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DEDICATION
For those not yet born,
but already burning.
For the ones who walk between blade and belief,
between silence… and the call that breaks it.
This book is for you.
It may not be clear to you now—
but it will come for you later.
And when it does,
you’ll know this story was memory.
Left in fire.
Waiting for your name.
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Preface




This is a story about lives—tangled, broken, and sharpened by need. 

A story about the debts we inherit, the bodies we burn through, the cities that eat their own children just to keep the lights on. 

You’ll find the filth in the neon, and the hunger in the cleanest hands. Every character here is born from the edge—some break and crawl, some become the blade. There are no innocents left. Only survivors and predators, and sometimes the difference is just who still remembers what mercy felt like.

 

The cities in these pages are alive—breathing, corrupt, dangerous. 

They are not just settings. They’re adversaries, lovers, graves. 

The only gods that ever answered were the ones who demanded something back. Love, in this world, is a weapon and a wound. 

It saves nothing. It breaks what’s left after war and leaves scars 

where hope tried to grow. 




I don’t offer answers in the pages. Only the honesty of survival, 

and the kind of questions that never close. 

Why does violence feel like relief? Can you outrun what haunts you, 

or do you only gather more ghosts? Where is the line between justice and vengeance, and what happens when it finally disappears? 

This story does not ask you to pick a side. It only asks that you watch closely—because nothing here happens by accident. 




After all, the real question is not who they are. 

It’s what you become when Silence calls your name.
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City to city, Glass to Glamour

Present Times

Kuala Lumpur City Centre, Malaysia

The first phone call came like a whisper through fog.

It was July.

It was raining.

KLCC lit like a crime scene too clean for prosecution.

I was standing in the living space of my studio apartment, watching the glowing shape of the marvelous skyscrapers through the glass.

They say the Petronas Twin Towers were built for royalty.

But most of the buildings wrapped around them were bought with money that had no flag.

Stolen funds. Black loans siphoned out of a struggling country.

All wrapped up in a neat little ribbon called the Golden Leaf Scheme.


Smart thieves of today’s world don’t crawl through windows or rob armored trucks; they wear tailored suits, sign memorandums, attend embassy galas, and call it— “capital flow.”


No—I didn’t steal anything.

Yet I live in one of those Berjaya Times Square studio units.

This is a place left behind by a man who probably stole more than he could count.

Some of the units get leased to people like me.

Some stay empty—locked, ventilated, full of unused furniture and dried-out potpourri.

And the man who watches over them all is named Masud—from a South Asian country. A man with skin like evening, soul wired for loyalty.

Corruption needs someone spotless to carry the keys.

Masud got me a deal.

Said it felt good that a European could treat him like a brother—not like a pike in a blue-collar shirt.

And though I’m not the kind of Euro hunk you envy in airports, I guess it patched something in him.

Fair trade.

I’ve been here for a year.

Officially, I’m the Head of Logistics at a Chinese vampire corporation.

Yeah, my title sounds clean.

White-collar. Business card slick.

In reality, I help rich criminals move their dirty money into even dirtier deals. Foreign investments wrapped in loopholes.

Shadow companies no one questions.

Licenses, permits, low-salary foreign workers.

Some parts—even I can’t say them out loud.

Sure, I skim a little off the top.

But never without value.

They pay, I deliver.

No questions asked. That’s the real service.

All I wanted was stability.

When I started, I thought a little extra cash would fix things.

Now I have assets, aliases, and a body that doesn’t startle easily.

The next step, inevitably, was women.

And then came the bars.

Warm whiskey. Cold company.

At first, it was mechanical.

"Hi" in the evening. "Bye" the next morning.

Three months max, then out to a new destination.

But Kuala Lumpur slowed me down.

And the hi-bye cycle started to feel empty.

Every girl had a story.

“He was good, but he left.” “My husband? Gone.”

“I’m just looking for something real.”

They talked. I mixed the drinks.

Later, offered the kind of efforts that gives comfort-through-chaos.

Mornings came.

They left.

Booze shaken. Body count risen.

No guilt. Just rhythm.

But the thrill faded with time. I stopped feeling the jolt.

Started wanting something real.

Not just a night, but someone to come home to.

And that’s when Jenny entered the frame.

Sexy, shaky, and surprisingly single. I was ready to mingle.

It began like the others. Coffee, late-night rides, then the bed.

But Jenny didn’t leave.

She made breakfast. Laid out my clothes.

Asked about dinner. Sent photos of things she liked.

I ordered them.

She got sick. I took her to the doctor.

I let her stay because I didn’t have a reason to say no.

She had a job. Didn’t make much.

But she carried herself like she did.

She had pride. Always a red flag.

But in small doses, it looked good on her.

She wanted her own place. Saved up and dreamed about it.

I fast-tracked it. Paid the price.

And broke the cycle she wasn’t ready to finish.

She changed.

Her pride turned into ego.

And mine turned into armor.

That old law again—Never help a moth break its shell.

If you do, the wings will never hold.

Jenny became distant.

Now she lives alone in her new apartment.

I needed a break. Didn’t want anyone new.

But even steel needs oil.

I went back to the bars.

Something had changed.

They smiled, but nothing sparked.

No glass shattered.

I didn’t want Jenny either.

Her ego. My stubbornness.

Two knives pointed at each other.

Other people survive this.

They build homes out of worse. Why not me?

Why do relationships die in my hands?

I was staring at the Twin Towers again.

Rain crawling down the glass like a gentle scream.

And that’s when the phone rang.

Unknown number, but Truecaller lit up.

Marisha. Miss.

Could’ve been a client.

If it were daytime, maybe I would’ve picked up.

Right now, I have no interest in answering a potential client.

And there’s no way I ever gave this official number to any bar girl.

Besides, I don’t have any “Miss” or “Mrs.” in this city who’d be calling me.

KL isn’t the kind of city where someone calls at night just to say, “Babu, wana booz?”

It’s either a client or a service vendor.

Whoever it is—I’ll see in the morning.

For now, I just want to keep watching the way light and shadow move across the shape of the Twin Towers, clouds drifting like thoughts with nowhere to go.

