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            "A man can disappear from the world,but he can never escape the story he leaves behind."
— Fazal Abubakkar Esaf
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Preface
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A disappearance is never just an absence.

When someone vanishes, the world does not simply lose a person—it gains a mystery. Questions begin where footsteps end. Every object left behind becomes a clue. Every silence becomes a possibility. Every memory becomes unreliable.

The Writer Who Vanished explores the thin line between truth and illusion, between being forgotten and choosing to be free.

At the center of this story is a writer whose final manuscript becomes the beginning of a decades-long search. A body is found. Evidence appears. A family breaks apart. Investigators follow every trail they can find, only to discover that some mysteries are not solved by searching harder, but by understanding why someone wanted to disappear.

This novel is a journey through secrets, grief, obsession, and the human desire to rewrite one's own destiny.
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The world remembers people in different ways.

Some are remembered through photographs. Some through achievements. Some through the stories they leave behind.

But what happens when a person leaves behind only questions?

When a famous writer disappears without explanation, the world searches for a simple answer. Was it an accident? A crime? A tragedy? A carefully planned escape?

The evidence seems clear. A missing man. A suspicious discovery. A family full of secrets. A trail that crosses borders and decades.

Yet every answer creates another question.

The Writer Who Vanished is a mystery about the search for a man who may never have wanted to be found. It explores how easily evidence can mislead, how memories can change, and how the truth sometimes hides behind the very things people believe prove it.

Because the greatest mystery is not always where someone went.

Sometimes it is why they left.
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"A man can disappear from the world,
but he can never escape the story he leaves behind."
— Fazal Abubakkar Esaf
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For everyone who has ever felt invisible.

For those who have carried secrets too heavy to share.

For the dreamers who know that every ending is the beginning of another story.

And for every lost soul who searches for a place where they can finally become themselves.
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Author's Note
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Mysteries are built on questions.

Every chapter, every clue, and every hidden truth begins with one simple thought:

What if?

What if the evidence was wrong?
What if the person everyone was searching for had already found a way to disappear?
What if the greatest mystery was not solving a crime, but understanding a choice?
The Writer Who Vanished is a story about identity, survival, and the complicated relationship between people and the lives they create.

The world often demands explanations. It wants names, dates, records, and proof. But human beings are not always as simple as the evidence suggests. Sometimes a person can exist in two worlds—the one everyone knows and the one they secretly build for themselves.

This novel is a reminder that every person has unseen chapters.

Some are written in ink.

Some are written in silence.

And some are written where nobody will ever think to look.

—Fazal Abubakkar Esaf
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1. The Last Page He Ever Wrote
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The last sentence Fazzu ever wrote was not a farewell.

That was the first mistake everyone made.

After his disappearance, investigators, journalists, and millions of readers searched through his final manuscript looking for a hidden goodbye. They searched for sadness between the lines, a confession buried beneath his words, a final message from a man who knew he was about to vanish.

They wanted his last page to explain everything.

But Fazzu had never been the kind of writer who gave people what they expected.

That was why the world admired him.

And perhaps that was why the world never truly understood him.

Fazzu was the author who had spent three decades writing about disappearances, impossible crimes, and secrets hidden beneath ordinary lives. His novels had sold millions of copies across the world. His characters had become legends. His mysteries had kept readers awake for countless nights.

Yet the greatest mystery he ever created was not written in any of his books.

It was himself.

The night he disappeared, Fazzu did not leave behind a confession.

He left behind a question.

A question that would remain unanswered for twenty years.

The rain began at 11:43 p.m.

It fell quietly over the city, covering the streets in a silver mist and turning the windows of Fazzu's house into mirrors. Beyond the glass, the world continued moving without knowing that one of its most famous voices was preparing to disappear forever.

His house stood at the edge of the city, hidden behind tall trees and an old stone wall covered with vines. It was not the kind of home people imagined for a bestselling author.

There were no grand entrances.

No expensive decorations.

No signs of fame.

Only silence.

Inside, the ground floor was filled with books. Thousands of them lined the walls of his private library, many carrying handwritten notes in the margins. Some belonged to famous authors. Others were forgotten novels purchased from small bookstores during his travels.

Fazzu believed every book carried a piece of the person who wrote it.

Perhaps that was why he collected them.

Perhaps he was searching for pieces of himself.

The world knew Fazzu the writer.

They knew the mysterious man who rarely appeared in public. They knew the author who refused interviews, avoided award ceremonies, and never allowed his personal life to become part of his fame.

They knew the photographs.

They knew the stories.

