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            "The mind may surrender to the darkness of silence, but the heart never forgets the rhythm of the one who truly woke it. Some souls are bound by a thread that even oblivion cannot sever."
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MORNING IN THE GILDED CAGE

On the morning of May 1st, the Bosphorus sparkled with its usual haughty and deceptive grandeur. As the century-old mansion in Kandilli welcomed the morning sun upon its white marble balconies, the shadows of the plane trees stretched and spiraled across the floor, as if an invisible hand were patiently crafting a marbling painting upon the stone. To an outsider, this vista was the ultimate symbol of unshakable power and absolute serenity. Yet, for Münevver Hanım, seated at the very heart of this scenery, the brilliance was nothing more than a thin veil concealing an approaching storm—a masterfully crafted mask.

Elif appeared silently at the corner of the balcony, having made a habit of being nearly invisible. Her hands trembled slightly as she placed the freshly brewed tea in its tulip-shaped glass onto the table. The light reflecting off the silver tray created a momentary, blinding flare. Münevver Hanım took a sip, her eyes fixed on the unique leaden blue of the strait; she was looking, but she did not seem to see.

At that exact moment, the phone on the table came to life with a sharp vibration that shattered the silence. A single name appeared on the screen: “Mehmet.”

When Münevver Hanım picked up the phone, the lines on her face deepened; years of accumulated exhaustion and resentment surfaced for a fleeting second. When she spoke, her voice was low, but its sharpness was enough to slice through the morning breeze.

"Enough, Mehmet, have a little patience," she hissed through gritted teeth. "I told you I would handle it... but my hands are tied right now. I cannot move a single cent without the official company documents and Mete Han’s signature."

After a short pause, her voice grew even harsher.

"Have Pelin come here immediately. She mustn't leave Mete Han alone for a single second. It was hard enough to convince the boy into this marriage, into this ridiculous 'family solidarity.' She should be like his shadow... let him feel her breath on the back of his neck."

She took another sip of her tea—this time more forcefully, more impatiently.

"Look, Mehmet, I’m being blunt. If this marriage doesn't happen, neither your bankrupt company nor that extravagant life you’ve led for years will remain. I am throwing my own son into the fire just so you can recover... just so our family name isn't dragged through the mud!"

The silence on the other end of the line touched Münevver’s deepest wound. Her voice was now more fragile, yet equally furious:

"Ah, that man who called himself his father... If only the deceased hadn't left fifty-one percent of the company shares to Mete Han before he passed... if he hadn't bound me with that will... everything would be so simple. Now, I am forced to marry my son off to your spoiled daughter who knows nothing of the world."

She paused for a moment, then delivered the final blow:

"Warn Pelin strictly. If I see the slightest disrespect... the smallest mistake... I swear I will throw you both out on the street. Do you understand me?"

On the other side, Mehmet Bey spoke in a tone trying to soften the icy atmosphere:

"Sister... please, keep your heart at ease. I’m planning everything. Pelin truly loves Mete Han. This has been her dream since childhood. Just let me get through these troubles, let the signatures be signed... once that partnership is official... you’ll see where I’ll take the company within a year."

Münevver Hanım interrupted him with a bitter smile:

"Always the same words... the same promises. How many times have I pulled you out of the abyss, Mehmet? I’ve lost count. But this is the last time. I am burning my own blood because of your failures."
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