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‘A bewitching style . . . a story that carries the reader forward willingly along until the well-sprung denouement’ Scotsman


‘Barbara Nadel continues to go from strength to strength with her atmospheric and idiosyncratic İstanbul-set thrillers . . . one of the most original crime series currently in progress’ Crime Time


‘As before Nadel presents a gallery of richly created characters along with the superb scene-setting we have come to expect from her’ Good Book Guide
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Prologue



Blood had never been part of the equation before. But now, suddenly, there it was. Of course things had been . . . deteriorating for some time. But he’d closed his eyes to that.

He looked down into the depths of his huge crescent-shaped pool and thought, I’ll have to sort it out. Not leave it to Vedat any more. He then added out loud, ‘I will have to go home immediately.’

After all, it wasn’t just him, was it? Others were involved too – people far above him in the scheme of things. People who were counting on him to sort it out. People who, even now, still didn’t know the whole truth . . .

G had said, ‘Well, they’re your people, you know them. Do something or we will have to.’

That had made his blood run cold, that and the whispers of fear he had picked up around the pool earlier in the day – whispers from men who had been his friends. Men who now said they would ‘hang him out to dry’ if the shit hit the fan.

With a determination born only of fear, he opened the door to the pool house and went inside. A young blonde woman lay on a huge leather couch watching an old episode of The Cosby Show.

He called across to her, ‘We must pack tonight. I have to go home.’

The woman, startled by this sudden pronouncement, turned and looked up at him.

‘But we are home,’ she said. ‘This—’

‘I mean my home,’ the man responded bluntly. ‘Türkiye.’


Chapter 1



Çetin İkmen finished what was left of his coffee and placed his cup down on the breakfast table. The hot İstanbul morning was already making him tetchy and so the last thing he needed was a disgruntled child. He looked up at his pretty teenage daughter sitting opposite.

‘Well, Hulya,’ he said, ‘if you don’t want to continue working in the pastane then what do you want to do?’

‘I want to work in entertainment,’ she replied.

İkmen rubbed the sides of his face wearily. ‘In what capacity?’ he asked.

Before she replied, Hulya looked briefly across at the young boy sitting next to her. Only when she was certain that he was totally engrossed in the book he was reading did she say, ‘I want to be an actress.’

But Hulya miscalculated badly. The boy, Bülent, flung his book to the floor and burst out laughing.

Hulya rounded on him angrily. ‘I wasn’t talking to you!’ she said. ‘I was having a conversation with Dad!’

‘Children . . .’

‘You need talent to be an actress, you know!’ Bülent, unmindful of his father’s warning, teased. ‘And you have to sleep with everybody—’

‘Bülent!’

‘Well, I’m only saying what I think.’ Bülent shrugged off the mounting anger on his father’s face. ‘And anyway, Dad, since when were you prudish about such things?’

‘I’m not!’ And then turning to his daughter, İkmen added, ‘But your mother is.’

‘Oh, so I can’t even think about it because Mum wouldn’t approve!’

‘No!’

‘It’s what you’re saying, Dad.’

‘Yes, it is,’ her brother agreed. ‘It’s definitely what you’re implying.’

‘You keep out of this!’ İkmen now roused to fury pointed a warning cigarette at his son, ‘Allah, but it’s been like a war zone in this place since your mother left! Surrounded by teenagers! Is it any wonder a man can’t take his rest in comfort!’ He lit up what his son knew from experience was at least his fifth cigarette of the morning.

Bülent rose from his seat. ‘Well, I’m going to work anyway.’ He smiled at his sister and added, ‘Not all of us can spend our time dreaming about stardom.’

‘I’m not.’

‘The name of this family is İkmen, Hulya.’ He patted her shoulder in a deeply patronising fashion. ‘Our dad’s a policeman which means there’s neither glamour nor money in our lives. Learn acceptance.’ And then with a smirk he left.

His furious sister made as if to go after him, but was restrained by her equally furious, if more weary, father.

‘Oh, leave him be!’ İkmen said. He let go of his daughter’s hand and slumped back into his chair. ‘You and your brother, you’re like a pair of cats fighting over meat. Every day I get this. Argue, argue, argue! How your mother controls you I don’t know. I can’t. All my adult life I’ve worked as a police officer in the toughest city in Turkey and I can’t control my own children!’

‘Dad—’

‘When, Inşallah, your mother returns from visiting Uncle Talaat, I may well break with a lifetime of atheism and give thanks to the Almighty and Merciful.’ Noting the shocked look on his daughter’s face, he continued, ‘Yes, it is that serious, Hulya! Two weeks now and all I get from you and your brother is complaints, rudeness and bad attitude. Uncle Talaat is very sick and so your mother needs to know that we are all managing when she calls. She’s looking after your uncle and all your little brothers and sisters too, it’s as hot as a hearth out there in Antalya and yet every time she calls I have to speak to her against a background of your bickering!’

Hulya lowered her large, dark eyes. ‘Dad—’

‘If your older brothers weren’t so busy I’d send you both to stay with them. Split you two up.’ He puffed furiously on his cigarette before putting it out and lighting another.

‘I’d happily stay with Çiçek,’ Hulya said, naming her elder sister who now shared an apartment out by Atatürk Airport.

‘Oh?’ her father replied acidly. ‘Would you?’

‘Yes.’

İkmen crossed his thin arms and looked down his considerable nose at the cowed girl before him. ‘You who cannot get to your place of work on time when you live only fifty metres from it, you want to live at least forty-five minutes away?’

‘I’ve told you, I don’t want to work at the pastane any more, I—’

‘Oh, yes, of course, you want to be an actress, don’t you?’ He leaned forward and smiled unpleasantly into her face. ‘I’m so sorry I forgot.’

‘Dad!’

İkmen rose smartly from his seat and headed out towards the hall.

‘I’m going to work now,’ he said, ‘I have no choice.’

Hulya, who was not unaware of the realities of life despite her wants and her protestations, slumped forward onto her elbows and put her head in her hands.

Out in the hall, a grey-faced İkmen was just taking his jacket down from one of the hooks on the wall when the doorbell rang. With a sigh of resignation, knowing that if he didn’t answer it no one would, he opened the door. A small woman dressed in the navy blue uniform of the Zabita, or market police, stood before him.

İkmen smiled in recognition. Hürrem İpek had lived in the apartment opposite the İkmens’ place for nearly ten years. A widow, Hürrem was a hard-working mother of two young girls, her careworn face belying her thirty-eight years.

