
Deadliest Secret 
of Truth



Publishing-in-support-of,

EDUCREATION PUBLISHING

RZ 94, Sector - 6, Dwarka, New Delhi - 110075
Shubham Vihar, Mangla, Bilaspur, Chhattisgarh - 495001

Website: www.educreation.in
__________________________________________________



© Copyright, Author


All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted, in any form by any means, electronic, mechanical, magnetic, optical, chemical, manual, photocopying, recording or otherwise, without the prior written consent of its writer.






ISBN: 978-1-61813-547-6
Price: ` 275.00


The opinions/ contents expressed in this book are solely of the author and do not represent the opinions/ standings/ thoughts of Educreation.



Printed in India


Deadliest Secret of Truth

Arjun Kacper







EDUCREATION PUBLISHING 
(Since 2011)
www.educreation.in

























About Author


[image: ]Arjun Kacper - psychotherapist and & counsellor, born to a middle-class family in India (Hyderabad), he undergone many hurdles during his childhood period. He introduced for first time, A Prequel Trilogy Book Series “Deadliest Secret of Truth - First Part’’. He is fond of fiction mystery thrillers. He fancies in unique way to present interesting stories to readers. He is a good motivational speaker and writer and he urge to dedicate mystery stories to readers.  You can visit author’s official website: www.arjunkacper.in




Disclaimer
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A Spinning,
 Moving American 
Classic Crime Thriller 

- Alok Mishra 



Part A:

August 21st, 1964 evening, the hurricane Cleo located about 890 miles across Atlantic sea.
Jim Thomas, one of the richest trade analysts of a textile industry established by his late father Erick-with one hand on steering and right hand holding cigar between index and fore finger, tossing side-ways.
BUICK CLASSIC CAR barrelled from Exeter NH to Horse Bay BK about 276 miles. As back breaking nature and divine from forerunners Jim Thomas was gleesome in his life.
He travelled almost two-hundred miles from New Hampshire.
Ice settling at corner of windshield. At 3:15 p.m. Serenity of frosty clime swirled around. The radio station blazons the clime forecast.
The whirl wind whisking at thirty-six miles/ hour speed. Jim Thomas was conscientiously driving. Ice frost began to accumulate on Jim’s face making his vision unclear.
Aspects of road started collapsing. Poles and trees were merged to move from sideways. Jim Thomas’s range of view was low, erratic to drive.
“Oh, Christ!” Jim mumbles.
Sounds from ocean were frightening. He had a flash towards his right chronographic wrist-watch; 5:45 p.m.
Jim reaches a deserted island, leaves keys and radio onward negligibly. The radio was intently broadcasting the same headlines of clime. Jim gets down from driver's seat.
He worn white collar with stripped shirt and grey vest, marches towards sea shore to have a glimpse of sea. As it was exquisite clime, Jim Thomas luxuriate himself by putting one hand in pocket and cigar in other. Waves splashing his brown leather boots dampen his trouser.
While Jim observing the sea, a man in black-suit with stripped neck tie came near to him “Good evening sir! How was your journey?”
Jim turns to him holding cigar in mouth and exhales out. “Hell! This frosty day” Utters Jim.
The radio was continuing its message without interruption.
Jim says, “bring the car keys”.
Jim trod to a deserted prison, floor and sideways were of brown bricks, Spun around. Prison was shadowed and subdued reticence wholly. Stamping of boots and squeaking voice of one's is echoed.
Jim Thomas stops at entrance of cell blocks abruptly. A sentry unlocks the door and greets him.
“Did you get food for that half-wit?” asks Jim patronizingly.
“It is ready sir!” utters the sentry and brought a streak of plate containing spaghetti.
Jim strides to a cell closed with metal bars. A thin line of light is focusing into the cell from the ventilator, which is above 3 meters high. Jim shoved plate from escort and pushed it into the cell through metal bars.
“How are you? Hope you are sensing the hell” says Jim with a grin.
“You shouldn’t have been there on that day” says savagely.
Rasping sound auscultated inside the cell. A hand with bruising blue fingers with brittle nails passes under metal bars and clasps the plate.
“Take care” utters Jim to sentry.
Darkness fenced and whimpers were heard from the cell.




