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A Small-Town Psychological Thriller by Sasha Dietze Clara had a simple ritual. 

She sketched the people who passed through her diner — neighbors, regulars, strangers who slowly became familiar with time. Then she pinned their portraits to the wall, preserving the quiet moments that made a small town feel like home. 

At first, the drawings were a comfort. A way to hold onto the people she loved in a world that kept moving too fast. 

Until the first person on the wall died. 

Then another. 

And another. 

As fear spreads through the town, Clara begins to notice something no one else sees — a pattern hidden in plain sight. A connection that turns her wall of memories into something far more dangerous. 

In a town where everyone knows everyone, safety becomes an illusion. 

Everyone She Drew is a haunting, emotionally charged psychological thriller about grief, memory, and the terrifying cost of being seen.    
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PROLOGUE 
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The first face she ever sketched was never meant to matter. 

Clara didn’t know that yet. 

The diner was still new then. 

Paint still fresh under the smell of coffee and bacon. 

Menus curling at the edges because she’d laminated them herself at the kitchen table. 

Colorado winter light spilled through the front windows. 

Pale. Quiet. Careful. 

The bell above the door rang. 

She looked up automatically. 

Always did. 

He stood just inside the doorway for a second. 

Like he wasn’t sure if he was allowed to be there. 

Most people walked in smiling. Curious. Warm. 

Small towns love something new. 

He didn’t smile. 

He just stepped inside and looked around slowly. 

Clara gave him the same smile she gave everyone. 

The one that meant: You’re welcome here. 

He chose a seat near the end of the counter. 

Not hidden. 

Not quite in the middle either. 

“Morning,” she said softly, grabbing a mug. 

“You caught us early. I’m still figuring everything out.” He nodded. 

That was all. 

Clara didn’t mind quiet people. 

Silence could be kind if you let it stay that way. 

She poured his coffee. 

Set it down carefully. 

“What can I get you?” she asked. 

He ordered simply. 

Eggs. Toast. Nothing complicated. 

She repeated it back, wrote it down, and stepped into the kitchen window to call it in. 

When she came back, he was still sitting exactly the same way. 

Hands around the coffee mug. 

Eyes lowered. 

That’s when she noticed them. 

His eyes. 

Not bright. 

Not striking. 

But something inside them felt... still. 

Not calm. 

Not peaceful. 

Haunting. 

Like a room someone used to live in—still holding their absence. 

The feeling came fast. 

The way certain moments do when they want to stay with you. 

Clara felt it settle somewhere in her chest. 

A quiet instinct she couldn’t explain. 

Before she could overthink it, she reached beneath the counter and pulled out the small spiral sketchbook she’d been carrying around since opening week. 

She flipped it open slowly. 

“Do you mind?” she asked gently. 

He looked up then. 

Really looked at her. 

She held his gaze without meaning to. 

Something passed between them. 

Something she didn’t understand. 

After a second, he gave a small nod. 

Clara picked up her pencil. 

She didn’t rush. 

The diner was still empty enough for that. 

Just the hum of the refrigerator. 

The soft clink of dishes settling in the kitchen. She sketched the way she always would after that day— 

Instinct first. Details later. 

The slope of his nose. 

The weight in his eyes. 

The quiet pull at the corners of his mouth, like a smile that had been misplaced somewhere along the way. 

She didn’t try to make him better. 

She just tried to make him real. 

When she finished, she turned the sketch toward him. 

He didn’t lean in close like most people would later. 

Didn’t laugh or react. 

He just stared at it. 

Longer than she expected. 

“Is it okay?” she asked softly. 

He nodded once. 

Slow. Careful. Intentional. 

She tore the page out gently along the perforated edge. 

For a moment, she held it in her hands. 

She hadn’t even thought about displaying her sketches yet. 

They were just something small. 

Something personal. 

A way to hold onto moments that felt like they might slip away. 

She folded the page once instead. 

Carefully. Respectfully. 

