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VOLUME I. THE KING PRAWN
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JONAS DRAGON
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He barely stirred from his sleep; the sun beamed through the room's towering floor-to-ceiling windows. His eyes darted from left to right; the ladies of the night were also deeply asleep. He had indulged in copious amounts of booze and marijuana the night before, leaving his brain feeling as heavy as a boulder. He pushed the woman to his right and slipped out of bed. With a muscular build and broad torso, he made his way towards the balcony, where a beam of sunshine illuminated his deep-red dragon tattoo on his nape. On a whim, he returned to bed, parted the legs of one of the unconscious women, and began thrusting. He reached his climax, which was as weak as the last sip of wine. However, the woman remained unmoved, not batting an eyelid or stirring.

Jonas, also known as Dragon in the Mekong, rose from the bed once more and pulled on his shorts by the velvet sofa before leaving the room. “I'll bring your coffee now,” the petite maid, whom he encountered in the corridor, said before stepping away with mincing steps.

Born to Arab-Algerian men and Thai prostitutes in one of the most notorious brothels in Thailand, Jonas and Rabah had grown up amidst the squalor of a Parisian ghetto, where poverty and filth were part of daily existence. Their mothers had taken them to France when they were only three years old, benefiting from some perks the French government had offered Thai single moms at the time. Then, by some twist of fate, they had returned to Thailand at the age of ten. Throughout their tender ages, they had stuck together through thick and thin. They had grown up together; they had first pummeled the living daylights out of bullies and bedded women together... 

“Oh Rabah, oh my freak,” he muttered to himself. He remembered that day like it was yesterday. Back then, they were stuck in that grimy slum in France. It was crystal clear they stuck out like sore thumbs in that country; their appearance, their vibe, their whole deal was just different. The folks in the slums were more or less in the same boat, but whenever they managed to sneak out and hit the streets of Paris, they saw the real deal. Those classy ladies, those sharp-dressed dudes, those valets tipping their hats while escorting fancy ladies to their swanky apartments... It was a whole different world. The cops felt like they were from another planet, too... They'd been there since day one, clueless about how they even ended up there, but they knew deep down they were outsiders in that scene. They were That day, Rabah's junkie mother had thrown him off the second-floor balcony in a rage because stupid Rabah had been whining for food for hours. He used to whine a lot, Jonas remembered. But Jonas had learned a while back that crying, whining, and begging didn't get him anywhere and just made things worse. They were both around five or six years old, but Jonas vividly recalled rushing to his buddy who was lying on the ground, trying his best to comfort him. Rabah's head was bleeding like crazy... After that day, Jonas thought Rabah became even weirder than he already was. It sucked that nobody had come to help them; they had just lain there on the concrete covered in trash until the blood dried up and turned dark. During that time, Rabah had cried nonstop. But this time around, he had silently shed tears - at least he had figured out that staying quiet was safer; they had to be invisible if they wanted to avoid getting hurt. They had to be like rats living in sewage - only coming out when it was dark and no one could see them... His beloved buddy... Freak...

After Rabah's mother succumbed to an overdose, Dragon's mother took custody of him in exchange for some extra cash from the French government. They were nine years old. Did she take care of him? No. They lived in garbage, tunnels, and subways for a year, as she had already kicked both of them out of the apartment in the slum. Eventually, she made a run back to Thailand with a pimp she had met in Paris, an Arab again, leaving both of them stuck in that shitty Parisian hellhole. The memory of finding two plane tickets with their names on them in a dingy envelope and their passports one day, allegedly left by some social worker in that rundown slum, still haunted him. But, they were just kids with no money to get to the airport. Then, on the day of the flight, two random ladies showed up in the slum, drove them to the airport, and practically forced them onto the damn plane. They had been told their mother, who had custody of them, would be waiting for them there. However, when they landed at Bangkok Airport, there was nobody there to welcome them, so they ended up once more wandering the streets with whatever cash those French social workers had given them. Their first mission? Find Dragon's deadbeat mom who had ditched them in that godforsaken slum. They had figured she could at least give them a place to sleep since they didn't have anyone else in this damn world - even if she was made from mud or something. Turned out, though, her ass had also kicked it from an overdose in some grimy Walking Street go-go club corner.

The vibe in Bangkok was something else, a world in which their balls were not broken like they were in France. On the contrary, they were revered for their mixed blood and seen almost as divine creatures. They were into all sorts of shady stuff from the age of ten, but being small and fast helped them dodge trouble. Rabah wasn't always so lucky though; he got nabbed a few times for smuggling drugs. It was crazy - just when things seemed dire, the King, who had been asked to approve his execution, caught wind of Rabah's situation and called this notorious little brat to the palace. From that point on, everything changed. Rabah never spilled the beans about his deal with the King, but Dragon could tell it was a game-changer.

