betrayal. Behind its locked doors, something waits.

This is the story of a mother’s love—fierce, unyielding, and brave enough to confront the darkness. It’s about the courage to question what feels wrong and the strength to protect what matters most.

Because in Willow Towers, secrets don’t stay buried.

They hunt.

Step inside—but tread carefully.

The silence is listening.
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​About the Book
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In the shadow of Willow Towers’ gleaming marble, refuge comes with a price.

Selina , a mother scarred by an abusive past, escapes with her young son, Ayan, hoping the luxurious apartment complex will offer the safety they so desperately need. But behind the polished floors and iron gates, silence stretches too long, and locked doors hide more than just secrets.

When cryptic notes appear—Don’t trust the silence—and Ayan  begins to whisper about a “sad lady” in his dreams, Lila’s fragile hope begins to unravel. The building’s elegant charm is a mask, and its landlord, Victor Grayson, is no savior. Beneath his refined demeanor lies something far darker—his watchful eyes, cold smile, and warnings about "order" only tighten the noose.

As Selina stumbles upon traces of missing tenants—Sarah, Maria, and more—the line between safety and entrapment blurs. Every shadow becomes a threat. Every locked room, a story buried alive. And every step closer to the truth draws her deeper into a game of twisted control.

To protect Ayan , Selina must confront the predator hiding in plain sight and expose the secrets that haunt Willow Towers before she becomes part of its legacy.

“Keys to the Locked Room: Unraveling the Truth One Twist at a Time” is a heart-pounding psychological thriller of a mother’s unbreakable love, buried truths, and the chilling silence that watches from behind closed doors.
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​Chapter 1: A New Key
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Selina ’s hands gripped the steering wheel, her knuckles pale against the cracked vinyl. The road stretched ahead, a gray ribbon under the April sky, leading her and Ayan  toward Willow Towers—a promise of safety, a fresh start after months of running. Her wrist ached under her sleeve, the bruise from Derek’s last grip a fading purple stain, but it pulsed with every heartbeat, a reminder of the life she’d fled. The shelter’s thin walls, the endless nights listening for his footsteps, the fear that clung like damp cloth—it was behind her now, or so she told herself. With its gleaming marble and iron gates, Willow Towers was her lifeline, a luxury she could barely afford but had seized like a drowning woman clutching a rope.

Ayan  sat in the backseat, his seven-year-old frame curled against the window, his hazel eyes—so like hers—fixed on the passing trees. His Spider-Man backpack, patched and worn, rested on his lap, a silent companion through their escape. Selina glanced at him in the rearview mirror, her heart twisting. He’d been quiet since they left the shelter, his usual chatter replaced by a wariness that broke her. She’d promised him a home, a place where monsters like Derek couldn’t reach, but the weight of that promise felt heavier with every mile.

“Almost there, buddy,” Selina said, forcing a smile into her voice. “You’re going to love it. Big windows, a fountain in the courtyard—fancy, right?”

Ayan ’s lips twitched, a ghost of his gap-toothed grin. “Will it have a place for my comics?” he asked, his voice small but hopeful.

“Whole shelves,” Selina said, her throat tight. “You’ll have a room all to yourself, no sharing.”

He nodded, but his eyes drifted back to the window, his fingers tracing the backpack’s straps. Lila’s smile faltered. Ayan  had seen too much—Derek’s rages, the shelter’s crowded bunks, her tears when she thought he was asleep. She’d shielded him as best she could, but kids saw everything and felt everything. Willow Towers was her chance to give him back his childhood, to replace fear with safety. If only she could believe it herself.

The building loomed ahead, its glass and stone facade catching the late afternoon sun like a jewel. It was too perfect, too pristine, a far cry from the sagging motels and cramped shelters they’d known. Lila’s savings, scraped from diner tips and odd jobs, had barely covered the deposit, but the online ad—*Affordable luxury, immediate move-in*—had felt like fate. She parked in the visitor’s lot, her beat-up sedan dwarfed by sleek SUVs, and helped Ayan  out, his backpack slung over one shoulder.