Pour another glass of red wine and sit.

Think about a few things.

Once the rain slows down, I’ve planned on heading out.

I’ll need to eat something.

Most Malaysian street food is fairly clean.

But if you’re not used to it, it can throw you off.

Tonight, I might just settle for a Big Mac.

I was about to get ready and head out when I picked up my phone again.

A new message had arrived on Telegram—Marisha, Miss.

Good.

I don’t like talking on the phone, especially not at this hour.

Reading or replying to a text feels way easier.

"Are you really trying to keep your distance from me?

We’re both still here, in the same world, and yet you don’t want to stay in touch?

Did you honestly forget me? I don’t think you did.

Some part of me still believes you hear my name in your head sometimes.

What changed?

Is it too hard to talk about?

If words feel too much… just send me a voice note.

I’ll understand."

Romantic tone.

Heavy words.

Problem is—I don’t know anyone by that name.

Clearly, this is a full-blown Miss-understanding.

Then again, it could be spam.

Lately, hackers have been pulling off some wild tricks.

You get a message like that, you might click on a flirty photo or a shady link.

And boom—your Telegram account’s hacked.

These days, apps are linked to online shopping, and often to bank accounts or credit cards.

Once a hacker gets in, your balance becomes public property.

I didn’t reply.

Just ignored the message and started getting ready to go out.

Then I picked up my phone again—another missed call.

And another text.

Looks like this Marisha, Miss is not letting go easy.

"You like texting, don’t you?

But then you read my messages—and don’t reply.

Do you even realize what it’s been like for me, waiting all this time?

How much it’s messed with my head?

And now I barely matter to you at all?"

This Marisha, Miss—she feels psychic.

How the hell does she know I prefer texting?

Could it be Jenny?

We haven’t spoken in a while.

Maybe she’s messing with me using a different number.

Jenny’s always been sharper than Google on a good day.

Or maybe… maybe Miss Marisha has mistaken me for someone else.

Someone she thinks I was.

Either way—she’s earned a reply now.

"Good evening, Miss.

The name on your ID doesn’t match anyone I know,

and there’s no profile picture either,

which makes it hard to tell who you are.

Based on what you’ve written,

I can say with confidence that I don’t have that kind of relationship with anyone.

It’s likely you’ve mistaken me for someone else.

Please double-check before calling again."

Said the truth politely.

Hopefully, that ends it.

But still—how does she know I prefer texting?

That part keeps scratching at the back of my head.

Could just be a random guess.

A lot of people prefer texting these days.

I light a cigarette.

Start thinking about tomorrow’s work hassle.

Then—ping.

Another message.

“You used to mind when I had a picture on my ID.

Remember that? That’s why I stopped putting one up.

You say you don’t recognize my name…

Remember how you used to shorten it?

Make it sound so strange. So sweet.

Maybe you’ve changed. Maybe you really are trying to leave me behind.

If you wanted me to stop waiting, you could’ve just said so.

You still can. Why pretend?”

This one hit different.

Girls in committed relationships who keep flashy profile pictures on their IDs—I never found that comfortable.

Jenny and I had plenty of fights about that.

But I don’t remember ever telling anyone else.

Not in a bar. Not in passing.


And then the last line—“Strange. Sweet... used to shorten it.”


What’s that supposed to mean?

I’m not a poet. Romantic flair was never my thing.

If this is a scam, it’s well-researched. Feels targeted.

“Look, Miss, I’m honestly sorry.

I really don’t remember anything about you.

Could you kindly send me a photo?

Nothing revealing—just something where I can see your face.

Maybe if I see it, I’ll remember.”

I took a small risk.

Since this Miss was getting on my nerves,

I figured—let’s see what she looks like.

Of course, odds of her sending a real photo? Zero percent.

She’ll either download someone else’s pic, or play coy and not send one at all.

Let’s see.

One cigarette, two, three...

lighting them one after another like I’m timing a fuse.

And then—nothing.

She stops replying.

Guess I hit the target.

Fine.

Time to grab dinner.

My apartment sits right off Kuala Lumpur’s infamous strip.

Doesn’t matter—I’ll end up there anyway.

Closest McDonald’s is right on that block.

The rain had stopped, but the air was still damp in a way that felt... peaceful.

I grabbed a Big Mac, sat down at one of the outside tables.

It wasn’t party hour yet, the crowd hadn’t started showing up.

The Big Mac tasted pretty damn good.

Ping.

Ah, so she is alive.

"Does it even matter if I send you something like that?

You already have all kinds of snaps of me anyway. But it’s been a while since we saw each other—here’s one from now."

Uploading pic...

As soon as it finished downloading—I froze.

This Miss Marisha—hit me like thunder.

The photo she sent made every girl I’ve ever seen look like background noise. Like comparing park slopes to her Everest-like, mesmerizing curves.

And she’s saying she loves me? Madly?

Feels like I just hit the Eurojackpot.

Only problem is—I don’t remember buying a ticket.


Maybe she downloaded some random Insta model’s photo.


But still—this isn’t just beauty.

This feels engineered, weapon-grade.

Like the difference between a Beretta and an AK-47.

Same purpose—but completely different beast.

You don’t maintain a figure like that by accident.

Unless you’re a professional model or athlete, this kind of deadly symmetry doesn’t just happen.

Now the real question—where did Miss Marisha get this photo?

I’ve still got a few functioning instincts left.

Uploaded it to TinEye—ran a search.

Then again, and again.

No matches.

Could be the photo isn’t from any well-known model. Not indexed.

Now I’m starting to feel something. Not panic—more like... temptation.

Like I said—even steel needs oil.

In a country like Malaysia, no one really cares what you’re doing—or who you’ve got in your apartment.

Unlike in Melbourne, where landlords avoid renting to single guys like they’re radioactive. One of our buddies got flat-out blacklisted—just for being young and single.

But here?

Anyone—man, woman, alien—can rent a room.

Bring over whoever they want. Keep them as long as they like.

The doorman at my building says “Welcome” by default.

Add a pretty woman beside me, and that “Welcome” turns into a full-on “Wooowww-lcome.”