Then tucked it into the sketchbook. 

“I think I’ll keep it,” she said with a small smile. 

“So I remember.” 

He watched her close the book. 

And something in his expression changed. 

Not relief. 

Not pride. 

Something deeper. 

Like the moment meant more than it should have. 

The bell above the door rang again. 

Clara glanced up, smiling automatically. 

Her husband stepped inside, brushing cold air off his shoulders. 

“You’re already drawing people?” he teased, walking toward the counter. 

His voice carried warmth the diner was still learning how to hold. 

Clara laughed softly. 

“I had a quiet minute.” 

He leaned down and kissed the top of her head as he passed behind the counter. 

Familiar. Easy. Like they had always belonged inside the same small spaces. 

“You eat yet?” he asked. 

She shook her head. 

“Not yet.” 

“I’ll make you something after the rush,” he said, already reaching for an apron. 

It was such a small promise. 

The kind that feels permanent when you’re standing inside it. 

Clara smiled without realizing she was doing it. 

When she turned back toward the counter, the man was watching them. 

Completely still. 

His expression hadn’t hardened. 

Hadn’t changed in any obvious way. 

But something in the air felt tighter. 

Quieter. 

Like a door closing somewhere you couldn’t see. 

Clara didn’t notice. 

She was already reaching for the coffee pot again. 

He finished his meal without saying much after that. 

Left cash on the counter. 

Didn’t wait for change. 

At the door, he paused. 

Just for a second. 

Clara lifted her hand in a small wave. 

“Come back anytime,” she said. 

He looked at her. 

Then past her. 

Toward the kitchen, where her husband was moving around, humming under his breath. 

Something flickered behind his eyes. 

Gone before it could be named. 

Then he stepped outside. 

The bell rang once more. 

Then settled. 

Clara didn’t think about him again that day. 

The morning rush came. 

Orders stacked up. 

Coffee kept pouring. 

Life moved the way it always does. 

Layering new moments over quiet ones until they disappear underneath. 

Years later, when the wall was filled with charcoal faces and soft pencil memories, people would sometimes ask her who the first one had been. 

She would always point to the first sketch she’d ever hung. 

A different face. 

A different story. 

A beginning she could live with. 

Memory softens things that way. 

It gives you versions you can carry. 

But the truth was quieter. 

The first face she ever sketched had never made it to the wall. 

It had been folded gently in half. 

Tucked away without ceremony. 

Left behind in the early days of a life that would not stay whole for long. 

And by the time grief finally pushed her to start hanging the faces she couldn’t bear to lose— 

She had already forgotten his.   
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CHAPTER ONE 
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The bell above the diner door hasn’t rung in weeks. 

Clara notices that first. 

Not the dust on the counter. 

Not the quiet. 

Not even the way the air feels thinner inside the room. 

It’s the silence. 

The kind that settles into corners and doesn’t move when you do. 

She stands outside the diner longer than she planned to. 

Keys in her hand. 

Cold metal pressing into her palm. 

The sign still hangs in the window. 

Closed. 

She never took it down. 

She told herself she would when she was ready. 

Now she isn’t sure what ready is supposed to feel like. 

The morning air bites at her cheeks. 

Colorado winter doesn’t wait for grief to pass. 

She exhales slowly. 

Then unlocks the door. 

The bell rings as she steps inside. 

The sound hits her like a memory she forgot to brace for. 

Too bright. 

Too alive. 

She almost steps back out again. 

But she doesn’t. 

The diner smells the same. 

Coffee soaked into old wood. 

Syrup. 

Faint lemon cleaner from the last night they wiped everything down together. 

The word “together” moves through her like something sharp. 

Clara pauses at the far end of the counter where the last stool sits slightly crooked. 

It had been her husband’s seat. 

Every morning before opening, he would sit there with a cup of coffee, watching her sketch customers when he thought she wasn’t paying attention. He used to tease her about it, saying one day the whole town would end up on her walls. 