‘Oh, Inspector İkmen,’ she said, ‘I am so sorry to disturb you. But I wondered if you or in particular Hulya have seen my Hatice this morning?’

The eldest of the İpek girls, Hatice, was one year older than Hulya and also worked at the Sultanahmet pastane. The girls had been firm friends since high school.

‘No, I haven’t.’ He ushered her into the apartment. ‘But I expect my daughter saw her at work last night. Maybe she’s gone out to buy something.’

‘Her bed hasn’t been slept in, Inspector,’ the woman bit her bottom lip nervously. ‘I went to bed early last night, I was tired. Hatice usually gets in at about ten thirty, but I was asleep by nine.’

‘What about your other daughter?’ İkmen asked. ‘Didn’t she hear her sister come home last night?’

‘Canan is staying with my sister at the moment,’ Hürrem replied. ‘It’s better for her in the summer. There are cousins there for her to play with . . .’ She looked down at the floor.

Hulya entered from the kitchen.

‘Did you walk home with Hatice last night?’ İkmen asked his daughter. The girls usually walked home together when they worked in the evening, as they had been instructed to do. Sultanahmet in the height of summer could be somewhat rowdy.

‘Yes,’ Hulya replied. ‘Why?’

‘Did you see her go into her apartment?’ İkmen asked.

Hulya lowered her eyes. ‘Yes. Or at least I saw her at the door.’

‘You didn’t actually see her go in?’

‘I don’t know,’ she shrugged, ‘maybe.’

İkmen sighed and then turned with a thin smile to Hürrem. ‘I’m sorry about this, Mrs İpek,’ he said, ‘but as you can see this particular teenage mind is not very attentive.’

Hürrem managed a small smile of understanding in response.

‘Oh, well,’ she said, ‘I’m sure there must be a reasonable explanation. But if you do hear of anything . . .’

‘We will let you know, of course,’ İkmen replied. Then as his neighbour left the apartment he added, ‘Maybe she just sat up watching TV and then went out. Children do such things these days – I know mine do.’ He smiled. ‘Hatice is a good girl, I’m sure she’s fine.’

‘Thank you.’

When he had closed the door behind Hürrem, İkmen turned his attention back to his daughter. She was, he noticed, still intent on the floor in front of her.

‘Why,’ he said, ‘do I get the feeling that you know more about Hatice’s movements last night than you are prepared to admit?’

There were, so it was said in some quarters, shops far better than the one on the corner of Kütlügün Sokak and Dalbastı Sokak. There were some that, in addition to traditional groceries, sold children’s toys, covers for mobile telephones and even cheap clothing. But no other, or rather none that Neşe Fahrı had ever come across since her migration to İstanbul in the 1970s, boasted a shopkeeper who actually came from her village. Selim Bey, though many years older than Neşe, had not only lived in the same street as her but had known her late husband, Adnan. It was a background that to Neşe was more valuable than gold. For whatever else he might have been – unemployed, faithless – Adnan Fahrı had been, as well as the father of her son Turgut and daughter Fatima, the love of Neşe’s life.

As she entered the shop, Selim Bey reared up from behind a large box of Winston cigarettes.

‘Good morning, Neşe Hanım,’ he said. ‘I trust you are well.’

‘Allah still bestows good health upon this old woman,’ Neşe replied with a sad smile. If only the Great and Merciful had extended such an honour to her Adnan.

‘I’m very glad to hear it,’ Selim Bey replied. ‘And how is Turgut?’

‘The boy is well.’ Neşe sighed and then leaned over to open up the glass bread cabinet and remove one of the corn husk-shaped loaves. ‘Still waiting at table, but he is well. Do you have any green olives?’

Selim Bey reached down into the chilled cabinet in front of him and then frowned. ‘No. But I do have some excellent black ones.’

‘Mmm.’ Neşe looked doubtful. ‘Well, if you recommend them, Selim Bey.’

‘I do.’

‘Then write half a kilo in the book.’

The shopkeeper set about weighing the olives, nodding just briefly as he did so to a young man who came in and took a packet of cigarettes, placed some notes down upon the counter and left.

Neşe glanced behind her, scanning both the shop and the street for other people. When she was certain that no one else was coming she tilted her heavily bound head towards the shopkeeper.

‘A good, strong shovel can also go into the book too, if you have one,’ she said.

‘Oh, I always have one for you, Neşe Hanım,’ the shopkeeper said with a twinkle in his eye. ‘I still have faith.’

‘Inşallah, once we have found that which we seek, I can pay off everything in the book and much more besides.’

Selim Bey poured the olives from the scales into a plastic bag and then twisted the top of it into a knot. ‘If Adnan believed that treasure existed, even though he never told me where it might be, then that is good enough.’ The shopkeeper continued, ‘You are a good woman, Neşe Hanım, to keep your husband’s ambitions alive.’

Neşe Hanım reached across the counter and took the bag of olives from Selim Bey’s hands.

‘What choice do I have? My boy deserves an education. How else am I, a poor widow, to give him that in this city of thieves?’

Selim Bey came out from behind his counter and then reached behind a large sack of rice. Neşe Hanım’s eyes lit up as she looked at the shiny new shovel in his hands.

‘Well, it looks strong,’ she said.

‘It is.’ Selim Bey replied as he banged it down onto the floor and then passed it across to her. Grave-faced, she nodded her approval and then turned her long, wiry frame towards the shop door.

‘May it come easy,’ Selim Bey said as he watched Neşe step out into the sun-baked street beyond. From the near by Sea of Marmara the sound of a ship’s hooter echoed plaintively through the narrow streets of the battered Kumkapı district.

The pastane was only a short way from where İkmen usually parked his car. And having received little beyond sulky denials from Hulya with regard to the movements of Hatice İpek, it made sense just to see whether the girls’ employer, whom he knew, could shed any light on the situation. Besides, averse though he normally was to food, İkmen possessed something of a passion for all things chocolate.

As he entered via the elegant art nouveau doorway, İkmen cast his eyes across the creamy and sugary delights that filled the glass confectionery cabinet to his left. Numerous rich gateaux, profiteroles and croissants oozing with liquid chocolate vied for supremacy with local sweets. Syrup-drenched baklava, thick rice puddings and aşure, a sticky fruit and nut dessert packed with fat and calories. But İkmen’s thin frame could do with some extra bulk. And so in lieu of breakfast and because his wife was hundreds of kilometres away, İkmen ordered a cappuccino and a plate of profiteroles. Then he sat down, lit a cigarette and waited for his food and drink to arrive. Out in the street, curly-headed Ali, one of the local waiters, also known as ‘Maradona’ because of the facial resemblance, nodded a cheerful greeting.

