
	Country Name: The Republic of Krosnovya
Nationality: Krosnovyan

	
Historical Background: Krosnovya is a proud nation with a history of being a powerful empire, emerging victorious from a series of wars with its neighbors (such as the "Great Border Wars" that ended 20 years ago). However, the economic cost of these wars was devastating. The victories plunged the country into debt, crippled its industry, and made it dependent on foreign aid and investment. The recent "Eastern Crisis" has pushed the country into a full economic collapse, bringing hyperinflation and mass unemployment. This instability has triggered a massive influx of refugees from neighboring countries.
The Aryans: The Aryans are a powerful gang, exploiting Krosnovya's ethnic and political tensions. They are ultra-nationalists, operating through underground activities and political infiltration. Their slogan, "Krosnovya for the Krosnovyans!" fuels xenophobia and discrimination. They have influence within the state police, local governments, and even universities.

	Kayra lived in a small apartment on the outskirts of Velgrad, the capital, in a neighborhood with a dense refugee population. He was a fourth-year student at Velgrad State Medical School. His goal was simple and humane: to graduate and build a quiet, peaceful life with Layla, the girl he loved.

	But the decay surrounding him was a constant, profound disturbance.
• During his hospital internships, he witnessed drug shortages, overcrowded wards, and inadequate equipment.
• At the restaurant where he worked as a waiter, he saw wealthy politicians and individuals suspected of ties to the Aryans reveling in luxury.
• On the streets, he witnessed the Aryans harassing and assaulting refugees and those who helped them.

	These conditions bred a silent fury within Kayra. When he met with Layla, he would talk to her about these issues. While Layla was more cautious, urging him "not to look for trouble," the anger in Kayra's voice and his conviction that "something must be done" grew increasingly palpable. One evening, they witnessed the Aryans target an innocent refugee family in their neighborhood. The police were ineffective and indifferent. This incident was a breaking point for Kayra. That night, he turned to Layla and said, "We can't live like this, Layla. To stand by and watch this corruption is to be complicit in it."

	This was Kayra's first step away from merely dreaming of his own future and toward confronting his country's fate.

	He was jolted from sleep in his small apartment by a phone call. It was from the university; his closest friend, Mira – Kayra's childhood friend – had been shot by a group linked to the Aryan gang. Her condition was critical. He rushed to the hospital immediately, only to learn his friend was in the ICU and her situation was dire. Kayra was with his friend at the moment of her death. Perhaps. With her final breath, she whispered something to him: fragmented, horrifying words like, "It was... the Aryans... The doctor... even... he's one of them..."

	Standing over the lifeless body of his closest friend, Kayra decided to build something upon that indescribable feeling of helplessness and rage. This would no longer be just a reaction; it would be a strategy. At Mira's funeral, as he approached Layla, who stood in the crowd with an unreadable expression, her face was streaked with tears. "Please, stop now, Kayra. Before we lose anything more," she whispered. Kayra paused for a moment before answering, then said with a cold, detached demeanor, "I have nothing left to lose, Layla." This was a turning point for him. He had resolved to bury his feelings for her, the gratitude he felt towards her, deep within his heart, viewing them as a liability.

	The Spark of an Idea: "The Hippocratic Oath"

	The following night, he transformed an abandoned cadaver storage room in the medical school's basement into his group's first sanctuary. The air smelled of formaldehyde and dust. Anatomical charts hung on the walls, as if he intended to turn this place into a kind of dark operating theater. Surrounding him were the four people he trusted most: Elif (an analytical student aiming to be an internist), Demir (a physically strong nursing student of unwavering loyalty), Can (a genius in medical technology and cybersecurity), and Zeynep (a quiet yet sharp observer specializing in pharmacology).

	Kayra climbed onto a cadaver table. A fire burned in his eyes that his friends had never seen before.

	"This is not a tomb," his voice echoed off the cold basement walls. "This is a place of rebirth. We lost Mira. Why? Because this country's immune system has collapsed. The Aryans are a lethal virus that has infected this society's bloodstream. We are the doctors tasked with diagnosing and eradicating this virus."

	Elif frowned. "Diagnosis is easy, Kayra. But what's your treatment plan? Violence? That would make us no different from them."

