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Introduction

Some secrets refuse to stay buried. 

When Daniel Kowalski receives an unexpected call about the disappearance of a childhood friend, he finds himself drawn into a decades-old mystery involving corruption, betrayal, missing people, and dangerous truths hidden beneath layers of deception. 

As old wounds reopen and forgotten names resurface, Daniel must confront a past he thought was long behind him. But the closer he gets to the truth, the more he realises that some people will do anything to keep their secrets hidden. 

The Prime Suspect is a psychological suspense thriller filled with mystery, tension, shocking revelations, and twists that will keep you guessing until the final page. 
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Chapter 1: A New Beginning

The first thing Amelia Kowalska noticed that morning was the silence. 

Not the ordinary silence that greeted the city before sunrise, but the strange emptiness that settled over a place when it no longer felt like home. 

She stood in the centre of the living room, wrapping her arms around herself as pale morning light filtered through the curtains. Around her, cardboard boxes occupied nearly every corner. Some were sealed and labelled neatly. Others remained half-packed, exposing fragments of the life she and Daniel had built together. 

The room looked unfamiliar. 

For eight years, this flat in Warsaw had been their sanctuary. It was where they had celebrated promotions, survived financial struggles, hosted Christmas dinners, and spent countless evenings discussing dreams that seemed impossibly distant at the time. 

Now it looked abandoned. 

As though they had already left. 

Amelia walked slowly towards the bookshelf. 

Only a few novels remained. 

She ran her fingers across their spines before selecting one at random. It was a crime novel Daniel had bought her during their first year of marriage. 

She smiled despite herself. 

Back then, everything had felt simple. 

They had been young. 

Optimistic. 

Certain that love alone could solve any problem. 

Life had taught them otherwise. 

The sound of a cupboard door slamming echoed from the kitchen. 

Daniel. 

Amelia placed the book inside a box and headed towards the noise. 

She found him standing beside the counter, searching through a drawer. 

"You've been looking for those keys for twenty minutes," she said. 

Without looking up, he replied, "They have to be here somewhere." 

"You said that ten minutes ago." 

"And I was right then too." 

Amelia laughed. 

Daniel finally looked at her. 

For a moment, his face softened. 

There had been a time when his smile could instantly improve her mood. 

It still worked more often than she cared to admit. 

"Found them," he announced triumphantly, raising the keys above his head. 

"You realise they're attached to your jacket." 

Daniel looked down. 

The keys were indeed hanging from the pocket of his coat. 

His expression shifted from confidence to embarrassment. 

Amelia burst out laughing. 

"Don't say a word." 

"Oh, I'm definitely saying something." 

"No." 

"Absolutely." 

He shook his head and smiled. 

For a brief moment, everything felt normal again. 

Then the smile disappeared. 

The change was subtle, but Amelia noticed it. 

Lately she noticed everything. 

The sleepless nights. 

The distracted conversations. 

The way Daniel occasionally stared into space as though replaying memories he didn't want to share. 

Something had changed during the past year. 

She just couldn't identify exactly what. 

"You're thinking again," Daniel said. 

Amelia folded her arms. 

"Maybe." 

"That's never a good sign." 

"Should I be offended?" 

"Probably." 

She smiled faintly. 

Yet the uneasy feeling remained. 

"Are you excited?" she asked. 

"About Kraków?" 

He nodded. 

"A little." 

"Only a little?" 

Daniel shrugged. 

"It's a new job. New city. New house. There's a lot to think about." 

The answer sounded reasonable. 

Almost too reasonable. 

Amelia studied him. 

His eyes drifted towards the window. 

Towards the rain-covered skyline beyond. 

For a second, he looked worried. 

Not nervous. 

Not stressed. 

Worried. 

The expression vanished almost immediately. 

But it was enough. 

Enough to reignite the questions she had been carrying for months. 

The moving company arrived shortly after seven. 

Three workers entered the flat and immediately began loading furniture. 

The process happened much faster than Amelia expected. 

A sofa disappeared. 

Then the dining table. 

Then the television. 

Each removal stripped another piece of familiarity from the space. 

By eight o'clock, the flat looked hollow. 

Daniel spent most of the morning helping the movers. 

