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Sarah 

Five years ago - Sheikh estate, Istanbul

Rain drummed softly against the windows, its rhythm too calm for the storm that has shattered my life. I was seated in my father's office, but something was missing. There was no warmth in this room anymore. The atmosphere was tense and hostile. My uncle - Kamal - was standing behind my father's desk, his back towards us. 

I sat spin stiff; hands respectfully folded on my lap. My face held no emotions, just like my father taught me. This tense atmosphere was beginning to suffocate me. Finally, Kamal broke the silence. 

"I wanted to be the one to tell you this news. Not the staff. Not the maids." He paused, before shattering my world with the bitter truth, "Your father, my brother is dead." 

I felt like my lungs were clogged, like they forgot what to do. My hands went ice cold. I didn't sob. I didn't cry. I just stared blankly at my uncle who had an expression as if he had been waiting for this since a long time. 

​My brain refused to believe the news. The words echoed again and again - he's dead, he's dead, he's dead. This can't happen. Please. Not again. I won't be able to bear it. First, mother. Now, him. 

My heart was beating so fast, I felt like it would tear out of my rib cage. I turned to look at my brother, Ryan. He had the same cold and emotionless face. I couldn't help but notice that at 25, he had our father's bearing - broad shoulders, sharp onyx eyes, born into authority. 

I tried to look for any signs of grief, but none was apparent. Although, I did notice the slight tremble and tick in his jaw, subtle and barely there. The kind that came from holding your grief in your throat until it cut your raw. 

He finally asked, "How?" Kamal cleared his throat, "He had a heart attack. He collapsed in his study, early in the morning. The housekeeper found him dead." 

Ryan countered with a slight edge in his voice, "Heart attack? He was fine last night." Kamal turned towards us, his eyes sharp and hostile, "Yes. A heart attack." His tone was sharper than Ryan and laced with newfound authority. 

I didn't miss the way Ryan grinded his teeth and looked at him suspiciously. Kamal, on the other hand, appeared unaffected as he sat down on the velvet chair. Once my father's chair is now claimed by him. 

My heart still doesn't believe his death. It is making me believe that as usual, he will appear from the door with that same warm smile, greet me with that same nickname 'Little kitten' and braid my hair before bed like usual. Even at 19 years, I couldn't sleep until my dad had given me a goodbye hug and braided my hair. After mom, he made sure we never felt that we were deprived of maternal love. Even with a whole corporation on his shoulder, he would always find time for us. And now, he's gone. 

I already feel loneliness beginning to dawn at me. I am now, after all, an orphan. No mother. No father. Nobody to trust. Well, at least I have my brother. 

After what felt like eternity, Kamal spoke up in a harsh tone, no sympathy or softness to be found in his tone, "The funeral is tomorrow. Arrangements have been done." 

Too quick. This felt like a schedule being followed, not a tragedy being mourned. I didn't realise I'd been holding my breath in until I huffed it out and it came more like a low sob. 

Kamal looked up from behind the desk and stared for a beat long before adding, "You two should rest. Mourn properly. We'll discuss the responsibilities tomorrow." It looked so wrong- he looked so wrong- sitting there like he belonged. As if the man who had built this empire, loved us with quiet dignity and taught them to stand with honour, could be so easily replaced. 

I stared at Kamal, searching for any signs of softness, grief or familiarity but there were none. All I saw was a replacement for my father. Not an uncle. Not a part of the family. 

I silently stood up and followed my brother out of the study. Ryan said nothing as we walked along the corridor in heavy silence. As I reached my room, the grief and shock were too heavy to bear anymore. 

I tugged at Ryan's arm as he was about to walk away. He looked at me and for a brief second, I saw a glimpse of his real emotions. He was trying to stay composed just for me, but I could see the fear and sorrow in his eyes too. His eyes were wet and pain tightened his jaw. 

I couldn't help the stray tears that escaped my eyes. They didn't seem to stop. Finally, Ryan broke his composed demeanour and pulled me in his arms. He was the only family I have left. His embrace and warmth were the only comfort that could make this bearable. 

My brother knelt, his arms still wrapped around me like they had when I was little and had nightmares of monsters under the bed. But this time, monsters wore our family's last name. I could feel his own tears fall onto my shoulder, warm and trembling, each one carrying the weight of everything he couldn’t say. 