	A ruthless smile appeared on Kayra's lips. "You misunderstand, Elif. We will not administer the violence. We will determine where, when, and upon whom it is administered. We will gather intelligence. We will find the Aryans' weaknesses, their funding sources, their connections within the state. We will strike them with their own weapons. But first, we must become strong."

	That night, they established the core principles of the group, "The Hippocratic Oath":

	
		Absolute Loyalty and Secrecy: No member would know another's true identity. Code names would be used. (Kayra became "The Physician.")

		Knowledge is Power: To defeat the Aryans, they had to be more organized, more knowledgeable, and more strategic.

		Societal Immunity: To resist the Aryan virus, they would build a network that penetrated every layer of society, building trust.

		The Principle of Necessity: Every action would have a precise target, and collateral damage would be minimized. But when necessary, they would be merciless.



	The Network Expands: Cross-Campus Connections

	The first operation of "The Hippocratic Oath" was to establish a "student solidarity network" at Velgrad University. Its ostensible purpose was to provide shared lecture notes, food aid, and cheap accommodation. Kayra's genius lay in the parallel intelligence network operating behind this innocent façade—it monitored the Aryans' activities on campus, identified students being coerced into joining them, and protected refugee students.

	Can set up an encrypted messaging network. Zeynep began tracking pharmaceuticals the Aryans used in drug trafficking. Demir used his physical strength to provide security for the group. Elif analyzed all the gathered data, mapping the Aryans' weaknesses.

	Kayra took on the task of contacting like-minded students at other universities. To a group at the engineering school, he said, "We can crash their systems." To idealistic young students at the law school, he promised, "We will be the ones writing the laws, not them." Every contact became another node in the network, exponentially increasing the power of "The Hippocratic Oath."

	Layla: The Secret in the Gilded Cage

	Meanwhile, Layla watched Kayra's transformation with horror. She felt him becoming more distant, colder, and more dangerous. Her father, Rıza Bey, was one of the city's most powerful construction magnates, and Layla had repeatedly seen men in his office whom she suspected were connected to the Aryans. One evening, her heart leaped into her throat when she overheard her father on the phone saying, "The Aryans' 'cleansing' operation in that district will affect our business too; let's make a deal accordingly."

	She wanted to warn Kayra, but she was also afraid of this new, dark version of him. If Kayra learned of her father's connection to the Aryans, would he see him as a target? This dilemma paralyzed her. Every meeting with Kayra became a test of her lies. Kayra, in turn, interpreted Layla's anxiety as "weakness" and "a failure to understand," burying his feelings for her even deeper.

	The Midnight Sanctuary: The First Major Plan

	One night, in the basement sanctuary, the most critical meeting of "The Hippocratic Oath" was taking place. Elif stood before Kayra, a file in her hand.

	"Physician, the analysis is complete. The Aryans' strongest figure within the university is Vice Dean Orhan Bey. He manages the student clubs, scholarships, and even the security unit on their behalf. He is also a close business partner with Layla's father, Rıza Bey. They secure construction contracts together."

	A flicker of disturbance crossed Kayra's face. Layla's name was still a vulnerability. But that flicker was replaced by an ice-cold resolve.

	"Good," said Kayra, his voice filled with a menacing calm. "Then we begin the treatment at the source of the infection. Vice Dean Orhan Bey's career will end abruptly and mysteriously. We will expose him, shatter the Aryans' trust in him, and weaken Rıza Bey so he also gets his share of this ruin."

	He fixed his eyes on the photo of Orhan Bey on the screen. He was no longer just a medical student; he was a surgeon planning an operation. And this operation would not just change one life, but perhaps the fate of an entire nation.

	 

	CHAPTER: THE FIRST SURGERY

	Kayra's mind evaluated the steps needed to eliminate Vice Dean Orhan Bey like a surgeon planning a complex operation. A single mistake could ruin everything, landing them all in prison, or worse. The plan would have three phases: Diagnosis, Intervention, and Recovery.

	Phase 1: Diagnosis - The Incision

	Can, under the cover of night, breached the security system of the university's administrative building using an algorithm he had written himself. His focus was the computer and private phone line in Orhan Bey's office. Elif was cross-referencing previously gathered data: "donations" to companies linked to the Aryans, suspicious tenders, and the luxurious educational expenses of his son abroad.