The coffee and profiteroles were eventually brought over to İkmen by Hassan, the proprietor of the pastane. A tall, slim man in his early thirties, Hassan had taken over the shop from his father, the formidable confectioner Kemal Bey, early the previous year. Hassan placed the pastries down with a small bow and then offered his hand to İkmen, inquiring after his health as he did so. İkmen gestured for Hassan to join him.

‘We don’t often have the pleasure of your company, Inspector,’ the younger man said as he called across to the woman at the counter to bring him a cup of Nescafé.

‘No,’ İkmen shrugged, ‘but my wife is away visiting her brother in Antalya. And seeing as a man must eat . . .’

‘Ah.’ Hassan smiled.

‘Not of course that being here isn’t a pleasure,’ İkmen added as he forked a large lump of profiterole into his mouth. ‘You and your father have always been the Picassos of chocolate and pastry, Hassan. It is an art that is as important as painting and sculpture, in my opinion.’

‘You’re very kind, Inspector.’

‘It’s nothing.’

The policeman continued to eat in silence, his eyes at times half closed in appreciation. Shortly after Hassan’s Nescafé arrived, İkmen came to the point of his visit.

‘So is my daughter behaving herself?’ he asked. ‘And her friend Hatice?’

‘But of course.’ Hassan cleared his throat with a strange, almost feminine giggle. ‘The girls are very nice. The customers like them.’

‘Any particular customers?’ İkmen inquired.

The confectioner’s face assumed a sudden grave expression. ‘You mean young men, Inspector?’

‘Amongst others.’

Hassan leaned back in his chair, bathing his face in the strengthening morning sun. ‘Well, the girls are young and pretty,’ he said, ‘and so naturally the men do try to engage them in conversation from time to time. But nothing serious takes place, I can assure you, Inspector. I take care of my staff, particularly the women.’

‘But of course.’

‘And besides, as far as I am aware the only male those two ever show any interest in is old Ahmet Sılay.’

İkmen raised his eyebrows. ‘Wasn’t there an actor of that name? Long ago?’

‘Yes, the very same.’ Hassan sipped his coffee before continuing. ‘He’s a regular but he has to be sixty at the very least. He’s a contemporary of Hikmet Sivas who, to be candid, he talks about at some length. As regards Hulya and Hatice, I don’t think there’s anything you need to be concerned about beyond a bit of filmstar worship.’ He smiled. ‘Not for Ahmet, you understand, but for Sivas.’

‘Our Turkish brother in Hollywood,’ İkmen observed.

‘Our only Turkish brother in Hollywood,’ Hassan corrected. ‘Although he is rather past his prime now, don’t you think?’

İkmen shrugged. Films didn’t really interest him. He was aware that Hikmet Sivas had appeared in a lot of Hollywood films in the 1960s but beyond that he knew very little about the man.

‘So was Sılay in here last night?’ İkmen asked.

‘Yes.’ Hassan frowned. ‘Why?’

At this stage, with the possibility of Hatice İpek turning up at any moment, İkmen didn’t want to sound any alarm bells.

‘Oh, it’s just that Hulya keeps going on about wanting to be an actress,’ he said. It was, after all, the truth.

Hassan smiled. ‘Oh well, yes, she would have probably got that idea from Ahmet,’ he said. ‘His stories about theatrical tours of Turkey and other countries he went to in the fifties are quite exotic, plus of course his association with Sivas.’

‘So Sılay is still friendly with Sivas?’

‘He has apparently visited him in Los Angeles in the past,’ Hassan replied. ‘I’ve no reason to disbelieve him.’

‘No.’

‘But if you want me to speak to him about putting ideas in the girls’ heads, I will,’ Hassan offered as he stood up and made ready to go back to his work. ‘I don’t want to lose Hulya and Hatice to the dubious business of entertainment, do I?’

İkmen smiled. ‘No, but I’m sure that Sılay is, from what you say, quite harmless. And if the girls are just amusing themselves, there’s no harm in that.’

‘Well, it’s up to you, Inspector,’ the younger man said and then with a small bow he departed.

İkmen finished his profiteroles and then looked out of the window again. Of course nothing ever sprang from nothing and it was interesting to know the source of Hulya’s theatrical ambitions. And if, as Hassan seemed to think, both girls were currently bent upon careers in the entertainment industry then maybe Hatice had gone off to try and see some of the film and theatrical agents up in Beyoǧlu. Perhaps that was why Hulya had seemed so reluctant to talk about her friend. But surely Hatice wouldn’t have gone to see agents in the middle of the night?


Chapter 2



Inspector Mehmet Süleyman was just leaving for work when he heard the scream rip through the upper storey of his house. Zelfa! He dropped the sheaf of papers he had been carrying and raced upstairs to his bedroom. As he entered, Patrick, his wife’s fifteen-year-old cat, bounded nimbly past him heading, presumably, for somewhere where Zelfa wasn’t.

His wife, whom he had left apparently sleeping only half an hour before, was sitting up in their bed, her face red and contorted with pain.

‘What is it? Has it started?’ he said as he ran over to her side and placed an arm round her trembling shoulders.

By way of reply, Zelfa pushed the duvet down towards her feet and then stared, panting at what she had revealed. The underside of the duvet as well as the sheet were drenched with pink, blood-stained water.

‘Seems like it’s time to get to hospital,’ her husband said. He turned away from her and walked over to her wardrobe. He took a suitcase and a winter coat from inside it.

Zelfa, panting still as she watched what her husband was doing, frowned. ‘I can’t wear that,’ she said in her gruff, Irish-accented English. ‘I’ll die of heatstroke.’

Mehmet draped the coat loosely round her shoulders.

‘You can’t go out in just a nightdress,’ he said. ‘I’ll put the air conditioning on in the car. It’ll be fine.’

‘Jesus Christ!’

Mehmet helped Zelfa swing her swollen legs down onto the floor and then pulled her slowly to her feet.

For a woman like Zelfa – a professional woman, a psychiatrist, who had grown up in Ireland – to be quite so large seemed wrong and even puzzling. But then Zelfa had both craved and eaten an enormous amount of chocolate during her pregnancy, which had seemed preferable to her usual cigarettes.