We spent that tragic night in each other's embrace. Him - comforting me and Me - clinging to him as if he was saviour, my last hope. And that hope broke me the most.

_________________________________________________

Rain again. It hadn't stopped since the news. I stood between Kamal and Ryan, one brother and another; a snake. The grave was simple, deep and wide open. Prepared to swallow my whole world. 

I watched as a body wrapped in simple white cloth, once a man who was my world, was lowered into the grave. My heart stopped for a moment as the tears threatened to spill again. But I couldn't let them slip, not in front of the people around us. It's a weakness. And it will result in Kamal getting displeased.

I begged myself to hold it in for a moment longer as I watched my father disappear into the ground and from our lives. I clutched Ryan's hand like a lifeline. My father once told me I was too stubborn to break. That I was a warrior like my mom. But I wondered if that was even true. 

They began to cover my father under the dirt. Not only him, but my happiness, my freedom, my dreams, my life. That day, not only my father died but I died too. People began to offer condolences, words that bounced off me like static. My uncle Kamal, gave speeches about legacy and power and leadership, but I barely listened.

My eyes were on my brother who hadn't said a word since we left the house. I spot him occasionally glaring at Kamal, with pure hate and malice. He was suspicious of Kamal. I didn't understand why though. After the guests were gone and prayers were offered, everyone headed home, even Kamal. A few bodyguards and minions of Kamal that he hired to 'take care' of us, were waiting for us. 

Ryan however, pulled me aside. "I am leaving." These three words broke me further. Broke the delusional hope. Broke the delusional naive little girl I was. 

"Wh—What? I-i don't.... Why?" My breath caught as I stuttered helplessly. "I have to find answers, Sara. None of this makes sense. Dad wouldn't die like this. Something is going on. Something far bigger and filthier. I need answers. But...I can't find them here. I know somewhere I can but it's dangerous. I can't drag you into this. You'll be safe here." 

I clutched his arms desperately, "Please Ryan. Don't leave me. Whatever it is, we can do it together. You don't have to go.... Please." He looked away, and I knew at that moment that his mind was made up. Like always, he wouldn’t listen to anyone now. Once he decided, no one could change it. 

He glanced back at me one last time and placed a soft, affectionate kiss on my forehead. Then whispered softly, "I’m sorry, little sissy. You’ll understand one day. I’m doing this for you. For us. And... I love you. Just remember that. And try to forgive me." 

He gently but abruptly pulled his arm from my grip and turned to walk away. I sobbed, calling out to him over and over, but he kept walking, his head bowed. I was so desperate, willing to do anything to make him stay. 

That day not only did my whole family die, but so did that desperate, naive little girl. I learned one thing that day:

Hope is a poison you swallow when you’re desperate, and emotions are chains that keep you tied to a pain that will never let go. I was afraid of the demons in my soul, the monsters under the bed, shadows lurking along the walls, and the darkness surrounding me. 

But that day, everything changed.  The little girl who once feared the darkness became the queen who now rules it.
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Sarah

Present day

I no longer flinched when men raised their voices.

I used to. Once. Before my uncle's rant rattled the whole estate and his threats curled around my neck like smoke.

But that girl - who used to cry in her father's study and begged her brother not to leave - is gone.

I have buried myself.

For me, everything's a routine now.

Wake. Train. Code. Fight. Obey.

It had been 5 years since I became my uncle's blade - sharpened in silence, kept hidden in shadows. I learned to be efficient. Precise. I learned the importance of control. How to smile without warmth. How to lie without blinking. How to kill without mercy.

The streets of Karabük glistened under the dull glow of sodium lights, wet with the aftermath of a reluctant spring rain. A car honked somewhere in the distance. Voice mingled with traffic. Laughter spilled from the doorway, too loud to be sincere.

I didn't hear any of it. All the noise melted in the background - unimportant, filtered through the steel trap my mind had become.

My boots clicked loudly on the uneven sidewalk as I walked steadily, the black scarf framing my face. The wind bit at my porcelain skin, painting my cheeks a soft shade of defiance. My onyx eyes, dark and unyielding, scanned the world from beneath thick lashes—cold, watchful, and untouched by mercy. I carried the envelope in my coat as I headed towards the club. Just another drop off.

Another useless faceless man, with sets of instructions from my uncle. Coordinates. Accounts. Important intel. I didn't ask. Didn't need to know.

This wasn’t my job.

This was my sentence.