He died a month ago. 

The stool hasn’t felt right since. 

Clara straightens it anyway, the way she always does, then pours herself another cup of coffee that will go cold before she remembers to drink it. 

Clara sets her purse down slowly. 

She doesn’t turn the lights on right away. 

Instead, she stands in the dim morning gray and lets her eyes adjust. 

This is what grief does. 

It makes familiar places feel borrowed. 

Like she’s standing in someone else’s memory of her life. 

Her gaze drifts toward the far wall. 

The empty wall. 

For weeks, she couldn’t look at it without feeling something collapse inside her chest. 

Now she walks toward it. 

Slow. Careful. 

Like the wall might break if she moves too fast. 

A cardboard box sits on one of the tables nearby. 

It’s been there since the funeral. 

She never opened it. 

Not until this morning. 

Clara pulls out the first stack of sketches from the box. 

Edges worn soft from being held too many times. 

Some folded. 

Some smudged. 

Some still crisp and untouched. 

Faces she knows better than her own reflection. 

She presses the first one flat against the wall. 

Mr. Alvarez. 

He’d come in every Thursday morning since opening week, always ordering cinnamon toast and black coffee, always telling her she worked too hard for someone so young. 

She smooths the edges gently before pinning it in place. 

Her fingers tremble, but she doesn’t stop. 

One pushpin. 

Then another. 

The paper catches the light. 

She pins the second sketch beside the first. 

Lena Harper. 

High school librarian. Soft voice. Always smelling faintly like lavender and old paper. She’d cried when Clara showed her the drawing, pressing it to her chest like it was something fragile. 

They’ve known each other since second grade. 

Shared lunches. Sleepovers. Secrets. 

In a town this small, some friendships stop being friendships. 

They turn into something closer. 

Their friendship turned into sisterhood. 

Then the third. 

Eli Morgan. 

Seventeen and all elbows and nervous energy, like he hadn’t grown into himself yet. He used to sit at the counter after school with a soda and a basket of fries, pretending not to care that Clara always slipped him extra. 

He’d rolled his eyes when she sketched him. 

“You’re gonna make me look like a little kid,” he’d said. 

She told him she’d make him look exactly how he was. 

He didn’t believe her. 

She didn’t rush. 

Each one takes a small piece of breath with it. 

By the time she finishes the first row, her hands are trembling. 

Not from effort. 

From the grief she still carries after losing her husband. 

She steps back. 

The wall no longer looks empty. 

It looks like a beginning. 

The bell rings. 

Clara startles. 

She hadn’t realized how quiet the morning had become again. 

“Clara?” 

She turns. 

Tom stands in the doorway, snow dusting the shoulders of his coat. 

Tom had been there for all of it. 

School buses. Snow forts. First heartbreaks. 

Now, he has been her rock as she grieves the loss of her husband. 

He’s been coming here longer than most people. 

Long enough that she knows how he takes his eggs without asking. 

For a second, he just looks at her. 

Not at the counter. 

Not at the menu board. 

At her. 

His eyes soften. 

“You opened,” he says quietly. 

Clara nods. 

“Yeah.” 

Her voice sounds unfamiliar. 

Like it hasn’t been used enough lately. 

Tom steps inside slowly, like the room might still be fragile. 

“I was hoping you would,” he says. 

The words land gently. 

She doesn’t trust herself to answer. 

So she smiles instead. 

It feels smaller than it used to. 

He walks farther in. 

Then stops. 

His eyes find the wall. 

And stay there. 

“Oh,” he says under his breath. 

Clara turns toward it instinctively, like she needs to see what he sees. 

“They’re beautiful,” he says. 

Not loud. 

Not dramatic. 

Just honest. 

His eyes move from face to face slowly. 

Mr. Alvarez’s warm grin. 

Lena’s quiet smile. 

Eli Morgan trying very hard not to laugh. 

Like the town is standing there together. 

Her throat tightens. 