	A week later, they struck gold. Can managed to decrypt part of Orhan Bey's correspondence on an encrypted messaging app. One of the messages showed the Aryans requesting the university security plans and a list of student club leaders from Orhan Bey for an upcoming "protest cleansing" operation. In return, he was promised a hefty commission from a construction project overseen by Rıza Bey.

	When Kayra obtained this information, he began pacing the room. With a cold, calculated anger, he muttered, "He's not just a corrupt academic. He's a traitor who sells out his students, makes them open targets for violence. And Rıza Bey... Layla's father..." That last sentence created a tension in the room. Everyone knew of Kayra's deep attachment to Layla.

	"Has the plan changed, Physician?" Demir asked, a note of concern in his voice.

	Kayra answered without hesitation: "No. The treatment will be applied wherever necessary. Emotional attachments must not prevent us from removing a cancer cell."

	Phase 2: Intervention - Setting the Trap

	The plan was to trap Orhan Bey within his own corrupt world. Zeynep prepared a powerful, temporary psychoactive drug, stolen from state laboratories. It worked like a kind of "truth serum," lowering inhibitions and forcing hidden thoughts to the surface.

	The task was to administer it to Orhan Bey. Kayra chose the least risky and most elegant method: the private coffee machine in Orhan's office. Disguised as a cleaning woman, with the help of a student in the university's cleaning crew, Demir accessed the office. The team, watching via a hidden camera in the sanctuary, held their breath. Demir's hands were shaking, but he finally managed to pour the powdered drug into Orhan's personal coffee capsule.

	The next day, Orhan Bey had an important meeting: the university board and several external guests... among them, businessmen suspected of ties to the Aryans. A listening device, planted by Can, was in the room.

	The operation was underway.

	Midway through the meeting, the drug began to take effect. Orhan Bey grew increasingly aggressive and unrestrained. While discussing the university budget, he leaned towards one of the businessmen and sneered, "The budget? You need to learn to play the game. I have to give half of the 'gift' you gave me to the Rector. But I might arrange a special price for you..."

	The room fell into a stunned silence. The guests were shocked and uneasy. The Rector's face turned pale. Orhan, unable to stop himself, started shouting, invoking the Aryans' name: "Without them, not a single building rises on this campus! Do you think I have this power alone?"

	Just then, the door to the meeting room swung open. Kayra entered, his expression cold and determined, a file in his hand. Behind him were the heads of other student clubs and a few trusted faculty members.

	"Vice Dean Orhan Bey," Kayra said, his voice clear and resonant enough to fill the room. "I believe we have collectively diagnosed the necessary treatment for our university's health." He dropped the file onto the table. Inside were printouts of the correspondence Can had obtained, along with financial records.

	At that moment, a photographer's flash went off. The event became news the next day, posted on the university's bulletin board and spread across social media by an anonymous account. The headline was simple: "The Face of Corruption and Betrayal: The Confessions of Vice Dean Orhan."

	Aftermath and a New Era

	Orhan Bey was immediately suspended, and an investigation was launched. The Aryans had lost one of their most valuable pawns at the university and suffered a major blow to their public reputation. Rıza Bey's business relationships and standing were severely damaged.

	That night, the atmosphere in the "Hippocratic Oath" sanctuary was victorious. But there was no look of triumph on Kayra's face. He stared out the window at the city lights. The first surgery had been successful, but the patient was still very sick.

	His phone vibrated. It was Layla. Her voice was shaky and full of anger.

	"Kayra! What have you done? My father... his office is in chaos. They know about my connection to you. This was your doing, wasn't it? Did you think my father would do those terrible things?"

	Kayra took a deep breath. He could hear the pain in Layla's voice, but it did not shake his resolve.

	"Layla," he said, his voice tired but firm. "I no longer assume what anyone will do. I only look at what they have done. And what your father did was deepening one of this country's wounds. Treatment is painful. Sometimes, it hurts the healthy tissue too."

	The silence on the other end of the line was louder than a scream. "You... you've become a monster, Kayra," Layla whispered, and the call ended.