Over the years, they built their cartel by exerting influence in the right places, beating down the right people, and it flourished, competing with the major players. They trafficked in everything illegal and exploited every opportunity that came their way in the vast expanse of Bangkok's streets, growing like an unstoppable force in the criminal underworld. Eventually, they moved to the Mekong Delta and capitalized on the political instability and turmoil there, establishing drug production operations in the Golden Triangle that would overshadow those of the Mexican cartels. Their products were cheaper, and Rabah's formulas, mostly herbal, gave them an edge, allowing them to dominate the entire region.

How did he achieve that? Because he was a freak. He was naturally hallucinating all day long; living in Alice’s wonderland. Dragon knew it was from all those hits and kicks he had taken to his head as a kid. His mind worked like a chemist - incredibly intelligent like some delirious scientist. He studied herbs in delta; what pacified him made people super high, he found out, and started producing drugs to make people taste the same delirium he experienced every day. Oh those freaky ice blue eyes that always wandered like balls in their sockets... Like glasses... He was cursed, Dragon believed... 

Both young and audacious, they had risen from poverty and hardship. Most significantly, neither he nor Rabah had feared death. They had eventually ousted the Mexicans from the region. What a war it was, he mused. The drug trade in the Far East was now being managed by themselves, only in their twenties, and then voila!  Rabah left him, at the peak of their success. Not the cartel, but himself. The cartel and its villages still operated under Rabah's leadership; even though he was out of the region, he had created such a strong network that it still functioned seamlessly. The King’s support was always behind him of course. The deal they had made that day behind those huge opulent gold-adorned doors was key to understanding it all. 

It was more satisfying for Rabah to experience respect in Europe where he had suffered oppression as a child. Despite the threat from the Mexican cartels, he enjoyed flaunting his lifestyle in front of the European authorities, and he remained unscathed because he conducted his significant business anonymously in Asia. 

The cartel they had founded was now producing the most extensive quantity of drugs in the so-called Golden Triangle, where Laos, Thailand, and Myanmar converged. And now he desired Rabah's death. It was baffling why Rabah had ratted to the police or bedded the cop woman. Perhaps he had fallen for her; the witless bastard. Wasn't it reminiscent of their youth? Rabah's persistent affection and longing for a family... The motivations behind Rabah and Vang Nham, the Vietnamese philanthropist and affluent scoundrel, being complicit in this scheme were also inexplicable.

The Turkish gateway to Europe had been lost, and the Thai government's recent laws and policies had already sickened him with the human trafficking trade. Perhaps it was a blessing in disguise, he pondered, as he was also weary of lining the pockets of the junta with money.

Vang Nham, being the main lobbyist and supporter of the Thai government's aggressive anti-trafficking laws and campaigns in recent years, could have had justifiable reasons. The trafficked individuals were funneled through Thailand as a transit point from Laos, Cambodia, and Vietnam before reaching Turkey, and Vang Nham hailed from Vietnam. His motivations were clear, but Rabah's remained incomprehensible to Jonas. Fortunately, Vang Nham, that primate, had met his demise in the meticulously planned assassination in Laos. He had also sent a sniper for Rabah, but not to kill him; just to give him a message, to irritate him, to mess with him, to scare the shit out of him like he used to do when they were kids. But that sneaky bastard had managed to catch and kill the sniper...

The revelation of all the details about Rabah’s betrayal in a series of messages from an anonymous source could only be described as a miraculous intervention for Jonas. Along with the messages, the nameless sender had provided certain documents and photos. It was clear, he thought, that Rabah was part of a group of backstabbers. The news of the Flemish informant, which he had never believed, had turned out to be a fabrication, thus. He knew that the cop woman had left with the French intelligence officers at the airport, while Rabah had flown to the French Riviera in a chopper. Could there be more solid evidence of Rabah’s betrayal than his being airlifted to his mansion in a military chopper? 

As he gazed at the photo of the cop chick in his palm, his manhood swelled with excitement at the possibility of spending time with her. The diminutive maid, who brought him his coffee in his customary mug, placed it upon the coffee table and awaited a further command. Extending his muscular arm, which bore an intricate tattoo of a vibrant dragon spanning a length of forty centimeters, he beckoned her closer. Then, unzipping his shorts, he seized her by the hair and forced his cock into her mouth.

He stared at the distant photograph of the cop chick, her brown hair dancing in the wind, for a while. Possessed by fervor, he climaxed in mere seconds, yet his groaning and the spurt of his semen seemed interminable. Crumpling up her photograph in his right hand, he rose as the maid retreated, zipped his fly, and took a sip of his coffee. 

Amidst the symphony of melodies of the chirping of birds atop the roof, he felt a newfound zest for life surging within him. Standing at the forefront of the vast glass-fronted living space, he cast his gaze upon the boundless forests of the Mekong Delta, extending for miles into the horizon. Then he stepped out onto the crescent-shaped balcony and approached the balustrade flanked by serpentine statues with multiple heads. The forest canopy, dominated by bamboo adorned with phosphorescent verdant leaves, draped the village in a veil of ash, oak, maple, and conifer. Armed men stood guard by the production facility and the fringes of the forest, while groups of men and women dined on the ground before bamboo houses. A few barefoot children played with chopsticks nearby. He observed two LPTA military trucks, each laden with kilos of high-grade drugs, parked at the rear exit of the vast prefabricated complex, surrounded by ten Ford pickups. That year, Rabah had set a record by manufacturing one hundred million stimulant pills based on his own magnificent formulas. Four other villages similar to this one existed in the Golden Triangle, where the majority of the workforce hailed from impoverished villages in other regions.