‘I’m like one of those toys,’ she said as she lumbered, with her husband’s help, towards the bedroom door. ‘One of those fat clowns that won’t fall over, keeps on bouncing back.’

‘When our son is born you will feel better,’ Mehmet said. Inside his heart beat fast and his flesh trembled inside his skin. His son! At last he would be born, bringing an intense feeling of joy but also of great apprehension. Even now, at the beginning of the twenty-first century, a proportion of babies still died at birth. And Zelfa was, after all, nearly forty-eight and this little boy was her first and probably her last child.

As they descended the stairs Mehment hugged both his wife and his child tightly to his body.

‘The doctor says that they belonged to a girl who was not yet fully developed,’ Orhan Tepe said as he placed the photograph of pelvic and femur bones in front of his superior, Çetin İkmen.

‘OK, so you’ll need to check out the lists of missing earthquake victims in that sector,’ İkmen replied. It wasn’t the first time they’d had to try to marry up discrete body parts with names of those whose bodies had never been recovered in the wake of the 1999 catastrophe. Nearly two years on, traumatised survivors were still being shocked by the bones and flesh of the dead that their gardens and car parks kept on revealing to them. There was also the possibility that these fragments held more sinister secrets. After all, where better to hide a murder victim than in those parts of the city that were effectively graveyards? This was why İkmen and his colleagues became involved in these matters. Unlawful death was his speciality and the fight to bring those who had committed such acts to justice had been his professional mission for almost all of his working life.

At fifty-four years old, Çetin İkmen was undernourished (due to pain from his numerous stomach ulcers), underpaid and smoke-dried. In spite of these drawbacks he was passionate about his work, possessed a loving and supportive wife and nine healthy, if at times problematic, children. Over the years his formidable detective skills and keen intellect had afforded him considerable success within the İstanbul police department. This combined with the incorruptible honesty he demanded of both himself and his officers had provided him with the kind of legendary status that occasionally allowed certain breaches of procedure to be performed without comment from those above. In short, İkmen was a phenomenon and as such he was admired and even courted by others. This was not always easy for those around İkmen. His current junior, Sergeant Orhan Tepe, frequently felt that rather more was expected of him than was reasonable. It was not an attitude that had afflicted İkmen’s previous sergeant, Mehmet Süleyman, now promoted to inspector. But then as Tepe frequently observed to himself, İkmen and Süleyman were two of a kind. He was different. It was not something that made him happy. Nothing much did nowadays.

As the list of missing persons for the Ataköy area flashed up on Tepe’s computer screen, he put such personal thoughts aside and concentrated on his work. On the other side of the small, cluttered office, İkmen frowned at a pile of papers until he was interrupted by the ringing of his telephone.

He picked up the receiver. ‘İkmen.’

‘Dad?’

It was Hulya, and from the tremor in her voice, she was nervous about something.

İkmen lit a cigarette. ‘Hello, Hulya, what can I do for you?’

‘Dad, I’ve just seen Mrs İpek and she says that Hatice still isn’t home.’

‘Oh?’ Could it be that his daughter was finally going to tell him exactly what had happened when she and her friend had parted the previous evening? İkmen suspected that she was. Although whether this would be a major confession as opposed to just some juvenile nonsense he couldn’t yet tell.

‘So,’ he prompted, ‘do you have anything more to tell me about how you parted from Hatice last night, or are you just calling to keep me up to date?’

In the short silence that followed İkmen watched Tepe look up briefly from his computer screen to eye the shapely figure of Sergeant Ayşe Farsakoǧlu who was passing by the window of their office. So evident was the younger, and married, man’s lust for their colleague that İkmen turned his chair round to face the wall.

‘Well, Hulya, I’m waiting.’

‘Dad . . .’

‘Yes?’

‘I didn’t actually see Hatice go back to her apartment last night.’

This was hardly a surprise, though Hulya obviously felt that it should be.

‘Where did she go then, Hulya?’ he said. ‘After work when you left her . . .’

‘I don’t know.’

‘Oh?’

He heard her swallow. ‘No, honestly, Dad, I don’t.’

‘So if you don’t know where she went, do you know what she might have been doing?’

‘But Dad, I promised I wouldn’t tell.’

İkmen swung himself back round to face the front of his office again, his features stern. Mercifully Tepe was back at his work. Not that İkmen took much notice, he was far too irritated by his daughter to be bothered by his sergeant’s peccadilloes. As İkmen knew from bitter experience, promises between teenagers could be very dangerous things.

‘Hulya, you’re going to tell me otherwise you wouldn’t have telephoned and so I would just get on and do it,’ he said.

‘Oh, Dad, but you’re going to be so angry.’

‘Seeing as I’m already furious, you have nothing to lose, do you!’

‘Dad . . .’

‘So if it has anything to do with Mr Ahmet Sılay or any other theatrical type you girls have talked to about your ambitions . . .’

‘How did you know?’ She sounded outraged and truly shocked. ‘Have you spoken to Mr Sılay?’

‘No,’ İkmen replied sharply, ‘but I think I’m about to.’

‘But this has got nothing to do with him, Dad!’

İkmen puffed heavily on his cigarette. ‘What does it have to do with then, Hulya?’ he said.

He heard his daughter sigh and then with an almost visible shrug in her voice she gave in, as was her wont with her father.

‘Hatice had another job after work last night. It was a great entertainment opportunity. Lots of money.’

İkmen, who had heard such stories many, many times before from girls even younger and more innocent than Hulya, put his head in his hands.

‘Don’t tell me,’ he said wearily. ‘Some nice men wanted her to dance for them.’

‘Yes, and act too,’ Hulya replied simply. ‘How did you know? Have you met . . .’

‘I think you ought to come down here now, Hulya,’ İkmen said as he stubbed out his cigarette and lit another.

‘What? To the police station?’ She sounded appalled.

‘Yes,’ her father replied through his teeth. ‘It’s where I work, Hulya. I’m a policeman. You have information about someone who might be missing and in danger. Please get yourself over here. Now!’

Tepe, startled by his superior’s sudden, enraged bellow, accidentally printed the list on his screen.

