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“The events described in this book may be entirely fictional, or they may be unfolding somewhere in the world—perhaps right where you live. What matters is that these stories could be happening very close to you, maybe even right beside you. If that’s the case, then this book is actually describing you.”
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Preface
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Kırlangıç was born in my mind long before the first word of this story ever reached the page. It was a town I could almost see when I closed my eyes — the narrow, winding streets, the salt-scented air, the distant hum of the sea in the dead of night. A place both safe and dangerous, where secrets slept just below the surface, waiting to be uncovered.

This novel grew from that image, and from a question that would not leave me:

What would a town do to survive if the price was more than it could bear?

Mysterious Death is, at its heart, a story about balance — between people and the land they live on, between love and fear, between what is owed and what can never be repaid. It’s a story about ordinary people caught in an extraordinary reckoning, where choices are sharp-edged and every decision carries a cost.

Though Kırlangıç and its people are fictional, the themes are deeply real. 

Many communities live with the quiet weight of history — debts, promises, and pacts, both spoken and unspoken, that shape their lives for generations. 

Writing this story allowed me to explore what happens when those old agreements come due, and what it truly means to stand together against the unknown.

This book is for anyone who has ever loved a place so much that they would do anything to protect it, and for those who have ever felt the quiet pull of the sea, equal parts beauty and danger.

Welcome to Kırlangıç.

The tide is rising.

— İbrahim Sarı
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Introduction
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Kırlangıç was never just a town.

To the people who lived there, it was the center of their world — a place where the gulls cried at dawn, where the salt from the sea clung to every window, and where generations had lived and died in quiet harmony with the tides.

But harmony built on secrets can never last.

In Mysterious Death, the quiet life of Kırlangıç unravels when a series of unexplained tragedies awakens an ancient debt buried deep beneath the cobblestones and waves. What begins as a string of mysterious losses becomes a reckoning, forcing the townspeople to confront the cost of their survival and the fragile balance they’ve taken for granted for generations.

At its core, this is not just a tale of horror or suspense, but a story about ordinary people — their love, their fears, and their sacrifices. It asks questions that are older than any myth: What do we owe to those who came before us? What are we willing to give up for those who will come after?

As you turn these pages, you’ll walk the narrow streets of Kırlangıç, feel the hum of the deep beneath your feet, and witness the choices that will shape the fate of a town standing at the edge of its own history.

This story is a warning.

This story is a love letter.

And above all, this story is a reminder that the deep never forgets — and neither should we.

Would you like me to shorten this introduction for use in a promotional preview or on the back cover of the book?
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Chapter 1 — The First Body
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At dawn the town of Kırlangıç wore its hush like a shawl. The steep streets still carried last night’s chill; shutters were closed, laundry lines were still, cats were curled into commas on stoops. The old clock tower above the square kept its blank brass face on the world, mute until a reasonable hour, counting a time that only it knew.

Nazmiye Teyze was always first to the bakkal. She came as she had for thirty-two years, with a cloth bag on her elbow and a folded list tucked into her headscarf. She liked to be in and out before the rush of workers and schoolchildren. “Günaydın, Rıza Usta,” she called, pushing the glass door open with her hip. The bell over it chimed a shy note.

The shop smelled of packed sugar and wooden shelving and the sleepy patience of a place that had been honest work for decades. It was tidy, a place where every thing had its place: sacks of lentils stacked in square towers, tea in tins, spice jars labeled in neat, slanted handwriting. The radio behind the counter murmured a newsreader’s voice, the volume turned down and fuzzed, as if not to wake the shelves.

“Rıza?” she tried again, letting the door ease shut behind her.

It took her a second to understand what she was seeing. The counter looked wrong. The usual stool was empty, but the ledger was open. A ceramic tea glass, half-full, left a wet ring on a newspaper. The brass scoop he used for rice had fallen, lying crescent-mooned on the floor. 