He stood on the balcony of an ancient temple, magnificent with its bell-shaped chedi towers and guardian yaksha demons, overlooking the panorama of the village below. Rabah had transformed the old temple into his residence, equipping it with all the trappings of modern civilization and technology. In the past, when Rabah lived in the delta, he ruled like a monarch, caring for his subjects, and the villagers revered the cartel devoutly. They still did. Survival was their sole concern. They merely worshipped the cartel for providing sustenance to their famished stomachs; Rabah was the only entity keeping them alive. 

So, a bunch of warehouses, businesses, and private addresses connected to the network had been raided. And when he had heard that Rabah had arrived in France with the lady cop, he knew he had to switch up his game plan. He thought taking out Rabah would be like serving him up on a silver platter.

He studied the photo of the cop woman, running his finger over her cheekbones, her cute little nose, and those mesmerizing hazel-green eyes. If she was the reason Rabah had gone to such lengths, then she was worth having. He wondered why she was chilling in a secret villa on the French Riviera with the French cops instead of hanging out at Rabah's mansion. Maybe, as a damn law enforcement, she needed to be surrounded by other damn law enforcement, namely pigs.

They would certainly find a loophole to get the woman out of there. His team on the Riviera had been keeping a close eye on the villa since the previous evening, noting every detail: the positions of the panzers, the room where she stayed, how often patrols circled the area, and how long the guards stayed at their posts by the gate. His new plan was more intricate; he intended not only to kill her but also to pulverize her into a pulp before ending her life.

He also knew that Lenard, who'd been hellbent to lock up Rabah for ages, had gone all the way to Turkey to join the investigation into Nehir's murder. It seemed to him that the French and the Turks had likely collaborated and assigned this Turkish cop woman to Nehir's investigation for the purpose of obtaining valuable information from Rabah through sexpionage. Stuff like sexpionage, surveillance, plots – that was basically what the French were experts in. He, himself, was the most direct witness to Rabah's folly of intimacy; he had witnessed Rabah's fantasies of having a family at a mere ten years of age.

“Damn, Lenard!” he grumbled. He knew that Lenard's father had been the French ambassador to Thailand once. So, no French dude would know more about the poverty here than Lenard. “Son of a bitch,” he muttered. “Aristocratic scumbag.”

Rabah had once thought he was going to walk the noble eightfold path like a boss. “Did he actually pull it off?” he asked himself. No, he was pretty damn sure Rabah had barely made reached the third tier, for even Buddha would run for his life if he saw Rabah coming. That insane devil, he thought. Would he finally get a chance this time to gouge out his stunning ice-blue eyes? Well, he knew that Rabah was not just going to sit back and remain idle either.

Descending the wooden staircase, he entered the hall, a sacred space with a ceiling reaching about eight meters high. In one corner sat a towering golden Buddha, and bowing down, he prostrated himself with his agile, muscular body before it. Before leaving the temple, he pressed the button of the music system on the wall and selected Christos Fourkis' “Ikariotiko.” 

Excellent choice.

Rushing down the temple's vast stone staircase, also crescent-shaped like its balcony, he arrived in a verdant alley shaded by bamboo trees. A natural hot spring with emerald water and pink lotus flowers awaited lay a few meters ahead. The music from the temple's system accompanied him here, its bass and oriental melodies subtly uplifting the natural surroundings. Flashbacks from last night's revelry left him feeling almost high again. A small waterfall cascaded from glistening rocks into the sparkling, clear pond; the sparkle resulted from minerals in the water and surrounding rocks. Diving into the pond, he swam towards the waterfall and closed his eyes as he stood erect beneath its cascading waters for a moment. It was time to wrap things up.
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32 YEARS AGO-THAILAND-THE LITTLE DEMON
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The Ambassadorial palace bustled with guests in the afternoon for a fundraising gala organized by Sophia’s charity, dedicated to orphans and children in need across the Mekong region. In her two years in Southeast Asia, Sophia had been deeply moved by the suffering she witnessed, inspiring her to make a difference. A woman in her twenties with a mix of French and British heritage, Sophia was blessed with delicate features: blonde hair and turquoise eyes. Tall and slender, she exuded elegance, her graceful demeanor epitomizing femininity. With little to occupy her as the French Ambassador’s wife in Thailand, a country thousands of kilometers away from her homeland of France, and with ample wealth of her own and her husband’s, charity work became a perfect fit. It filled her days with purpose and meaning, far from France.