Amelia wandered from room to room. 

The bedroom was the hardest. 

She paused in the doorway. 

The walls seemed larger without furniture. 

The room echoed slightly when she moved. 

She crossed to the window overlooking the street below. 

Rainwater streaked down the glass. 

Cars passed through puddles. 

People hurried beneath umbrellas. 

Ordinary lives continuing as normal. 

For them, everything was changing. 

Her gaze drifted towards the opposite building. 

The elderly woman who lived across the street was watering plants on her balcony. 

A young couple emerged from a nearby café. 

A delivery van stopped at the corner. 

The neighbourhood had become part of her identity. 

Leaving felt strangely similar to grieving. 

Not devastating grief. 

But a quieter version. 

A sadness wrapped inside nostalgia. 

The sort that appeared when one chapter ended before another had properly begun. 

"Amelia?" 

She turned. 

Daniel stood in the doorway. 

"Everything alright?" 

She nodded. 

"Just looking." 

"At what?" 

"The past." 

His smile faded. 

Neither spoke. 

The silence stretched between them. 

Finally, Daniel stepped into the room. 

"We'll make new memories." 

His voice sounded gentle. 

Sincere. 

Amelia wanted to believe him. 

She really did. 

Yet something about the way he said it felt odd. 

Almost as if he needed the reassurance more than she did. 

The final box left the flat shortly before nine. 

The movers departed. 

For the first time since sunrise, the apartment was completely empty. 

Amelia walked into the living room. 

The wooden floors creaked beneath her feet. 

Sunlight pushed through thinning clouds outside. 

Dust floated through the beams of light. 

The room looked smaller than she remembered. 

Daniel joined her. 

Together they stood in silence. 

Neither seemed eager to leave. 

Eight years. 

Reduced to memories. 

"It's strange," Amelia said quietly. 

"What is?" 

"How quickly a place becomes part of you." 

Daniel nodded. 

"I know." 

She looked at him. 

"No, I don't think you do." 

He frowned slightly. 

"What does that mean?" 

Amelia hesitated. 

The question she truly wanted to ask sat heavily in her chest. 

Why are we really leaving? 

But she swallowed it. 

Instead she said, "Nothing." 

Daniel looked unconvinced. 

Yet he didn't press further. 

Outside, a car horn sounded. 

Their taxi had arrived. 

The moment had come. 

Daniel picked up the last suitcase. 

Amelia took one final look around the flat. 

Every corner held a memory. 

Some joyful. 

Some painful. 

Most ordinary. 

Yet all important. 

Slowly, she turned away. 

Together they stepped into the corridor. 

Daniel locked the door. 

The click echoed loudly. 

For several seconds neither moved. 

Then he slipped the keys into an envelope addressed to the estate agent. And just like that, the life they had known was over. 

Neither of them realised that the decision to leave Warsaw would uncover secrets buried for nearly twenty years. 

Neither knew that someone from Daniel's past was already watching. 

Waiting. 

Remembering. 

And preparing to remind him of a debt that had never truly been paid. 

The train pulled away from Warsaw shortly after ten o'clock. 

Amelia settled into her seat beside the window and watched the city slowly disappear behind them. Rows of apartment blocks gave way to industrial estates, and before long the familiar skyline faded into the distance. 

For the first hour, neither she nor Daniel spoke much. 

The carriage was comfortable and warm. A young family occupied the seats across the aisle, while an elderly couple sat a few rows ahead, quietly sharing a newspaper. 

Everything felt ordinary. 

Yet Amelia couldn't shake the feeling that something was changing. 

Not just their location. 

Something deeper. 

Something she couldn't explain. 

Daniel spent most of the journey staring at his laptop. 

Occasionally he answered emails or typed short replies to messages. At first, Amelia thought little of it. He was beginning a demanding new job in a few days, after all. 

But then she noticed his behaviour becoming increasingly restless. 

He checked his phone repeatedly. 

Opened messages. 

Deleted some. 

Read others several times. 

Each time his screen lit up, his expression tightened. 

When she finally asked if everything was alright, he gave the same answer he always gave. 

"Just work." 

The reply came quickly. 

Too quickly. 