And behind the counter—no, not behind; on the small stool under the wall of matches and shoe polish—sat Rıza Usta, very still, his head tipped, his eyes not closed, not open, looking at a place slightly above her left shoulder.

“Allah Allah,” she said without meaning, and then the words that gathered like stones in her throat tumbled out. “Rıza? Rıza, oğlum?” She reached around the counter before she knew she had moved, and the smell hit her first—not blood, not waste, not anything that matched the old dread she knew from funerals—but something faint and clean, like a mountain herb pressed between book pages.

She touched his shoulder. Warm. Not warm enough. His skin was waxed with a film the body takes on when the last work is finished. No mess, no bruise. The only thing out of place was a thin black ribbon, tidy as a note in the margin, looped around his left ring finger. A bow, small and correct, but wrong there, wrong in a morning that should have had bread and laughter and gossip about pears. She stepped back and felt her knees think about giving way. The radio said something about a storm on the western coast. Nazmiye reached for the counter edge, slid down it to the floor, and found her voice with both hands. “Yardım! Help!”

The shout went out the door, bounced off shutters, and fetched a stray dog that trotted to the threshold, cocked its head, and whined before skittering away. Seconds later, footsteps answered. The first to arrive was Yusuf, who set tables in front of the tea house and had a talent for carrying five tulip glasses in one hand. 

He took in the shape of the scene, then did what people always do: looked for a thing to fix.

“Ambulans,” he said, already digging out his phone. “Ambulans, çabuk!”

By the time the siren’s first sigh floated up the hill, the square had gathered. Faces in linty cardigans, work jackets, and nightgowns; hair uncombed, mouths formed into small o’s. The glass door was propped with a crate of lemons. Nobody went farther than the little rug just inside. They stood as if at a hearth they were not invited to.

A young paramedic, all legs and quick hands, ducked through the door with a medical bag that seemed too large for the aisle. “Arda,” his partner said out on the step—his name and a reminder to slow down in one breath—but Arda was already at the counter, his briskness softened by a kind of practiced kindness that made space around the living and the dead.

He checked the neck, the wrist, the pupils, drawing his light like a thin blade over dark. He put two fingers under the old grocer’s jaw and then, with a gentleness that made Yusuf look away, pressed the lids closed. He glanced at the ribbon—curious, neat, black—and did not touch it.

“Time?” his partner asked, not looking, already snapping open the ECG leads. Arda looked at the tea glass. He listened to the radio voice counting kilometers of coastline. He glanced at the old wall clock above the back room curtain: its hands pointed to 06:13. “Found at six-ten,” he said. “Call came at six-eleven. Estimated...” He almost said it like an oath. “Within the last hour.”

He placed the leads with the economy of habit, stickers placed as if he’d always known where every heart hid just under the skin. The monitor ticked a thin green line. Flat. He didn’t try hard measures; there was no point performing for the crowd or for the small list of rules no one would audit. The body tells the truth to those who bother to listen.

Chief Murat Demir arrived while the lemon crate was still keeping the door open. He had the look of a man who learned to be the first to any scene by simply walking faster than everyone else. He stood in the doorway until the murmurs dimmed and the crowd, trained by years of his presence, created a small lane. He stepped inside and took off his cap, a gesture that was more habit than respect.

“What do we have?” he asked Arda, eyes flicking once, twice over the room, like a carpenter measuring the same shelf from both ends.

“Male, sixties, found unresponsive by civilian. No visible trauma. No sign of seizure,” Arda said. “No odor of cyanide or—” He checked himself, not wanting to say the hungrier words in front of the smallness of this shop. “No obvious cause.”

The chief’s gaze fell on the ribbon. He did not bend or squint. He only looked the way you look at a thing you intend to remember later when you’re alone. “Don’t touch that,” he said, though no one was near it. “Photograph everything before we move him.”

Yusuf cleared his throat. “Chief, it’s—this is—this is Rıza. He didn’t do anything to anyone.”

