
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


TRIGGER WARNING

This book covers themes of psychological violence, emotional manipulation, gaslighting, control, jealousy, physical violence, and liberation. Reading it may be emotionally difficult. It is not recommended for readers under 18 or anyone not ready for these topics.

DISCLAIMER 

This book is a work of fiction. It is inspired by real events, but all names, places, times, and details have been completely changed. It has no connection to any real person or event.

This book is not a story. It is the living testimony of a woman’s emergence from darkness.

Some women do not fall into the cage suddenly. They crawl in slowly — smiling, being loved, step by step. Then one day they realize the door has long been closed... and he holds the key.

That is exactly what happened to me. What I thought was love was actually the name of the most insidious fear.

Meryem (2026)
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CHAPTER 1 – FAIRY TALE 
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I was in my early twenties. I still believed that life would suddenly become beautiful the moment I met the right person — that my wounds would heal and the future would fix itself.

In those years I had just moved to Turkey. I met him on a dating site.

His profile picture was strikingly handsome. His eyes were smiling. Our messages went on for hours over several weeks. We stayed up all night. He told me about his life and dreams; I opened up about my childhood memories in Baku, growing up without a father, and my desire to stand on my own two feet as a woman. Every message made me feel special. He said, “You are the treasure I found.”

Finally we decided to meet.

On the day of our first meeting, my heart was pounding as I left work. He was standing at the door in a black suit, holding red roses. He opened the car door; soft music was playing inside. On the way to the restaurant he joked the whole time. The table was reserved — candlelight, soft music, a view of the Bosphorus. He looked at me as if no one else in the room existed — only me. After dinner he said, “Come, let me show you Istanbul.” We walked along the shore, laughed, and held hands for the first time. That night I couldn’t sleep when I got home.

The next morning his message arrived: “I’ve been thinking about you since yesterday. I can’t breathe without you.”

Everything moved very fast.

Weekend getaways, flowers sent to my workplace, surprise concert tickets, evenings spent with his friends... We went to a family wedding together. Everyone asked, “When are you getting married?” He would smile and answer, “Very soon.” I was excited too. But a storm never announces itself in advance.

It simply arrives — sometimes with a single phone call.

The day I lost my job 

That morning, as soon as I entered the office, my boss called me in. “I’m sorry,” he said, “the company is downsizing. Your position is being eliminated. Today is your last day.”

The words echoed in my ears. I froze. A deep sadness swallowed me.

I packed my things — the small plant on my desk, photos, pens — everything into a plastic bag.

Everyone was staring, but no one said a word. After all, to them I was just a foreigner.

In silence I took the elevator down.

When I stepped onto the street the air was cold, but I didn’t feel it.

I took out my phone and called him.
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From the cage in Turkey
to freedom in the Emirates
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