ONE
Present Day the Twins


Heavy rain tossing on the ground. 18B pathway highway was gusting with high beam lights and loaded with trucks and cars barrelling mossy fright. Night sky was merged to be black and dusky. Bead of rain is striking harshly to ground.
A teenage boy was driving his car about 200 kms/ hour. He wore a printed T-shirt and black pant. Face and eyes were bright with clean shaved. Humming along with Bobby Vuintton song “you're my Angle” drumming on steering wheel.
About ten-feet distance he saw someone in the amidst of road. He turned on his wipers in high speed, but still the vision was blurry because of hail striking to windshield.
He fixates his eyes promptly five-feet distance, His vision was idyllic. He saw a lady with bare feet, worn white gown and her whole face covered with her hair. Rain drops slopping on her bare feet. Both her hands were mending with Chandelier chains flopped down to ground.
She noticed his arrival. Sneaked chains tied to her hands started trudging to his direction by producing Screech sound along with her move. The boy abruptly descended the speed and his face stuck with fear and terror.
“Oh, no!”
she strained both the chains in air tossing to the windshield of his car. Abruptly, he hit foot-brakes with force, till then the windshield cracked like spider-web.
*****
September 21st, 1993, Exeter NH, USA, a frosty morning around 9 a.m. Ice was freezing from widely opened widows.
A teenager covered up totally with comforter quivering constantly. A bawling sound is heard.
“I will hit you, move you lady” he says constantly.
His movement accompanied by bed rattling sound is audible to hallway.
“Oh no!” she twirled.
“Ready to toss on my face, save me, save me save me”, he's going on repeating and accompanied by fidgety.
A lady entered his room. Her voice was audible and ranted at him “Wake up Asher, wake up. You’re dreaming. Come on wake up”.
Asher opens eyes. Tears were springing on his eyes. “You’re alive son, alive. You’re just musing” utters his mother Rachael.
His eyes were withering, hugs his mother and mumbled “I LOVE YOU MOM”.
Rachael worn tea gown with a square neckline and long sleeves. Puffs of lace contained with bands of dress fabric. Strained her eyebrows together with anxiety and had a glance to Asher surprisingly. “What is it? You are abashed of in dream?” Rachael asks quizzical expression.
“Nothing mom, it's just a dream. I am sorry, I am sorry, I frightened you” utters Asher.
He lowers his head down and sped to hallway. Glowered to their family portrait. Father Jim Thomas, Rachael in bridal dress and Brother Jasper and Asher dressed in suits. They were twins. 
Descended stairs to lavatory Rachael glanced Asher warily.
Asher worn black shawl collar sweater with brown trouser, having bread and butter waffles served on dining. Rachael leaned on kitchen slab with her arms folded to her chest. Asher glued on his waffles and slurping blueberry juice looked at Rachael.
He finished gazing at his food with fork
“What's the matter mom, why are you staring at me?” asks Asher.
“don't you know why?”  she asked with serious tone.
“I’m sorry mom that was a bad dream I said you earlier” utters Asher grinning.
“It’s not about today” said Rachael.
“Then what?” Asher questioned with quizzical expression.
“Halls of ivy was opened before a week ago, what made you to go after a week?” asks Rachael with pursed lips.
Asher pulls a quick smile says, “I don’t remember, anyway who said you about it?”
“Why are you going to hit them? Who informed me?” asked Rachel.
Asher’s smile was distorted. He was unable to meet Rachel's eyes. “No mom who said it?” asked with grinning.
Rachael utters “Cassandra”.
Asher’s face widened and smile buried on his face.
Completing his chow draped his knapsack. Trod outside clicked his fingers in air. Driver arrives; Asher climbs into the backseat of the car.
Asher opens walkman from his knapsack, adjusted ear phones. ‘Sealed with kiss’ song wave was blowing in Asher’s ears. Tilting his head along with rhythm, forgets to close his knapsack. He finds a history book.
Pulling his eyebrows together in anxiety he opened the first page. There he finds the name Cassandra.
Asher brushes her name with his fingers with smile. He becomes zip up gazing at her name. He felt glumly for his injudicious behaviour with her.
“Does she forgive me or not?” he questioned himself.
“I would try my best to mend everything. I don’t want to lose from knot of friends” mumbles himself.
Car stopped at his Grad-college.
The college campus with 142acre land, lushes with exquisite greenery. It is as big as search engine library. There are almost 4,22,980 students, 24,000 faculty, was hard to mend in grey matter. Asher hardly finds his class room sometimes.