“I know who it is,” Demir said, his voice a trimmed hedge. Not unkind; clipped to keep its shape. “We all know who it is.”

He turned to the shop, to its order, to the ledger open to neat columns: sugar delivered, bread counted, six lira sixty kuruş owed by Ayşe from two doors down, always paid on Saturdays. He looked at the tea glass. “Is the tea hot?”

Arda’s partner touched the glass, then the metal spoon. “Warm.”

“Was the door locked?”

“No,” Nazmiye said, from the stool someone had found for her by the window. “I came like always. I called like always. He always answers, ‘Nazmiye Teyze, now the town is truly awake.’ Today he didn’t.” She put her finger in the corner of her eye to stop a tear from falling. It fell anyway, like stubborn rain.

Chief Demir nodded once. He had the face of a man who had learned not to let other people’s grief turn into his own. It was a mask made of work and the memory of other mornings that looked different but felt the same. “We’ll do this properly,” he said. “We’ll take him to the hospital. There will be an autopsy.”

“Autopsy?” Yusuf echoed, as if the word were a foreign fruit. “For Rıza? But look at him. He just—”

“He died,” the chief said gently. “We need to know how.”

A car door slammed outside. The hum in the crowd shifted as if a hand had brushed the top of a wheat field. A man with a camera and notebook slipped through the lemon-propped door with less apology than Arda. He moved like he didn’t believe in thresholds. The camera strap announced his name to those who already knew it: CEM AKSOY stamped in white block letters on the black leather.

Cem wasn’t from Kırlangıç, but he came often enough to be mistaken for it. His paper in the district capital liked him because he could turn a sparse town into a story with bones and breath. The towns liked him because he listened in a way that made the listening itself feel like justice.

He lifted the camera—hesitated, lowered it. “Chief.”

“Cem,” Demir said, with the resigned air of a dentist greeting a child who had eaten a bag of hard candy in the waiting room. “You will not photograph the body.”

“Of course.” Cem’s eyes did the work instead, taking in the black ribbon, the ledger, the tea glass. He scribbled without looking at the page, a trick that made his colleagues jealous and his editors say unrepeatable things with love. “May I ask—”

“No,” Demir said. Then, perhaps because this was Rıza’s shop and everyone in it had bought sugar on debt at least once, he added, “Ask, and I will tell you if it’s a question for today.”

Cem nodded, pitched his voice low to avoid carrying to the doorstep. “Was the door locked? Signs of a struggle? Anything obviously missing?”

“The door was open,” Demir said. “No sign of forced entry. No sign of struggle.” His eyes moved to the back room curtain, its hem brushing the tops of stacked cartons of sunflower oil. “We’ll confirm what, if anything, is missing.”

“Ribbon?” Cem asked, because sometimes the simplest word was a net that pulled truths to the surface.

The chief didn’t answer. He didn’t have to; the not-answer was the shape of an answer. Cem’s pen made a soft staccato.

Arda, finished with the monitor that had no rhythm to offer, pulled the sheet from the stretcher and looked at Demir. The chief nodded: yes. Arda paused long enough to ask with his eyes whether someone—anyone—wanted to say something before they covered the face. No one did. The gesture felt both unnecessary and too much. Arda drew the sheet over, tucked it with the tenderness he would use for a sleeping child.

They rolled the stretcher carefully, keeping it level as if a jostle could undo dignity. The crowd parted, the way water makes room for a boat. People watched their faces as the body passed rather than the sheet itself, as if the faces carried a key their own eyes could not fashion.

On the square, the siren was off now, the ambulance a white box in the kind of morning the town trusted. 

The driver took the front; Arda and his partner loaded gently. “We’ll go straight to the hospital,” Arda told Demir.

“I’ll follow.” Demir looked at the ribbon again. “Bag his hands,” he said, as if remembering a line from a song. Arda nodded and slipped clear plastic bags over the hands, sealed them with tape that made a soft ripping sound in the morning that made some in the crowd flinch.