I started imagining—this Miss...

On a rainy night like this, at my apartment.

Lying beside me, trying to figure out if I was really the guy she thought I was. And maybe...

I could figure out who actually bought this jackpot ticket.

I’d have to play it smart.

I don’t have a photo on my profile either—just the company logo and my job title. If she sees me in person and realizes I’m not him, she’ll disappear without a trace.

Unless...

I set the meeting somewhere I control.

Even if I’m not the man she’s looking for, I can still offer her a drink, a little sympathy—and if the moment’s right, pull out the old comfort-through-chaos routine.

“Well, I can’t really say you’re a stranger now.

Those electric blue eyes...

feel like I’ve known you for lifetimes.

Tell me—what can I do for you, sweetheart?”

That little flirty oil never hurts.

I’ve oiled grass, weeds, even cactus.

And this Miss? She’s no ordinary beauty.

An AK-47 or the Everest.

Whatever. She’s the best—I’ve seen in a long, long time.

Her reply came fast:

"Wait—are you actually flirting with me right now?

Classic you.

You haven’t changed at all, have you?

Even the way you text—the words, the pauses,

the space between silence—it’s all the same.

Like that night at the cruise party in Phuket—

Your friend fell into the water, totally out cold.

And you?

You left him there... and started flirting with me instead.

I remember thinking:

Are you just cruel?

Or do you actually enjoy the chaos?

I’m still not sure."

Strange.

Phuket—I’ve been there a few times. But a party like that?

With someone falling into the water?

Doesn’t ring a single bell.

Never faced a weaponized beauty like this Kalashnikov.

Could one of my friends have set her up to mess with me?

They’ve been annoyed lately—I don’t give them time like I used to.

No more group pleasure trips.

Wouldn’t be shocking if one of them orchestrated a joke with this woman. Pretty much all of them are capable.

Damn it.

That thought shattered my heart.

Guess I’ll have to ditch the ‘lay side by side and clear the misunderstanding’ plan.

Maybe she’s already a friend’s… well… you know.

But—the show must go on.

I replied:

“You know quite a lot about me. I’m impressed.

But you should also know—

I don’t do this coward-avoidance act.

If I had any kind of relationship with you,

I wouldn’t ghost you.

Even if I wore three wedding rings,

I’d still pull the trigger for you.”

Hell.

I got carried away and said too much.

And before I could edit or delete it—the message got seen.

No point pretending now.

If this Miss really belongs to one of my friends, I’m screwed.

No doubt every single one of those bastards will screenshot this and roast me for life.

Her reply came fast:

“Calling you now. Pick up.”

Looks like she’s taking it seriously.

If she gets mad, I’ll apologize—might calm things down.

Despite the hesitation, I finally picked up.


—Hello, Caesar. How are you?


Tell me honestly— why are you pretending not to know me?

Yes, I didn’t tell you everything before.

Those things weren’t connected to you.

And you never seemed interested either.

Because of you, my work and my entire life have been at risk.

Even today, I came here at great risk just to meet you.

And yet you’re acting like you don’t know me!

At least explain why you’re behaving this way.

I promise—I won’t be upset.

She dumped it all in one breath,

like she’d been waiting for this call just to get it out.

My nickname is Cezan—very few people know that.

She called me Caesar.

I don’t know anyone by that name.

Well—aside from Julius Caesar, the Roman emperor.

But that great man has nothing to do with me.

Still, something about her voice—the pitch, the calm clarity, the unshakable cadence, it was almost too polished.

Like love at first hearing.

My voice went soft.

—You’ve got the wrong person, Miss.

I’m Elijan Vellum.

Only a few people call me Cezan.

Considering everything you’ve said…

it does feel like you somehow know me.

Even though I honestly can’t remember you.

I wanted to start casually.

But hearing her voice, I could tell—she’s not one of those hi-bye types.

There was weight in her words. It didn’t invite small talk.


If a man spoke like that, I’d already be calling him sir.



—You’re still joking with me, Caesar?


You left me waiting in Phuket.

And vanished.

I stayed right where you left me, waiting.

So much has happened since then—you have no idea.

After our last call, I texted you so many times.

Every time I called, your number was switched off.

I thought maybe you were out of network.

That you’d reply eventually.

A month passed… then six.

I started to worry something bad had happened to you.

I even went to your workplace in Phuket.

They gave me the same number I already had.

And your email address.

I emailed you. Several times…

The way she spoke—it was calm, almost gentle.

Every word was wrapped around pain.

Like she was holding back a dam and smiling through the cracks.

Now it wasn’t just a joke anymore.

This was something real.

And heavy.

Yes—I do have an office in Phuket.

Been there plenty of times for work.

And she went there.

Unbelievable.

If she really emailed me—I could check.

We don’t delete emails. Google One, infinite cloud.

Everything archived.

I searched her name in the inbox.

And yes—there they were.

Four emails.

All unread.


All from someone named Marisha–The Queen of Clubs.


And suddenly, I had no idea who to blame.

The way they came in—

“Hi, I’m Marisha, please contact me...”

Thousands of emails like that flood in every day.

Click one—your life’s over.

I thought these were just like the rest.

Filed them as junk.

One from six months ago.

Even one from recently.

But what difference would reading them have made?

“I’m Miss So-and-So, my father died in the Syrian war.

I have millions I don’t know what to do with.

Come take the princess and the kingdom...”

Classic Nigerian hacker bait.

Even if I’d read them back then—I’d have thought the same.

Now—hearing her voice—I couldn’t bring myself to insult her.

Or even doubt her.


Even though I still couldn’t place her, I started pretending like maybe I should have.


Because that voice made it hard to do anything else.

There was a pause.

Then she said—

—Forget it.

Whatever’s written in my fate, that’s how it is.

Tell me—are you really in KL?

Or have you moved somewhere else?

I’ve traveled a long way.

Barely dropped my luggage at the hotel.

Sitting in a coffee shop, trying to reach you.


She exhaled—I’m starving, but I can’t bring myself to order anything.


It’s risky to access my accounts here.

And I’ve got no cash left to pay for anything.