Three years had passed since Sophia began her charity work that night. Amidst the sleepless nights it brought over those years, it also brought a small but joyfully pleasing addition to her life. By the end of the first year, just a week after the birth of her son, when everyone had anticipated a slowdown in Sophia's hectic schedule, which involved constant travel between Laos, Cambodia, Vietnam, and Thailand, and when her husband, Alexander, had hoped for a more peaceful and drama-free life, free from the worries of unfamiliar children entering their lives, a baby boy, only a week old, was left at Sophia’s charity headquarters in Bangkok by his drug-addicted mother.

Despite numerous efforts by Sophia’s staff to persuade the woman not to abandon her child, their attempts had proven futile. The mother had departed, leaving behind only a registered name and sparse records. They had held onto hope that she would have a change of heart and return for her child, as often happened in such cases.

Two days had passed. Three more days... After nearly a week had passed, Sophia couldn’t resist visiting the baby at the orphanage she had established. He had mocha-colored skin, sweet and endearing. His eyes were a pale, cool shade of blue, resembling ice with a slight hint of white, giving them a frosty, shimmering quality. Despite being only two weeks old, he stared at Sophia as if he had grown up first and then become a baby. His eyes wandering on Sophia’s face were unlike any other baby’s and profound, almost speaking volumes.

The mocha boy and her son were mere newborns, both just two weeks old. Witnessing the caretaker's futile attempts to feed the baby with a bottle, and observing his squirming resistance, Sophia couldn't resist; she had instinctively cradled him in her arms. Instantly, he had begun to giggle and coo with the innocence of a newborn seeking nourishment. Overcoming her initial hesitation, she had settled into a chair and discreetly unfastened her nursing bra beneath her shirt, knowing her breasts had overflowed with milk day and night, more than sufficient to nourish her own son.

That day, she had returned home not alone, but with the baby boy in tow. When she had introduced him to her own baby boy, the two infants initially locked eyes, scrutinizing each other from head to toe. For an hour or so, they had not ceased their gaze, exchanging gentle gestures with their tiny fingers, and the bond they had gradually forged had been palpable.

Here they were. At the fundraising gala that day, it marked two years since the baby boy had become a part of their lives. Despite her husband's persistent reservations about integrating the baby boy into their household alongside his own son, she had succeeded in gaining acceptance for him. Her own son and the baby boy had formed an unbreakable bond by the age of two; they played together, slept together, shared meals, chuckled together, and navigated moments of tears together, though comforting those tears proved the most demanding challenge.

As the crowd at the gala swelled and the orchestra prepared to take the stage in the palace’s garden, Sophia requested that the baby boys, who had been playfully frolicking in their high chairs across from each other in the meeting hall, be escorted to their room by one of the maids. She hoped they would settle down for an afternoon nap. The babies managed to trick the maid into believing they were asleep. However, as soon as she left the room, they promptly sat up in their shared bed and resumed their baby talk, giggling, and playing with their toys.

The orchestra commenced its performance, and despite the unique strong breeze of the day, the crowd in the garden enjoyed themselves. The monsoon season had brought with it a welcome breeze, offering relief from the threat of heavy rain. Meanwhile, in the babies’ room, a sudden gust caused a window to slam shut, startling Sophia’s biological son, the blond boy, who began to shriek in fear and cry. The mocha-skinned boy attempted to comfort him by cuddling close, gently stroking his head with tiny fingers. However, at just two years old, he was too frightened and inexperienced to climb out of bed and seek assistance.

That day, due to the gala at the palace, Alexander, Sophia’s husband and the French Ambassador to Thailand, arrived early. Before joining the guests downstairs, he went upstairs to exchange his overly formal black ambassadorial attire for something more casual. However, upon hearing the cries of a baby, he paused outside the boys’ bedroom adjacent to theirs. Peering through the door, he witnessed his own son in tears, comforted by the mocha-skinned boy—a presence he had never welcomed, a mix of Arab and Thai, next to his cherished son. Alexander rushed into the room. His son's eyes were swollen and teary, and he was clinging tightly to the mocha boy. He attempted to pry them apart, but both boys resisted his efforts. The mocha baby's intense, icy-blue gaze unnerved Alexander, reminiscent of sinister characters from horror films, fueling his perception of the child as a malevolent force threatening his paternal bond.

Suddenly, it escalated into a struggle, and the mocha baby stared at him so intensely that Alexander instinctively took a step back. Recalling scenes from countless horror movies he had watched, he began to perceive the baby boy as something almost demonic or possessed, as if this tiny being intended to snatch his son away from him.

It wasn't solely the influence of horror movies that shaped his perception; it was also the upbringing that instilled in him a belief in his superiority. Alexander wasn't inherently malicious, but growing up in a family with noble lineage, their history spanning centuries, surrounded by ancestral portraits in ornate chateaux, he had been molded into the man he was. Frustrated and disturbed by what he had witnessed, he stormed out of the room and hurried downstairs to find Sophia. It was clear they needed to have a serious conversation.

When Alexander finally found Sophia and led her to the babies’ room, their son had already fallen asleep in the mocha boy’s embrace. His wide-open eyes remained unblinking, betraying an almost unnerving maturity that suggested he sensed he wasn’t wanted.