“Chief?” It was Nazmiye again. “Will there be someone to... to lock the shop?” She looked at the coils of licorice and the little candies in glass jars as if they might decide to burrow through the floor in grief.

“Yes,” he said. “After we’ve finished here.” He looked at Yusuf. “Stay with her.”

Cem stepped aside to let the stretcher through, and with that small movement the story crossed from the private square of this shop onto the public square of the town. The ambulance doors shut like palms closing. The engine coughed, the siren did not sound, and the vehicle moved away with a gentleness that made tears start in eyes that had decided they would be strong.

When the wail of it had thinned into nothing, silence returned, but not the same silence as before. This one had weight. It knew something now, the way a room knows that words have been spoken in it that cannot be unsaid.

Cem stood with his notebook against his thigh, looking up at the clock tower. He had the sense—no more than that, a reporter’s superstition—that it had been watching. 

The hour hand crept toward seven. In a minute or two, the bell would toll, a dull note that tumbled down the hill and bumped into the sea, the way it had for a hundred years when the old cannery paid to install it so workers would not be late for shifts. He waited without meaning to. The minute came. The bell began.

One. Two. Three. Four. Five. Six. Seven. A pause. And then—another, softer, as if from a little distance. Eight. Cem frowned and looked at his watch, then back at the tower. He laughed at himself under his breath. Bells misbehaved. Mechanisms sulked. He wrote nothing about it.

Inside the bakkal, Chief Demir moved with the deliberate caution of a man who did not want to be accused later of having hurried on a morning when hurrying would be indecent. He directed the crime-scene technician—a young woman with a braid and a camera that breathed like a pet—to photograph the counter, the tea, the fallen scoop, the ribbon, the ribbon again, the ribbon close enough to see the fiber of it. Black, satin or something like satin, cheap but not the cheapest. The knot was neat, symmetrical, left over right, right over left, the loops small as a child’s bow. He moved to the back room and pushed the curtain with his knuckles to avoid leaving prints. The little office had its tidy chaos: a calendar with the district soccer fixtures circled, a pencil stub in a cup that proclaimed “Best Grandpa,” a tiny window stuck half-open, letting a thin rectangle of chill into the room. A metal cash box sat under the desk. He let the technician photograph it before he opened it. A neat stack of bills, change, nothing that suggested robbery.

He took a breath and smelled, under the odor of tea and wood and old receipts, that other smell he hadn’t wanted to name outside. Something fresh and green that pretended to be nothing. A memory of a hillside. New-cut stems. He lifted his face toward the little window, wondering whether the scent wandered in from the street. He closed the window. The scent did not fade.

He returned to the front. “We’re done for now,” he said, after the technician finished with the ribbon and the counter and the door and the small thumbprint on the glass of the tea. He nodded at Yusuf and Nazmiye. “We’ll lock up. If anyone asks, we’ll tell them only the truth: that Rıza passed in the morning, that he’s gone to the hospital, that we’ll know more when we know more. No rumors.”

“People will talk,” Yusuf said, simple as the weather.

“They always do,” Demir said. “We don’t have to help them.”

He locked the door—once, twice. The bell gave a small offended clap as if to protest the roughness, then fell quiet. He turned to the crowd, which had shrunk and spread into clusters of whispering. 

He found himself looking for the boy who ran everywhere, for the woman who sold sprigs of mint by the dozen, for the men who played backgammon with an air of people who had buried all their brothers and would not be cheated again. He looked for the shape of the town’s fear. It had not settled yet; fear in Kırlangıç took its time to decide where to perch.

Cem caught up with him on the square’s edge. “Chief,” he said quietly. “If you don’t want a story, I won’t write one. Not today. But I would like it on record that I offered.”

“You’ll write one,” Demir said without heat. “You should. It’s your work.”