If I don’t find you today...

I don’t even want to think about what might happen.

And even now—when I’m this desperate—you’re still playing games with me.

You have no idea how far I’ve come from Phuket.

I don’t even know how to explain it to you.

Even if I didn’t recognize her, I couldn’t help but feel a little sorry for her.

I softened my voice.

—You already had my number. If you’d told me this before coming, you wouldn’t have to be this desperate right now.

She sighed, then said—

—That wasn’t possible.

I’m sending you a picture of a girl I know.

See if you recognize her.

I opened the image—and yeah, I knew that face.

Can’t place her name. Don’t remember how I know her.

But I’ve definitely seen her before.


As soon as I said that, Miss Marisha flared up.


—Typical.

You recognize this bitch, but you can’t recognize me?

I’ve been losing my mind searching for you.

She sounded breathless, holding back something sharp.

—This girl told me she saw you at a conference in KL.

But she wasn’t completely sure—said she’d check with your office and confirm within a couple of days. I didn’t wait. I rushed here right away.

Before leaving, I asked her to send me your office address.

I wanted to verify it myself. Even before boarding my flight, I called your number—as usual, it was switched off.

She paused—her words tumbling out.

—Then on my way from the airport to the hotel, I called again—and for the first time in forever, your phone actually rang. But you didn’t pick up. So I texted.

Brilliant.

Now it’s making sense.

Just like how Adam got trapped by that one bite of fruit, looks like I’ve walked into my own version of Eden.

Business hadn’t been great lately.

Some personal issues. Market wasn’t helping either.

I’d fallen behind on my targets.

That’s when I got involved with a new girl who’d just joined HR.

Yeah. That kind of involved.

At one point, in between the sheets and casual conversations, I’d let slip a bit too much about my position.

And that’s how she figured out her little forbidden fruit plan.

According to her, if I used some of the old numbers from guys who had my position before me, I might be able to reconnect with former VIP clients.

Privacy is serious in our business.

Every time a new person takes over, they’re given a fresh number.

But the official email stays the same.

Those old numbers usually get deactivated.

Though they can easily be reactivated if needed.

The HR girl showed me a few of those inactive numbers—I picked this one myself. And thanks to her access, she activated it for me via internal email requests.

Technically unauthorized.

If caught, I’d get a light scolding at best.

She’d lose her job.

Still, she took the risk—so yeah, I thanked her properly.

More than once.

We made that last weekend count.

This number got me access to a few high-profile clients.

It worked.

But as the saying goes—

A con gets ten plays. The truth only needs one.

Looks like today’s that one day.


It’s obvious now—Miss Marisha had a history with whoever previously used this number.


If I try to avoid her now, she’ll probably storm into my office and cause a scene.

Even if I try explaining over the phone, she’ll assume her “boyfriend” is lying to avoid her.

I need to cool her down first.

Then meet her face to face—and try to explain everything.

I pour the sweetest honey into my voice.

—Look, it’s hard to keep a clear head in your situation.

Tell you what—where are you now?

I’ll come to you. We’ll grab something to eat, sit down, and calmly figure out what’s real and what’s not.


They say: A hungry man is an angry man.


Maybe that applies to women too.

That’s why I made the offer.

She replied—

—I’ll text you the hotel name and location.

But there’s a small issue—

I couldn’t pay for the room. Left my passport at the front desk.

That set off every red flag in my head.

Feels like another scam where you show up, and they stick you with the hotel bill.


Got the location: B-Town. Cheap place.


One night’s rent—twenty, maybe thirty dollars tops.

But if I let her lure me there, it might not stop at the room bill.

Kidnapping, extortion—a lot can happen.

People think developed cities are safe havens.

They’re not.

Under all the clean glass and neon, every city runs on the same rot—drugs, gangs, backdoor deals.

Kuala Lumpur’s no exception.

Mostly run by the Chinese mafia.

And I work for the favorite daddy of every alley dog—Papa Cheng.




That gives me some confidence.


If this Miss Marisha turns out to be a scammer, she won’t get far with me. If she tries holding me for ransom—I’ll just hand over Mr. Cheng’s number.


Let them try their luck.

Still—just thinking about doing that to her feels cruel.

She might be a scam.

But there’s something in her voice I can’t shake.

The location she sent is nowhere near my McDonald’s table.

I’ll need to swing by my apartment and grab the car first.

Just as I’m about to head out—the phone rings again.

—Got the address? Are you coming?

—Yeah, I’m on my way. But it’ll take a bit. Be outside the hotel in an hour. That neighborhood looks all the same to me—if you’re standing outside, it’ll help.

—Alright, I’ll wait.

She hung up without another word.

To be honest, I played her a little.

For all I know, the woman waiting outside might not be the one in the photo. Could be some other soft-voiced con artist.

If she’s not the girl from the picture—I won’t even get out of the car.

To hell with the scammer.

I know this hotel well.

Took plenty of hi-bye girls here from the pubs before.

The nearby hotels too—familiar ground.

Nothing about this area makes me nervous.


By the time I grabbed the car from my apartment and reached Miss Marisha’s location, it was well past midnight.


The late-night crowd had already vanished—pub-goers off to wherever they needed to be. The streets were quiet now.

As I pulled up near Hotel B-Town, the headlights cut through the dark, and I spotted Miss Marisha from a distance.

As I got closer, the pieces came together—face, posture, hair.

It was almost her. Because no photo could do that justice.

Those electric blue eyes soaked in a kind of sorrow no camera could capture.

Her hair shimmered like storm clouds lit by moonlight.

Her face—beautiful as a full moon, but marked with worry.

Even as I stopped the car right in front of her, she didn’t react.

The entrance lights were bright enough—she should’ve easily recognized me behind the wheel.

I couldn’t figure it out. Why this act?

And still—watching her standing there broke something inside me.

All these years, I’ve been visiting city to city, glass to glamour.

And yet—I’ve never met someone like her.

Even if she dragged me through hell, I’d still hold the door open for her.

Yet she might be a scammer. What a damn shame if that turns out to be true.

I stepped out of the car and walked up to her.

Face to face.