She folds her arms loosely, more to hold herself together than anything else. 

“I almost didn’t do it,” she admits. 

Tom keeps looking at the sketches. 

Moving closer. 

Studying them like they might shift if he blinks. 

“What made you change your mind?” he asks. 

Clara swallows. 

The answer is simple. 

And impossible. 

She looks at the far edge of the counter without meaning to. 

At the place where he used to lean when the mornings were slow. 

“He always told me I should,” she says quietly. 

Tom doesn’t ask who. 

He knows. 

Everyone knows. 

The town had felt smaller the day the news spread. 

Like something had been taken out of the middle and nothing quite filled the space again. 

Clara presses her lips together. 

“I kept thinking about that,” she says. 

“How he said people should see them. That they deserved to be seen.” 

Her eyes drift back to the wall. 

“So I figured...” She pauses. 

Then finishes softly, “This is how I honor him.” 

Tom nods slowly. 

Still looking at the sketches. 

“I think he’d like that,” he says. 

Clara lets out a breath she didn’t realize she was holding. 

From now on, she thinks, she won’t keep them hidden. 

No more stacks of faces in boxes. 

No more folded memories. 

From now on, every sketch will live out here. 

Where it can breathe. 

She straightens slightly. 

“I’m going to hang all of them,” she says, more certain now. 

“Everyone I sketch. Everyone I love.” 

Tom smiles then. 

The kind of smile that doesn’t try to fix anything. 

Just sits beside it. 

The bell rings again. 

Then twice more. 

Clara turns as a small group steps inside, shaking cold from their sleeves. 

Word travels fast in small towns. 

Especially the kind carried by hope. 

“You’re open,” one of them says, relief spilling into the words. 

Clara nods. 

“Yeah,” she says again. 

And this time, it feels a little more real. 

They take their usual seats without asking. 

Familiar places claimed by muscle memory. 

Boots scuff the floor. 

Coats drape over chair backs. 

Normal sounds. 

Sounds she thought she might never hear again. 

“Are those new?” a woman asks, pointing toward the wall. 

Clara glances back at the sketches. 

“They’re old,” she says softly. “I just never put them up before.” 

The woman stands to look closer. 

Then another joins her. 

Soon they’re gathered near the wall, voices lowering without meaning to. 

Like they’ve stepped into a quiet room inside a louder one. 

“You did all of these?” someone asks. 

Clara nods. 

A strange warmth spreads through her chest. 

Not happiness. 

Not quite. 

Something softer. 

Something closer to breathing again. 

“They’re beautiful,” the woman says. 

Clara looks down at her hands. 

Graphite still faint in the lines of her skin. 

“He always said they should be up here,” she says again, more to herself than anyone else. 

She doesn’t say his name. 

She doesn’t have to. 

The room holds it anyway. 

One of the men studies a sketch for a long time. 

He glances back at her, then returns his attention to the wall. 

“You going to keep adding to it?” he asks. 

Clara follows his gaze to the empty spaces still waiting between the rows.  

She thinks about the sketchbook at home. 

The way it still sits on the nightstand like it might speak if she lets it. 

“Yes,” she says finally. 

Her voice steadier now. 

“From now on, every person I draw goes up there.” The words settle into the room like something planted. 

A promise. 

Not just to them. 

To herself. 

The bell keeps ringing that morning. 

More than it has in weeks. 

From the kitchen, the steady hiss of the griddle fills the diner as Marco flips pancakes behind the line. The smell of butter and coffee hangs warm in the air. 

Jess moves between tables with a coffee pot, topping off mugs while Clara wipes down the counter and greets the regulars coming through the door. 

People stepping inside slowly. 

Carefully. 

Like they’re afraid the diner might still be grieving. 

And maybe it is. 

But the wall keeps growing. 

Clara adds another sketch before the lunch rush. 

Then another. 

Each one pinned in the order she drew them. 

A quiet timeline stretching across painted drywall. 