Although Turgut Fahrı possessed a voracious intellectual appetite, his enthusiasm for physical pursuits was rather more muted. OK, so his mother was no longer young, but why was it that he always had to carry all the tools when they went on their expeditions into the underworld? He was the brains of the family. Both his mother and his sister told everyone so and, when he was alive, his father had agreed with that analysis also. It was, after all, Turgut who had put the whole cistern idea into Adnan’s head in the first place, although his mother always referred to these forays as attempts to fulfil her husband’s dreams.

The cisterns which riddle the foundations of the old city were built by the Byzantine emperors. Fed with water from the Belgrade Forest by aqueducts, these enormous spaces ensured that despite drought or siege, the city of Constantine never went thirsty. It was a very successful system – for a time. During the Ottoman period, however, the cisterns fell into disrepair and were only ‘rediscovered’ by a sixteenth-century French traveller, who was amazed by stories of locals fishing underground. It was not until the twentieth century that any of them were extensively explored. And even then it was only one, the Yerebatan Saray, which since the 1980s had hosted daily sound-and-light entertainments for tourists. It wasn’t therefore to the Yerebatan Saray that Turgut and Neşe Fahrı and their tools were headed. No. If Turgut’s theory was correct and Greek treasure of unimaginable value was hidden in the cisterns, it was not going to be in the one that had already been comprehensively excavated. It was going to be in one of the others which lay undisturbed beneath bazaars and cafés, houses and apartment blocks, gently rotting into its own thick dark silt. A cistern just like, in fact, the one that Turgut was entering now.

Via a combination of amateur detective work and bribery, Turgut and Neşe had identified this particular cistern some months before. Rumours of a small cistern just north of the great Binbirdirek Cistern – which was currently under excavation – had been circulating for a while. It had only been a matter of time before the intrepid Fahrıs tracked it down. Situated in the garden of an old house on Türbedar Sokak, the entrance to the cistern was a hole in the ground which, until recently, had been covered by a rough wooden lid. Now helpfully removed by the elderly woman who owned the house, access to the entrance was currently costing the Fahrıs almost half of Turgut’s weekly wages. Age had not, apparently, dimmed the owner Mrs Oncü’s desire for the cheap jewellery this little enterprise allowed her to purchase.

‘May it come easy,’ Mrs Oncü said as she passed the shovel down into the cistern to Neşe.

Turgut switched his torch on and flashed it around what had, over the weeks, become a grimly familiar scene. Silted over until almost halfway up the columns that supported the roof; much of the filth in the cistern, Turgut reasoned, must have originated from pre-Ottoman times. So far they had not so much as glimpsed the floor.

Neşe walked over to the small pit they had dug last time and began to rake away at the dirt with a trowel. As she bent towards her work, she put one hand into the small of her back and groaned.

‘I don’t know how much longer I can carry on doing this,’ she said as she watched her son begin his heavy, rhythmic digging. ‘May Allah forgive me, but I just don’t always feel strong enough. My heart is good, but I am old.’

‘No, you’re not,’ her son panted as he shifted the muck onto the pyramid of filth they had constructed beside their excavation. ‘And anyway, all this will stop when we find what we’re looking for.’ He paused for a moment in order to wipe his brow and catch his breath. ‘It’s well known that when we conquered the city, the Greeks didn’t have nearly so much gold as Fatih Sultan Mehmet thought that they would. It must have gone somewhere. And just like Dad always said, it has to be somewhere that people haven’t been to before. Like this.’

‘Yes, yes, I know all that,’ Neşe replied as she tetchily scraped away at the shifting sludge underneath her feet. ‘I’m just saying that for me—’

‘For you it is the same as it is for me,’ Turgut responded. ‘Hard work with only Dad’s dream to keep you going.’ And he turned away from her and started digging again.

He dug for some time, steadily, with purpose, unaware that for quite a while his mother had stopped her labours. But when he did notice, Turgut became concerned. Seemingly frozen in her painful stooping position, Neşe had one hand stretched shakily out in front of her.

Alarmed Turgut threw down his shovel and moved towards her. ‘Mum!’

But she didn’t answer. Her eyes glassy, Neşe just made a small gurgling sound in her throat – the sort of noise those who have just experienced a stroke might make.

‘Mum!’

Turgut grabbed her around the shoulders and tried to pull her up towards him. But Neşe, frozen to the spot, would not come. Mesmerised by some place just in front of her, she kept on looking ahead until her son saw what had caught and paralysed her attention.

It was Turgut’s turn to gasp as the beauty of the ancient crown hit him in the eyes. The light from his torch played across the artefact. There was gold and jewels also – emeralds, rubies, diamonds the size of babies’ fists . . .

Turgut, his whole body trembling with emotion, reached past his mother and touched it gently with his fingers. The crown felt strangely warm.


Chapter 3



The two of them took their seats in silence. Dressed in shorts and brightly coloured T-shirts, their faces almost completely obscured by dark glasses, they didn’t look anything out of the ordinary – for Angelinos. Had they been in New York or Seattle, they would have seemed weird, but not here in the City of Angels.

Not that the dark glasses fooled anyone. Angelinos are trained from birth to see celebrity through brick walls, if necessary. And besides, the glasses weren’t meant to actually hide anything – they were part of the uniform. Vitamin pills, small scars behind the ears, Tiffany jewellery, dark glasses.

Some of their fellow travellers, the women particularly, did recognise them. But as they were, as always, travelling Club Class, none of the women actually said anything to them. He knew, however, that on such a long flight it was only a question of time. They would, he thought, probably use the topic of his recent marriage to Kaycee as an opener. He turned to her and smiled, watching as she attempted to make her seatbelt small enough to hold her emaciated hips.

‘My God,’ she said as she smiled back, her deep Southern voice drawling with intelligent contempt, ‘if I get any thinner I’ll be joining the spirit world!’

Her husband, the most successful Hollywood actor ever to originate from Turkey, laughed. ‘When we arrive in İstanbul, you can eat exactly what you like,’ Hikmet Sivas said. ‘In fact if you don’t, my sister Hale will be very offended.’

‘So it’s true what they say about you people then?’ Kaycee asked.

‘What’s that?’

‘That you like eating and big ladies.’

Hikmet Sivas laughed. ‘Yes, we do,’ he said. ‘All the sensual pleasures . . .’ And then his face darkened.

Kaycee took a hardback book out of her hand luggage and opened it halfway through.

‘So maybe I can put on a little flesh for a spell,’ she said, looking down at the page in front of her.

‘Yes.’

‘Shame I’ll have to lose it again before we come back.’

‘Mmm.’