Many times, thoughts of running away like Ryan, leaving everything behind, consumed me too. But where? Where would I go? What would I do?

I have lost all purpose, all meaning, all motivation of living a peaceful life. Or life in general.

Kamal may be ruthless. But he is my uncle. Sticking with him, supporting my father's beloved is better than living a meaningless life.

And it's not like I can run back to Ryan. He had been trying to contact me for the past 2 years. Tried calling. Texting. But after I ignored him for almost a year, he stopped.

I never wondered why he was calling me. Never sensed curiosity or hopefulness. Just emptiness. He no longer had a part in my life, or my heart or my brain. It's over.

I took a breath as the neon sign of the bar came into view, flickering like a dying star. The kind of place that reeked of beer, sweat and desperation of men who thought wealth was power.

I stepped through the door without hesitation, my eyes scanning the room automatically. Two exits, one black hallway, three armed guards in the corner dressed in black, trying to act casual.

I ignored them.

My target was sitting in the centre of the red booth, smoking a cigar he can't afford and surrounded by men who were all bark and no bite. Middle-aged. Greasy hair. Gold chain and rings that screamed counterfeit.

Name was Ferhat. Kamal's newest ally. Temporary. Disposable.

I approached him with precision and stopped exactly one meter away from the edge of his table.

He eyed me up and down, but I ignored him. He then grinned wide, exposing his stained teeth, "So, you're the messenger, eh?"

I didn't reply, simply slid the envelope across the table.

He chuckled, "So professional. You should try to relax a little."

He was pushing his luck but then made a smart move and closed his mouth.

He took less than 5 minutes to read it. Idiot.

Men like him always underestimate. And underestimating Kamal is a big mistake. He is a snake. Lethal yet stealthy.

I was about to turn and walk away peacefully without causing any problem, but damn if fate wasn't cruel.

He got up from his seat and walked around the table to come and stand right in front of me. Bad idea.

He leaned on the table, trying to act cool as he purred disgustingly, "What's your name, sweetheart?"

I tried to keep my cool. I held on to silence.

He came an inch closer and continued, "You know, I always wondered what a pretty little thing like you is hiding under all these clothes."

His gaze dragged over me again before falling on my scarf. Then, he reached out to take the scarf off my head.

Stupid.

So stupid.

His fat chubby sausage fingers barely gazed at the edge of my scarf before I made my move.

A twist. A grab.

His body hit the table with a grunt, face slamming into wood.

Gasps scattered from nearby tables, but no one moved. No one interfered. I doubted they’d even call the police.

I wrenched his arm behind his back until something popped.

He screamed.

Still dead-faced, I kneed him in the ribs. Twice. Then twisted, dropped him to the floor with a dull thud. He groaned, coughing blood onto the dirty tiles. Pathetic.

I didn’t blink. "Never touch the scarf."

And just like that I turned, and began to walk away slowly, deliberately. Not rattled. Not rushed.

And then I halted in my track. I connected my gaze with another onyx eyes, similar to mine. Ryan.

He was older now. Not just in years but also in presence. He was sharper, more built and looked more intimidating. His beard was thicker and full. His posture ironed straight.

He looked shocked. Surprised.

He slowly stood up, like I'd disappear if he even so blinked. There was longing and warmth in his eyes.

That's all it took for me to snap out of my trance. I gritted my teeth hard and ignored him as I advanced towards the exit.

I did notice the men he was sitting with.

Built. Armed. Sharp. Alert. Slightly amused.

And definitely part of the Mafia.

I continued walking but I sensed him appear behind me. He grabbed my arm lightly, light enough not to entirely even touch me.

He whispered softly, "Sarah."
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Sarah

I stopped.

But I didn't say anything. I couldn't.

The ache in my throat was sharp. Too sharp. I swallowed it just like I swallowed every torment and pain for the past 5 years.

I turned around and faced him head on. Didn't show a damn reaction. My face was, as if carved from stone.

"You're working with them now?" My voice was quiet. Ice wrapped in silk.

He smiled. Not a full smile. The one that said: I missed you.

He dodged my question.

"I saw that little performance." He tilted his head towards the man groaning and coughing blood on the floor. "You've changed."

I folded my hands around my chest, "Had to."

He took a deep breath, "Sarah, I know you're upset. But you must listen to me. I've been trying to reach out to you."