	Kayra put the phone down. A monster... Perhaps she was right. But this monster was the only way to survive in a world that sought to destroy him and those he loved. The first surgery was over. Now it was time to plan bigger, more radical operations to heal the entire patient: Krosnovya itself. This was only the beginning.

	 

	CHAPTER: SHATTERED MIRRORS

	Victory was like wine that tasted of honey but was laced with poison for the "Hippocratic Oath." Their success had strengthened the group's morale and their faith in Kayra. But this victory also brought with it a growing external threat and deepening internal fissures.

	Layla watched the distant city lights from her window. The angry voices from her father Rıza Bey's study made the walls vibrate. She swung the door open and found him at his desk, his face crimson with rage, a whiskey glass in his hand. The room smelled of expensive cigar smoke and the heavy scent of failure.

	"It was that... that friend of yours who did this, wasn't it, Layla?" Rıza Bey roared, his voice choked and threatening. "It was that Kayra who drove Orhan mad and dragged me into this scandal!"

	Layla looked at her father without fear, even with a cold disgust. "Vice Dean Orhan poisoned his own coffee, Father. And you were a partner to that poison. Kayra merely held up a mirror. Why are you so afraid of what you see?"

	Rıza Bey was momentarily stunned by his daughter's unexpected courage, then grew even angrier. "What do you know of the real world? To survive in this country, sometimes you have to lean on dirty hands! I did everything to protect you, this family! That boy is just a utopian chasing a dream, burning everything down!"

	"No, Father," Layla replied, her voice trembling but firm. "You're only protecting your own kingdom. And Kayra... Kayra is no longer the boy I knew." Her eyes welled up. "Maybe I never knew him. Maybe we all only ever saw one piece of the mirror."

	That night, Layla thought about her last phone call with Kayra. She had called him a "monster." But what was her father? As both sides fought to destroy each other, what would become of those caught in the middle, the things being shattered? The next morning, she couldn't focus on her pharmacy classes. Every male student avoided her, thinking she was Kayra's spy; every girl whispered behind her back. Layla was trapped in an invisible glass bell jar.

	The "Hippocratic Oath's" sanctuary in the cadaver storage room had transformed into a more organized headquarters. Complex diagrams mapping the Aryan network hung on the walls, and in one corner stood Can's state-of-the-art computer system.

	The night after the victory, Kayra had gathered the group. There was a drunken euphoria in the air.

	"That was only the beginning," Kayra spoke, but his voice lacked the expected enthusiasm. His face was pale from sleeplessness and the weight of a heavy burden. "Orhan was just a symptom. The real disease is the very system that breeds men like him."

	Elif spread her analysis files before her. "The Physician is right. The Aryans have become more aggressive since the incident. They're pressuring the university administration, threatening to shut down clubs they suspect are close to us. And..." She hesitated. "...Layla's father, Rıza Bey, had a secret meeting last night with one of the Aryans' high-ranking figures, a man called 'The Wolf.' We couldn't learn the content, but they're likely trying to contain the damage from the scandal."

	Kayra's expression didn't change, but when Layla's name was mentioned, a tension tightened his fingers around the pen he was holding.

	Demir jumped to his feet. "Then let our next target be this 'Wolf'! We'll expose him the same way!"

	"No," Kayra cut him off, his voice sharp and authoritative. "We can't use the same method again. The enemy is awake. We must go deeper, more insidious." He turned his eyes to Can. "I want Rıza Bey and this 'Wolf' under full surveillance. Their financial movements, communication networks, travel plans. We will track every penny, every message."

	Then he turned to Zeynep. "Reach out to the victims injured in the Aryans' violent attacks. Offer them medical aid. We are officially launching the 'Public Health' wing of our group. If we don't earn the people's trust, we're just another underground gang."

	This was a moment that showcased Kayra's strategic genius. He wasn't just attacking; he was also cultivating the soil. But in giving these orders, he had not hesitated to define Layla's father as a "target." The "Physician" within him was overpowering "Kayra."

	Over the next few weeks, an invisible war played out on the streets of Velgrad. The "Hippocratic Oath's" "Public Health" unit began providing anonymous, free medical support to those harmed by Aryan violence. It became a legend among the people. They spoke of the "Doctors in the Shadows," the "Physicians of the Poor."