Cem nodded, pocketed his notebook, and for a moment they stood side by side like men watching the sea, except they were watching people who were watching each other. “He had a ribbon on his finger,” Cem said.

Demir’s eyes flicked to him with the quickness of a man who enjoys neither secrets nor being seen owning one. “Yes.”

“That’s not... custom.”

“No.” Demir looked at the tower. The eighth note had been softer. Or had it? His jaw flexed. “We’ll talk later.”

“And the smell,” Cem said, as if asking about the weather. “Do you smell it?”

Demir’s face did not move. “I smell tea.”

Cem smiled, very slightly. “I smell the same thing I smell on the hillside behind the mill in May. But perhaps I spent too much time in villages as a child.” He let the smile go. “Do you want me at the hospital, or out of your way?”

“If you must choose between those, choose the second,” Demir said, but it lacked teeth. “Cem—if you write, write careful. This is not a story that needs help to grow legs.”

Cem tipped two fingers in something that wasn’t quite a salute and walked toward the tea house, where the first glasses of the day clinked together like little bells calming their big cousin. The town, shy of being seen in its night clothes, straightened itself. Doors opened. Shutters flapped. A woman beat a rug with a stick, as if the dust itself might be responsible for a man’s heart forgetting its rhythm.

Nazmiye touched the locked bakkal door with the back of her fingers, as if checking a sleeping child’s temperature. “Allah rahmet eylesin,” she said softly, to the glass, to the man, to the town. May God have mercy.

Arda, in the ambulance on the road toward the hospital, looked at the hands under the plastic bags. The ribbon was slight, as if some careful child had tied it around a stick and hidden it in a hedge. He was not superstitious, not in the way his grandmother had been, but he did believe in the symmetry of some mornings. A thing at the beginning telling the truth about its end. He told himself the ribbon was a thing he would mention when asked and not a thing that had already threaded itself into a pattern he could feel but not see. He told himself a lot of things on the drive, none of them wrong and none of them helpful.

At the hospital, the doors opened, the stretcher wheeled, the protocols observed. A nurse made a cross on her chest when no one was looking. A clerk looked up the autopsy schedule and found a blank where there was always a blank because this was a town where death usually kept its appointment with old age. Arda signed where he was told, the pen leaving his name in a script he had learned too quickly the year his father left.

Back in Kırlangıç, the day pretended to start as usual. It made coffee. It filled the schoolyard. It pulled bus doors shut. But in the houses that fetched their tea and sugar from the bakkal on the corner, people touched their own left ring fingers without meaning to, as if checking they had not been marked unknown to themselves. Mothers blowed the flour from their hands and watched the square long after they had a reason. Men lifted crates and made excuses to look toward the clock tower. The bell kept its face blank, as if innocence were a habit.

Chief Demir stood alone in front of the shop. He could have gone to his office to start the paperwork, but the first page of any file like this was always the hardest—naming the dead without making it a betrayal. He rubbed his thumb against the edge of the key that had just locked the store and felt, through the metal, the small pulse of the town beneath the paved square. He inhaled. There it was again, that thin, clean line of smell threading the morning. Something green. Something that masked its own presence by pretending to be ordinary.

He looked up the street toward the mill road. The breeze was coming from that direction. He almost laughed at himself and didn’t. He slipped the key into his pocket as if putting away a thought, and he walked toward the station. Behind him, the glass door, with its lettered word BAKKAL, caught the light in such a way that for a second it looked like water. Then the sun shifted, and it was a door again—closed, locked, waiting.

By noon, the story had done what stories do: run a circuit, pick up embellishments, shed inconvenient facts, arrive at conclusions. 

Five people had heard that the old man had been standing when he fell; two swore he had smiled; one said he had been singing a song from fifty years ago. A delivery driver said the paramedic had looked afraid. The tea house men agreed without agreeing that fear in a man who knows what he’s doing is the only useful kind.