And then Kaycee looked up from her treatise on the theoretical nature and function of black holes and gazed out of the airplane window. Out there was Los Angeles, their rich and privileged home. Strangely, she pulled a face.

‘Fucking shitty place,’ she said and looked at her husband. ‘I’m for İstanbul! Can’t wait!’

‘Indeed.’

Still smiling, she returned to her book.

İstanbul. Hikmet Sivas inwardly shuddered. Home. It had been a while – too long. Things had changed. Time was when he couldn’t wait to get home. But not now. This time it was different, this time he was under pressure.

‘It is Ali Bey, isn’t it?’

In response to his now rarely used stage name, Sivas turned. The woman’s sun-cooked skin resembled that of an alligator. She pulled her orange lips back in a smile.

Sivas bowed graciously. ‘Yes,’ he said.

‘I told Miriam it just had to be you,’ the woman said, indicating another, even drier woman in one of the seats to their right. ‘I’d know you anywhere. I met my second husband at one of your movies, The Man from Acapulco. It opened six months to the day after Kennedy was shot. I shall never forget it.’

‘How kind,’ and then he turned his head away and closed his eyes. Ali Bey – what a long time ago that had been, and how much being him had cost Sivas.

The woman, not receiving any further response from her idol, resumed her seat.

Sivas/Ali Bey feigned sleep until the plane took off.

‘It’s fake.’

Neşe’s eyes instantly filled up with tears. ‘It can’t be!’

‘Well, you hold it then and tell me what you think.’ Turgut passed the crown over to his mother.

Neşe straightened her back as she took the glittering article from her son and then grunted, although whether that was from the pain that moving elicited or from the sadness she now felt as she held the thing, it was impossible to tell.

‘It’s light, isn’t it?’ her son said, shaking his head in disbelief. ‘Gold and jewels are heavy and cold. This isn’t.’

‘It’s like one of those crowns young brides wear here,’ Neşe said alluding to the longstanding love affair Turkish brides continued to have with crowns such as these.

‘It is one of those, Mum.’

‘Yes, but how did it get—’

‘I don’t know!’ the young man snapped.

‘Turgut!’

He raised his shovel and once again dug down into the muck around his feet. ‘Just throw it onto the pile,’ he said, tipping his head towards the silt they had already excavated.

‘Oh, but Turgut, we could keep—’

‘It’s totally worthless, Mum!’ Exasperated and exhausted, Turgut nevertheless dug with a fierce sense of purpose that did not easily allow for dissent.

‘All right, all right.’

After some difficulty, Neşe negotiated the uneven surface of the filth until, crown in hand, she came to the pyramid of silt. With a sigh of mild regret, she looked down at the object and even though the thought that it might look nice on her daughter crossed her mind she stepped forward to throw it onto the pile. However, as she leaned across her foot caught against something and she slipped.

‘Turgut!’

As she started to fall, he came running but not quickly enough to be able to catch her.

‘Mum!’

Neşe hit the silt without a sound or anything beyond a little discomfort, the muck cushioning her fall. It was a pleasant surprise to find that she hadn’t done herself any harm apart from being filthy from head to toe. Turgut shone his torch up and down his mother’s blackened body and fought to suppress a laugh. What with all the many layers of clothes she wore on her body and head, plus the dirt, Neşe looked even more like a bundle of rags than she usually did. Poor old Mum, Turgut thought affectionately, nothing she does ever comes close to fulfilling her dreams. Poor peasant.

As he leaned towards her to help her up, he asked, ‘What made you fall?’

‘Something there,’ Neşe replied shortly, waving a disgruntled hand down towards her feet.

Turgut shone his torch down to where she had indicated.

It looked like the branch of a tree. Long and white, it lay to one side of the muck pyramid. Turgut moved the beam of his torch along its length until he came to what should have been either a thicker part of the tree or a break where the branch had separated. But instead of either of these there was only a hand, graceful and slim, its long fingers decorated with numerous multicoloured rings.

When, after having a shower, putting on make-up and changing her clothes, Hulya İkmen finally arrived at the police station she found that her father had altered his plans and was preparing to go out.

‘We’ll have to talk later,’ he said, ushering her out of his office almost as soon as she arrived.

Even through the haze of cigarette smoke that drifted across his nose and into his eyes, Hulya could see that her father’s face was very grey. She had seen it like this before – after the earthquake and when her grandfather had died – and it alarmed her.

‘Dad—’

‘Just go home now, Hulya, please,’ he said.

She looked beyond her father towards his deputy Orhan Tepe. But she got no answers from his blank countenance. And so with a shrug she began to make her way back towards the stairs. With any luck she might see a few young, handsome officers on the way who might glance at her carefully applied make-up and brand new jeans. If they did, her efforts would not have been wasted, even though her affections lay elsewhere. But try as she might she couldn’t smile – not even at that pleasant thought. Perhaps it was because of her father’s appearance, or her worry about Hatice – or rather what she knew about Hatice . . . Her heart jumped.

Hulya put as much distance between her father and herself as she could and ran all the way down to the ground floor.

As soon as he saw his daughter tearing down the stairs, İkmen put his jacket back on and checked his pockets for cigarettes.

‘OK, Orhan,’ he said to his deputy, ‘let’s get over there.’

‘Yes, sir.’

When he’d got the call just minutes before, İkmen had wanted to ‘get over there’ immediately. In the garden, or rather underneath the garden of a house on Türbedar Sokak, a corpse had been discovered by a mother and son hunting for treasure in a little-known cistern. The body was young, fresh, and female, and İkmen had a bad feeling about it. Even before he’d learned these details, he’d had a bad feeling about it. His heart had started to race and the skin on his scalp prickled uncomfortably underneath his hair. Feelings that his late father had described darkly as either ‘witch’s sense’ or, more commonly, ‘that thing you do, like your mother’. His mother, Ayşe, had indeed possessed some very strange and unnerving abilities. Widely recognised as a witch, İkmen’s long-dead Albanian mother had passed on much of her character to the younger of her two sons. Now was one of those times when that inheritance, at least to İkmen, was most apparent.

For the moment he kept his feelings to himself. He would need a clear and open mind to deal with what was awaiting them at the scene. After all, he could be wrong. It was improbable, but not entirely without precedent. And in this particular instance he very much hoped that he was wrong.

