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Dedication

To those who notice the quiet moments— the pauses, the silences, the choices that don’t seem like choices.

And to every reader who understands that sometimes, 

what isn’t said matters the most.
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Introduction

Some stories begin with an event. 

This one begins with a moment. 

A moment so small, so ordinary, that it almost goes unnoticed. A conversation. A pause. A decision that doesn’t feel like a decision at all.

But moments don’t exist in isolation.

They build. 

They shift. 

They lead somewhere. 

Almost Gone From Me is not just a story about what happened. It’s about how it happened. About the quiet line between reaction and control. Between accident and intention. 

Because the most dangerous things are not always loud. 

Sometimes—

they are calm. 
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Chapter 1: The Day It Started

The morning Elena Hartmann disappeared did not feel unusual. That was what made it unsettling later—how ordinary everything had seemed. 

Vienna woke slowly that day, wrapped in a pale gray sky that pressed softly against the buildings. The streets carried their usual rhythm: early commuters, distant tram bells, the quiet hum of a city moving without urgency. Nothing suggested that something was about to break. 

Inside the apartment on the second floor, Lukas Hartmann woke later than usual. 

The bed beside him was empty. 

At first, he didn’t think much of it. Elena often woke before him, moving quietly through the apartment, careful not to disturb him. There was comfort in that routine—something steady, something predictable. 

He lay there for a moment longer, staring at the ceiling, waiting to hear the faint sounds that usually followed. The clink of a cup. The soft movement of footsteps. The low hum of the coffee machine. 

But there was nothing. 

Only silence. 

It stretched longer than it should have. 

Lukas sat up slowly, his eyes moving toward the bedroom door. It was slightly open, just enough to let the gray light spill in. He listened again, more carefully this time. 

Still nothing. 

He stood, pushing the covers aside, and stepped into the hallway. 

“Elena?” he called.

No answer. 

The apartment felt different. 

Not empty, not exactly—but paused, as if something had interrupted its natural flow. He moved toward the kitchen first, expecting to find her there. 

It was untouched. 

No coffee. 

No movement. 

No sign that anyone had been there that morning. 

A faint crease formed between his brows. He turned, walking toward the living room. 

That was when he noticed the door. 

Slightly open. 

Just enough to let a thin line of cold air slip inside. 

Lukas stopped. 

Something about it felt wrong. 

Not dramatic. 

Not obvious. 

Just… out of place.

He stepped closer and pushed it open fully. The hallway outside was empty. Silent. Still. 

He stood there for a moment before closing it again. 

And then he saw it. 

The chair. 

Tilted. 

Not broken. Not thrown. Just… off.

And near it—

A dark stain on the floor. 

Small. 

But impossible to ignore. 

Lukas didn’t move immediately.

His eyes stayed fixed on it, his expression unreadable, his breathing steady but shallow. The moment stretched, suspended between realization and denial. 

Then he stepped forward. 

Slowly. 

Carefully. 

As if approaching something fragile rather than something violent. 

“Elena?” he called again.

This time, his voice carried further. 

Still no answer. 

The silence pressed harder now. 

He turned, moving quickly through the rest of the apartment. Bedroom. Bathroom. Closet. 

Nothing. 

No sign of her. 

No indication of where she had gone. 

Or why. 

He returned to the living room, his gaze settling once more on the stain. 

It looked deliberate. 

Contained. 

Not chaotic. 

Not like a struggle. 

That detail stayed with him. 

He reached for his phone and dialed. 

His voice, when he spoke, was controlled. 

Measured. 

But something beneath it had already shifted. 

“My wife is missing,” he said.

Within minutes, the apartment was no longer silent. 

Police officers moved through the space with quiet efficiency, their presence filling the rooms without disturbing the stillness that lingered beneath everything. Questions were asked. Observations made. Notes taken. 

Inspector Clara Weiss arrived shortly after. 

She didn’t rush.

Didn’t speak immediately.

She stood just inside the doorway, taking in the apartment as a whole before focusing on anything specific. 

Scenes spoke. 

If you let them. 

Her eyes moved across the room slowly—the furniture, the placement, the subtle details most people overlooked. 

Then they settled on the stain. 

She stepped closer, crouching slightly to examine it. 

Not large. 

Not scattered. 

Controlled. 

That was the word that came to her. 

Controlled. 

She stood and turned her attention to Lukas. 

He stood near the wall, his posture straight, his hands loosely clasped together. He looked composed, but not relaxed. Present, but not entirely engaged. 

“Mr. Hartmann,” Clara said.

He looked at her immediately. 

“Yes.”

“When did you last see your wife?”

“This morning,” he replied. “Last night, technically. We went to bed together.”

“Any arguments?”

“No.”

The answer came without hesitation. 