"And I've been trying to ignore you. Or better yet, your existence." I replied deadpanned. Not a single hint of guilt in my voice even if my heart said otherwise.

Guilt and sadness clouded his eyes, "I know. But this is serious. Please. Just listen to me. I was just trying to keep you out of this. Out of him. Kamal. The second I knew what he really was, I had to leave. I couldn’t bring you with me."

​I chuckled humourlessly, "Away? Away from Kamal?" I let my chuckle echo off before continuing in an ice-cold voice, "You left me with him. And he is our uncle. He is where we belong. This is where I belong. Don't give me the 'trying to protect you' crap."

​He ran a hand over his face before his eyes softened, "Sarah, Please. You need to know..."

Before he could complete the sentence, I interrupted.

My voice, sharp and distant, "So you ran away, left me alone, and now what? Show up with bodyguards like a knock off crime lord and expect hugs?”

His reply was instant, "I don’t expect hugs. I expect you to want answers. And I’m here to give them."

He stepped closer. I didn't back down though. Didn't speak.

Just stared at him, contemplating on what to do next?

​I was furious at him...No... not furious.... I'm not sure words could describe what I was feeling.

But I was still curious. And like they say. Curiosity kills the cat. It did kill.

Not me though. My blind trust. My perspective.

I didn't say anything as he gestured to the farthest booth and started walking towards that corner.

I paused. Just for a second. But then followed him in.

We both slid in and sat in the booth. I sat straight, hands folded.

He rested his forearms on the table, like he used to when he was trying to coax me out of my mood.

"So," he began, that half upside grin back on his face, "How's life going?"

"Cut the bullshit," my voice came out harsher than I intended, "Don't pretend like you care. Just get on with this. What do you want to talk about?"

He flinched. But at that point, I didn't care.

He exhaled loudly, guilt sinking into his bones, "You don’t know how many times I tried to come back."

"You didn't try hard enough."

"I stayed away to protect you!"

My silence spoke louder.

​His eyes softened as he tried to reach out for my hand, but I quickly pulled it away before his hand even reached my side.

"I swear, I didn’t know Kamal would use you like that. I thought if I was gone—if I became useless to him—he’d leave you alone. But he didn’t, did he?"

I chuckled darkly as I leaned in, "He saw your absence as an opportunity. Not a loss."

He nodded slightly before silently whispering, "I'm sorry."

I said nothing as I leaned back in my seat.

He was wasting his time. These apologies - these words have lost their meanings now.

He leaned forward. “I want to make things right.”

"You can't." I replied deadpanned.

“I can try.”

I looked at him- really looked at him. "Are you going to tell me who you’re working for now? The men in dark coats you were sitting with?"

He replied, still searching my face for God knows what, "Turkish syndicate. Karahan’s people."

My lips curled in disgust almost instantly, "Mafia."

"It's not what you think."

"No? Because it looks like you crawled out of one crime pit and jumped straight into another. Our father would've..."

"Don't," his voice rose for the first time during this meeting.

My eyes snapped towards him.

His voice dropped, "Don’t talk about dad like that. Not until you know the truth."

"What truth?" I asked, cold. "That you’ve betrayed everything he stood for?"

He held my gaze. "That Kamal killed him."

Silence

My heart stopped.

The walls of the bar seemed to press in around me. For a moment, all I could hear was the blood rushing through my ears.

“What did you just say?”

Ryan leaned closer. “Kamal. He killed Baba. Poisoned him. Paid the doctor to lie on the report. Said it was a stroke. But it wasn’t. I found the receipts. The threats. Even a recording.”

My breath came shallow and slow. "You're lying."

"I'm not."

"No," I whispered, "That's not - he wouldn't. He couldn't."

Ryan placed his hand on the table, palm up, gentle. "I wish it weren’t true. But it is. He wanted dad out of the way because he’d found out everything. The drugs. The weapons. The accounts. Everything."

My jaw tightened.

Ryan continued. "And he knew you were smart. That you’d pick up where dad left off. That’s why he forced you to work for him. To keep you close. Under control."

I closed my eyes for a moment.

Everything inside me churned—grief, rage, betrayal, confusion.

"I stayed away to protect you," he said. "But you’re already in the fire, Sarah. You’ve been there for years. You shouldn’t have been. But now, if you help me—we can make him pay. And the man I work for? He’s cold. Brutal. But he wants Kamal gone more than anyone."