They knew the legend.

But they did not know the man sitting alone in that room.

They did not know how exhausted he had become.

They did not know how lonely success could feel.

They did not know that every time someone called him a genius, he wondered whether they were talking about him or only about the person he had created.

At midnight, Fazzu sat at his wooden desk and continued writing.

The room was illuminated by a single lamp. The smell of old paper filled the air. Outside, the rain tapped gently against the window.

On the desk lay his final manuscript.

The pages were covered with his familiar handwriting.

Slow.

Precise.

Careful.

His younger self had written with urgency, as if every idea might disappear if he did not capture it quickly enough.

This version of Fazzu wrote differently.

He wrote like a man who had already found the ending.

He stopped and looked at the page in front of him.

For several minutes, he did not move.

Then he smiled.

It was not a smile of happiness.

It was a smile of acceptance.

A writer spends his entire life creating endings for imaginary people.

But when the time comes to write his own ending, even the greatest storyteller struggles to find the right words.

His tea sat untouched beside him.

Cold.

Forgotten.

The same way many things in his life had become.

His phone vibrated on the desk.

Once.

Then again.

The screen illuminated the dark room.

The name displayed was:

Rahil.

His younger brother.

Fazzu watched the phone ring.

He did not answer.

The call ended.

A few seconds later, the phone rang again.

Still, he did not answer.

Years later, investigators would return to that moment again and again.

Why did Fazzu refuse that call?

Was Rahil trying to warn him?

Was there an argument between the brothers?

Did Rahil know something about what was going to happen?

The unanswered call became one of the first mysteries of the case.

But the truth was far simpler.

Fazzu did not ignore the call because he was angry.

He ignored it because his decision had already been made.

At 12:17 a.m., Fazzu returned to his manuscript.

He read the final paragraph one last time.

Then he wrote the final sentence.

Seven words.

Nothing dramatic.

Nothing emotional.

Nothing that looked important.

Just seven ordinary words.

The sentence that would later become the most analyzed line in literary history.

Every man deserves a place where nobody knows his name.

He placed the pen down.

For a long moment, he stared at the words.

Then he closed the manuscript.

On the wall behind his desk hung a framed quote from one of his own novels:

"The greatest disappearance is not when the world loses you. It is when you lose yourself while everyone is watching."

Readers had always believed it was fiction.

They believed Fazzu invented everything.

They never understood that writers often hide their truths inside imaginary worlds.

At 1:06 a.m., Fazzu walked through his house for the final time.

He touched the shelves of his library.

He looked at old photographs.

He opened forgotten notebooks filled with unfinished stories.

He stood silently in rooms where he had spent years creating worlds for others.

There was no anger in his expression.

No fear.

Only a strange sense of peace.

In the kitchen, he prepared another cup of tea.

It was an old habit.

Whenever Fazzu began something important, he made tea first.

That night was no different.

Except this time, he was not beginning a story.

He was ending one.

At 2:13 a.m., Fazzu disappeared.

No one saw him leave.

No neighbor heard anything unusual.

No camera captured his face.

The front door was locked.

The windows were closed.

His passport remained inside the house.

His wallet was left on the table.

His phone stayed beside the unfinished manuscript.

Everything suggested that Fazzu had vanished from inside his own home.

Three days later, Maya Verma arrived at his house.

She had been his publisher for seventeen years.

She knew Fazzu better than most people.

She knew he hated unnecessary conversations.

She knew he could disappear into his writing for days.

But she also knew something else.

Fazzu never abandoned a story.

Not once.

When she entered his study, she immediately understood that something was wrong.

The lamp was still on.

The chair was pulled away from the desk.

The manuscript was open.

The tea cup was empty.

But Fazzu was gone.

The police arrived that evening.

The media arrived before the police even finished their investigation.

Within hours, the world knew.

Fazzu, the legendary mystery writer, had disappeared.

Detective Arman Voss arrived at the house shortly after midnight.

Unlike the others, he did not look at the open manuscript first.

He looked at the room.

The empty chair.

The untouched phone.

The perfectly arranged books.

The silence.

Something bothered him.

The evidence looked convincing.

Almost too convincing.

He carefully picked up the final page and read the last sentence.

Every man deserves a place where nobody knows his name.

Arman stared at the words for a long time.

Then he looked around the room.

Everyone else saw a missing person.

Everyone else saw a possible crime.

But Arman saw something different.

A question.

What if Fazzu was not taken?

What if he left?

He had no evidence.

No proof.

Only instinct.