The lobby was a cathedral of wealth, its marble floor gleaming under a chandelier that glinted like a predator’s eyes. The air smelled of polish and something else, like secrets trapped in wax. A fountain bubbled in the courtyard beyond, its water unnaturally still, and the silence was thick, unbroken by voices or footsteps. Lila’s sneakers squeaked on the marble, the sound jarring, and Ayan ’s hand tightened in hers, his eyes wide as he took in the grandeur.

“It’s big,” he whispered, his voice echoing faintly. “Like a castle.”

“Yeah,” Selina said, her smile strained. “Our castle.” But the silence pressed against her, a weight that made her skin prickle. Castles had dungeons, didn’t they?

A man emerged from an office door, his silver hair catching the light, his navy blazer crisp and tailored. He was older, maybe sixty, with a face that belonged in a boardroom—sharp cheekbones, pale blue eyes, and a smile that was all teeth, polished but not warm. “Ms. ,” he said, his voice smooth as velvet, extending a hand. “Victor Grayson, your landlord. Welcome to Willow Towers.”

Selina shook his hand, his grip firm and cool, lingering a moment too long. “Thank you,” she said, forcing politeness. “This place is... incredible.”

Victor’s smile widened, his eyes flicking to Ayan , who shrank closer to Lila. “We pride ourselves on elegance and safety,” he said. “A perfect home for you and your son. Shall we review the lease?”

He led them to his office, a room of dark wood and leather, its bookshelves lined with worn spines that seemed to watch her. A framed photo sat on the desk—a blonde woman, her smile stiff, her eyes distant. Lila’s stomach twisted, a flicker of unease she couldn’t place. Victor gestured to a chair, his movements precise, and slid the lease across the desk, its pages heavy with fine print.

“Standard terms,” he said, his pen tapping the paper. “Rent due on the first, no pets, no unauthorized guests. The basement is off-limits—maintenance only. And we value discretion here. If you see anything unusual, report it to me directly.”

Selina nodded, scanning the lease, her mind snagging on *unusual*. “What kind of unusual?” she asked, her voice steadier than she felt.

Victor’s eyes met hers, unblinking. “Strangers, noises, anything out of place,” he said. “Willow Towers is a community. We protect our own.”

The words were kind, but they landed like a warning, sharp and cold. Selina signed, her signature shaky, the pen’s scratch loud in the quiet. Ayan  fidgeted beside her, his eyes on the blonde woman’s photo, his brow furrowed. “Who’s she?” he asked, pointing.

Victor’s smile tightened, just for a moment. “My late wife,” he said, his voice flat. “She loved this building.” He stood, and the conversation closed. “Let’s see your apartment.”

The elevator hummed, its mirrored walls reflecting Lila’s pale face, Ayan ’s anxious grip, and Victor’s unreadable calm. Floor six opened to a carpeted hallway, its silence deeper than the lobby’s, the air heavy with the scent of fresh paint. Apartment 6B was at the end, its door gleaming like a promise. Victor unlocked it, revealing a space of hardwood floors, towering windows, and stark white walls, the city’s skyline a distant glitter beyond.

“It’s beautiful,” Selina said, her voice soft, almost afraid to disturb the quiet. Ayan  ran to the window, his backpack bouncing, his eyes bright for the first time all day.

“Can I pick my room?” he asked, turning to her, his grin real.

“Go for it,” Selina said, her heart lifting. Victor watched, his smile back, but his eyes were on her, not Ayan , a gaze that felt like fingers brushing her spine.

“I’ll leave you to settle in,” Victor said, handing her the keys. “My office is always open.” He paused at the door, his head tilting. “And Ms.—trust the silence. It keeps things... orderly.”

The door closed, his footsteps fading, and Lila’s breath caught, his words a pebble in her shoe. She locked the deadbolt, the click too loud, and turned to the apartment, its beauty now edged with something she couldn’t name. Ayan  was exploring, his voice echoing from a bedroom, and Selina set their duffel bags on the floor, her hands trembling. She was here, safe, free from Derek’s shadow. So why did her skin crawl?

She unpacked, her movements mechanical, her mind replaying Victor’s gaze, the blonde woman’s photo, and the silence that seemed to hum. Derek’s voice crept in, unbidden—*You can’t run, Lila. I’ll always find you.* She shook it
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