I raised a brow. “And I’m just supposed to trust the mafia now?”

“No. Just me.”

I stared at him for a long moment.

Then slowly—slowly—nodded.

Ryan continued, "I didn’t come looking for you tonight. But maybe fate decided we needed each other now, more than ever."

I stood and he followed the suit.

I didn't move. Just stared then I said coldly, "I'll help you. But not because I trust you. And not because I forgive you."

He nodded slowly, guilt still evident in his eyes.

I added, "This changes nothing between us. When this ends, we part ways. Don't think you have any part in my life."

He flinched harder as sadness began swirling in his eyes.

He didn't reply. He didn't need to. He knows I'm just as stubborn as him. He can leave. And so can I.

​I turned around and walked away. I didn't look back. Not even glanced.

Some stupid hopeless naive part of me couldn't stand seeing hurt in his eyes. It wanted me to hug him and never let him go.

But I had more than enough pride to stop myself from doing that.

I wouldn't say that out loud. But that same part of me was happy to finally meet him. He was in better shape. Living a better life. Life he deserved. Even if his life is surrounded by filthy men who rot the world inside out.

But I'll work with them. For once. If it means bringing Kamal down.

Now that I know about the truth. There's no one that can save Kamal. His own personal asset will be the cause of his death now.

​He won't have an easy death. I'll take my sweet time planning his end. And even Satan will shudder at the plan I will have for him.
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Sarah 

Back in the Shaikh estate-Istanbul

I knew how to smile.

I'd learned from Kamal - who wore the mask so well, even the mirrors believed him.

I stood straight before him, with a soft expression on my face, hands politely folded. My head slightly bowed, and my eyes lowered just enough to appear obedient. Not weak. Not fearful.

I knew what I was doing. I knew what appearance would please him.

Grateful.

Obedient.

His loyal little niece.

Kamal was in his usual position, reclined on the velvet chair that used to belong to my father, swirling some drink in a crystal glass, pretending to be more of a king than a criminal. 

Not only has he become abusive, filthy but also dirty. From all aspects. Morals. Actions. As well as spiritually dirty.

Still, I stood there, patiently. Pretending to wait for his next order.

I watched him through my lashes, quiet and calculating as he muttered to his men in clipped Turkish. Names. Codes. Deals. A shipment in Romania. A bribe for a police commander in Adana.

He talked freely and thoroughly about his business all the time like he actually believed he was untouchable.

But in reality, this idiot was spilling everything we needed to attack him next. And I took full advantage of that moment.

I absorbed every little detail he gave to his men. When he finally turned towards me, his smile was full of poison dipped in honey.

"You’ve been doing well, canım. I was right about you, hmm?"

I tilted my head, "Only because you taught me well, Uncle."

He seemed pleased with my answer as he leaned back with that same disturbing smile.

"Loyalty runs in the blood."

I wanted to bite back and tell him, 'Not yours'.

But I kept my mouth shut. I politely smiled and bowed my head silently then turned to walk out.

He's not paranoid enough for a man with so many enemies... and one very close. But he will be. Soon. Very soon.

_________________________________________________

By the time I left Kamal's office, night had folded Istanbul like a silked veil.

I took the stairs to the lowest level of the estate where my 'office' sat behind three locked doors and a biometric security. I was the only one allowed here. No one else. I was the only entrusted with Kamal's digital empire.

The irony nearly made me laugh.

I’ve always been good with computers. Gifted, even. My father said so often. But it has so far only been used for much filthier work.

But after all of this is over, I'll start over. Start a new life. A peaceful life. A clean life. Finally, the motivation for a peaceful life is back.

I shut the final door and locked it with a hiss of hydraulic press. I entered the room and looked around to see if everything was in place.

When nothing suspicious was found, I went to sit behind my desk. I reached under my desk, felt the exact same groove, and pulled a small black pouch. 

I pulled out a military-grade signal jammer, a privacy dome and a custom external processor that I built myself. It was shielded, untraceable and never connected to Kamal's internal network.

I did what I had been doing for the past week. Since I met Ryan at that bar.

I didn't just disable the camera, but I looped the footage from earlier and fed the system thirty minutes of me working. To them - I was where I always was - Typing, reviewing and analysing.

After setting this up, I finally relaxed for a split second as I leaned back in my chair. Then, I began to boot up the secure line I'd built into Ryan's hidden server.