And sometimes, the smallest instinct is the beginning of the greatest investigation.

Because while the world searched for a missing writer...

Detective Arman Voss began searching for a man who might have planned his own disappearance.

And somewhere beyond the reach of everyone looking for him, Fazzu had already begun writing his greatest story.

A story where the main character was not found.

A story where the final chapter would take twenty years to discover.

A story called disappearance.
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2. A Manuscript Left Open
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The first thing Detective Arman Voss noticed about Fazzu’s study was not what was missing.

It was what remained.

In most disappearance cases, people looked for absence. They searched for the object that should have been there, the item that had vanished with the person. They looked for broken windows, forced doors, scattered belongings, signs of panic.

But Fazzu’s study did not look abandoned.

It looked paused.

As if the owner had simply stepped outside for a moment and intended to return.

That was what disturbed Arman more than anything else.

The room had the quiet appearance of a life interrupted in the middle of a sentence.

The rain continued falling against the windows as officers moved carefully through the house. Their footsteps echoed across the wooden floor, disturbing the silence that had surrounded Fazzu for years.

On the desk sat the manuscript.

Open.

Waiting.

The pages were held down by an old brass paperweight shaped like a raven. It was a gift Fazzu had received twenty years earlier from a reader who claimed his books had saved her life.

Fazzu had kept it ever since.

He remembered every unusual gift from his readers.

That was the kind of person he was.

The world thought he was distant because he avoided interviews and public appearances. They thought his silence came from arrogance.

It did not.

Fazzu simply believed that too much attention destroyed the truth of a person.

People did not want to know who someone really was.

They wanted a version of that person they could admire.

A hero.

A genius.

A symbol.

And over the years, Fazzu had become a symbol.

The mysterious writer.

The man who understood darkness.

The man who could create impossible crimes and solve them before anyone else.

But behind every successful story was a writer who had spent years alone with his own thoughts.

And sometimes thoughts were more dangerous than any enemy.

Arman stood beside the desk and looked at the manuscript.

The title page was still blank.

That was unusual.

Fazzu always named his novels before completing them.

His publisher, Maya Verma, had mentioned this earlier.

“He never left a book without a name,” she told him.

Arman remembered her expression when she said it.

Not fear.

Something closer to disappointment.

As if she knew something had happened that she could not explain.

“What was the manuscript about?” Arman had asked.

Maya had looked away.

“I don’t know.”

“You were his publisher for seventeen years.”

“Yes.”

“You’re telling me you don’t know what his final book was about?”

Maya had remained silent for several seconds.

Then she answered:

“Fazzu never showed anyone his first draft.”

Arman had found that strange.

Most authors shared their work with editors throughout the writing process. They needed opinions, corrections, and outside perspectives.

But Fazzu was different.

He believed unfinished stories were fragile things.

“Once too many people touch an unfinished story,” he used to say, “it stops belonging to the person who created it.”

Arman looked back at the manuscript.

Perhaps that was why it bothered him.

Because this was not just an unfinished book.

It was the last thing Fazzu had left behind.

The final piece of evidence from a man who had disappeared.

The officer standing beside him, Inspector Sameer Malik, cleared his throat.

“Detective, the preliminary search is complete.”

Arman did not look away from the pages.

“Find anything?”

Sameer hesitated.

That hesitation was enough.

“What is it?”

“We found something unusual in the bedroom.”

Arman finally turned.

“What kind of unusual?”

“The kind that makes this case more complicated.”

Sameer handed him a small evidence photograph.

It showed a drawer inside Fazzu’s bedroom.

Inside the drawer was an old passport.

A passport that had expired twelve years earlier.

Arman frowned.

“Why is this important?”

“Because it belongs to Fazzu.”

“He had a passport?”

“Yes.”

“That’s not unusual.”

Sameer looked uncomfortable.

“The photograph inside it has been removed.”

Arman stared at the image.

The empty space where the photograph should have been looked strangely deliberate.

Someone had carefully removed it.

Not torn it.

Not damaged it.

Removed it.

“Anything else?”

Sameer nodded.

“There was another thing.”

“What?”

“A photograph frame on the bookshelf.”

Arman waited.

“The frame was empty.”

For a moment, neither man spoke.

The rain outside grew heavier.

A missing photograph.

An empty frame.

An unfinished manuscript.

A writer who vanished without leaving a clear explanation.

Arman looked again at the pages on the desk.

He had investigated hundreds of cases.

People always left something behind.

A mistake.

A clue.

A forgotten detail.

But Fazzu seemed different.

It was almost as if he had designed his disappearance.