She spoke first.

—You going to say something, or just stand there?

—Sorry?

—Sorry for what?

—Don’t you recognize me?

—Of course not. Please don’t bother me. Just go do whatever you came here for.

—Wow. When I said I didn’t recognize you on the phone, I got a whole lecture. And now you’re acting like you don’t know me?

—Sorry! I... I don’t understand.

—Save the ‘sorry’. After all that—I’m the one who told you to stand outside the hotel, remember? And now you’re saying you don’t know who I am?

Her face drained of color in seconds.

And then...

She dropped to the pavement like a string had been cut, muttering to herself.

—God... what do I do now?

Watching her break like that did something to me.

I knew it was stupid.

I knew it was dangerous.

Still—right then and there, I made up my mind:

No matter what, I was going to help her.

—*—
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Beneath Sand and Gold

Last year’s season of silence

Aamari Resort, Phuket

This five-star playground is carved into Kathu’s forested hills—marketed as eco-friendly, as if steel and glass could ever leave a jungle untouched.

One narrow road snakes past the gates—Patong Beach is close enough to walk, if you don’t get run down by scooters or lost chasing cheap thrills.

Every room here sells a split world—mountains lush and green on one side, the Andaman Sea’s perfect crescent on the other.

But that view? Costs four figures just to wake up and see it.

Out on the wooden deck off the restaurant, chairs line up over blue water—soft cushions for anyone who can pay the toll.

Sheikh Jawad bin Abdel al-Awadi leans back, eyes tracing the scatter of islands floating on glass. His head’s however, remained fixed on a more practical matter—expenses.

He hates when courtesy gets mistaken for weakness.

That’s why the booking process stung—he’d left it to his trusted secretary, only to show up and find his friend Payman Habib booked the same suite for half price, just by clicking an app.

Money isn’t the actual issue.

Lord Almighty gave him more than enough.

What flowed from Kuwait’s oil fields could purchase this whole resort, empty it out, and let him live alone if he wanted.

But that small moment stuck with him.

Every time he lets someone else handle the details, disappointment creeps in.

The cash means nothing, but the lesson hit: trust is a currency, and it keeps losing value.

He silently thanked the Almighty for sending the reminder, small as it was.

The meeting ahead? It’ll take sharp judgment—he’s here for the family, and nothing about it will be clean or easy. Then there’s another job, a private one—he’d meant to lean on Habib for both. Now, he’ll handle it himself.

His father, Marḥūm Sheikh Abdel al-Awadi, left more than oil—he left duty.

Spend for the Ummah, not just for pride.

That’s why Awadi’s here, not for leisure, but to hold the line.

This group collects donations and turns them into weapons—funds bombings, trains mujahideen, launches attacks against American and Israeli targets in half a dozen countries.

They say it’s all for the Ummah, the righteous struggle.

Awadi’s never sure—does any of it really serve the people, or just feed the war machine, one bloodstained slogan at a time?

Their whole funding system? Designed to leave no trail for any law on earth.

Each family got their own donation quota. No one wired cash. Instead, the chosen member flew out to playgrounds like Phuket and dropped the exact sum in Chinese-run casinos.

On paper, it was gambling—haram, sure—but they called it a necessary sin, something owed for the greater cause.

Legally, there was zero trace.

No one could tie a single dollar to any militant funding.

And for men with Awadi’s bank, bleeding out millions at a casino just looked like a perfect weekend.

The operation was ruthless.

Brilliant, even.

For a moment Awadi thought, If that brilliance turned toward building schools, creating jobs, actually lifting up the Muslims—maybe the world would look different. Maybe they’d have done more for their people than all the bombs and ambushes put together.

But Awadi’s own feelings didn’t matter.

His father’s last order stood.

His old man had been tight with Hamas’s political chief, Israfel Haniyah.

Some whispered that’s what got him killed—slow poison, secret and quiet.

Maybe so.

Even though his Marḥūm father lived apart with the youngest wife, the blood tie never broke.

Jawad never set foot in his own door without first greeting his father. 

That bond was real. And that was why his last order—to continue supporting the organization—could not be ignored.

Awadi had thought about sending Habib in to carry on with the organization’s procedures.

Now he would handle it himself—thoroughly.

Then he had another job to settle.

A killing.

Not for any holy cause.

This one was personal.

Sgt. Luther King was in Phuket now—the same man who killed his cousin, Fahad Al Awadi.

As family head, it was on Awadi to avenge him.

Anything less, and he’d look weak.

And this wasn’t just about image.

He’d loved Fahad—closer than blood.

He could have handed the job to the organization—but trusting them with something this close? Stupid move.

They’d use it as leverage, hold it over him for future favors.

Even if they took the job, he’d still be paying the price.

Better to get it done himself, clean and quiet.

Habib was the one who’d set up the deal—he’d even found the right tool for the job. The first time Awadi mentioned the hit, Habib suggested something so insane it almost made him hang up.

It sounded like one of those wild desert legends.

Habib was only on the job because he’d found the right tool to do it.

First time Awadi mentioned the issue, Habib pitched a fix so off-the-wall Awadi nearly killed the call right there.

Desert bullshit—one of those stories men pass around to scare the sleep out of each other.

He talked about Al Madam. Sharjah desert.

A mound covered in scrub, a grave left to rot for three centuries.

The legend ran like this:

Anyone seeking payback—murder, betrayal, some wound that never closed—writes it out, wraps it with blood orchids, lays it on that grave.


If the pain’s real, if the plea is true, an ancient being named Darius drags itself out of the dirt to cash the check.


Awadi laughed, almost hung up—

But Al Madam was real, and the place was bent.

Daytime—houses, mosque, empty lanes, looks normal.

Night falls and the village just vanishes.

Gone.

People blamed sandstorms, said the wind swallowed the whole place, spit it back by dawn.

But it was too neat. Too exact.

Night after night—same trick.

Fog, heat, shifting air—everyone had a theory.

No one could explain why the whole village disappeared after dark.

And business boomed on the lie.

Tourists came from everywhere, chasing ghosts with cameras.

YouTubers tripped over each other trying to make it viral.

