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Preface

Every hunter eventually falls in love with the prey. Not a romantic 

love, but a deep, terrifying intimacy born of obsession. You study 

their habits, their fears, and the rhythm of their breathing until 

you know them better than you know yourself.

This is the reality for the two men you are about to meet. One 

carries a badge and the weight of justice; the other carries a gun 

and the weight of his sins. For years, they have engaged in a 

deadly dance across city streets and shadowed alleys, each 

convinced that the death of the other is the only way to find 

peace. 

But the truth is a strange thing. It hides in plain sight, masked by 

adrenaline and hatred.

As I wrote Shukran, I wanted to explore what happens when the 

chase stops. When the noise fades, the ammunition runs dry, and 

two enemies finally stand face-to-face, stripped of their roles. The 

ending of this story surprised even me, and I hope it leaves you 

with the same lingering question it left me:

Do we choose our enemies, or does blood choose them for us?
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Shukran

	The Grand Azure Estate sat perched on the jagged cliffs of the 

northern coastline like a predator carved from marble and glass. 

Tonight, it breathed light. Golden rays poured from the floor-to-

ceiling windows, spilling onto the manicured lawns from the elite 

of the country gathered.

	It was the “Summit of Progress,” or so the invitations 

claimed. In reality, it was a masquerade for the corrupt.

	Commissioner Vane stood on the balcony, swirling a glass of 

thirty-year-old scotch. Below him, the driveway was a serpent of 

silver and black—a line of luxury sedans dropping off the architects 

of the nation’s laws. The air smelled of expensive perfume, salt 

spray from the crashing waves below, and the metallic tang of 

unspoken anxiety. 


	“The press is hungry tonight,” a voice murmured behind him.

	Vane didn’t turn. He watched the flashbulbs popping at the 

gates like a rhythmic pulse of lightning. “The press is a dog on 


















leash, Arthur. They bark when we tell them there’s a bone, and 

they stay quiet when we show them the whip.”

	Outside the gates, the scene was chaotic. Hundreds of 

reporters jostled against the iron railings. Microphones were 

thrust forward like spears. Every time a door opened, the frenzy 

spiked. The Governor arrived, his smile a porcelain mask. The 

Chief of Police followed, looking uncomfortable in a tuxedo that 

cost more than a constable’s yearly salary.

	The media rolled their cameras, capturing the “dignity” of 

the state. It was a well-rehearsed play. Until the hum started.

	It began as a low, guttural vibration that rumbled through the 

pavement. A fleet of six identical black SUVs, windows tinted to 

the cooler of obsidian, rounded the corner. They didn’t slow down 

for the outer security perimeter. They didn’t signal. They simply 

moved with a predatory synchronisation that made surrounding 

traffic look like scurrying ants.

	As the lead vehicle slowed to a crawl in front of the main 

entrance, a chilling transformation swept through the crowd.

	The shouting stopped first. 

	Then the clicking of shutters died away. One by one, the 

cameramen lowered their rigs. It wasn’t a command from the 

police that stopped them; it was a collective instinct for survival. 

To film this man was to sign a death warrant. To witness him was a 

privilege; to document him was a crime.

	The doors of the SUVs opened simultaneously. Twelve men 

stopped out. They wore tactical suits under ling, dark overcoats. 

They didn’t look like bodyguards; they looked like a private army. 

Their eyes didn’t scan the crowd with curiosity—they scanned for 

targets.

	Then, he stepped out.

	SHUKRAN.


















	He didn’t wear a tuxedo. He wore a charcoal-black suit of 

Italian silk, open at the collar, revealing a glimpse of a silver chain. 

His hair was slicked back, his face a landscape of hard angles and 

eyes that looked like they had seen the beginning and end of the 

world. He didn’t look at the cameras. He didn’t look at the 

officials. He looked through them, as if the entire estate was 

already his property.

	He walked toward the entrance. The sea of reports parted 

like the Red Sea, bodies pressing against each other to avoid even 

brushing his sleeve. The silence was so thick it felt heavy, broken 

only by the rhythmic clack of his leather boots on the stone.

	As he passed the threshold, the lead cameraman finally 

exhaled, his hands trembling. He hadn’t realised he had been 

holding his breath for forty-five seconds.

	Inside the ballroom, the music didn’t stop, but the tone 

shifted. The laughter became forced. The high-ranking officials 

watched Shukran from the corner of their eyes. He ignored the 

champagne. He ignored the socialites.

	He moved toward the library—the “Secret Room.”

	Two guards stood at the heavy oak doors. They were elite 

special forces, hired to protect the  cabinet minister. As Shukran 

approached, they didn’t ask for identification. They didn’t check 

his name on a list. They looked at the floor and pulled the doors 

open.

	The door clicked shut behind him, and outside, the party 

resumed. The music swelled, the drinks flowed, and the 

“normalcy” returned like a scab forming over a wound. But inside 

the library, the air was cold. 

	Seven men sat around a circular mahogany table. These were 

the men who controlled the ports, the rails, and the treasury. At 

the head of the table sat Minister Halloway, the man in charge of 


















the National Mining Project—the richest contract in the history of 

the country. 

	Shukran didn’t sit. He walked to the window, looking out at 

the dark expanse of the ocean.

	“The permits,” Shukran said. His voice was a low rasp, like 

stones grinding together.