The thought entered Arman’s mind suddenly.

He dismissed it immediately.

People did not design disappearances.

Not real ones.

Only fictional characters did that.

And Fazzu was a writer.

A man who had spent his life convincing people that fiction and reality were separate worlds.

Maybe they were not.

Maybe he knew better than anyone that the line between them was thinner than people believed.

Arman carefully turned the first page.

The handwriting was unmistakable.

Elegant.

Controlled.

The first paragraph described a man who vanished from his own life.

Arman stopped reading.

He looked up.

“Is this a coincidence?”

Sameer stepped closer.

“What?”

Arman pointed at the page.

“The main character disappears.”

Sameer read the paragraph.

His expression changed.

“Are you saying Fazzu wrote about his own disappearance?”

“I’m saying we should not assume anything yet.”

“But that would mean—”

“It would mean nothing.”

Arman closed the manuscript.

“Writers create stories about things they fear.”

He looked toward the empty chair.

“Or things they secretly want.”

Neither of them spoke after that.

Because both men had the same thought.

And neither wanted to say it aloud.

What if Fazzu had not written about a disappearance because he imagined it?

What if he wrote about it because he planned it?

The investigation had only just begun.

But already, Fazzu seemed to be speaking from somewhere beyond the room.

Through his words.

Through his silence.

Through the pages he had deliberately left open.

Outside, journalists gathered behind police barriers.

The world was beginning to ask questions.

Where was Fazzu?

Who had taken him?

Why had he left behind his final manuscript?

But inside the quiet study, Detective Arman Voss asked a different question.

The one nobody else had considered.

What if the manuscript was not the evidence of a crime?

What if it was the blueprint?

He looked once more at the open pages.

And somewhere beneath the ink, hidden between the sentences, he felt the presence of a man who had always understood one thing better than anyone else.

The most perfect mystery was not the one nobody could solve.

It was the one everyone solved incorrectly.

And Fazzu had just written the first chapter of it.
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3. The Phone That Never Rang Again
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For the first forty-eight hours after Fazzu disappeared, the phone on his desk became the most important object in the world.

Not the manuscript.

Not the empty photograph frame.

Not the missing passport picture.

The phone.

Because every mystery begins with communication.

A message that was never sent.

A call that was never answered.

A conversation that ended before it began.

And in Fazzu’s case, there was one unanswered call that seemed to hold the entire mystery inside it.

The call from his brother.

Rahil.

Detective Arman Voss sat alone in the evidence room, staring at the digital copy of the call record displayed on the computer screen.

11:58 p.m.

Rahil Verma called Fazzu.

Duration: 18 seconds.

No answer.

12:01 a.m.

Second call.

Duration: 22 seconds.

No answer.

12:17 a.m.

Final call.

Duration: 34 seconds.

No answer.

After that, silence.

Arman leaned back in his chair.

Three calls.

Three opportunities for someone to hear Fazzu’s voice.

Three moments that disappeared forever.

He had seen this pattern before.

In missing person cases, the last communication was often where the truth hid.

People revealed things without realizing it.

Fear.

Anger.

Regret.

Sometimes a single sentence spoken before a person vanished could explain everything.

But in Fazzu’s case, there was no sentence.

Only silence.

The phone had never connected.

The phone had never spoken.

The phone had never revealed the secret.

It simply remained there, waiting.

Almost like Fazzu himself.

Waiting.

Watching.

Knowing something everyone else did not.

Arman returned to Fazzu’s house the following morning.

The media had already transformed the disappearance into a national obsession.

Every news channel showed the same images.

The old house.

The library.

The rain-covered windows.

The empty chair.

The photograph of Fazzu taken years earlier, when he had accepted his first international literary award.

The headlines changed every few hours.

"FAMOUS WRITER MISSING."

"IS FAZZU DEAD?"

"THE FINAL MANUSCRIPT: A HIDDEN CONFESSION?"

"FAMILY SILENT AS MYSTERY DEEPENS."

Arman hated the noise.

Mysteries became dangerous when too many people wanted to solve them.

Everyone started creating their own version of the truth.

The public did not want facts.

They wanted a story.

And Fazzu had spent his entire career teaching people how powerful stories could be.

Now his own disappearance had become the greatest story he had ever created.

Inside the house, Arman walked directly toward the desk.

The phone was still there.

Exactly where it had been found.

The forensic team had already examined it.

No fingerprints except Fazzu’s.

No damage.

No unusual activity.

Nothing.

A perfectly normal phone.

That was the problem.

