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İbrahim Sarı

02.06.2025

© Copyright 2025 Haven Publisher. All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced, published, or distributed in any form or by any means, including electronic media, without prior permission.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Preface
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The idea for Crime and Revenge began with a question that lingered in my mind: When does justice become revenge, and when does revenge simply become another crime?

In many stories of crime and punishment, the focus rests on the act itself or the pursuit of the guilty. But I was drawn to the space in between—the long, shadowed corridors where strategy and patience shape the outcome more than brute force. I wanted to explore a world where the most dangerous player wasn’t the one with the largest army, but the one who understood how to let her enemies destroy each other.

The Gardener, with his vision of crime as cultivation, became the perfect metaphor for control, patience, and calculated growth. Lena, our protagonist, became the counterpoint: a survivor who understands the soil he works in but sees another path—one that tears down his careful order and replaces it with something unpredictable.

This novel is built on a series of tense games between them, played out across cities that become living battlefields. Every move is a test of loyalty, perception, and nerve. Each victory comes at a price, and each act of destruction leaves questions about what will grow in its place.

At its core, Crime and Revenge is about cycles—of violence, of power, of survival—and about the rare individuals willing to risk everything to break them.

If you find yourself siding with Lena, I hope you also question the cost of her victories. If you find yourself admiring the Gardener, I hope you ask why. And if you close the final page feeling unsettled, then I have done my job.

— İbrahim Sarı
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In the underworld, survival isn’t about strength—it’s about patience. Power shifts hands not in moments of fury, but in the quiet, deliberate moves no one notices until it’s too late.

Crime and Revenge invites readers into a world where criminal empires are grown like crops, nurtured and harvested by those who understand that cities are just soil, and people are seeds to be planted, pruned, or uprooted. 

At the center of this world is the Gardener—a man whose influence spreads across ports and markets with the precision of a master cultivator.

But this is not his story alone.

It is also the story of Lena, a woman who steps into his garden not to tend it, but to burn it from the roots. Guided by her own unspoken motives, she moves through Grayford’s fog-choked docks and Halvik’s narrow trade streets with the skill of a patient saboteur, turning allies into enemies and enemies into weapons.

This is not a tale of righteous heroes and clear-cut villains. It is a study of cycles—the way violence begets retaliation, and how even those who seek to end it risk becoming part of it. Every chapter builds toward the inevitable truth that in a game of control and betrayal, trust is the rarest commodity.

You will find no clean victories here.

Only choices—some calculated, some desperate—that shape the fate of entire cities.

And when the dust settles, the question will remain: Can the cycle ever truly be broken, or does every act of revenge plant the seeds for the next crime?

Step into the Gardener’s world.

Just watch where you plant your feet—there are thorns everywhere.
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Chapter 1 — The Night on Gallow Street
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Rain turned the city to glass, and Gallow Street caught every light like a throat full of broken bottles. Lena Marlowe and Thomas Hale ran the three blocks from the theater beneath a flimsy program folded into a triangle, laughing at the futility of paper in weather like this. They were two weeks from a wedding neither of them had the time to plan, and somehow the lack of plans felt like proof that life was finally happening to them.

The man stepped from the alley with the shyness of a stray dog. Hood up. Hands low. Lena’s first thought wasn’t danger—just another person trying to stay dry. Then Thomas moved, instinct before thought, because the man’s gaze snagged on the gleam of Thomas’s ring, a family heirloom with a flat bronze face. The man’s voice came out like he was apologizing.

“Phone,” he said. “Wallet.”

Thomas raised his hands. “Hey—sure.” He gave Lena a look she read as it was intended: keep breathing. She watched the man, watched the shaking of his sleeves, watched the rain build beaded armor on the pistol’s slide. The muzzle wandered between them, imprecise and terrified. She wanted to say it would be okay. She wanted to say the rain would end.

A car idled halfway down the block, dark windows fogged white. Lena saw it because Thomas’s eyes flicked there first. He’d been a reporter long enough to understand that nothing truly random needed a getaway idling within sprinting distance.

“Take the ring,” the gunman whispered, as if the words hurt. “Please.”

Thomas hesitated. The ring was nothing and everything; it was his father’s voice in metal, his childhood kitchen in color. He worked the band over damp knuckles. Lena heard the clumsy suck of skin releasing.

A second figure slipped from the passenger seat of the idling car. He wore a red umbrella against the rain, absurdly elegant under the sodium lights, and for a heartbeat the scene calcified into theater: thief, lovers, umbrella, city.