Amelia turned back towards the window. 

Outside, the countryside rolled past beneath a blanket of grey clouds. 

Small villages appeared every few kilometres. 

Church towers rose above clusters of red-roofed houses. 

Farmers worked in distant fields. 

The landscape possessed a calmness that Warsaw had long since lost. 

Perhaps that was why she had agreed to the move. 

The city had become exhausting. 

Busy roads. 

Crowded trains. 

Endless noise. 

Kraków offered something different. 

A slower rhythm. 

A chance to breathe. 

At least that was what she hoped. 

By midday, the clouds began to break apart. 

Sunlight spilled across the countryside, illuminating forests touched by autumn colours. 

Golden leaves covered hillsides. 

Rivers reflected the brightening sky. 

The scenery looked almost picturesque. 

Amelia found herself smiling. 

For the first time that day, excitement replaced uncertainty. 

Maybe this move was exactly what they needed. 

Maybe fresh starts were possible. 

Maybe people really could leave the past behind. 

The thought lingered in her mind. 

Unfortunately, Daniel seemed unable to do exactly that. 

A notification appeared on his phone. 

His body instantly stiffened. 

Amelia noticed the reaction immediately. 

Daniel glanced around before opening the message. 

For several seconds he stared at the screen. 

His face drained of colour. 

Then he locked the phone and slipped it into his pocket. 

"What happened?" Amelia asked. 

He looked up. 

"Nothing." 

"You don't look like nothing happened." 

A forced smile appeared. 

"It's work." 

Again. 

Always work. 

The answer irritated her more than she expected. 

Not because she believed he was lying. 

Because she knew he wasn't telling the whole truth. 

Marriage created a strange kind of intuition. 

After nearly a decade together, Amelia could often sense Daniel's emotions before he spoke. 

And right now, he looked worried. 

Genuinely worried. 

The train continued south. 

Eventually Daniel excused himself and disappeared into the next carriage. 

Amelia watched him leave. 

A few moments later she noticed him standing near the connecting doors speaking quietly into his phone. 

His back was turned. 

His posture tense. 

The conversation lasted several minutes. 

When he returned, he appeared calmer. 

But not relaxed. 

Never relaxed. 

Amelia decided not to push further. 

If something was troubling him, he would tell her eventually. 

At least she hoped he would. 

The remainder of the journey passed quietly. 

By early afternoon, an announcement informed passengers that they would soon arrive in Kraków. 

Excitement spread throughout the carriage. 

People gathered luggage. 

Children pressed their faces against windows. 

Business travellers closed laptops. 

Everyone seemed eager to reach their destination. 

Amelia felt a sudden rush of anticipation. 

She had visited Kraków before. 

Several times, in fact. 

But visiting and living somewhere were entirely different experiences. 

Today marked the beginning of a completely new chapter. 

The train slowed as it entered the city. 

Buildings appeared. 

Roads became busier. 

Historic architecture stood alongside modern developments. 

Amelia watched everything with fascination. 

Kraków felt different from Warsaw. 

Older. 

Warmer. 

More intimate. 

There was a sense of history everywhere. 

The train finally rolled into Kraków Główny Station.

Passengers immediately began leaving their seats. 

Daniel reached for their bags. 

"You ready?" 

Amelia smiled. 

"I think so." 

Together they stepped onto the platform. 

The station buzzed with activity. 

Announcements echoed overhead. 

Travellers hurried in every direction. 

The scent of coffee drifted from nearby cafés. 

For a moment Amelia simply stood there, taking everything in. 

This was home now. 

Or at least it would be. 

Outside the station, the afternoon air felt crisp and cool. 

The rain had vanished entirely. 

Blue sky stretched above the city. 

A taxi waited near the entrance. 

The driver greeted them politely before loading their luggage into the boot. 

As the vehicle pulled away, Amelia watched Kraków unfold around her. 

Historic buildings lined narrow streets. 

Tourists filled public squares. 

Trams rattled along tracks. 

Street musicians performed near cafés. 

The city felt alive. 

Daniel sat beside her in silence. 

His attention remained fixed on the window. 

Occasionally he glanced over his shoulder. 

As though checking whether someone was following them. 