Emiratis made a fortune just letting idiots wander the dunes.

Awadi wasn’t buying the ghost story.

After years tangled up with shadow networks, he’d learned to spot setups, masks, manufactured magic.

To him, the legend was just camouflage for something running in the dark, using stories to keep people stupid.

He assumed, Hoax or not, real people might be behind it.

He followed Habib’s instructions.

Did the ritual, step by step.

Wrote the plea, gathered the flowers, went to the grave.

A month crawled by. Nothing happened.

Awadi started thinking he’d been played for a fool, just another mark suckered by local myth.

Few days later, when he received notice about his organization’s meeting in Phuket, he thought of calling Habib in a few days to discuss the whole matter.

Before he could make that call, his phone buzzed—Habib’s number.

Voice came through muffled, barely above a whisper, like it was crawling out from the bottom of a well.

The caller informed him that his request had been accepted.

The revenge would be carried out on his behalf.

The time and location of the execution would be provided soon.

Then the call ended.

The fact that anyone could joke about something this serious made it hard for Awadi to keep calling Habib a friend. Emiratis loved their bravado, sure—but mocking a brother’s murder wasn’t just reckless, it was a break with every bond that mattered.

Disappointment curdled into anger, slow and sharp.

He remembered the old rule—if anger rises while standing, sit down; if sitting, lie down.

That night, he went home and lay flat.

Sleep came easy.

Until Habib’s number flashed on the screen, shattering the quiet.

This time, the voice was different:

—Soon, you will be sent to the Andaman coast.

The task will be completed there.

Head will be hunted.

They will face the same fire you feel in your heart.

You must carry gratitude for this service.

Keep the plea and the Orchids to yourself.

A worthy soul will be sent to carry out the work.

Answer…

when silence calls your name.

It could have been a prank, another sick flex—except for two things.


Nobody, not even Habib, knew about the issue with ‘head’.


And nobody had a clue about his Phuket plan.

His cousin, Fahad Al Awadi, had joined Afghan Mujahedeen.

Could have died like many others—shot in battle.

The family would have accepted it as the fate of a martyr.

Instead of being killed in combat, Fahad had been burned alive.

And along with his charred body, his perfectly intact severed head had been sent back—wrapped like a final insult.

Americans didn’t usually pull that kind of brutality.

Maybe they wanted to send a harsh message to the families of Mujahideen.

Instead of fear, it only pushed the families toward total resistance.

So far, Awadi hadn’t told Habib about these specific details of Fahad’s murder.

Which means—whoever called knew more than secrets.

Awadi called back.

Habib answered in his usual jokes and sunlight, swearing he’d made no calls, nothing in his logs.

Awadi didn’t push.

He needed to see him anyway.

The caller’s last instruction was to recover the orchids and the plea—meant a return to Al Madam.

Even if only a fraction of it was true—he had to know.

For the first time in years, a faint light cut through—hope for vengeance, sharp enough to chase ghost stories.

The next day, Awadi met Habib—laid it all out.

The organization. The cousin burned and beheaded.

They went back to the old grave, picked up the orchids and the note.

But the air had changed.

Last time, the orchids barely held a scent—just a memory of something sweet.

Now, the fragrance punched out, heavy and fresh, as if the flowers had just been cut. Maybe someone tampered with them. Maybe the whole thing was a trick.

In a world wired for surveillance, any smart crew could hack calls, scrape private histories, turn ghost stories into leverage.

Spirits or not, but Awadi could feel there was clearly a real hand behind the curtain. That’s why Awadi brought Habib for backup—to help run the game, and to introduce him tonight to the inner circle of the organization.

Now, it seemed the Almighty had shifted his heart.

Habib’s presence gave him courage, sure.

Yet from this point forward, Sheikh Awadi would handle everything directly.

Personally.

—*—
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Crossed Wires, Wild Midnight

Present Times

Kuala Lumpur City Center, Malaysia

I have no idea how to comfort Miss Marisha.

There’s a flicker in my head—a possibility, but saying it now would sound insane. Worse, maybe even cruel.

In her state of mind, she’d take it for mockery.

I keep it plain, real:

—Take a breath, Miss. You’re the one who texted and called me, remember? If you want, check your phone right here.

She gives me those eyes—wrecked, searching.

Pulls out her phone, dials.

I show her my screen: the call from her TG, timestamp and all.

Now she just looks more lost, turning it over in her head, hunting for words.

— I don’t know how this happened… but thank you for showing up this late, for answering a stranger’s call. I’m really sorry for bothering you in so many ways.

That’s all she can manage.

I can see it cost her, just getting those words out.

I know I’ll have to explain the phone part properly.

And I need to convince her not to take this to the office.

But not here—not on the street.

I shift the scene.

—Since I’m here anyway… let’s find a place to talk. If you’re okay with it, tell me the whole story. Maybe I can help you track down whoever you’re looking for.

She hesitates, but the nod finally comes.

I offer the rooftop at the hotel she checked in.

She looks relieved—until we hit the lobby and trouble finds us.

Martha’s at reception.

Manager badge, lipstick too bright, memory like a barfly’s ledger.

She knows me too well—lights up like neon the second she sees me.

—Cezan… my number one! Long time, no see. Word is you’ve ghosted the bar scene. What’s up, sugar—early retirement? Or did you wear out the engine too hard?

She drops her voice, like she’s telling me a secret.

—Listen, if that’s it, you come to me. Martha’s got the good stuff. Two days and I’ll have you bucking like a stallion again. So? You need a room—with the lady, I’m guessing?

That was normal banter with her, but with Miss Marisha right behind me, it threw me off my game.

Martha had already clocked her—and with her full smug energy, she let it rip:

—Hmm… that’s what I thought. The moment this chick checked in, I knew something was off. A girl like her? She should be out on an island near Penang,

getting ferried around on a rich guy’s yacht. Not walking into this crowded-ass stretch of KL.

—Uff, Martha, turn it off. We’re just heading up to the rooftop. Drinks and snacks, that’s it. No beds tonight.

Martha stretched out her disappointment, then went back to her work.