“Time,” the umbrella-man said to the gunman. Not a question, a measurement.

Something jangled loose inside Lena. She stepped forward without permission from herself. “Take it,” she told the gunman. “Take everything.” She pressed Thomas’s phone and wallet into his free hand, took the ring when Thomas finally worked it free, and set it gently on the open palm like the final bead in a rosary. The umbrella-man watched the offering without expression. Then he tilted his chin almost imperceptibly. The gunman’s finger spasmed.

The sound was smaller than movies promised, a cough clipped short by rain. Thomas fell the way books fall, spine first, as if the word holding him together had been deleted. The ring slid from the gunman’s palm and skittered into the mouth of a storm drain, where it spun brief bright circles before dropping to where the city kept all its drowned things.

Lena did not hear herself scream. She heard instead the sudden quiet of the umbrella’s fabric as the man closed it, the click like a period. The car door opened; the men moved with choreography, one practiced, one panicked. The gunman stumbled into the back seat. The umbrella-man paused, looked directly at Lena through rain and sirens still unborn, and gave the smallest bow she had ever seen.

Then the car was gone, red tail lights turning the wet street into a cut artery.

She knelt. Thomas’s blood came out warm and slick and unbelievably red. She pressed her hands to him, spoke to him, promised him air. His eyes searched her face like a map. The wound was low, left, angled; later, she would learn to say words like “ricochet” and “through-and-through” with a fluency that felt like blasphemy. Now there was only the soft stutter of his breath and the magnificently stupid refusal of the rain to stop.

Noah Kincaid reached the scene fast enough to smell the cordite. He crouched on the edge of the circle of bad light, coat already so wet it pretended to be part of the weather. He had a way of listening with his jaw—still, tense, the muscle there working like it chewed on the world before he did. When the paramedics lifted Thomas and the world narrowed to the inside of an ambulance, Noah introduced himself without handing over a card.

“I’m Detective Kincaid,” he said, and Lena realized she was shaking all the way down to the core of herself. “I need your statement.”

“Later,” she said, and her voice came out for the first time as the voice of a stranger. “I’m going with him.”

“You can ride along,” Noah said, “but the first minutes matter.”

“The first minutes,” she said, looking at the red already diluted into pink by rain, “already happened.”

At Saint Aurelia’s Emergency, the bright, relentless machinery of hope spun and clicked around a man whose body had declared bankruptcy. Lena stood in a hallway that smelled like burnt sugar and antiseptic while a doctor with sincere eyes turned the world into past tense. She stared down at her palms—slick, drying, tacky—and realized she was learning the exact shade of the word after. Noah found her when the lights had stopped moving. He handed her a paper cup of water that tasted like a waiting room. “I’m sorry,” he said, and managed to make it sound like a fact rather than an idea. “We’re going to find who did this.”

She nodded because nodding was a thing the living did. “Two men,” she told him. “One with a gun. One under a red umbrella. The kind that makes you think of Italian films.”

Noah’s eyes sharpened. “You saw his face?”

“Enough to recognize the arrogance,” she said. “He bowed.”

“Bowed,” he repeated, writing it down like a sin.

He asked the questions he had to ask; she answered them with the pieces she could hold. When he was done, he hesitated. “This may not have been a random robbery,” he said carefully. “There’s a pattern in the district—people who crossed certain...interests...have been getting very theatrical reminders. We’re working angles.”

“Interests?” she asked. “Like banks?”

“Like people who sell a different kind of insurance,” he said. “You get hurt. They make someone else hurt in a way that looks like karma.”

“Revenge for hire.”

Noah didn’t nod, didn’t look away. “Something like that.”

She thought of Thomas’s files at home, the stories he’d tucked into folders he wasn’t yet ready to publish. She thought of the names she’d skimmed: judges, brokers, mothers who had lost children and wanted the universe to speak their language for once. She thought of the ring spinning into the dark.

“Then give me a name,” she said.

“I can’t,” he said. “Not yet.”

“Then give me a direction.”

He considered the cup in her hands, empty now, the thin mouth of it crushed slightly where she had pressed too hard. “Don’t go near Gallow again,” he said. “And if someone offers you balance, say no.”

Lena went home when the hospital had nothing left to drain from her. The apartment smelled like Thomas’s citrus shampoo and the basil he’d been trying to keep alive on the windowsill. She did not turn on the lights. In the dark, the city made a low mechanical purr. She opened the bottom drawer of his desk, where he kept everything that mattered in a tin that once held tea. Keys live with keys, he’d said. Secrets too.