	One evening, a grocery store threatened by the Aryans had its windows smashed. The next morning, a few young people, guided by a "Public Health" member, replaced the glass and cleaned the walls. The elderly shopkeeper, his eyes tearful, had said, "Rıza Bey's men asked for protection money... you are repairing it."

	These small but meaningful actions were turning the "Hippocratic Oath" into a tangible beacon of hope in the city's poor neighborhoods. On the other hand, the Aryans weren't idle either; threats poured into the areas where "Public Health" operated, and ambushes were set for young members.

	Amid these small wars, Kayra was fighting his own internal battle. He couldn't sleep at night. He woke from dreams filled with Layla's cries of "Monster!" on one side, and Mira's bloody face on the other. Victory, far from bringing him peace, had only made his burden heavier. He felt the power he wielded was pulling him further away from that fatherless, lonely boy he once was. But there was no turning back. Looking behind him, he saw only the wreckage of the bridges he had burned.

	The Critical Junction

	One night, Can broke the silence in the sanctuary, speaking excitedly: "Physician! I got it! Rıza Bey made a large money transfer to 'The Wolf.' But the money didn't go directly to the Aryans. It went to a retired Colonel, İlhan, the former commander of a military depot outside the city. What does this mean?"

	A spark ignited in Kayra's eyes. This could mean a new, far more dangerous actor had entered the game. Connections within the army...

	"Physician," Elif whispered, her face creased with worry. "This changes the rules. We were dealing with civilians. If we start messing with the army's dirty laundry..."

	Kayra didn't let Elif finish her sentence. He stood up. His face bore that familiar, determined, ice-cold expression.

	"So the metastasis has spread deeper, to the vital organs," he said. "Then our treatment must become more radical, more invasive. Start researching Colonel İlhan. His past, his victories, his sins, his family... Learn everything. This country's immune system must be prepared for the highest level of intervention."

	The decision was made. Kayra was preparing to fight not just a university gang or a corrupt academic, but a much larger monster, one that could perhaps change the fate of all Krosnovya. And in this war, how much of his own humanity was he willing to sacrifice? The answer was lost in the cold, dark walls of the cadaver depot.

	 

	CHAPTER: THE CYCLE OF LOYALTY AND BETRAYAL

	Kayra had spent hours hunched over the Colonel İlhan file. The dark circles under his eyes were proof of his struggle to shoulder the burdens of medical school and this shadow war simultaneously. Yet, what truly preoccupied his mind wasn't the involvement of a military figure. The real issue was this figure's connection to Layla's father, Rıza Bey. Every piece of data, every financial trail, seemed to lead inexorably back to Layla.

	Layla stared at her reflection in the vast, gilded mirror of the family mansion. This golden cage she lived in was making it harder to breathe. Her father, Rıza Bey, had become more paranoid and harsh since the scandal. Every conversation at home had turned into a power play. Her mother simply watched events unfold in silence, submitting to her husband's authority. Layla resented her mother's passive stance, yet she could also understand her choice to survive that way. It felt like a kind of betrayal; she was trapped between her loyalty to her family and the injustice she felt.

	One evening, her father summoned her to his study. On his desk was a high school photograph of Kayra.
"You will sever all ties with that boy, Layla," he said, his tone cold and final. "He is an enemy of this family. If you stand with him, you will bear the consequences."

	Layla looked at the smiling young boy in the photo, who didn't yet carry the weight of the world on his shoulders. Then she turned to her father. Her voice trembled, but her eyes were hard.
"Father, you always taught me that family bonds and loyalty are sacred. But what about you? Is your loyalty only to those with power? Is collaborating with a man like Orhan Bey, with those... Aryans, how you protect our family?"

	Rıza Bey shot up from his chair in a sudden rage. "You dare question me? I protected you from everything! When that boy had no family, we took care of him! Is this the repayment for our loyalty?"

	Layla's eyes welled up. "Yes, you did. And I am still loyal to him. But that doesn't mean I approve of everything he does. And it doesn't mean I will turn a blind eye to everything you do." She walked out of the room, leaving behind a stunned and furious father.