And in the cool room of the hospital, where the light went through frosted glass and made a square on the floor, the body of Rıza Usta lay under a sheet, its hands in plastic, a ribbon on one finger like a sentence that looked simple until you tried to read it out loud. The clock on the wall stuttered once before finding the next minute. Somewhere outside, faint as a thought, a bell miscounted.
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Chapter 2 — Echoes at Dawn
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Elif Kara preferred to arrive at scenes before the town had decided what had happened. Stories, once they settled into people, were harder to move than furniture. By the time she turned off the coastal road toward Kırlangıç, the sea was the color of pewter and the wind carried a fine spray that clung to glass. She killed the radio halfway through an ad for fertilizer—her mind worked better without someone trying to sell it something—and watched the clock tick from 08:02 to 08:03.

The call had come at 06:37 from Chief Murat Demir. Male, sixties, unresponsive, no obvious trauma. The word “obvious” always made Elif generous with doubt. She kept a small notebook on the passenger seat, its cover scarred by years of living in lab coats. She wrote three lines without looking down:

— open door

— ribbon (left ring)

— tea warm?

She parked on the square where the stones held last night’s cold like a superstition. The shop—BAKKAL in chipped blue letters—sat quiet, its glass reflecting the clock tower and a slice of sky. Yellow tape crossed the doorway at shoulder height. A lemon crate leaned where a doorstop should be, as if a story could be kept ajar by citrus.

Demir stood with his hands in his coat pockets, the brim of fatigue on his face but not in his posture. 

He was the kind of man cities sent postcards to and towns claimed as kin. He nodded once. “Dr. Kara.”

“Chief.” Elif took in the tape, the lock, the way the neighbors’ eyes flicked and fell. “Thank you for calling early.”

“Ambulance took him to the hospital. We photographed before removal. Bagged hands.” He reached into the pocket of his jacket and produced a key in an evidence pouch. “Owner’s spare we found in the back office. We locked up after. Technician finished her first pass.”

Elif pulled latex from her pocket, snapped gloves on with the small, unmusical sound she liked for how it announced nothing. “I’d like to walk it before any more feet do,” she said.

Demir lifted the tape and let her duck under. The bell over the door clapped once, an embarrassed applause, then stilled. Morning crowded the shop with its tidy habits—neat towers of lentils, tins with curling labels, an order so ordinary it had its own gravity. She stood where someone had first stood and looked where they had looked: the open ledger, the fallen brass rice scoop like a crescent on the floor, the glass of tea with a skin forming at its lip.

“Photographs?” she asked without turning.

“On my desk,” Demir said. “You’ll get copies today.”

She stepped to the counter and leaned just close enough to smell. Tea, wood polish, dust, sugar—the pantry quartet. 

And under it, faint as if the air were trying not to offend: a green, clean note. Something from hillsides and hands, not bottles. She closed her eyes for a second, ran through a small library of scents she had built in her head like a hymn book. Kekik. Thyme.

She opened her eyes and looked without moving her head, the way her first mentor had taught her—“camera first, hands last.” A black ribbon encircled the left ring finger of the idea of a man. It was not here now, but its outline remained in the photographs Demir’s technician had taken: satin or a cheap cousin of satin, knot neat, symmetrical. Left over right, right over left. The loop sizes matched, as if tied by someone who cared about their hands.

She crouched to the brass scoop, careful where she put her feet. A faint smear in the dust by the baseboard, small and curved, not from a shoe. “Do you have the scoop in a bag?”

“Not yet,” Demir said. “We left it as-was, per your usual sermon.”

She smiled without showing it. “The sermons keep me from preaching at funerals.” She pinched the scoop by its handle with thumb and forefinger and tilted it. Nothing clung to it but dust and the ghost of grain. She replaced it exactly.

At the counter edge, someone had placed a thumb to steady themselves. The print was partial, oval at its base, the ridge detail smudged by the natural oils of living. Her technician would love that. 
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