Clara noted it. 

“Anything unusual?” she asked.

“No.”

Again—quick. 

Clean. 

Too clean. 

Clara tilted her head slightly, studying him. 

People rarely described their lives without friction. Even small things surfaced under pressure. But Lukas offered none. 

That, in itself, was something. 

She walked slowly around the room, her gaze returning to the overturned chair. 

“Did you touch anything?” she asked.

“No.”

“Move anything?”

“No.”

She nodded, though her attention had already shifted elsewhere. 

“Your door was unlocked,” she said.

“Yes.”

“Is that normal?”

“Sometimes.”

Clara glanced toward the entrance again. 

Unlocked doors weren’t unusual.

But in situations like this—

They mattered. 

“Did your wife ever leave early without telling you?” she asked.

“No.”

“Ever?”

“No.”

The certainty was absolute. 

Clara turned back to him. 

“Then why do you think she left today?”

The question lingered. 

Lukas didn’t answer immediately.

“I don’t think she left,” he said quietly.

Clara watched him carefully. 

“No?” she said.

He shook his head. 

“Not like that.”

Something in his tone shifted. 

Subtle. 

But real. 

Clara didn’t press further.

Not yet. 

Instead, she observed. 

Listened. 

Waited. 

Because the truth rarely revealed itself all at once. 

It appeared in fragments. 

In pauses. 

In the space between words. 

And as she stood there, taking in the stillness of the apartment and the man standing inside it, one thought began to form clearly in her mind: This wasn’t a simple disappearance.

Something had happened here. 

Something controlled. 

Something deliberate. 

And whatever it was—

Lukas Hartmann knew more than he was saying. 

By mid-morning, the apartment no longer belonged to Lukas.

It belonged to the investigation. 

The quiet space had filled with movement—controlled, efficient, almost clinical. Officers moved from room to room, their voices low, their actions precise. Nothing was rushed, yet nothing was wasted. Every surface, every object, every small inconsistency was treated as if it mattered. 

Because it did. 

Lukas remained near the edge of the living room, no longer the center of attention but not removed from it either. He watched as strangers stepped carefully through the life he had shared with Elena, their gloved hands hovering over things that had once felt ordinary. 

Now nothing was ordinary. 

Inspector Clara Weiss moved differently from the others. 

She didn’t follow a fixed path or focus on a single task. Instead, she let her attention drift across the apartment, pausing when something felt wrong—not visibly wrong, but subtly out of place. 

Her eyes returned often to the same details. 

The chair. 

The stain. 

The door. 

Each one alone meant little. 

Together, they suggested something else. 

Something incomplete. 

She stepped into the hallway briefly, speaking quietly with one of the officers before returning her attention to Lukas. 

“Walk me through your morning again,” she said.

Her tone was calm, but there was a quiet insistence beneath it. 

Lukas looked at her, then nodded once. 

“I woke up around eight,” he said. “She wasn’t in bed. I thought she might be in the kitchen.”

Clara didn’t interrupt.

“I went there first. Then I noticed the door was open. After that… I saw the living room.”

He gestured slightly toward the space behind her, where the chair still lay on its side. 

Clara watched him closely. 

“You’re certain that’s the order?” she asked.

He frowned faintly. 

“Yes.”

A pause. 

Then—

“I think so.”

There it was. 

Small. 

Almost invisible. 

But enough. 

Clara tilted her head slightly. 

“Earlier, you said you saw the living room before checking the kitchen,” she said.

Lukas blinked. 

“I might have misspoken,” he replied.

“Already?” Clara asked softly.

The question wasn’t accusatory.

But it wasn’t neutral either.

Lukas’s jaw tightened just slightly.

“It’s been a stressful morning,” he said.

Clara held his gaze for a moment longer, then nodded. 

“That’s fair,” she said.

But she didn’t write anything down.

Not yet. 

Instead, she turned away, moving slowly toward the bedroom. 

The space felt untouched. 

The bed still slightly unmade, as if someone had risen from it without finishing the motion. Elena’s side remained intact—her pillow, her blanket, the faint impression where she had been. 

Clara stepped closer. 

There were no signs of urgency here. 

No disruption. 

No indication that anything had gone wrong inside this room. 

Which made the living room even more significant. 

She turned back toward the doorway. 

“Did your wife take anything with her?” she asked.

Lukas shook his head. 

“I don’t think so.”

“No bag? No phone?”

“She always takes her phone,” he said.

Clara’s eyes sharpened slightly.

“And today?”

“It’s not here.”

“Have you tried calling it?”

“Yes.”

“No answer?”

“No.”

Clara nodded slowly. 

Phones were habits. 

People didn’t leave without them.

Not unless something interrupted them. 

Or unless they chose to. 

She stepped back into the hallway, her mind already shifting between possibilities. 