	The atmosphere in the "Hippocratic Oath" sanctuary was tense. Can was trying to decrypt Colonel İlhan's suspicious communications with the military base. Elif was piecing together evidence that the money Rıza Bey sent to the Colonel was actually funding an unofficial "militia force." This was the Aryans' armed wing.
"Physician," said Elif, her voice worried. "Rıza Bey isn't just providing money for this militia. He's also providing logistical support. Warehouses, transport... It's all through his companies. If we expose this connection..."

	Kayra didn't let her finish. "It will reach Layla. I know." He paced the room. His hands were clenched into fists in his pockets. "But if we let this militia become operational, there will be a bloodbath. The Aryans will gain the power to rule the streets."

	Demir asked angrily, "Which is more important, Physician? Layla or this country?"

	Kayra stopped suddenly and turned to him. A rare flash of anger ignited in his eyes. "Layla is one of the most innocent, uncorrupted parts of this country. Protecting her is the same as fighting for this country's good. If anything happens to her, every victory we've won will be meaningless."

	It was the first emotional reaction he had shown the group. The room fell silent. Kayra collected himself. "We will change our plan. We will not target Rıza Bey directly. First, we will isolate Colonel İlhan. We will cut him off from Rıza Bey. This provides Layla with a layer of remote protection."

	On a Sunday morning, Kayra sent Layla an unexpected message. "We need to talk. Somewhere you feel safe." After hesitating, Layla agreed to meet at the café of a crowded art gallery.

	They sat side-by-side in a silence that lay between them like a corpse. Kayra stirred his coffee; Layla stared out the window.
"Your father..." Kayra began, his voice uncharacteristically soft.

	"Stop, Kayra," Layla cut him off, her eyes still fixed on the window. "Please. I don't want to hear you talk about him, or him talk about you."

	"I'm not here to talk, but to warn you," Kayra insisted. "The circle is closing in around him. He's dealing with very dangerous people. Please, be careful."

	Layla finally looked at him. Her eyes held both longing and fear. "What about you, Kayra? Are you dangerous?"

	Kayra struggled to answer. The "Physician" inside him was screaming yes. But the "Kayra" facing Layla...
"Never to you," he whispered. It was as potent as a confession. "Everything I do is to clean up this rotten world you grew up in too. To put out the fire that's threatening to consume you, too."

	Layla's eyes filled with tears. "But you're burning everything down to put out the fire, Kayra. Me... you..." She placed her hand on top of Kayra's on the table—a brief, poignant touch. "What happened to that idealistic boy? The one who wanted to study medicine and heal people?"

	Kayra wanted to pull his hand away, but Layla's warmth reminded him, for a moment, that he was human. "That boy," he said, his voice broken, "learned that to heal his patients, he first had to cleanse the contagion inside the hospital. And that couldn't be done without getting his hands dirty."

	Layla withdrew her hand. "Then please, don't touch me with your dirty hands. Don't damage the last part of you that remained clean."

	She stood up and left the café. Kayra watched her go, left with two half-finished coffees and the deep, heavy ache Layla had planted in his heart. He was fighting to protect her, but this war was pushing her further away each time. This paradox was slowly eating him alive from the inside.

	That night, Can let out a triumphant cry in the sanctuary. "We found it! An encrypted message from Colonel İlhan to Rıza Bey. 'The merchandise arrives next week. Waiting in Warehouse T.' 'T'? Supplies? Rifles?"

	Kayra's mind raced. This was proof the militia was being armed. They couldn't target Rıza Bey directly, but they could intercept these weapons and expose the Colonel. It could be a way to deal a major blow with minimal harm to Layla.

	But as he contemplated the plan, Layla's last words echoed in his mind: "Don't touch me with your dirty hands."

	This time, should he find a way to keep his hands clean? Or did the path to his goal lie in the ruthless pragmatism that defined the "Physician"? His next move would determine not only the course of his war against the Aryans but also the fate of his own soul. And he had to make this decision not with a surgeon's cold precision, but with the anguish of a young man whose heart was shattered.