Inside lay a safe-deposit box ticket, a single photograph of a man holding a red umbrella on a summer day, and a note in Thomas’s spare print: If I’m right, this isn’t about theft. It’s about accounts.

Lena held the photo up to the window. Rain webbed the city in bright veins. In the picture, the man with the umbrella wasn’t looking at the camera; he was looking at the world as if it owed him. On the back, a name had been scribbled lightly, as if Thomas couldn’t commit to spelling it with pressure: D. Moros.

She didn’t cry. The body has a stubborn order to things: breathing, standing, finding the next step. She placed the photograph in her pocket, the ticket under her tongue like a wafer, and opened her laptop. Fingers sticky with dried blood rattled keys. She typed Dante Moros Verrinport and watched the screen populate with rumors, fundraisers, a charity for victims of violence, a consulting firm with a mission statement written in the careful language of absolution. A thunderhead rolled across the city and took the power with it for a breath. In the sudden dark, Lena saw the street below reflect the sky—black, polished, and full of the kind of light that belongs to sirens.

Somewhere out there, a man folded a red umbrella and stepped into a car. Somewhere, a ledger opened and a new name was written, and the ink did not bleed in the rain.

Lena wiped her hands on a towel she would never wash and began to learn the grammar of revenge.
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Chapter 2 — Two Statements
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Detective Noah Kincaid had been at this long enough to know when a statement was designed to be airtight—and when it was crafted to leak in just the right places. The two men from Gallow Street had already left fingerprints on the night without touching a single surface. Now, in the gray morning light of the 6th Precinct interview room, Noah was reading the rain-smeared version of events from Lena Marlowe.

He’d given her the courtesy of a warm mug, though the coffee was department-grade tar. Across the table, Lena didn’t touch it. She’d dressed in black, not out of tradition but because she looked like someone already preparing for war. Her voice was steady, her eyes bloodshot but focused. The only tremor came when she described the umbrella-man’s bow.

Noah wrote down bow again, even though it was already in the report. Twice in the same file meant the detail mattered—either because it was truth, or because it was a hook Lena wanted him to bite.

When she finished, he slid the paper toward her. “That’s your official statement. Read it. Sign it.”

Lena scanned the page. Her eyes snagged on the lines where Noah had omitted certain parts—no mention of Thomas’s ring beyond its theft, no safe-deposit ticket, no photograph.

“You left things out,” she said.

“I left out what could get you killed faster than you can bury him,” Noah replied. “Those things belong in a different kind of file.”

Lena set the paper down without signing. “So there’s more than one file.”

“There’s always more than one file,” Noah said, leaning back. “One for the courts. One for the people who actually care about the truth. And one for the people who want you to think they care.”

“You’re saying you’re keeping the truth from me.”

“I’m saying there are layers,” he said. “If you want in, you don’t get to walk away once you see them.”

By the time Lena left the precinct, the city was shaking off the storm, a million puddles evaporating into steam that carried the smell of oil and asphalt. She pulled her coat tighter, the photograph of Dante Moros pressing against her ribs through the fabric.

Micah was waiting for her at the corner in his dented hatchback, the passenger window stuck halfway down. He’d been up all night—she could tell from the way his eyelids twitched and how he kept glancing at the rearview mirror. “You’ve got a tail,” he said before she even sat down. “Dark sedan, three cars back. They’re good, but I’m better.”

Lena looked over her shoulder. A black Chrysler idled in traffic, just enough dirt on the plates to make them unreadable without getting too much attention.

“Friends of yours?” she asked.

“Not the friendly type,” Micah said. “You talk to Kincaid?”

“He’s hiding more than he’s telling.”

Micah snorted. “Cops always do.”

They drove in silence until Lena handed him the safe-deposit box ticket.

“Need you to find where this is. Fast.”

Micah turned it over in his fingers. “Vault number, branch code... This is from Pennleigh Trust.” He whistled. “That’s not a bank you just walk into. They’ll have layers of ID verification.”

“Then fake mine,” Lena said.

Micah glanced at her. “You sure you want to open this? Sometimes the thing you’re looking for is the thing that gets you killed.”

“I’m already in it,” Lena said. “Might as well find out how deep.”

Back at her apartment, she found the door just slightly ajar. The hair on the back of her neck prickled. She eased it open, the smell of her space replaced by something faintly metallic—like old coins or blood.