Everything about Fazzu’s disappearance was ordinary enough to be believable.

And unusual enough to be impossible.

Arman picked up the phone carefully.

He studied the screen.

The last call remained visible.

Rahil’s name.

He wondered what the brothers had talked about before this.

Or what they had failed to talk about.

According to family records, Fazzu and Rahil had been close when they were young.

They grew up in the same small town, shared the same room, and spent their childhood creating imaginary worlds.

Fazzu wrote stories.

Rahil built things.

One became a famous author.

The other became a businessman.

But somewhere along the way, the brothers had changed.

Success had created distance.

Fame had created walls.

Arman had learned one thing from years of investigation:

Families always knew more than they admitted.

Not because they were guilty.

Because they were afraid.

He called Rahil.

The phone rang three times before someone answered.

"Hello?"

The voice was calm.

Too calm.

"Mr. Rahil Verma?"

"Yes."

"This is Detective Arman Voss. I need to ask you some questions about your brother."

A pause.

Only a second.

But Arman noticed.

"What kind of questions?"

"About your calls that night."

Another pause.

"I already told the officers everything."

"I need to hear it again."

Silence.

Then Rahil said:

"I called him because I was worried."

"Why?"

"Because he had been acting differently."

"How?"

Rahil did not answer immediately.

Arman waited.

People often revealed more when they were given silence.

Finally, Rahil spoke.

"Fazzu was tired."

"Everyone says that."

"No. I mean something else."

"What?"

"He was tired of being Fazzu."

Arman looked at the phone.

The sentence stayed with him.

"What does that mean?"

"I don't know."

"You called him three times."

"Yes."

"Why?"

"Because I wanted to talk to him."

"About what?"

Another pause.

Longer this time.

Then Rahil said:

"About something he was planning."

Arman straightened.

"What was he planning?"

"I don't know."

"You just said he was planning something."

"I said he was planning something. I didn't say I knew what."

The detective studied the conversation.

Rahil was careful.

Too careful.

"What did Fazzu tell you?"

"Nothing."

"People don't call someone three times at midnight because of nothing."

"He wasn't answering."

"Why were you calling?"

The line went quiet.

Then Rahil said something that changed the direction of the investigation.

"Because I thought he was saying goodbye."

Arman looked toward the window.

Rain fell across the city.

"Did he say goodbye to you?"

"No."

"Then why did you think that?"

Rahil's voice became softer.

"Because Fazzu always said the same thing."

"What?"

"He said everyone deserves a place where nobody knows their name."

Arman froze.

The sentence.

The manuscript.

The final page.

The words connected.

"How long had he been saying that?"

"Years."

"Why?"

"I thought it was something for a novel."

"And now?"

Rahil did not answer.

Arman understood.

Now it was something else.

After ending the call, Arman remained seated for several minutes.

The investigation had changed.

Before, Fazzu’s disappearance looked like a crime.

Now it looked like a choice.

But choices could be forced.

People disappeared because they wanted to escape.

People disappeared because someone made them disappear.

The difference was often impossible to see.

Arman returned to the study and opened Fazzu’s phone records.

The last month of activity showed something strange.

Fazzu had slowly reduced his digital presence.

He stopped using social media.

Stopped responding to emails.

Stopped accepting calls from unknown numbers.

He had cancelled several subscriptions.

Closed some accounts.

Changed passwords.

Small things.

Almost invisible.

But together they created a pattern.

A pattern of someone preparing to leave.

Arman stared at the screen.

He remembered something Fazzu had written years earlier.

A line from one of his most famous novels.

"The person who wants to disappear does not run first. They erase themselves."

At the time, readers thought it was a clever observation about criminals.

Now Arman wondered if Fazzu had been describing himself.

He walked back into the study.

The manuscript waited on the desk.

The phone rested beside it.

The two final objects Fazzu had left behind.

One contained his words.

The other contained his silence.

Arman looked at both.

Then he noticed something.

A detail nobody had mentioned.

A detail so small that everyone had ignored it.

The phone charger was missing.

The phone was placed perfectly on the desk.

But the charger was gone.

Arman frowned.

Why would someone take the charger but leave the phone?

Unless the phone was never meant to be used again.

Unless Fazzu had left it behind deliberately.

The detective slowly looked around the room.

For the first time, he considered the possibility that Fazzu had not forgotten anything.

Not the manuscript.

Not the phone.

Not the empty frame.

Nothing.

Maybe every missing piece was missing because Fazzu wanted it to be missing.

And if that was true...

Then the greatest mystery
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