İkmen’s hopes exploded into bitterness as soon as he saw the young girl’s face. Hunkered down in the organic-smelling silt, his eyes straining to accommodate both the light from the arc lamp and the dense surrounding darkness, İkmen groaned when he looked into her dead eyes. She had been, still was, so pretty.

‘She’s called Hatice İpek,’ he said wearily to his deputy. ‘She’s seventeen.’

‘Is she known to us?’

‘No, no.’ İkmen, with some reluctance, replaced Hatice’s head in the silt and then slowly rose to his feet. ‘No, she’s a friend of one of my daughters. She lived with her mother and sister in the apartment opposite ours.’

‘From the way she’s dressed—’

‘Since when did you see a working girl dressed like that?’ İkmen said and the two of them looked down at the body again. ‘Since when did you see anyone dressed like that?’

Although her clothes were covered with filth it was easy to see that the likelihood of Hatice having bought them herself was slim. The dress, if not the cheap and plentiful jewellery, was extremely elaborate. Full length, it was made of richly marbled satin which was further decorated with occasional tiny fabric roses. Cinched in at the waist by a thick metal belt, the dress was cut low to allow the full glory of Hatice’s breasts to be appreciated. Around her neck, wrists and ankles, as well as on every finger, cheap jewellery glittered. Only the crown which had led the Fahrıs to the discovery of Hatice’s body lay away from her, the only thing that was out of place.

‘What do you think she can have been doing here, sir?’ Tepe asked, shuffling his feet to stop himself from sinking into the silt.

İkmen shrugged. ‘I don’t know, but I suspect that she wasn’t doing anything.’ He, too, moved his feet uncomfortably on the precarious dirt surface, ‘I mean, I can’t see anyone having a passionate tryst down here, can you?’

‘No.’

‘And yet dressed as she is, she obviously wasn’t just doing her mother’s shopping.’ He sighed. ‘I would say that she was probably dumped down here after – something. Forensic and Dr Sarkissian will be able to tell us more once they’ve worked their morbid magic, but from the way she’s lying I don’t think she was just carelessly hurled down here.’ He looked at her briefly again and then turned away. ‘She looks carefully arranged, laid out.’

Tepe, who had been looking at Hatice’s body as İkmen spoke, tilted his head upwards to indicate his agreement.

‘Did you get anything useful out of the people who found her?’ İkmen asked.

‘Not a lot,’ Tepe said. ‘They’re well-known treasure hunters. The type of people the Fire Department hate. You know the sort, they get themselves into difficulty and have to be rescued. The old lady who owns the property charges them to dig here. Apparently they pay her quite well.’

‘Really. And so did she, the old lady, see anything odd going on in her garden either last night or this morning?’

‘She says not,’ Tepe replied. ‘But then if the Fahrıs know that this cistern is here, others may do too. Not that they’ve told anybody.’ He smirked. ‘They’re very secretive about the locations of their dig sites, apparently. The son told me his late father reckoned there was a lot of Greek gold to be found underneath the streets of the city.’

‘He may well be right,’ İkmen said. ‘Stories have been going around for years about the gold the Greeks might have wished to conceal from us when Mehmet Fatih conquered the city. It’s why otherwise sane people periodically get stuck underground and have to be rescued. The lure of easy money.’

Tepe looked about him with disgust. ‘I’d rather just keep on doing the lottery myself,’ he said.

‘Yes. Although in my experience,’ İkmen said, ‘the possibility of discovering lost Greek gold is probably a more realistic route to wealth.’

Tepe indicated his agreement with a rueful smile. The lottery, like every other kind of easy money, was a long shot. Unfortunately.

In spite of incredulous as well as disapproving looks from several of his colleagues, İkmen – seemingly impervious to the rancid stench from the silt – looked again at the corpse and lit a cigarette. As Tepe watched the smoke weave and shimmy its way towards the cistern entrance above, İkmen said, ‘She wanted to be an actress, you know.’

‘Mmm.’

‘She and my daughter Hulya shared a dream – apparently.’ That he hadn’t known anything about his daughter’s aspirations until that morning was something that now saddened İkmen. Always too busy – even for his children. If he’d known what the girls’ interests were he could have at least prepared them. One simply did not trust men who wanted girls to dance for them, however great an ‘entertainment opportunity’ that might be. But then if he had failed, so had Hatice’s mother, Hürrem İpek – yet another parent who worked in law enforcement, İkmen observed bitterly.

‘So do you think this girl’s ambitions may have something to do with her death?’ Tepe asked.

İkmen sighed. ‘I think it’s possible. My daughter said, when I finally managed to persuade her to tell me, that Hatice had gone to work elsewhere, entertaining men, after she left her job at the pastane last night. I’m just so relieved that she didn’t ask Hulya to go with her.’

‘So she was involved in prostitution.’

‘Not consciously I don’t think, no,’ İkmen replied. ‘The doctor will confirm whether she has been engaged in sexual activity . . .’ He closed his eyes briefly against the unpleasant picture that was forming in his mind of the thick black depths of the far corners of the cistern. ‘But you and I both know that the word “entertainment” is frequently used as a cover for rather more sinister activities. I think we should start at the Sultanahmet pastane which is where Hatice worked. I know Hassan Bey, the proprietor. We also need to speak to an old actor, you won’t remember him, Ahmet Sılay.’

Tepe shifted his feet again; his shoes were beginning to feel damp. ‘You think he might be involved?’

The two men moved out of the way to allow the police photographer access to the body.

‘Sılay liked to regale the girls with stories of his past triumphs,’ İkmen said as he put his cigarette out in the accommodating silt. ‘My daughter doesn’t think that he had anything to do with where Hatice went last night, but he could be worth talking to. He may even know those she went with. When we’ve finished here I’ll have to go and tell Hatice’s mother. If you go to the pastane and ask after Sılay, they should know where he lives, he’s been going in there for years.’

‘Yes, sir.’

They lapsed into silence as the photographer took pictures of the body from every conceivable angle. Not that there was anything dramatic about it, apart from the inherent tragedy. Cause of death had not yet been established. There was no blood or even any obvious bruising. İkmen’s first thoughts had been that perhaps Hatice’s death had been chemically induced. All of the city’s greatest mobs were known to have at least some involvement in the drug trade and if they’d given the girl a quick hit of cocaine to loosen her up and she’d reacted badly to it . . . But then what lay behind her elaborate clothing did not sit comfortably with the notion of rough, ignorant gangs involved in prostitution.