Inside, nothing looked ransacked. The basil on the windowsill still sagged in its pot, untouched. But when she checked the bottom desk drawer, the tin of Thomas’s mementos was gone.

They hadn’t taken the laptop, the camera, or the cash hidden in the freezer. Just the tin.

On her kitchen counter sat a single object: a business card, no name, just an embossed image of a closed umbrella in deep red.

That afternoon, Noah called.

“You didn’t tell me someone had been in your apartment,” he said without preamble.

“How do you—” she began, then stopped. “You’re watching me.”

“I’m protecting my witness,” he corrected. “And now I have to assume they know what you have.”

“They didn’t take everything,” Lena said. Her fingers brushed the inside of her coat, feeling for the photograph still tucked there.

“Good,” Noah said. “Keep it that way. And Lena—”

“Yes?”

“If they left something behind, it’s not a mistake. It’s a message.”

She thought of the umbrella pressed into the card’s surface. She thought of the man’s slight bow in the rain.

“I know,” she said.

That night, Micah texted her a single sentence: Pennleigh Trust. Tuesday. 11:15 a.m. They’ll be expecting someone else.

Lena typed back: Make them expect me instead.

When she hit send, she noticed the card with the red umbrella had been moved from the counter to the nightstand, and she was certain she hadn’t done it.
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Chapter 3 — A Broker of Debts

[image: ]




Dante Moros chose rooms that made people listen. His office sat on the mezzanine of a deconsecrated bank: brass railings, a clock that had stopped at 3:17 sometime in the eighties, and a skylight that turned weather into a ceiling show. The vault downstairs now held files, not cash. He liked the symbolism. Money would always be replaced. Paper with names on it—that was value.

A woman waited by the clock, hands locked on a leather folio. Mid-forties, neat suit, hospital badge clipped to her lapel.

“Marta DeWitt,” she said when he approached. “Chief compliance at Saint Aurelia.”

“The hospital with very pretty corridors,” Dante said mildly. “Your call said urgency.”

She hesitated. People always did, at this point—the last step before saying the thing that made them a client. “My supervisor diverted grants to a shell. When I raised it, he threatened to bury my career. Now I’m on leave for ‘stress.’ He’ll erase me and keep the money.”

Dante nodded toward a glass-walled conference room where a long table waited. Inside, Arielle already had a tablet open, the ledger app glowing pale. She wore charcoal and a face that never pretended to be warm.

“Come,” Dante said. “Let’s measure.”

They sat. Marta placed the folio on the table like a small coffin and slid over a stack of emails, wire records, and two photographs of the supervisor at a weekend retreat with donors. Arielle glanced once and began typing.

“We don’t kill,” Dante said, in the tone of a contract clause. “We equalize. If something was taken, we arrange for a mirrored loss. Time for time, name for name. The method leaves the law feeling smug rather than threatened.”

Marta’s eyes flicked to him. “I don’t want him dead. I want—”

“Proportion,” he finished. “What did he take from you?”

“My professional reputation,” she said. “Ten years of clean work turned into a rumor.”

“Then we return that rumor to sender,” Arielle said, not looking up. “And extract the funds while we’re at it.”

Dante steepled his fingers. “Our fee is not money. It’s an entry in the ledger. Sometime in the future, when balance is needed elsewhere, you’ll choose to pick up or put down a call. Nothing illegal. Sometimes merely inconvenient.”

Marta swallowed. “And if I refuse when you call?”

“Then you didn’t understand what you were buying,” Arielle said, still typing.

Dante slid one of the photos back toward Marta. “When did he stop deserving your sympathy?”

“Last month,” she said softly. “When he said nobody would believe a woman with panic attacks.”

“Good,” Dante said. “Clarity makes us efficient.”

Arielle angled the tablet. On her screen bloomed a tree of names and arrows: the supervisor, two donors, a shell company registered to an address that didn’t exist, and a partner firm with a very real board member who collected antique cars.

“Option A,” Arielle said. “Leak the shell to a competitor, then file a whistleblower complaint from a burner with corroborating exhibits. The board freezes him, donors pause funding, ethics committee convenes. Option B, more elegant: encourage a Times freelancer to chase the car collector’s zoning violations that tie to the shell. He flips to save his shiny reputation, gives you emails, and our friend becomes the story he wrote for you.”

Dante asked Marta, “Do you want speed or theater?”

“Both,” she whispered, then caught herself. “Fast. But I want to see him know he’s falling.”