As we stepped into the elevator, it hit me—this kind of spot was wrong for someone like Miss Marisha.

Not after everything she’d been through.

Better to take her to my place.

We could sort the rest later—whatever she felt comfortable with.

Told her to hold the elevator and doubled back to Martha.

Handed over my car key, asked her to move the girl’s luggage to my trunk, paid for one night, and tipped her the same amount.

No idea if Miss Marisha would actually say yes.

Martha, of course, was eating up the show:

—Listen, sugar. You snapped at me when I mentioned the bed, and now look at you—taking the prize home. If you’re not taking her to bed, then what? Gonna build her a temple and light some candles?

—Yeah, I’ll light one with your name on it, sweetheart.

I threw her a grin, then got back in the elevator.

When I returned, Miss Marisha was watching—she’d heard the whole thing. Didn’t say a word.

We found a quiet corner on the rooftop.

The chairs were actually comfortable—too nice for a place like this, like someone misplaced luxury in a bargain-rate world.

Just behind the buildings, a narrow offshoot of the Klang River slid past quietly. The hotels along this row kept that little stream manicured like a private lake—cleaned daily, padded with lights. At dusk, they lit up tiny lanterns in the trees lining the riverbank. From up here, they looked like fireflies drifting just above the water—soft, weightless, unbothered by time.

From a distance, it was… surreal. Almost like we’d stepped out of the city and into a scene that didn’t know how to break.

Right now, Miss Marisha looked confused—like she was running something in her head, while she stared at the water.

The lights caught her face, reflecting those electric blue eyes.

She was stunning.

Not my hi-bye type, not the bar kind—sharp enough to bleed a man, if he still carried a heart.

I let her sit in it for a second, then break it.

—Feel like eating anything, Miss? or should I just order whatever won’t kill us?

—No idea what they serve here. Just get whatever you think’s good.

Truth is, this place’s all front—bar with chairs, not somewhere you come to actually eat. People came here to talk, not dine.

I just ordered fish and chips for both of us.

Asked for a bottle of red. Not that I thought she needed it—just figured a little edge might help her loosen up.

That old move popped into my head, but I kicked it away.

From what I’d seen so far… I had no interest in going down that road.

Instead, I genuinely wanted to understand what was going on with her.

She doesn’t speak for a while—then finally pulls herself together and gives me a look, a half-smile curling up.

—Heard your girlfriend downstairs call you Cezan. So... you weren’t actually hitting on me. I almost thought it was some kind of prank.

—Secondly, it makes sense.

—Secondly? What’s first?

—First, Martha’s not my girlfriend.

—Why not? The way you two vibed—looked like Romeo and Juliet in 4K.

I gave her a half-smile.

—Your sense of humor is dangerously refined. Truth is, the only reason you reached me was that phone number. And if I tell you what actually happened… I don’t know how you’ll take it. It’ll sound dramatic. But it’s real.

—Don’t sweat it. I’ve seen things most people wouldn’t believe. Life, Mr. Cezan... is way more dramatic than any story.

I hesitated at first—but ended up explaining how the number came through, and why it could bite if this ever reached the office.

In the meantime, the waiter arrived with the food.

She glanced down at the plate and said,

—I don’t eat fish.

—Then why not say so before I ordered?

—Thought it was for you, not me. And I’m not drinking either. If you can’t finish the whole bottle, leave it corked.

—Wow. You’re making me feel like I just walked into a rulebook. Should I grab a notepad and list all your boundaries?

She finally laughed—sharp, a little guilty.

—Ha! I know, I’m being a total buzzkill. Sorry—don’t get annoyed. These chips will be enough for me. Knock yourself out with the wine, I’m not judging.

I watched her for a moment, then leaned in, lowering my voice.

—You know… Marisha doesn’t quite match the rest of you. If you don’t mind—can I ask your full name?

—Marisha Jasmín.

That caught me off guard.

—Honestly, that matches your look—confusing as hell.

—Confusing, you think? Maybe because there’s no patriarchal surname. My mother was a single mom. Where I’m from, women can pass down their own name to their kid. Her name’s Jasmín. And I became Marisha Jasmín. But… what do you find confusing about my look?

—Well… your face reads Central Asian, but your skin’s got the tone of someone from way up north. And your body—let’s just say, it doesn’t match any flag I know. Looks like you modded it yourself.

She let out a real laugh this time.

—Sharp eye, Mr. Holmes. And you’re mostly right. Though I’m not Central Asian—I’m Russian.

—What? That wasn’t even on my bingo card. How did I land anywhere close?

—You’re not the first. Even back home, people guess I’m foreign. My city spends most of the year below minus five—you nailed that part. As for the body—yep, guilty. I’m a fitness freak. Built myself like a custom order. So, good call.

—Well, glad I could solve a little of the riddle, Miss Mysterious.

—Is that sarcasm?

—Just a little flirt—sweet up front, sting in the tail.

Her tone dropped—playful, but with an edge underneath.

—Flirting with someone you barely know... that can get dangerous. Seems like you haven’t run into that kind of trouble yet.

I nodded, letting her words land.

—Right. Message received. If you’re willing, I’ve got an idea. You didn’t really come prepared tonight, so… come with me. I’ll reach out to the friend who gave me that number—maybe we can find some lead on its previous user. The man must’ve worked at my office before. Otherwise, he couldn’t have had that number. Just give me a little time—I’ll try to pull something useful for you.

She hesitated again.

—You’ve already been dragged into this enough. I shouldn’t involve you any further. Honestly, I’d feel guilty putting you through more trouble.

—You don’t need to feel guilty. Just charm the honey. Let the blame rest on the bee.

She froze, eyes narrowing, something sharp flickering there.

—Ochyën stranno! How do you even know that phrase?

I just smiled, slow and sly.

—Just playing. Did I cross a line?

—No, not at all. Just curious how you know it. May I ask—where are you from?

—North Macedonia. I doubt you’d know much about us.




She nodded, that recognition you only see from people who’ve been everywhere.

—Of course I do. I worked at the Russian Cultural Centre in Skopje. Lived there for a while. That line—is it a real local saying?