“This boy must go!” Alexander bellowed at Sophia, who hurried over to check on the babies. “I found our son crying—God knows for how long—and you’re downstairs with your guests!”

“They were supposed to be sleeping, Alexander. What’s the big deal? Our son must have been scared. Thank goodness Mocha was with him.”

He stomped his foot. “You should have been there for him when he was scared. You can’t even take care of our own son, and now you bring in another baby, an Arab's son, claiming you can care for him too!”

Sophia flinched. “You’ve never liked him. He’s just a baby. Your racism is despicable!”

“No, no!” he waved his hands dismissively. “Look at him! Look at his eyes! There’s something weird about him. I want to raise our son and see you do the same. You’re neglecting him, leaving him with another abandoned boy, and now he’s becoming dependent on him, while you focus on other kids downstairs. When will this cycle end? Wake up and be a proper mother to our son first! I’ll do whatever it takes to make sure this little demon is gone! Enough is enough!”

Alexander did not attend the event that night; instead, he remained in his office at the palace for hours, deep in contemplation about his next course of action. As the Ambassador of France and a former head of the intelligence service, he was convinced that there had to be a solution to this predicament. He urged himself to leverage his authority and influence to find a resolution.

He scrutinized the records of the mocha baby, documents obtained from Sophia when she initially brought the baby home. According to the records, the baby's mother was a Thai woman employed in a brothel, with an Algerian-rooted French citizen purportedly being the father, identified as one of her clients. Naturally, the mother was single. 

Her records revealed that she had attended a school jointly operated by the French and British on a scholarship but had dropped out at the age of 15, thereby possessing an intermediate level of proficiency in French. It was this highlighted mention of her French proficiency that captured his attention, sparking a surge of ideas in his mind.

Why not propose that the French government introduce a policy offering citizenship or permanent residency to a select number of single Thai mothers with a child under three years old, contingent upon their proficiency in French at an intermediate level? Such a gesture would underscore the friendship and goodwill shared between France and Thailand. As the Ambassador, him proposing such an initiative would be seen as entirely appropriate and likely appreciated. He was confident that once the mother of the mocha baby learned about it, she would seize the opportunity, as she perfectly fit all the criteria for the policy, almost as if it were tailor-made for her—ironically, it was.

He sighed in relief, resolving never to tell his wife, Sophia, that he was the mastermind behind the proposal. If accepted, he planned to act as if he had nothing to do with it. Finally, he would rid himself of the boy, and Sophia would be powerless to prevent it. Despite her suggestions to adopt the boy officially, which he had dismissed or deflected, he now saw his reluctance as fortunate. Sophia had never suspected that the drug-addicted mother might return to claim the boy, and without his intervention, she would be proven right.

He immediately formulated a plan in his mind and spent hours drafting the details. By the crack of dawn, his proposal was ready to be sent to France.
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UNEXPECTED GUEST
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“Mom! Have you fed the dogs?” Dolunay called out upon her arrival home. Weary from the day's activities, she kicked off her shoes and carelessly tossed them into the hallway. One ended up upside down, triggering her superstitious beliefs. Irritated, she swiftly righted the shoe and as she ascended the stairs, gripping the banister for support, her mother peeked out of the kitchen, assuring her, “They've all been fed; don't worry.”

Lenard, her faithful fourteen-year-old pointer, was soundly sleeping on her bed in her bedroom. She softly called out, “Hey!” to rouse him, but he only peeked from under the covers before resuming his nap. Age had diminished Lenard's energy and agility, leading him to prefer indoor lounging on sofas and beds, venturing outside solely for necessities.

She flopped onto the bed next to Lenard, groaning with relief due to the strain on her lower back, unbuttoned her jeans, slid them down to her knees, and used her feet to take them off. Restful sleeps had been elusive for long, but on this particular day, she had the luxury of sleeping until the evening. Darkness shrouded her room, with faint light seeping through charcoal-colored velvet curtains. Her mind drifted back to the events of the past two days, and a wave of disgust washed over her. The gruesome sight of the killer's hideout, a despicable den, and the battered and tormented face of his wife, imprisoned in the bathroom, permeated her senses with a sickening stench. Seeking solace, she nestled closer to Lenard, inhaling his scent that evoked the warmth of a fresh bagel, providing fleeting relief. 

Lenard suddenly perked up his ears and glanced at her before hopping off the bed. His movements were sluggish, and as he made his way to the door, droppings started to fall from his rear, filling the room with an unpleasant odor, seemingly at the speed of light. “Oh God! Lenard!” she exclaimed, leaping out of bed and groaning. Due to his age and weakened health, the dog sometimes had accidents. He watched her, remaining still, as she cleaned up the mess on the floor with a wet napkin, thankful that it was solid, and grabbed the mop from the bathroom to clean the floor. Then, as if nothing had happened, he jumped back onto the bed and resumed his sleep.