İkmen’s musings were cut short by some rather chaotic sounds from the surface. Tepe walked, with some difficulty, over to the entrance and called up to find out what was happening. İkmen couldn’t hear what was being said but he turned when he heard Tepe laugh.

‘What is it?’ he asked as he watched his deputy attempt to suppress yet another giggle. ‘What’s going on?’

‘Dr Sarkissian has just arrived,’ Tepe said. ‘The men are, er, trying to work out how they might get him down here.’

Dr Arto Sarkissian, pathologist, was Çetin İkmen’s oldest and most valued friend. An Armenian Christian, Sarkissian shared his friend Çetin’s intense love for their native city. His enjoyment of food, however, particularly sugar, showed itself in an ever expanding girth, which was something of a problem now. The entrance to the cistern was not large and the drop to the silt below, though quite manageable for one of average height, could be a problem for a short man like the doctor. All in all, getting him down to the site was not going to be easy.

With a grunt of displeasure İkmen pushed past his deputy and made his way over to the entrance. A constable called Avcı was, without even attempting to conceal his giggles, surveying the scene below.

‘I’d really rather you didn’t laugh in the presence of a dead child,’ İkmen snapped as he peered up into Avcı’s now shocked face. ‘Had you used the time you’ve already spent laughing you might have come to the conclusion that a ladder is the solution to your problem.’

Avcı, embarrassed, cleared his throat. ‘Yes, sir.’

‘The doctor is an important man,’ İkmen continued, ‘you can’t expect him to just jump down into a hole in the ground. I’m most displeased.’

‘I’m sorry, sir. I’ll get a ladder right away.’

‘Yes, you do that,’ İkmen said. Then he fixed his eyes on a suddenly straight-faced Tepe. ‘And if I catch any of you laughing again I’ll exact the kind of revenge upon you that only I know how to.’

Chatter and laughter, both above and below, ceased immediately. İkmen was, as everybody that worked with him knew, fair, honourable, generous to a fault and absolutely terrifying to have as an enemy.

When the doctor did eventually descend into the cistern it was with dignity and relative comfort.

‘How is she?’ Mehmet Süleyman asked his father-in-law who had now joined him outside the hospital’s main entrance.

‘Still busy with childbirth,’ the old man replied drily. Then he smiled. ‘These things take time.’

Mehmet, his eyes, even beneath his sunglasses, squinting against the intense midsummer glare, lit yet another cigarette and sighed. He hated hospitals. That his wife and his father-in-law were both doctors was ironic. That he found himself in hospitals and other medical establishments during the course of his work as one of the city’s foremost homicide detectives was grimly amusing.

Years ago, when he’d first started the job under the tutelage of his old boss Çetin İkmen, he’d found such close proximity to the dead disturbing. Now, however, or rather on this particular day, it was the living that were giving him pause. Patients, hundreds of them, had passed before his eyes as he sat for hour after hour in the corridor outside the maternity unit. Bleeding, attached to drips, screaming for more painkillers – they couldn’t help being ill any more than the hard-pressed staff could help being too overworked to attend to everyone properly. It was just another manifestation of how pressurised all the services in the ever expanding monster of modern-day İstanbul had become.

He turned to his father-in-law and smiled. ‘I had to come out here,’ he said wearily. ‘I was doing no good in there.’

‘You know that in Zelfa’s mother country, in Ireland, men go in to watch their infants being born,’ Dr Babur Halman told him. ‘They didn’t of course when Zelfa was born. In the nineteen fifties in Dublin it was still as it is here.’

‘Some men here do attend births,’ Mehmet replied. ‘I have heard of it. But . . .’

‘But you don’t really like the idea for yourself?’ Babur smiled. ‘Maybe not. Having experienced how my daughter can be when she is in pain, it is probably not a good idea.’

The two men shared a brief, knowing look.

‘But I’m told that neither she nor the baby are distressed, in the medical sense, and so I’m not unduly worried,’ Babur continued. ‘You will have a son and I a grandson before the day is out. Inşallah.’

Mehmet leaned back against the wall of the hospital and turned his slim, handsome face up towards the shade that was provided by a nearby tree. At thirty-six, Mehmet was twelve years younger than the blonde ‘foreign’ woman who was now in labour with their son. And although it was good to hear that his wife, who was a very elderly first-time mother, was doing well, there were other things on his mind too. His son, when born, would be the first male child to have been produced by a member of his generation in his family. It was, he knew, an event of considerable significance. Not that the birth of a male child was ever insignificant, that could never be the case within a traditional Turkish family like the Süleymans.

Mehmet’s family had a noble pedigree. Until the beginning of the nineteenth century his ancestors had been prominent dignitaries in the Black Sea town of Trabzon. When, however, one particular forebear, a young man named Süleyman, exhibited outstanding courage in battle against the Russians, the Sultan of the day rewarded the family with property and Süleyman himself with the hand of one of his own daughters. This ancestor of the ‘ordinary’ Turk now known as Mehmet Süleyman had thus bestowed royalty upon his family and he and his descendants had continued to prosper, acquiring wealth and marrying other princesses. Things began to turn sour in the wake of the Great War and with the collapse of the Ottoman Empire.

Now many kilometres as well as many years away from their old palace on the Bosphorus, the Süleyman family suffered as much as anyone from the rigours of hyperinflation. Mehmet’s father, the man some people still called ‘Prince’ Muhammed, possessed little now beyond his blood and his love for the French language to remind him of what his family had been. A grandson was, however, some consolation and even if the child’s mother was both a foreigner and of ‘common’ descent, the as yet unborn boy was eagerly anticipated. Mehmet’s mother would want to care for the child at every opportunity and, with Mehmet himself working for the police and Zelfa busy with her psychiatric practice, there would be ample opportunity for her to do so. Or not. Just the thought of it made Mehmet scowl. Although of ‘common’ descent herself, Nur Süleyman had pretensions. Backed up by a vicious tongue and almost unlimited spite, this made her a dangerous adversary. Mehmet himself had displeased her – once. Now he hated the sight of her.

What, he wondered, would his mother do to stunt and twist her grandson’s mind? She’d done a fine job on both Mehmet and his brother Murad. But then she would only be able to do that if he, Mehmet, let her and he had already decided that that was not going to happen. Somehow, although he didn’t yet know quite by what means, he and Zelfa would earn the money they needed to provide loving and responsible care for their son. And Nur Süleyman, wife of a prince, mother of ‘disappointing’ sons, would have no part in it.
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