—Something like that. Guys use it to tease girls sometimes. Good to know you’ve been to Skopje. I never have.

I shrugged.

—Born and raised abroad. My parents lived overseas their whole lives. Both gone now. Aside from the passport, I’ve got nothing tying me to the homeland.

—Oh… I’m sorry. I was surprised for a different reason. Anyway, thank you for the offer, but I wonder—should I really drag you in deeper? You said poking around might get you in trouble at work.

I waved it off.

—Fate threw us together, it’s fine. I’d rather help you than sit around doing nothing. Let’s not make it more complicated than it is. Come to my apartment.

She hesitated, holding onto the moment, then finally nodded.

We headed down—Martha was nowhere in sight.

The gatekeeper spotted us and came over; Martha had already handed him the keys.

On the way here, I took the long route—stalling, thinking.

Now, heading back, I cut straight over the bridge, neon slicing through the dark, gliding onto Jalan Ampang. Past KL Eco Park—ten minutes, tops, to my place.

Strange how the Malays managed to save an entire forest reserve in the middle of all this madness. And inside—restaurants, even a zoo.

At this hour, city glowing under neon, it felt like driving through someone else’s dream.

Soon, we reached Berjaya Times Square.

A skyscraper that dreams of Manhattan but wakes up in KL.

Five floors of global brands stacked like trophies—Gucci, Prada, Louis, Rolex—every price tag a scream for attention.

And above that? The sky was sold in slices. Hotels, serviced apartments, and penthouses carved for men who forgot how to fear taxes.

The mall entrance and the apartment entrance were separate.

They know all the big fish from every corner of the world come to dock their fortunes here—so they designed this side like a trap for the eyes.

The interior’s so polished, it could make a guest forget where they were.

I pulled up at the front, stepped out, and sure enough—the gatekeeper came jogging over.

Kid’s name is Rigan.

When he saw Miss Marisha step out of the car?


He hit us with the classic: “Wooowww-lcome, sir!”


Like I said before—bring a woman, and suddenly their ‘Wel’ takes a long breath to ‘come.’

I handed him the keys, told him to take care of the car and send the luggage up to my penthouse.

Took Miss Marisha upstairs.

She seemed to enjoy the ride, and now she was trying to work through what was actually happening.

Me?


I was enjoying every bit of this Miss—and the misunderstanding.


—*—
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All Dogs Off the Leash

Last year’s season of silence

Aamari Resort, Phuket, Thailand

Nature’s “breathtaking beauty” was wasted on Jovan.

Aamari, Tamari—call it whatever. He wasn’t here for the Instaram sunrise or to wax poetic about Patong’s glass-blue water.

Jovan was here to break in a brand-new unit—the team he’d built from scratch.


And now, thanks to HQ, he was benched. 
“Crippled in an accident”—that was the line.


Along with him came Dr. Eli—an experienced agent, officially there as his personal physician.

Truth? The only “medicine” Eli prescribes is hard-edged fieldwork and a synthetic ass so perfect it deserved its own passport stamp.

She’d spent a fortune dialing back the clock—came out with a bump that could stop traffic in six languages.

Jovan knew the science behind it. Didn’t matter much.

Sure, Eli had a real medical license—she’s the type who could stitch someone up or cut them open, depending on the day.

But Jovan’s limp? That was theater.

Straight from Management’s sick playbook:

Keep the field boss hobbled so the locals don’t get too twitchy.

First run in South Asia—sure.

But Jovan’s no tourist.

He’s got a kill list longer than a Bangkok traffic jam and a Mossad record that keeps HR sweating.

These days, though, the Agency doesn’t get its hands dirty.

And like everything else in this evolving world, Mossad’s playbook had evolved too.

Blood’s bad for headlines. Bad for politics.

Now, Mossad does influence, policy, money, public opinion.

They move governments with a spreadsheet and burn enemies with fake news, not flashbangs.

The dirty jobs? Outsourced.

They pass black budgets to high performers like Jovan and say, “Build a cell. Keep it off the books.”

You want something done?

Hire the most broken, dangerous bastards you can find, cut their chains, and point them at the problem.

If one gets caught—who cares?

If one dies—not even a line in the quarterly report.

Jovan’s unit was one of those freshly minted, off-books cells.

None of them fully understood whose interests they served—or why.

All of them were running from a worse life:

Ex-soldiers drowning in gambling debt.

Dealers who rolled on their own syndicates.

A few sex offenders nobody would miss—plus hackers so slippery they could steal your pension while you were still on the line with IT.

Mossad scrubbed them clean, slapped on a new name, fitted them out like gentlemen, and dropped a fat stack into their accounts.

The group was built to operate across ASEAN states—field-level work: surgical, silent. Jovan’s only rule:

No excuse. Full throttle.

Of course, Jovan knew these loyal dogs could flip the moment the wind shifted.

Management had given Jovan and Eli strict orders:

“Stay out of direct field engagement. Let’s see if your new freak show survives first contact.”

Jovan’s job was to hover close enough to supervise, but not close enough to catch a bullet or—get his suit dirty.

Tonight, inside this five-star resort, a bottom-feeder jihadi crew was raising funds—for their Ummah and their ammo.

Jovan’s mission is to identify anyone worth extracting alive.

Neutralize the rest.

He’d already been handed the guest list.

None stood out as valuable—which meant full neutralization protocol was on.

The idiots even had the balls to rent the resort’s conference room.

Easiest play would've been a parting gift—a moderate TATP charge, medium-rare—let it pop, mid-sermon and pin it on their brothers-in-boom.

But Phuket isn’t Malaysia.

Bombs here draw more heat than a porn shoot.

Thailand’s a touchy “strategic partner”—break a few tourists, buy a few headlines, and the whole grid fries. Not worth the paperwork.

Jovan switched to plan B.

Split the team, hunt the targets one at a time.

It’s slower, riskier, but hell, what’s the point of a test run if nobody gets their boots wet?

Besides, New hires needed to taste real fire—no better way to separate wolves from lapdogs. One by one, the team slips into position—each with a new passport, new face, new “backstory” written by Mossad’s best failed novelists.
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