	 

	CHAPTER: GOD AND THE WOODEN PUPPETS

	Kayra's mind now operated in two parallel universes simultaneously. On one side, the tangible realities of medical school: bones, muscles, chemical formulas. On the other, a reality he had constructed himself, whose rules he dictated: the mission to heal Krosnovya. Like Light Yagami, he had begun to see himself as a chosen intellect, tasked with cleansing this dirty world. And the cold doctrine of solipsism fed this view: if his mind was the only absolute reality, then his sense of justice must be absolute too. Everything else was merely a wooden puppet to be manipulated. Yet Layla persisted in this perfect equation as an inconsistency, a 'human error'.

	The sanctuary had transformed into Kayra's personal laboratory. The schematics on the walls were maps of his divine chessboard. A red "X" was drawn over Colonel İlhan's photograph. To Kayra, he was no longer a human, but a pathological case to be treated.
"İlhan is a carrier of a virus infecting the system," Kayra explained to his group. The calm, didactic tone in his voice was becoming increasingly chilling. "Rıza Bey is a weak immune system allowing this virus to multiply. The treatment must be to destroy the virus while ensuring the host survives. Layla... Layla is the host's last remaining healthy cell."

	Elif shuddered upon hearing this analogy. "Physician, these are people. You're referring to them as 'hosts' and 'viruses'."

	Kayra turned to her. His expression was that of a professor patiently explaining something to a student. "That's precisely the point, Elif. They are no longer 'people'. They are a set of actions, influences, and consequences. I judge them by the outcomes they create. Does a surgeon think the cancerous tissue he's removing was once a mother, a father? No. It is merely diseased tissue that must be excised."

	This was pure solipsism. Nothing outside Kayra's mind had any independent reality. Everything existed solely through his perception and judgment. Just as Light Yagami proclaimed himself the god of the world, Kayra saw himself as Krosnovya's ultimate 'Physician'.

	The plan was ingenious and ruthless. Instead of targeting Colonel İlhan directly, they would target what he held most dear: his reputation and his past military honor.

	Can accessed classified documents about an old military operation involving İlhan. Under his orders, there had been innocent civilian casualties, but the incident had been covered up. Zeynep obtained İlhan's personal medication prescriptions; he was being treated for ongoing post-traumatic stress disorder, which could call his judgment into question.

	Kayra used this information as a weapon of psychological warfare. First, anonymous letters were sent to İlhan's former subordinates, hinting he was "unstable" and "haunted by ghosts of the past." Then, rumors implicating his connection to the Aryans began circulating in military circles.

	The masterstroke came from Kayra. He sent a comprehensive, well-documented article to the editor of a military journal titled, "Hero or Killer? The Hidden Past of Colonel İlhan." The article did not directly accuse İlhan; it merely "asked questions." But the questions

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	

	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
		Smell: He remembered the scent of dust and lavender that clung to her while she studied in her mother's old library. That smell belonged to the only times he felt "safe."

		Touch: One day at university, tired, he laid his head on a desk, and Layla gently stroked his hair. A silent, non-judgmental touch, simply "being there."

		Voice: The way she said his name. "Kayra." Now everyone called him "Physician." The name "Kayra" sounded like a word from a lost civilization.



	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
		Transparent Treasury: All state tenders were moved to a public digital platform in real-time. Every penny spent, every contract awarded to which company, could be tracked. A few high-level bureaucrats who attempted to manipulate this system were tried, purged, and made an example of, publicly and swiftly.

		Tax Reform: The old, complex system prone to evasion was abolished. A simple, automated, and progressive tax system was introduced on corporate profits and high-income individuals. The collected resources were directly channeled into infrastructure and technology investments.

		Domestic Production Mobilization: Strategic sectors where they were dependent on imports (pharmaceuticals, high-tech, defense) were identified. State-funded R&D centers and tax exemptions for the private sector were established in these fields. The aim was to achieve self-sufficiency in these sectors within a decade.



	
	
	
		Cyber Defense Network (CDN): In response to the Minerva threat, a highly secretive military cyber defense network, independent of the "Social Immune System," was established. Its purpose was to prevent not only internal threats but also external cyber attacks.

		Domestic Defense Industry: Old, imported, and incompatible equipment was scrapped. Through licensing agreements with the Vestra Empire, production lines for modern tanks, air defense systems, and Unmanned Aerial Vehicles (UAVs) began to be established in Krosnovya. The Physician said, "A nation's independence begins with its ability to make its own weapons."