Behind her, the quiet murmur of the forensic team continued. 

“Inspector,” one of them called.

Clara turned. 

“Yes?”

“No signs of forced entry,” the technician said. “Locks are intact. Windows too.”

Clara nodded. 

Expected. 

Still important. 

“Anything else?” she asked.

The technician hesitated. 

“Not yet,” he said.

“Keep looking,” Clara replied.

She moved back into the living room, her attention narrowing again. 

The chair. 

She crouched beside it, studying its position more closely this time. 

It wasn’t broken.

There were no marks on the floor indicating it had been dragged or thrown. 

It had simply—

Fallen. 

Or been placed. 

Clara reached out and gently set it upright. 

It moved easily. 

Too easily. 

Her eyes shifted toward the stain again. 

Still dark. 

Still contained. 

She exhaled slowly. 

A struggle should have left more. 

Movement. 

Disorder. 

Noise. 

But this—

Felt restrained. 

Intentional. 

She stood and turned back to Lukas. 

“Did you and your wife argue recently?” she asked.

The question came without warning. 

Lukas hesitated. 

Just briefly. 

“No,” he said.

Clara didn’t react.

“Not even a minor disagreement?” she pressed.

He exhaled through his nose. 

“Nothing serious.”

The phrasing changed. 

Subtle. 

But meaningful. 

Clara stepped closer. 

“What does ‘nothing serious’ mean?” she asked.

Lukas looked at her. 

“For most people, arguments are normal,” she continued. “They don’t disappear just because something goes wrong.”

Silence. 

“We had a disagreement a few days ago,” Lukas admitted.

Clara waited. 

“About what?”

“Work. Time. Small things.”

“Did it get loud?”

A pause. 

“Maybe.”

“Who raised their voice?”

He looked away briefly. 

“I did.”

“And your wife?”

“She reacted.”

“How?”

Another pause. 

“Upset,” he said.

Clara studied him carefully. 

“Afraid?” she asked.

The word landed differently. 

Sharper. 

More deliberate. 

Lukas’s eyes flickered.

“No.”

Too fast. 

Clara noticed. 

But she didn’t challenge it.

Not yet. 

Instead, she stepped back, giving him space. 

“Mr. Hartmann,” she said quietly, “I need you to understand something.”

He looked at her. 

“Details matter,” she continued. “Not just what happened—but how it happened.”

A beat. 

“And right now, there are gaps.”

Lukas didn’t respond.

Because he understood. 

Even if he didn’t say it.

Clara turned away again, her gaze drifting across the apartment one more time. 

Everything was still. 

Everything was quiet. 

But beneath that—

Something wasn’t right.

Not visibly. 

Not obviously. 

But undeniably. 

And as she stood there, letting the silence settle into place around her, one thought became clearer than the others: This wasn’t just about what was missing.

It was about what didn’t fit.

And somewhere within those small inconsistencies—

Was where the truth had begun to unravel. 

The hallway outside the apartment carried a different kind of silence. 

Not the stillness of something paused—but the quiet of something waiting. 

Inspector Clara Weiss stepped out and let the door close behind her with a soft, controlled click. For a moment, she remained there, her eyes unfocused, her thoughts arranging themselves without interruption. 

Inside, everything had been contained. 

Too contained. 

She had seen disorder before—real disorder. It never looked neat. It never followed a pattern. It spread, disrupted, resisted control. 

But this scene—

It held itself together. 

As if someone had decided how it should look. 

Clara pulled out her notebook, flipping it open without looking down. 

No forced entry. Minimal disturbance. Husband composed. Timeline inconsistent. 

She underlined the last phrase. 

Once. 

Then again. 

A young officer approached from the stairwell, his steps quick but respectful. 

“Inspector,” he said, slightly out of breath. “We’ve started speaking with the neighbors.”

Clara glanced at him. 

“Anything useful?”

“Not much,” he replied. “No one reported hearing anything unusual during the night.”

“No noise?” she asked.

“No arguments. No disturbance.”

Clara frowned slightly. 

Buildings like this carried sound. Even quiet ones. Even careful ones. 

Someone always heard something. 

“Who lives directly next door?” she asked.

“A couple. They said they were home all night.”

“And?”

“They didn’t hear anything.”

Clara nodded slowly. 

“Above and below?”

“We’re still checking.”

“Good,” she said. “Get full statements. Not summaries.”

“Yes, Inspector.”

He hesitated for a moment. 

“Do you think…” he started, then stopped.

Clara looked at him. 

“Think what?”

“That the husband might be involved?”

The question hung in the air, heavier than it sounded. 

Clara didn’t answer immediately.

Instead, she closed her notebook and slipped it back into her coat. 

“I think,” she said calmly










































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