	Halloway cleared his throat, sliding a leather-bound folder 

across the table. “The transition of power is… complicated, 

Shukran. We are handing you the rights to the lithium veins and 

the deep-sea dredging. It’s billions. We need guarantees. We need 

the violence in the docks to stop.”

	Shukran turned, his shadow stretching long across the table. 

“The violence stops when I own the reason for the violence. Sign 

the transfer.”

	“I won’t do it.”

	The voice came from the end of the table. It was Minister 

Kael, a man with white hair and a reputation for being the only 

“clean” man in the room. He was trembling, but his eyes were 

fixed on Shukran.

	“This mining project belongs to the people,” Kael whispered. 

“If we give it to you, we aren’t just selling resources. We are selling 

the city’s soul. I’ve spent thirty years building this department. I 

won’t sign it over to a butcher.”

	The room went tomb-quiet. The other minister looked away, 

their faces pale. They know the math. One man’s conscience 

versus the King of the Underworld.

	Shukran walked towards Kael. He didn’t look angry. He 

looked disappointed, the way a scientist might look at a failed 

experiment.

	“Thirty years, Kael?” Shukran asked, stopping behind the 

man’s chair. He placed a hand on Kael’s shoulder. The fabric of the 


















Minister’s suit bunched under Shukran’s grip. “You’ve spent thirty 

years building a house of cards. Did you really think the wind 

wouldn’t come?”

	“Kill me if you want,” Kael said, his voice cracking. “The 

board won’t approve the transfer without a majority. And I am the 

Chairman.”

	Shukran leaned down, whispering into Kael’s ear so the 

others could only hear the hiss of the words. “The board doesn’t 

need a Chairman. They need a lesson.”

	In one fluid motion, a silenced pistol appeared in Shukran’s 

hand—as if it had materialised from the shadows themselves.

	Thwip. Thwip.

	Two muffled rounds. One in the base of the skull, one in the 

heart.

	Kael didn’t even scream. He simply slumped forward, his 

forehead hitting the mahogany table with a dull thud. A dark, 

vicious pool began to spread across the white pages of the mini 

contract. 

	Shukran didn’t flinch. He didn’t even step back to avoid the 

blood. He looked at the remaining six ministers. 

	“The Chairman has retired,” Shukran said calmly. “Does 

anyone else feel the need to resign?”

	Halloway’s hand shook so violently he could barely hold his 

pen. He grabbed the blood—stained contract, flipped to the 

signature page, and scribbled his name. He passed it to the man 

next to him. One by one, the pens scratched against the paper in a 

frantic, desperate rhythm.

	Shukran signalled to the door. Two of his men entered 

instantly. They didn’t look at the ministers; they didn’t look at the 

blood. They looked only at the body.


















	They wrapped Kael in a heavy, weighted trap they had 

brought with them. Within sixty seconds, the room was empty of 

the corpse.

	“The cliffs are high tonight,” Shukran remarked, looking at 

Halloway. “The currents are strong. Minister Kael had a long 

history of depression, didn’t he? It’s a tragedy he decided to jump 

from the balcony during such a celebratory night.”

	Halloway nodded frantically. “A… a tragedy. Yes. We will issue 

the statement tonight.”

	Shukran picked up the signed contract. He tucked it into his 

jacket. The power of the city’s future was now resting against his 

ribs.

	The doors of the library swung open.

	The party was at its peak. A jazz band was playing a lively 

number. Shukran stepped out, and once again, the “aura” 

preceded him. The path to the front door cleared before he even 

reached it. 

	He didn’t hurt. He walked with the slow, measured pace of a 

man who knew he was the only person in the room who was truly 

free. He reached the grand staircase, pausing for a moment to look  

down at the sea of tuxedoed cowards. 

	He caught minister Vane’s eye on the balcony. Shukran raised 

a single finger to his temple—a mock salute—and then descended.

	Outside, the media was still there. The SUVs were idling, 

exhaust plumes rising like ghosts in the cold night air. The 

cameramen stood like statues. Shukran stepped into his vehicle, 

the door closing with a heavy, armoured thud.

	The convoy roared to life. As they pulled away, the media 

finally began to move again. The reported started talking. The 

camera started rolling. The world went back to its illusions. 


















	But deep in the black water at the base of the cliffs, the last 

honest man in the city was sinking into the dark, and the mines 

now belonged to the King.


















 

 

 

 

 

 

Shani

	The basement of the Central Precinct felt like a tomb, and 

that was exactly how Inspector Shani liked it. It was quiet enough 

to head the hears of a conspiracy grind.

	The walls of his small office were plastered with the 

Dreadmoor Case. Red string crisscrossed between photos of John 

and James, forming a web that centred on a single, horrifying 

truth Shani was just beginning to peel back. He leaned over the 

desk, his thumb tracing a grainy surveillance photo. 

	“I have you,” Shani whispered to the empty room. “John, 

you’re smart, but you left a footprint.”


	His partner, or what passed for one in this graveyard shift, 

had left a half-eaten sandwich on the corner of the desk. The air 

was thick with the scent of old paper and the ozone of a dying 

computer fan. Shani reached for his notebook, ready to write the 

breakthrough—the connection between the Dreadmoor funds and 

the offshore accounts. 
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