After sleeping uninterrupted for twelve hours, she finally woke up around 8:30 p.m., expecting to find Lenard by her side, but he was nowhere to be seen. She took a sip of water from the plastic mug left on the bedside table by her mother. Daylight was still lingering, courtesy of the summer season, and she sensed its faint glow despite the thick blackout curtains. Suddenly remembering she needed to be at work by 9:30 p.m., she hurried to the bathroom for a quick shower. In less than thirty minutes, she had readied herself and found a cup of black coffee waiting for her at the top of the stairs, prepared by her mother.

She arrived punctually at the headquarters, slated for a night of duty. Despite not being a believer, she silently implored for a tranquil shift, void of any interruptions requiring her assistance with new homicide cases. Throughout the night, she meticulously sorted through records of ongoing investigations and participated in sporadic exchanges with colleagues who stopped by for coffee. She ventured outside twice for a cigarette break and eventually settled onto the petite couch around 7 a.m. in the morning.

At 8 a.m., she stirred from her nap and paced a few steps around the room before casting a glance out the window, observing the city coming to life with people commuting like busy beavers. Her reverie was abruptly interrupted as her three colleagues—one female and two males—burst into the room. Aysegul and she had been assigned to the same office with Berkay and Kerem as part of a policy to maintain a balanced gender ratio.

“Morning, Dolunay,” Aysegul greeted her. “Mr. Ekrem wants us in a meeting at nine sharp. There's some urgent business with a visitor from France about a murder case from last night. Seems like the murder involves someone important.”

Dolunay raised an eyebrow. “France?”

She took her seat at her desk. “Yeah, that's the gist of it.” 

Dolunay rubbed her eyes, feeling the encroaching pull of sleep, and quietly slipped out of the room into the corridor to get a cup of hot chocolate from the vending machine. After inserting the coins, she patiently waited for the machine to dispense the steaming cup, seizing the moment to dial her mother's number.

“Good morning, Miss. Middle of nowhere.”  

“Morning, Mom,” she mumbled. “You should take Star to the vet for that swelling. And maybe invite the housekeeper from next door to keep an eye on the dogs while you're out. We wouldn't want any fights, right?”

“I already took care of that yesterday. Everything's under control. They assured me they'll use a local anesthetic, and it'll just be a minor procedure. Star won't even need full anesthesia.”

“Who looked after the dogs then? What if they had gotten into a fight? How could you be so careless?”

“The neighbor did, Dolunay!”

Her mother abruptly hung up.

She was still waiting for her hot chocolate to be dispensed by the vending machine, which emitted a prolonged, cacophonous whirring. When it finally stopped, she retrieved her paper cup from the slot, only to find it filled with brownish hot water. “Fuck!” she muttered to herself, then grabbed some coins from her purse and opted for filter coffee instead.

Taking a sip of her finally-served coffee, she tried to shake off her drowsiness. Though the urge to sleep persisted, she had to stay sharp for the impending meeting. Suddenly, her colleagues who had just exited the room rushed past her, and she narrowly avoided spilling hot coffee on herself. Ever since the train disaster, she had developed a nervous disposition, often reacting with startled gasps to sudden sounds or movements. Regaining her balance, she followed her colleagues at a leisurely pace toward the meeting room situated at the end of the hallway.

In the meeting room, she briefly glanced at Mr. Ekrem, the head of the homicide department, before focusing her attention on the projected image on the wall, portraying the motionless body of a woman in the driver's seat of a car. As if Mr. Ekrem could discern her inner musings, he playfully jested at her, “Still groggy, Dolunay? Swearing so early in the morning?”

She granted him a respectful nod, though she couldn't shake the feeling of a mischievous smirk on his face. He enjoyed teasing her whenever he got the chance, like an internet troll.

The man proceeded to elaborate on the situation for the team, “We've got a visitor from the French intelligence department in Lyon, a French gentleman. He is here as part of a diplomatic deal between the two countries’ ministries. Seems like the connections regarding the deceased woman in the photo are of significance to the French. I don't have all the details on why they're involved or who they're focusing on. This woman was found shot in her car early this morning. After the local cops handed over the case to us, I got word that this guy was on his way to Istanbul in a French government jet. It was decided that several homicide officers should accompany him, and I have chosen you to be his team. His name’s Lenard, and he’s already arrived within the building.”

Dolunay couldn't help but chuckle, the image of her four-legged Lenard racing through her thoughts. However, as she noticed everyone's attention turning towards her, she swiftly pretended to rub her face, trying to hide her amusement while keeping a straight face.

Kerem was intrigued. “Why's the French intel interested in a Turkish woman's murder?”

“Guess we'll find out. You all have to cater to his needs now. But Dolunay, you're up first. He asked for someone fluent in French or English, and I picked you.”

She looked completely uninterested.

“Here's the lowdown,” Mr. Ekrem continued. “The victim's Nehir Sayturk, a female entrepreneur. The CSI team's on-site, but this French dude insisted on having an unaltered view of the body. We've got one of our guys taking him to a car in the lot, where you'll link up with him, Dolunay. Figure out why the French are nosing in on this case. Ministry remains tight-lipped, so tread lightly and handle him with kid gloves.”