She doesn’t notice she’s doing it. 

Not really. 

It just feels right. 

By mid-afternoon, the diner sounds almost like itself again. 

Jess slides a plate of eggs onto a table near the window while Clara pours fresh coffee. 

Plates clatter. 

Coffee pours. 

Someone laughs too loudly at something that isn’t that funny. 

Life pushing gently at the edges of loss. 

Clara moves through it all like she’s relearning gravity. 

Every step careful. 

Every smile borrowed. 

Clara moves easily between the counter and the tables, checking on orders while the kitchen and floor run around her. 

Owning the diner means Clara works everywhere at once. 

But when she looks at the wall, something inside her steadies. 

The faces don’t feel gone. 

They feel held. 

And for the first time since the morning the world split open— 

Clara believes she might be able to stay.   
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CHAPTER TWO 
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He almost doesn’t come in. 

The diner looks smaller than he remembers. 

Or maybe it’s the same size. 

Maybe he’s the one who changed. 

The bell above the door rings as the group pushes inside, laughter spilling ahead of them in warm bursts. He stays near the back, just another body in winter coats and cold hands. 

No one looks at him. 

They never do when they’re looking for something brighter. 

The heat inside hits him first. 

Coffee. Syrup. Old wood soaked in years. 

It smells like memory. 

He steps in after them, letting the door close softly behind him. 

The bell settles. 

No one notices. 

They move toward the counter automatically, drawn by familiarity. Voices overlap. Boots scrape the floor. Someone calls Clara’s name like they’ve been waiting weeks to say it out loud. 

He stays near the edge of the room. 

Watching. 

She’s smaller than he remembers. 

Or maybe grief does that. 

Shrinks people into versions of themselves. 

Her hair is pulled back loosely, strands falling free like she forgot to care. The smile is there, but thinner. Careful around the edges. 

But it’s still her. 

Still the same voice. 

Still the same way she tilts her head when she listens. 

Still the same way the room bends toward her without realizing it. 

He takes a seat at the far end of the counter. 

Not hidden. 

Just... unclaimed. 

The stool creaks softly under his weight. No one turns. No one glances his way. 

It’s easy. 

It was always easy. 

She doesn’t see him. 

She’s pouring coffee for someone else, laughing softly at something he can’t hear. The sound slides across the room and settles somewhere behind his ribs. 

He listens to it longer than he should. 

There’s a wall now. 

He didn’t expect that. 

His eyes move toward it slowly. 

Paper layered across painted drywall. 

Dozens of faces. 

Graphite ghosts pinned in rows. 

For a moment, he doesn’t understand what he’s looking at. 

Then he does. 

And something inside him goes still. 

She hung them. 

She actually hung them. 

He watches people gather near the wall, voices dropping into that quiet tone people use around something fragile. 

“They’re beautiful,” someone says. 

Of course they are. 

She always could take something ordinary and make people feel like it mattered. 

He waits. 

Watches. 

Listens. 

This part matters. 

Clara stands a few feet away, hands wrapped loosely around a coffee pot she isn’t pouring. Someone asks her a question he can’t quite hear. 

Then she answers. 

Her voice carries. 

Soft. Honest. Unprotected. 

“He always told me I should hang them,” she says. 

A pause. 

The room holds it. 

“So I figured... this is how I honor him.” 

Murmurs ripple through the space. Gentle. Sympathetic. The kind of sounds people make when grief feels shared. 

He doesn’t look at them. 

He looks at the wall. 

At the first row. 

At the first face. 

Mr. Alvarez. 

The name surfaces without effort. The town never stops repeating itself long enough for names to fade. 

The old man’s smile stretches wide across the paper, caught mid-laugh. 

Someone asks, “This was your first one?” 

Clara nods. 

“Yeah,” she says quietly. “He was the first one I ever drew.” 

Something in the room shifts. 

But not for them. 

For him. 

The air tightens. 

Pulls thin. 