	
	
		Relations with the Vestra Empire: The Physician's stability-focused, authoritarian rule pleased Vestra. A strategic partnership was formed between the two nations.



	
		Military Cooperation: Vestra provided advisors and licenses to modernize the Krosnovyan army.

		Energy Agreement: Krosnovya's natural gas pipeline was connected to international markets through Vestra. This opened a tremendous revenue stream for Krosnovya.

		Mutual Interdependence: The Physician was careful not to become entirely dependent on Vestra. He channeled energy revenues into investments aimed at reducing reliance on Vestran technology.



	
		Relations with the United Oceanic Republics (UOR): The UOR viewed the Physician as a dictator and frequently condemned him for human rights violations. However, the Physician did not sever relations completely.



	
		Trade War and Compromise: The UOR imposed high tariffs on certain Krosnovyan goods (especially steel and rare earth elements). In retaliation, the Physician restricted UOR-origin luxury consumer goods and some high-tech products.

		Pragmatic Dialogue: The Physician avoided direct conflict with the UOR. Instead, he kept the door ajar for UOR companies to participate as "consultants" in Krosnovya's developing technology and infrastructure projects. This allowed for some technology transfer while balancing the UOR with the fear of completely losing the Krosnovyan market.



	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
		Channeled Rage: "Official" forums were opened on state-controlled social media platforms to discuss the "Your Turn Is Coming" slogan. Dissenting voices were drawn to these platforms, where they were isolated, monitored, and pitted against each other.

		Cultural Chemotherapy: Instead of instant, high-dosage propaganda, a long-term "cultural revision" program was launched. Themes portraying the Physician as "a genius forced to make hard decisions" were woven into TV series and school curricula. Accidents were presented as "the inevitable costs of a great transformation."

		Targeted Elimination: Significant resources were allocated to infiltrate Minerva's real communication networks. The goal was not the foot soldiers on the streets, but the brain—Layla and Can.



	
	
		The Birth of the Semiconductor Valley: Through licenses obtained from Vestra and intense R&D investment, Krosnovya began producing its own domestic chips for the first time. Though they started as simple microcontrollers, this was a giant step towards strategic independence.

		Defense Industry Miracles: The "Eagle" series UAVs were now used not just for reconnaissance, but for targeted strikes. More importantly, a secret "Cyber Electronic Warfare" project was underway, one that even surprised Vestran engineers. This system was designed to detect and neutralize Minerva's cyber attacks.

		Energy Independence: The first phase of the "Sun Belt" project was completed. Thirty percent of Novya's energy needs were now met by this massive power plant. While reducing external dependence, it also granted the Physician a "green dictator" image, providing a degree of legitimacy even with the UOR.



	
	
		The Vestra Empire - From Cooperation to Suspicion: Vestra, which had initially seen the Physician as a useful ally, was now uneasy. The technological leap in Velgrad threatened their monopoly in certain sectors. The Vestran Foreign Minister formally conveyed concerns in a diplomatic note that "Krosnovya's rapid militarization could lead to regional instability." Cooperation was giving way to a hidden rivalry.

		The United Oceanic Republics (UOR) - Open Hostility: For the UOR, the situation was clearer. Krosnovya was not just a dictatorship, but had now become an economic and technological rival. The UOR not only increased tariffs on Krosnovyan goods but also began pressuring Vestra, claiming that "technology transfers to Velgrad violate international sanctions." They were now attacking the Physician not only with human rights allegations but also with trade wars.

		Neighboring States - Fear and Opportunity: Other smaller neighboring states were split in their reaction to Krosnovya's ascent. While some feared the Physician's authoritarian model, others sought ways to cut deals with him to get a share of this growth. Krosnovya was becoming a gravitational center in the region.



	
	
		He offered Vestra the licensing rights to the newly developed UAVs in exchange for "not yielding to UOR pressure." This strengthened Vestra's hand against the UOR.

		Simultaneously, back channels were opened to opposition industrial groups within the UOR, inviting them to invest in Velgrad. The Physician was exploiting the conflicts of interest within his enemy's camp.



	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