“Why do I have to deal with this guy?” She sounded annoyed. “I have tons of paperwork and errands. I'm still new at this.”

“I'm taking those responsibilities off your plate. Your only job now is to manage this guy and the murder investigation.”

“How insignificant am I, truly?” she mumbled to herself.

“Actually, I'm giving you this because you're talented and can achieve something significant. You're fluent in two languages, smart, and about to start your Ph.D. next year. Don't be feeble or struggling. Take control. I don't want a French man running wild in my country.”

She observed her colleagues analyzing crime scene photos and exchanging information about the victim while scrolling through their phones. When Mr. Ekrem noticed she hadn't left yet, he shouted, “Move! Don't just stand there like a statue.” Everyone's attention shifted to her, so she hurriedly left the room.

She scanned the parking lot until she spotted his legs sticking out from the right side of an Audi. He appeared very tall and was busy tinkering with his phone on his lap. As she approached, she awkwardly tried to catch a glimpse of his face. He had striking turquoise green eyes, ash blonde hair with golden highlights, and a tanned complexion, looking like a male model from a surf brand advertisement.

“Damn!” she muttered, quickly looking away. He seemed impressive, but she didn't feel the same about herself that morning. Suddenly, she understood why Mr. Ekrem had smirked in the meeting room. Standing at only 1.50 meters, she felt dwarfed by his presence. With a cheerful “Hello,” she flung open the door and settled into the driver’s seat. The key was already in the ignition.

The man didn't bother to look at her directly. After she tossed her small handbag onto the backseat, he finally lifted his head and offered a faint smile. She attempted a forced smile in return, but it fell short. “I had no idea you were like that.”

“Like what?” he asked.

“I mean, I expected someone less colorful,” she explained as she turned the key. “Your appearance is so... Like a tropical beach. Like a Microsoft screensaver. I expected you to be someone older and more serious.” She immediately regretted saying that.

He wore a thin smile, as if brightening the atmosphere. “You're quite amusing.” Then he continued to fumble with his phone. “Though, I can be a bit dull at times.” After a couple of minutes, he asked without looking at her, “Was the victim well-known in Turkey?”

The name Nehir Sayturk meant nothing to her. “No idea.”

Because she avoided sensational magazines and didn't socialize much, she found it hard to recognize famous people unless they were murder victims. Lenard seemed to pick up on this. “You don't strike me as the type to read tabloids or gossip.”

Silently nodding, she keyed in the crime scene location into the navigation system. The vehicle was filled with a deafening silence. She then glanced at Lenard, engrossed in his phone. Was he reading the news, searching for information about the victim, or something else entirely? Feeling thoroughly bored, she pressed the stereo button, and “Eine Kleine Nachtmusik” instantly blared out of the speakers.

Lenard winced briefly, and he pocketed his phone. “What a chill tune for our ride to a crime scene.” He turned to face her, his legs splayed and his hands clasped as if ready for a chat.

“I'm not sure who could be listening. This isn't my ride,” she murmured, keeping her eyes on the road.

“A masterpiece,” he dubbed the tune. “Anyway. So, you don't have any info on the victim?”

“I've never heard of her.”

“What about Rabah? The guy she was involved with?”

“Who's that?”

“It makes sense,” he muttered. “He must have failed to introduce himself here.”

She reached into her handbag in the back seat, retrieved a pack of cigarettes. “Are you disappointed that the investigation doesn't involve a well-known celebrity?” In that moment, a motorbike courier zoomed past the left rear window, and she dropped the pack onto her lap in panic.

He quickly snatched the pack from between her legs. “Miss, important people are killed for important reasons, and ordinary people for ordinary reasons.”

“You can have one if you like,” she mumbled, nodding towards the pack as he was already lighting a cigarette, while inhaling the aroma of his scent, which carried hints of sweet vanilla, spicy cinnamon, and a touch of honey. “Ah, I see. These are the fancy ones,” she quipped.

“Sort of...” Then his eyes roamed over her, making her turn to face him. “Mind if I ask how old you are?” His expression seemed a bit odd, she thought.

“25.”

“You look much younger. You're quite... How can I put it?”

She smiled wryly. “They call it 'hobbit.' Feel free to say.”

Lenard giggled suddenly and then tried to hold it back, not wanting to offend her. “‘Mignon’ is better, I think.”

“Anyway,” she said nervously. “And you?”

“34.”

Just turning her head wasn’t enough for Dolunay to see him fully, so she had to glance up as well. “And how tall are you?”

“1.95.”
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It was a grey Jaguar XF, the striking appearance of which was further enhanced by the auburn-haired woman in the driver's seat. A gruesome sight indeed... The woman's cherry-red lipstick remained vividly intact. Dolunay speculated that she would have been willing to pay three times the price for the lipstick had she known it would last this long. Despite the single bullet hole in her head and the shadow of blood dripping down, the lipstick continued to shine, shielding her lips as if nothing had happened. She resembled a mannequin in her black suit, black stockings, and black high heels, estimated to be around 42 or 43 years old. Beautiful, elegant, and just as lifeless. Her long reddish-brown hair cascaded over her suit's shoulders, and the combination of her cherry-colored lipstick, fair skin, her suit’s black, and the car's ivory leather seats created a captivating color palette that Dolunay couldn't tear her eyes away from. However, the woman's blood, a repugnant shade of scarlet, tainted the otherwise exquisite color palette, resembling an accidental splatter of paint on a priceless artwork.