The screen flickered. Once. Twice. Then a soft chime. 'Connected'.

Ryan's face appeared on the screen, older and more tired than ever.  But he was still wearing that same crooked smile that used to get him out of trouble when we were kids.

"Sarah," he greeted warmly, "Still breathing. Well, that's a win."

"I told you I would call when I could." I replied flatly, not joining his humour.

He held up his hands in mock surrender, "Not complaining."

Instead of joining his playful banter, I pulled out a small notepad and began to rattle out intel. Every shipment, their route, their timing, every drug route, names of corrupt customs officials, police officers Kamal had bought last week.

​Ryan's expression turned serious as soon as I began to give him intel. He listened carefully as his own fingers flew across his keyboard.

"You got all that in one day?"

​"He trusts me. And also underestimates me. He brags. I listen." I replied.

He exhaled, low and impressed, "Remind me never to piss you off again."

​I didn't smile.

Instead, I reached forward and pressed a button that activated a voice scrambler. My voice became warped, distorted.

"Next room’s mic has a narrow pickup range. I’ve triangulated it. You’re safe for another six minutes."

Ryan leaned back and stared at me for a moment, "Damn, look at you."

"I didn't call to be admired," I said coolly, "I called to work."

He tilted his head, trying not to grin, "Can't a brother be impressed."

"No." I replied deadpanned.

He laughed softly. “I missed this.”

“I didn’t.”

A pause. A beat too long.

“You don’t mean that,” he said finally.

I leaned forward toward the camera and spoke darkly, "I mean every single word I say."

He pressed his lips into a thin line, "You've changed. Even your eyes."

"You mean they are not full of stupid hope anymore."

He flinched. "No, I mean they are stronger. Sharper. And" he paused for a moment, "Lonelier."

My jaw clenched.

“We’re not here to bond, Ryan,” I whispered. “We’re here to kill a monster.”

He huffed and began, "Sarah..."

I cut him in between. Not in the mood to have that conversation again.

"Do you have the data I sent last time or not?"

He paused for a moment, probably startled by the sudden change in subject but then caught on, "Yeah. It’s already helping. Ali’s moving on one of Kamal’s money lines this week."

I froze. My eyes snapped towards Ryan on the mention of his name.

My voice sharpened, "You told him where it came from?"

"No," Ryan said quickly. "Not a word. He doesn’t even know it’s you."

I nodded, satisfied. "Keep it that way."

“I will.”

I glanced at the corner of the screen. Only two minutes of secure time left.

I reached forward to disconnect, but his voice stopped me.

"Sarah." His voice was soft and barely a whisper.

"What?"

He looked at me, really looked at me. Not as the right man of a mob boss. Not as a ghost from the past that abandoned me. But as my brother. One had a long time ago.

"I'm proud of you."

I didn't reply.

Just disconnected with a stoic face.

Something burned in my throat and in my heart.

But I ignored it as always.

Proud, my ass. Proud of the robot I've become? Or proud of the asset I am to him?
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Ryan

Years ago, when my father was alive, I was told to stay away from boys like Ali Karahan. I was told they were too dangerous. Too quiet. Too composed. "The kind that burns everything," my father used to say, "Even what they love."

But I didn't listen.

I met Ali at University. Rumours used to surround him like a second skin. His father, an abusive tyrant and his mother, the only softness he'd ever known, slaughtered in daylight. After that Ali became the cold fire, everyone feared. Well, except me.

We both studied economics together. Ali never smiled, but I didn't give up. I cracked jokes until he did. That's when our brotherhood began. We both went against our families and deepened our brotherhood. We trained together. Fought together. Grew up in the shadows together.

And when Ali's mother was found lifeless and mutilated, I didn't ask questions. I stood beside him. With fire in my heart and blade in my hand. Because that's what you did for your brother.

Even if the world called him a mobster.

Even if your own family would never understand.

Ali trusted me as deeply as I trusted him. Even after years when we found out Kamal, my own uncle, was behind his mother's death, Ali never pushed me out.

Instead, he welcomed me with open hands when my world fell apart - when Kamal stole the corporation and murdered my father. I knew it was him. His face. His eyes. Everything about him spoke for itself.

I didn't think twice. My path was clear. I went to Ali and Ali welcomed me like a wolf welcomes another into the pack.