The behaviour didn't escape Amelia's notice. 

"Are you expecting someone?" she asked. 

Daniel looked confused. 

"What?" 

"You keep looking behind us." 

"Oh." 

For a moment he appeared uncertain. 

Then he laughed. 

"I'm just taking everything in." 

The explanation sounded weak. 

But Amelia let it pass. 

The taxi eventually left the city centre and entered a quieter residential district. 

The streets widened. 

Traffic decreased. 

Trees lined pavements. 

Large detached houses appeared behind fences and hedges. 

The area looked peaceful. 

Exactly the sort of place people moved to when they wanted stability. 

The taxi turned onto a narrow road. 

A few seconds later it stopped outside a two-storey house painted cream and grey. 

Amelia stared. 

It looked even better than the photographs. 

The property stood behind a black iron gate. 

A neatly maintained garden stretched across the front. 

Tall trees bordered the edges of the land. 

The house itself appeared elegant without being extravagant. 

For the first time all day, Daniel genuinely smiled. 

"We're here." 

Amelia climbed from the taxi. 

The afternoon sun illuminated the windows. 

Everything looked perfect. 

Almost too perfect. 

As the driver unloaded their luggage, Amelia gazed around the neighbourhood. 

Most houses appeared quiet. 

Curtains remained drawn. 

Gardens sat empty. 

The atmosphere felt peaceful. 

Yet something caught her attention. 

Across the road, a man stood beside a parked car. 

He appeared to be watching the house. 

The moment Amelia looked in his direction, he turned away. 

Perhaps it was coincidence. 

Perhaps not. 

A few seconds later he entered the vehicle and drove off. 

The uneasy feeling returned. 

Stronger than before. 

Daniel had already begun carrying luggage towards the front door. 

Amelia followed. 

He unlocked the door and stepped inside. 

A scent of fresh paint greeted them. 

The interior looked bright and spacious. 

Sunlight streamed through large windows. 

The wooden floors gleamed. 

Everything felt new. 

Clean. 

Promising. 

"This is incredible," Amelia whispered. 

Daniel nodded. 

"It is." 

For a brief moment, all her doubts disappeared. 

The house represented possibility. 

A future. 

A fresh beginning. 

Yet neither of them noticed the black car parked half a street away. 

Nor did they see the man sitting behind the wheel. 

Watching. 

Waiting. 

Observing their arrival. 

Because while Amelia believed they had left the past behind in Warsaw, the past had already arrived in Kraków. 

And it had no intention of staying buried. 

For the remainder of the afternoon, Amelia focused on unpacking. 

It was the easiest way to silence her thoughts. 

Every box opened gave her a task to complete. Every shelf arranged made the unfamiliar house feel slightly more like home. 

The movers arrived shortly after they did, carrying furniture through the front door while Daniel directed them from room to room. 

The house soon filled with activity. 

Heavy footsteps echoed through hallways. 

Doors opened and closed. 

Furniture scraped gently across wooden floors. 

The empty rooms slowly transformed into living spaces. 

Amelia found herself standing in the kitchen, surrounded by unopened boxes, trying to decide where everything belonged. 

The room was larger than the one they had left behind in Warsaw. 

Sunlight poured through wide windows overlooking the garden. 

A long wooden worktop stretched along one wall, while modern cupboards offered more storage than she could ever need. 

It was exactly the kind of kitchen she had always wanted. 

For years she and Daniel had talked about owning a proper house. 

A place with space. 

A place where they could build a future. 

Now they finally had it. 

Yet the feeling of satisfaction remained strangely incomplete. 

As though something unseen prevented her from fully enjoying the moment. 

"Need help?" 

Daniel appeared carrying a box marked KITCHEN. 

Amelia smiled. 

"That's dangerous." 

"Why?" 

"You once put cereal in the fridge." 

"I was tired." 

"You put it there for three days." 

Daniel laughed. 

"I eventually found it." 

"After buying another box." 

"Details." 

For a moment they simply stood together, smiling. 

The ease between them reminded Amelia why she had fallen in love with him. 

Daniel could be frustrating. 

Forgetful. 

Stubborn. 

But he could also make difficult days feel lighter. 