TWO

A girl in grey black high-neck sweater, black woollen high knee socks with brown fall booties, trudged towards him wished “Hello, Asher welcome back from vacation. Hope you didn't miss your joy”, utters with distorted smile.
Glowered to her feline face “Yes Caroline” Asher mumbles with a smile and abruptly receded his smile because he loathed her. But she didn't recognize it.
She asked, “can I sit beside you, Asher?” Asher kept quiet for a while.
She recapitulated again.
Asher blinks his eyes and utters “sure” she settled down.
One of her friends summoned.
After a while class-room was filled.
An old bald professor arrived. Probably he teaches Economics.
Asher hates.
Jasper urged to make him in his company, if he graduate from Economics.
Ten-minutes of class was finished. But Asher’s heart was pounding. His pulse was flooded gusting. Constantly gazing at door frame.
A girl propped at door frame, seeking assertion. Professor signed to enter. She wore t-shirt with denim jacket, black jean and converse leopard pink shoes. Asher’s face gloved. Felt overwhelming and titillating his atrium was freeze instead of pumping blood to ventricles. Every part of his protoplasm has frozen. He was perspiring gazing at her.
Liner was traced around her eyes. Hair was brushing her shoulders. Cheeks were white. Her jaws twitching sideways as she is chewing gum.
Asher’s mind uttered “Oh, god… She is twinkly and tantalizing always. It has been long time I missed her so badly”.
He was gazing her intently, forgot to blink. His eyes rose to see her. Finally, she's there just less than 2 feet distance.
She came close to him.  A subdued smile smirked on his lips.
“She’s going to seat beside me’’ he whispered. His limbs quiver looking towards her with synagogues looks. “Whatever happens I am going to mend squall betwixt us”. He mumbled himself and teeters to give space.
His jaw flexed to stark her name “Cassandra”.
But she crossed.
Didn't even bug to reply. Asher face filled with mournful.




THREE

Why doesn't she be jocular? Why is she pragmatic and kittenish? What’s wrong with her? His heart pounded for her.
He expected she may sit beside him, but didn’t happen instead she choose to accompany with his enemy. That was folly? Asher’s anger flooded like lava.
“Even though, I committed a lapse. But I Don't think it was errant, then why does she avoid me?”
“This is ridiculous, I Have tried to gaze at her in betwixt, she pretended to listen the lecture”.
He goes on murmuring.
“She doesn't hate me? But she behaves because of a worst day.”
His face filled with apologetic,
“I thought she would forgive me, but she took it grim.”
*****
Caroline and Cassandra slurping soft-drink. Asher was trailing them.
Moistens lips, brushing the hair and holding Cassandra’s history book.
They both involved in their gossip talks. He heard Caroline loud laughter.
There are no traces of smile on Cassandra’s face. She was always calm and moreover old-fashioned girl.
Marching almost a mile in backyard of college campus, Asher gasped and cleared his tone, summoned “Cassandra”.
She turned to him.
Asher was skittish and frowned at her. “Hi, Cassandra, how are you?”
Her expressions seem no change but aching, gazing incuriously. Folding her arms against stomach and utters patronizingly “what's the matter?”
His eyebrows rose gazing at her intently and uttered in narrow tone “here is your history book.”
She ambled towards Asher and tried to pull her book. But Asher was holding strenuously. she glowered at him in ager.
“I am sorry, I shouldn't behave like that.”
“That's enough Asher, let me leave” she said in a serious tone.
“It was an accident, but not a plan on Terry's party” Asher said apologetically.
She gasped and said, “I don't care.”
“That was a game, it's just a game and screeds are screeds, I didn't smooch you wontedly” Asher apologized.
Cassandra pulled her book “I said I don't care Asher” she pulled off and walked away with Caroline.
“You should have forgiven him, Cassandra, he's good with us. You are secluding him” Caroline pleaded Cassandra.
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