_________________________________________________

Now five years later, we sat in our usual room at Karahan's bar - our headquarters disguised as nightlife. Warm lights buzzed low above the light booth where the real wolves lounged.

Cem sat beside me, a mountain of a man with broad shoulders and a jagged scar across his brow, earned in a knife fight that he loved to exaggerate.

Across from us was Mert, always dressed like he was headed to a gallery opening, silver rings on every finger and a mouth that never quit.

Kaya, lean and quiet, fiddled with a burner phone. He ran surveillance, computers, clean-ups, whatever needed brains and silence.

And at the head of the table, nursing a barely touched glass of Hardaliye, was Ali Karahan.

Black shirt, sleeves rolled up, hands firmly still. His eyes watched the surroundings without blinking. He didn't speak often but when he did, things shifted and everyone obeyed.

I tossed back my second drink while listening to Cem's nonsense. He was halfway through an overly dramatic retelling of last week's arms deal.

"And then this skinny punk pulls a gun, shaking like he's got Parkinson's," Cem said, "I told him, 'Put it down before you hurt yourself.' He didn't. I swear on my mother's grave, the guy fired six times and missed all of them. Six! At that point, I just stood up and said, 'Brother, save us both the trouble and just lie down.' "

Laughter broke out. Kaya chuckled as he swirled the drink in his hand. Mert slapped the table, laughing loudly enough to burst my ear drums.

"And let me guess," Mert raised his brow, "He listened?"

Cem grinned, eyes glinting. "Didn't have to. He was too busy bleeding from the neck."

I barked a laugh, "You and your damn dramatics. He probably tripped on his shoelace."

"I bring spice to the story, abi. You want boring, go read a police report."

Kaya commented, "You know that the boring ones live the longest, right?"

"Oh shut up, four eyes," Cem muttered, "We all know you hide behind the screens like a gremlin. When's the last time you even touched a trigger?"

Kaya smirked, "Last week. Still waiting for you to hit something from more than six feet away."

"Oof!" Mert leaned in, hand on his chest. "Fatality."

The table erupted again.

Even Ali offered the faintest of smirks. The kind that flickered across his face and disappeared just as quickly before one can confirm it. It was more than most ever got.

They were wolves, sure. But Ali was the alpha no one dared question.

I took a deep breath. I draped my arm over the back of my chair, soaking in the rare warmth of this chaos. These moments made life appealing. Like it wasn't blood soaked and cruel even if it was,  in reality. This felt like home.

Until -

"So," Mert dragged the word like a blade. "We gonna talk about her?"

My brows furrowed, confusion evident on my face, "Who?"

Mert grinned wide, "Hijabi terminator. The one that rearranged that guy's face like IKEA furniture."

It clicked. They are talking about Sarah. Shit!

I sat straight and tried to shrug off the topic. "She's nobody. I don't know her."

Cem leaned in, suddenly interested, "Bullshit. She looked at you."

Kaya joined in, "She recognised you."

"Which means you know her," Cem concluded, dramatic as ever.

​Ali's attention shifted towards me. He wasn't judging me. Not glaring at me. Just watching with precision.

"I don't." I muttered, already annoyed.

They can't know about her.

"Looks like someone's got a family secret," Kaya teased. "Cousin? Assassin ex-wife? Daughter?"

Cem smirked and elbowed me teasing. I glared at him but his grin only widened.

"Drop it!" I said, my voice low.

A few smirks. Elbows nudging my ribs. But I ignored it all.

I ain't ready to talk about Sarah. Not yet. I trust them but I'm not sure I want her in this life. Life full of bloodshed.

Finally, Cem leaned back. "Alright, alright. We'll back off. For now."

"But next time you bring your mystery girl into our bar," Mert said, raising his glasses. "We're getting answers."

"She broke the guy's hand in one twist," Kaya muttered. "I think I'm in love."

"She'd rip your heart out and sell it on the black market," I said with a dry smirk.

It was more like a warning. If she didn't, I would. Nobody is allowed near my sister. 

Still Kaya continued. "Even interesting," 

Laughter rippled around the table.

I connected my gaze with Ali's. His gaze was sharp, calculating. I gave him a subtle nod, indicating we'll talk about this later. He returned the nod and slightly relaxed. Sharpness evaporating from his eyes.