At least he used to. 

Lately, that side of him seemed harder to find. 

As Daniel began unpacking plates, his phone vibrated. 

Immediately his attention shifted. 

He checked the screen. 

The smile disappeared. 

The change lasted only seconds. 

Then he slipped the phone into his pocket. 

Amelia noticed. 

Again. 

Always the phone. 

Always the same expression. 

Concern. 

Anxiety. 

Fear. 

"What is it?" she asked. 

Daniel looked up. 

"What?" 

"The message." 

"Nothing important." 

She waited. 

Hoping he might elaborate. 

He didn't. 

Instead he returned to unpacking. 

The conversation ended before it truly began. 

By early evening, most of the ground floor was organised. 

The living room finally resembled a proper room rather than a storage area. 

The sofa sat beneath a large window. 

Books filled shelves. 

Family photographs occupied tables and cabinets. 

The familiar objects helped soften the unfamiliar surroundings. 

Amelia stepped back and admired their progress. 

For the first time, the house felt welcoming. 

Daniel entered carrying two mugs of coffee. 

He handed one to her. 

"Thank you." 

They sat together on the sofa. 

Outside, the sun hung low in the sky. 

Golden light spread across the garden. 

The scene looked peaceful. 

Almost idyllic. 

"Beautiful, isn't it?" Amelia said. 

Daniel nodded. 

"It is." 

She leaned against him. 

For a few moments neither spoke. 

The silence felt comfortable. 

Natural. 

Then Amelia noticed something. 

Daniel wasn't looking at the garden. 

He was staring towards the road beyond the front gate. Watching. 

Waiting. 

She followed his gaze. 

The street appeared empty. 

Nothing unusual. 

No pedestrians. 

No vehicles. 

Nothing at all. 

Yet Daniel continued staring. 

"What are you looking at?" 

His head turned quickly. 

Almost too quickly. 

"Nothing." 

The answer arrived immediately. 

Amelia sighed internally. 

Another question. 

Another incomplete answer. 

She was growing tired of them. 

As darkness approached, they ordered takeaway from a nearby restaurant. 

Neither felt like cooking. 

The meal arrived shortly after seven. 

They ate at the kitchen table surrounded by half-unpacked boxes. 

The situation would normally have amused Amelia. 

Instead she found herself studying Daniel. 

He seemed distracted throughout dinner. 

Several times she caught him checking windows. 

Listening for sounds. 

Watching the street outside. 

His behaviour grew increasingly difficult to ignore. 

Finally she decided to address it directly. 

"Daniel." 

He looked up. 

"What?" 

"Are you happy?" 

The question surprised him. 

"I think so." 

"You think so?" 

A frown appeared. 

"Why are you asking?" 

Amelia hesitated. 

Then chose honesty. 

"Because you've seemed different for months." 

Daniel looked away. 

Towards the window. 

Towards the darkness gathering outside. 

The silence stretched. 

For several seconds she thought he might finally tell her the truth. 

Instead he simply smiled. 

A tired smile. 

A practised smile. 

"I'm just stressed." 

The answer disappointed her. 

Not because it was necessarily untrue. 

Because it was incomplete. 

She could feel it. 

Something remained hidden beneath the surface. 

Something Daniel refused to discuss. 

The rest of the evening passed quietly. 

By ten o'clock exhaustion had begun to take hold. 

The move. 

The journey. 

The unpacking. 

Everything had drained their energy. 

Amelia decided to take a shower before bed. 

The upstairs bathroom was spacious and modern. 

Steam soon filled the room as hot water washed away the fatigue of the day. For the first time since leaving Warsaw, she felt herself relaxing. 

Maybe tomorrow would be easier. 

Maybe once everything was unpacked, life would begin to feel normal again. 

When she eventually returned to the bedroom, Daniel stood beside the window. 

The curtains were slightly open. 

He appeared focused on something outside. 

"What now?" Amelia asked gently. 

Daniel turned. 

"What do you mean?" 

"You've spent half the day looking out of windows." 

His expression tightened. 

"I'm just getting used to the area." 

At this point, the explanation sounded almost rehearsed. 

Amelia walked



























































































































































































































































































