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	He lured them into his apartment … no one ever came back

	 

	 

	 

	A dark true-crime thriller about the serial killer Fritz Haarmann based on true events

	
 

	 

	 

	Chapter 1 — The Butcher’s Shadow

	 

	Hanover, 1918.

	The war had ended, but peace never truly arrived.

	A wet fog crawled through the narrow streets like something alive, swallowing gas lamps whole and muffling every footstep. Hunger ruled the city now. Men without limbs begged 

	
 

	beside railway arches. Women traded heirlooms for bread. And boys — too many boys — vanished into the gray silence between one train and the next.

	Inspector Braun pulled his coat tighter as he stepped onto Platform 3 of the Hanover Central Station. The iron roof dripped steadily, each drop echoing like a clock counting down to something unseen.

	“Another one,” the stationmaster muttered, refusing to meet his eyes.

	Braun looked down.

	
 

	A small suitcase. Cheap. Scuffed. The leather strap torn as if yanked away in a hurry. No body. No blood. Just the faint smell of something metallic… and underneath it, something far worse.

	Rot.

	He opened the case.

	Inside lay neatly folded clothes — a boy’s shirt, patched trousers, worn socks. Too carefully arranged. As if someone had packed them with deliberate tenderness.

	Or ritual.

	
 

	Braun’s stomach tightened.

	“Name?” he asked.

	“No papers,” the stationmaster said. “Same as the others.”

	The others.

	Six missing in three months. Runaways, officials said. Drifters. War orphans. No families powerful enough to demand answers. No one who mattered.

	But Braun knew patterns when he saw them.

	And this felt like a hand closing slowly around the city’s throat.

	A train shrieked somewhere 

	
 

	beyond the fog — a long, animal sound that made several passengers flinch. For a moment, Braun imagined it wasn’t steel at all, but something screaming in pain.

	“Sir,” a constable said quietly, approaching. “There’s… something else.”

	He handed Braun a butcher’s wrapping paper, grease-stained and folded.

	Inside was a strip of meat.

	Fresh.

	Too fresh.

	Braun stared at it, a cold 

	
 

	understanding creeping into his bones. There was no stamp from any legal slaughterhouse. No vendor mark. Nothing.

	Just flesh.

	“Where did you find this?”

	“In a trash bin behind the platform.”

	Braun swallowed hard. In the distance, a stray dog barked once, then went silent.

	“Send it to the medical examiner,” he said, though his voice sounded far away, as if someone else were speaking. “Quietly.”

	
 

	The constable hesitated. “You think it’s—”

	“I don’t think,” Braun snapped. “I verify.”

	But he already knew.

	Somewhere in Hanover, someone was butchering more than animals.

	Across the city, in a dim apartment above a narrow alley, a man hummed softly while sharpening a long knife. The blade caught the lamplight, flashing silver with every pass across the whetstone.

	On the table lay parcels wrapped 

	
 

	in paper — neat, orderly, almost professional.

	The man smiled to himself, listening to the distant whistle of a departing train.

	“So many travelers,” he murmured. “So few who will be missed.”

	He lifted the knife, inspecting the edge with loving precision.

	Perfect.

	From the darkness behind him came the faint creak of a floorboard — the sound of weight shifting where no one should have been standing.

	
 

	His smile widened.

	“Don’t worry,” he whispered gently, not turning around.

	“It will be quick.”

	Outside, the fog thickened, pressing against the windows like a living thing trying to get inside.

	And somewhere in the city, another boy stepped off a train — alone, hungry, invisible.

	Exactly the kind of boy the darkness was waiting for.

	
 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	Chapter 2 — The Man Who Helped the Police

	
 

	In the weeks that followed, fear spread through Hanover like a sickness with no cure.

	Rumors multiplied faster than facts. Mothers forbade their sons from traveling alone. Lodging houses locked their doors at dusk. Railway workers whispered about ghosts walking the platforms at night — pale figures seen just before another boy disappeared.

	Inspector Braun had not slept properly in days.

	No bodies. No witnesses. No ransom notes. Just absence.

	
 

	And the meat.

	The medical examiner’s report lay open on Braun’s desk, its clinical language failing to soften the horror of its conclusion.

	Human tissue.

	Young male. Approximately fifteen to twenty years old.

	Braun closed his eyes.

	Someone wasn’t just killing.

	Someone was processing.

	A knock came at the door.

	“Enter.”

	A uniformed officer stepped in. “Sir, there’s a man here who says 

	
 

	he can help. Claims he knows the station… knows the boys.”

	Braun rubbed his temples. “Another informer looking for reward money?”

	“No, sir. He says he works with us. Occasionally.”

	Braun frowned. “Name?”

	The officer checked his notes.

	“Fritz Haarmann.”

	The man who entered did not look like a monster.

	He was of medium height, neatly dressed despite worn cuffs, with alert eyes and a thin, almost friendly smile. His hair was 

	
 

	combed with meticulous care, and he carried himself with the confidence of someone accustomed to being welcomed, not feared.

	“Inspector Braun,” he said warmly, extending his hand. “An honor.”

	Braun shook it cautiously. The man’s grip was dry… and very firm.

	“I understand you assist the police from time to time.”

	Haarmann chuckled modestly. “Only as a concerned citizen. These are dangerous days. 

	
 

	Someone must look out for the vulnerable.”

	His voice was calm, reassuring — the voice of a neighbor you would trust with your spare key.

	“Sit,” Braun said.

	Haarmann sat immediately, posture straight, eyes attentive.

	“I spend a great deal of time around the station,” he continued. “Helping runaway boys find shelter, food… sometimes work. Many are afraid to approach uniformed officers.”

	Braun leaned forward slightly.

	
 

	“And have you seen anything unusual?”

	Haarmann tilted his head, as if considering how much to reveal.

	“There is talk among the boys,” he said quietly. “Of a man who offers warmth… then they are never seen again.”

	Braun’s pulse quickened. “A description?”

	“Not a clear one. They say he seems kind. Trustworthy.” Haarmann smiled faintly. “Ordinary.”

	The word hung in the air like a blade.

	
 

	Braun studied him carefully. There was something unsettling about the man’s composure — not nervous, not eager, not afraid.

	Too comfortable.

	“Why tell us this now?” Braun asked.

	Haarmann’s expression softened into something almost sad.

	“Because no one else cares about these boys,” he said. “They have no families. No papers. To the world, they are already invisible.”

	For a moment, Braun felt a flicker of shame.

	
 

	Then Haarmann leaned closer.

	“If you like, Inspector… I can keep my ears open. The street talks to those who listen.”

	Braun hesitated.

	Informants were useful. Necessary. And this man clearly had access to the drifting underworld of the station.

	“Very well,” he said at last. “Report anything you hear.”

	Haarmann stood, smiling with quiet satisfaction.
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