He stares at the sketch. 

At the pushpins holding it in place. 

At the space beside it. 

His chest feels hollow in a way he can’t explain. 

That’s not right. 

He knows it immediately. 

Not like a thought. 

Like a wound reopening. 

That’s not right. 

He watches her smile at something someone else says. Watches her tuck a loose strand of hair behind her ear. Watches the way people lean toward her like gravity works differently in this room. 

And something ugly curls low in his stomach. 

He was first. 

He remembers the light that morning. 

The empty counter. 

The way she held the pencil. 

He remembers the sound of graphite against paper. 

The way she looked at him like he was something worth keeping. 

He remembers everything. 

She doesn’t. 

His eyes scan the wall again. 

Row after row. 

Faces he knows. Faces he doesn’t. 

Laughter pinned in place. 

Moments stolen and made permanent. 

But not his. 

Nowhere. 

He looks closer. 

Leans forward just enough to be sure. 

Not here. 

Not tucked between the edges. 

Not hidden in a corner. 

Gone. 

The realization settles slowly. 

Not sharp. 

Heavy. 

Like snow piling on something already fragile. 

She forgot. 

The word doesn’t feel big enough. 

She forgot. 

He sits there for a long time after that. 

Long enough for the room to move around him. 

Long enough for the coffee in front of him to go untouched. 

No one asks if he wants a refill. 

No one asks if he needs anything. 

It’s almost impressive. 

How easy it is to disappear when people decide you’re not there. 

Clara passes him once. 

Close enough that he could reach out. 

Close enough to see the faint lines exhaustion has drawn beneath her eyes. 

She doesn’t look at him. 

Not once. 

And something inside him cracks open quietly. 

Not loud. 

Not violent. 

Just final. 

He watches her laugh again. Watches someone touch her arm gently. Watches the wall fill with warmth that feels like it doesn’t belong to him anymore. 

Like it never did. 

The bell rings as someone else comes in. 

Then again. 

The diner is alive now. 

Breathing. 

He stands slowly. 

No one notices. 

The stool slides back without sound. The floor doesn’t creak under his weight. Even the bell stays silent as he opens the door just enough to slip through. 

Outside, the cold hits him like clarity. 

Sharp. Clean. 

He looks back once through the glass. 

She’s still inside. 

Still smiling. 

Still surrounded. 

The wall glows behind her, bright with faces that will never fade. 

He watches her a moment longer. 

Then turns away. 

And this time— 

He doesn’t come back to remember.   
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CHAPTER THREE 
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The bell rings earlier than usual the next morning. 

Clara is already awake when it happens. 

She hasn’t been sleeping much. 

Grief rearranges time in strange ways. 

Nights stretch too long. 

Mornings arrive before you’re ready to meet them. 

She’s been inside the diner for nearly an hour already, moving slowly through familiar motions. Coffee brewing. Lights on. Chairs turned down one by one. 

It still feels like learning to walk on a leg that never healed right. 

Everything works. 

Just not the same way. 

The wall is the first thing she looks at. 

It has become a habit without her realizing it. 

She checks it the way people check locks. 

Faces lined neatly in rows. 

Graphite smiles. 

Pinned memories. 

Something about it steadies her. 

Like she’s not holding everything alone anymore. 

She runs a fingertip gently along the bottom edge of one sketch, smoothing a corner that doesn’t need smoothing. 

Then she turns back toward the counter. 

The morning is quiet. 

Snow fell overnight. She can tell by the muted light pushing through the windows. The world outside looks padded. Slower. 

The kind of morning where people linger over coffee longer than they should. 

She pours herself a cup. 

Doesn’t drink it. 

Just holds it between her hands. 

The bell rings again. 

Tom, like always. 

He stomps snow off his boots and shakes cold from his shoulders before stepping fully inside. 

“Morning,” he says. 

There’s a warmth in his voice that makes







































































































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
Everyone
She Drew

SASHA DIETZE





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
&





