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CHAPTER ONE: THE CALL IN THE NIGHT
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Leyla Akın stirred awake at the vibration of her phone. It was nearing three in the morning. Like any detective roused at such an hour, she instinctively felt a knot of anxiety as she reached for the phone. An unregistered number. She picked up with a sense of foreboding:


“Ms. Leyla, they told me to call you... Please, don’t hang up. I don’t have much time.”



The voice belonged to a young woman; she sounded tense, out of breath. In the background, Leyla could make out a shrill beep and the roar of a cold wind. Realizing how urgent the caller was, Leyla sat up, throwing a light cardigan over her shoulders.


“Please, try to stay calm. What is this about?”

“NeoGeneX... You know, that famous genetics research company developing cancer treatments... Something’s wrong here. Two people died. They recorded them as accidents or natural causes, but... they weren’t. I absolutely need to meet you.”

“Could you tell me who you are?”

“I’m... My name is Mine. I’m a lab assistant. I can’t talk any longer. The company’s security systems are very advanced; they listen everywhere. Please help me...”



Leyla heard a deep breath on the other end of the line, followed by a whispered, anxious plea:


“Come find me. Please. Before I disappear...”



Then the call ended. For a moment, Leyla just stood there listening to the silence in the receiver. Then she quickly got up and began searching online for information about NeoGeneX. Two high-level researchers, dead in a short span... Meanwhile, the company’s website boasted a gigantic headline: “A Genetic Revolution with BioMind.”

Everything looked perfect in their glossy news bulletins. Yet rumors whispered from ear to ear suggested there were far more complex secrets behind NeoGeneX’s meteoric rise. Since leaving the police force a year earlier to start her own detective agency, Leyla had dealt with similar corporate cases, but never had she received such a panicked call in the middle of the night.



​First Impression

The next morning, Leyla stood before NeoGeneX’s main building. The sky was coated with leaden clouds, and the structure’s modern architecture mirrored the gray overhead like steel. The large NeoGeneX logo in stainless-steel letters reflected the raindrops that had begun to fall, creating a foreboding atmosphere.

At the security desk, the receptionist looked her over from head to toe. Large dark eyes, a long khaki trench coat, a leather bag slung over her shoulder. “May I see your ID?” she asked, then turned to the screen logging incoming visitors:


“Do you have an appointment?”



“No, but I need to speak with an assistant named Mine from the Research Department. She called me last night.”

The receptionist paused, typing something into the computer. Leyla, meanwhile, tried to sneak a look at the corridors beyond, listening to the sound of rain. Lined with dark blue doors, likely the entrances to the labs, each door had a digital card reader. Clearly, security was taken very seriously here.



​An Unexpected Welcome

Just then, a man in a suit emerged from behind the door. He was middle-aged, slightly hunched, a sly gleam in his eyes. His name badge read “Security Director – Nusret T.” The moment he saw Leyla, he spoke to the receptionist:


“I’ll handle this. You’re Leyla Akın, aren’t you? I heard you’re a private detective. Please, come with me to my office.”



Leyla hadn’t anticipated such a quick and “prepared” reception, but she kept her composure, offering no immediate reply. She followed Nusret’s steps into a glass-walled room. This was the security center; its walls were covered with large screens displaying camera feeds from various corridors and labs. On the screens, technicians in white coats bustled around, setting test tubes on lab benches.

Once Nusret shut the door behind them, he asked:


“May I know the reason for your visit?”

“Last night, I got a tip-off. Supposedly there are suspicious circumstances regarding the deaths of two researchers. An assistant named Mine asked me for help. I’d like to talk to her,” said Leyla, still eyeing the camera feeds.

“Ah, you must be referring to those unfortunate fatalities. A sad coincidence, but the medical reports confirm it all. One scientist had a heart attack, and the other was exposed to chemicals in a lab accident. All official paperwork’s been filed.”

“So where is Mine now? Can I see her?”

“She’s off today. Seems she was feeling unwell.”



Leyla caught the tremor in Nusret’s gaze. Something was being covered up. In that moment, one of the wall monitors focused on a live feed from a lab. In the middle of the bright white walls and benches, a mechanical arm rotated—a robotic pipetting system or some kind of analysis device—very likely a tangible component of the “BioMind” system. Leyla stared, curious, but Nusret quickly switched the feed to another lab.


“Then why would she have contacted me?” Leyla asked, still staring at the screen.

“Hard to say. Perhaps... because you used to be with the police, she thought you’d know official procedure and reassure her. But there’s nothing for us to hide. Feel free to come back tomorrow; if Mine’s here, you can speak to her then.”
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