He missed nothing. Sooner or later, he would demand answers. But I wasn't sure I was ready to give them.
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Chapter 5
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Ryan 

The night had fallen over Istanbul. The city glamoured with lights looking like flickering stars from above. This penthouse gave the best view. The view from my floor was amazing. It wasn't the top floor but just one level below the top floor. I had to leave this view but for good reason.

I took the elevator to the top floor, Ali's floor. It tinged and I stepped out. The corridor was wide but silent. His floor wasn't extravagant, but it was designed in a sophisticated way. Dark interior with no personal touches. Not even a photo frame on the wall. Just empty, and cold like its owner.

I entered his living room area and slumped down on his couch. Only I was allowed here at this time since I am his second in command / right hand man. He was standing by the window, glass plated wide windows as he watched the Istanbul skyline. He turned just a sliver enough to show his awareness towards my presence in the room. "Couldn't sleep?" I asked, trying to lighten up.

"No. What about you?"

"Nah. Thought I should do something productive instead." I offered him my sly grin.

He turned towards me completely and shook his head as he took a seat on the opposite side. He sat down, pouring himself and me a drink.

"Productive as in annoying my ass or productive as in business." He asked, a slight twitch in his lips that resembled a smirk.

I smirked back and leaned in, "Productive as in a step closer to bringing Kamal down."

The sharpness returned in his eyes as he passed me a glass of Sira. I took the glass from his hand and took a sip. The drink relaxed my nerves a little.

Ali leaned back, "How?"

I hesitated for the briefest moment but then took a deep breath and began.

"I have a contact," I said slowly. "Inside Kamal's circle. Loyal to me. Feeding intel."

His expression didn't shift. "Name?"

"No name."

"Address?" He asked.

I shook my head, "None of that."

Ali tilted his head slightly. "Why the secrecy?"

"Because of precaution. I trust you. With my life. But Kamal is much filthier than we think. One word out loud is risky. He'll burn the city to find who it is. Just trust me. I'll tell you when it's the right time." I explained to him, hoping he'd understand.

There was a pause for a long beat. Then he finally asked, "You trust this source?"

"With my life." I didn't hesitate.

He nodded once, "Then I trust you."

I knew it. That's why we're brothers.

I let out a slow breath, tension evaporating from my body, "Appreciate it."

We stayed silent for a long moment. Just relaxing in each other's presence. Then Ali spoke up.

"Your father hated me." He said, voice low.

I blinked, "He didn't hate you."

"He feared me. Thought I'd drag you into fire."

"You didn't."

Ali's eyes met mine. "I did. We're neck deep in it now."

I gave a tired laugh, "If you hadn't pulled me in, I'd be working under the bastard who murdered my father. You saved me."

Ali gave me a look. "You saved yourself."

The silence stretched for a long beat, heavy but comfortable.

"Do you remember that night in Uni?" I asked suddenly. "When we jumped the fence after curfew just to steal that guy's car?"

Ali's lips twitched again, "And you locked the keys inside."

I groaned. "I thought they were in my pocket."

"You were high on energy drinks and bad decisions."

We both chuckled and for a moment, we weren't mobsters or haunted sons. Just two idiots who used to dream of freedom like it was something they could hold.

"I missed this." I said.

Ali looked at me for a long time. "You still have my loyalty, brother. Always.” I nodded. "And you have mine."

Ali took a sip of his drink and said, "Keep feeding us intel. And Kamal will never see another sunrise."

"Then let's burn him down." Ali nodded once. "Together."
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Chapter 6 
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Sarah

5 months.

5 months of wearing the same mask of obedience, loyalty until I was just tired.

Tired of walking with blades in my mouth and poison in my hand. Tired of being an asset. Tired of being Kamal's devoted little niece. Tired of flinching every time my cousin looked at me with that glint in his eyes. I was simply tired of surviving.

I sat alone in my office, framed by steel and silence. The rest of the estate was carved out of corruption - a sleek fortress disguised as a corporate empire. Armed guards pretending to be suited assistants. Cameras in every hall. Secrets layered in concrete.

My fingers flew across my keyboard, encrypting files, rerouting IP trails, masking intel before sending it. I tapped into the estate's surveillance for Ryan, who wanted a camera rotation every 72 hours now. Kamal was getting paranoid. The walls were closing in.

My call was brief. Low voice. Controlled.

"Shipment's coming through the East route now," I whispered into the mic, eyes scanning the code. "Five men, rotating convoy. No aerials. They're not expecting interference."
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