“Noted,” Dante said. “Arielle, B with an A garnish.”

Arielle tapped a box. Lines rearranged. “Done.”

Marta exhaled, watched a future she hoped for swim into shape. “How long?”

“Two weeks for the first crack, six for the fracture,” Arielle said. “We’ll send you a script for what you’ll say in the ethics meeting. You will not improvise.”

Dante watched Marta nod. Beneath relief was something rawer. Grief with a brittle shell. It was a familiar look; it paid their bills.

“Sign the intake,” Arielle said, sliding over a one-page agreement. No logo, just a number and a red umbrella watermark so faint it only appeared when you tilted the paper. Marta’s pen clicked. “Red umbrella,” she said, trying the phrase. “Is that a brand?”

“A courtesy,” Dante said.

“To whom?”

“To rain,” he said, smiling with half his mouth. “It has a way of finding you.” When Marta left—with instructions about secure email, burner practices, and phrases to avoid—Arielle locked the door and dropped the smile she wore for clients twice a year. 

“She’s clean,” Arielle said. “But the hospital isn’t. Saint Aurelia crops up in three other ledgers. And, Dante—Gallow Street was messy.”

He tamped down irritation with ritual: he straightened the conference chairs, aligned the glass carafe to the tray’s edge, set the pen parallel to the ledger tablet. “The man panicked,” he said. “Arielle, we hire courage. He had a tremor.”

“We don’t hire tremors,” she said. “And we don’t put you on scene where a tremor might misfire. That bow was indulgence.”

“The bow prevents misremembering,” he said. “Narratives need anchors. Eyewitnesses embroider unless you give them a stitch.”

“Thomas Hale is dead,” she said, flat. “That stitch will interest detectives.”

“Detectives were already interested,” Dante said. He looked up at the skylight, where sunlight pushed through the last gray from last night’s storm. “The ledger is better today because of last night.”

Arielle swiped. Names scrolled. She stopped on one: Crest, Evelyn. The Judge. A thin red border ringed the entry.

“She’s still your North Star?” she asked.

“She’s the reason we learned the coordinates,” he said.

“And she’s the reason we might lose them. She’s restless. The old case is being sniffed again.” Arielle flipped to a second name: Hale, Thomas. “He had a key to a safe-deposit box. We didn’t find it in the apartment.”

“Then it lives elsewhere,” Dante said. “A box provides proof; proof gives a trial a spine. We prefer cartilage.” He checked his watch. “Has Caspar called?”

“Scheduled,” Arielle said. “He wants a new rule: no gestures. He thinks theater wakes up the city.”

“Caspar thinks roses can smell like calculus if he prunes them just right,” Dante said. “He’s wrong. People need myth as much as they need bills paid.”

Arielle slid a small velvet tray from her bag. On it sat three business cards—embossed umbrellas in different shades of red. She held one up to the skylight. The print turned wine-dark. “We left one,” she said. “On her counter.”

He replayed the scene as it had been described to him: the apartment, the tin removed, the counter cleared, the card placed. A small bow to precision. “And then?”

“Then the card moved,” Arielle said. “From counter to nightstand. No prints. Either she touched it and forgot, or someone else came after us. I don’t like ‘someone else’ in our houses.”

“Neither do I,” Dante said. “Put a watch on her. Light. If she heads for Pennleigh Trust, I want the box number before she does.”

“She will,” Arielle said. “There’s nowhere else for hope to go.”

He almost smiled. Arielle could make arithmetic sound like prophecy.

The mezzanine phone chimed: a muted, polite tone. Dante pressed the line.

“Mr. Moros,” Caspar Vale’s voice came through, velvet over wire. “My garden misses you. Ten minutes?”

“Five,” Dante said, and hung up. He looked at Arielle. “You’ll speak with the freelancer about zoning.”

“I already did,” she said. “He thinks he’s brilliant.”

“He is,” Dante said. “Just not in the way he thinks.”

She stood, smoothed her jacket. “And the tremor?”

He let breezy charm drop long enough for honesty to show. “We don’t hire tremors,” he repeated. “Find out who put him on my street and write their name under the ledger’s expense column.”

Arielle’s mouth twitched; her version of satisfaction. “Equalized.”

When she left, Dante took the red umbrella from the stand by the door. He always carried one when he crossed into Caspar’s world. Part courtesy, part boundary. He descended the marble steps, passed the old vault with the new lock, and paused at the lobby where people waited with their own hurts, invisible but loud.
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