“She was 45,” a police officer, who approached Dolunay, said, abruptly interrupting her thoughts. “A successful businesswoman. Her phone is missing, as far as we can tell. We've been waiting for you for quite some time. In addition, the prosecutor is also running late.”

Dolunay scanned their surroundings. They were on a byroad that connected to the freeway. The sign for Aydinli district could be seen from a distance, but one had to squint and take another look to see it properly. Nothing but farmland stretched out in every direction as far as the eye could see.

Walking away from the car, she turned to the officer staring at her, “What was her name?”

He glanced at his notepad. “Nehir Sayturk.” It seemed the officer had no idea who she was either. 

Dolunay then noticed Lenard leaning toward the front tire of the vehicle, inspecting it closely. She whirled around to peer back in the direction the car had travelled from. There was no evidence of spinning or drifting; likewise, there was no evidence of a collision. Evidently, the vehicle had come to a stop near the edge of the track without any intervention. She strolled around the vehicle but stayed within the designated area. Then, as she was leaned against the Audi, she noticed Lenard come over to her. “What do you think? Her phone is gone.”

“Probably the reason she got shot is on that phone,” he replied. “Looks like the person on the right side of the car shot her with one bullet and took off with the phone. No, this isn't just a murder.”

“Then what is it?” 

“I can't quite find the right words in English... I'm sorry. When I said 'not a murder,' what I meant was 'it's an execution.' An execution that's definitely our guy's work.”

She didn't find it particularly fascinating, having witnessed hundreds of similar unidentified homicides in the city. “Well, Monsieur French, why should the execution of this woman concern you? That section is far more intriguing because my city is a place where we encounter such executions daily. Welcome to the jungle.”

While dipping his head down to gaze at her, he propped his right elbow against the car. “You're too curious, Mademoiselle.” As tall as a lamppost and as hefty as a behemoth near her, he handed her the tablet he was holding. “Would you like to see what she was like when she was alive?”

The news centered on an international import conference that Nehir had attended. Once again, she had adorned her gleaming lipstick, and her wavy auburn hair cascaded down her tanned shoulders, exposed by her long white satin gown. However, in the photograph, her smile revealed her snow-white teeth, which couldn't be seen through her closed mouth on her lifeless skull. Her smile appeared so genuine that she seemed blissfully happy. Glancing away from the tablet, she noticed Lenard still gazing at her as if from a skyscraper, prompting her to take a step back. “Why are you staring at me like that?”

“You should put some lipstick on. Your lips look like they are fresh out of the morgue,” he said and headed back to join the forensic team examining the car.

She tried to moisten her lips with her tongue for a moment. Then, she leaned in front of the left rear-view mirror, aligning her head with the mirror, to check her lips. However, the sensation of a hand on her shoulder prompted her to turn around. It was Mr. Ekrem. “Are you fixing your makeup that you don't even have? Save it for later; otherwise, you'll still look like my butt.” Then, he laughed out loud, amused at his own words, and Dolunay, making an effort to remember they were at a crime scene despite Mr. Ekrem's presence, initially attempted to keep a straight face. All that was required of her was a smile. However, she suddenly burst out laughing too. “You're killing me, Mr. Ekrem.”

In truth, she shared his perspective. Every day felt like a door opening to another, leading her closer to apathy. Then she said, “Come with me,” and led him near the car, where the team was working. “Her phone is missing. It could have been a phone call, a picture message, or even just a snapshot... It seems to have been taken away to prevent us from discovering it. Perhaps we could check recent surveillance footage that shows this car.”

Mr. Ekrem nodded towards Lenard, who was inspecting the Jaguar. “What's the deal with the French guy?” 

“He's pretty tight-lipped. For now, at least...”

“Let's hold off until we get the forensic results,” he suggested. “Maybe we'll dig up something interesting worth looking into. Word is, she's got a son in Turkey and a daughter with an Algerian Arab. They're not married, though. That Arab dude is probably what the French are after. Heard he's the shady type.”

She made a pouting face with her lips and kept a watchful eye on Lenard. Eventually, he broke away from his solitary focus, engaging with the forensic team and directing their attention to the mat on the floor behind the driver's seat, requesting its removal for further examination. Clearly, something had caught his interest.

During the drive back, the atmosphere was mostly silent. Lenard remained deeply engrossed; his attention was focused on his tablet and phone as he scribbled and jotted down notes with the diligence of a college student cramming for an exam the next day. Upon their arrival at headquarters, he requested everyone's presence in the briefing room at 2 o'clock, informing her that he first needed a quiet spot for a video call.

Stepping into the office, she found herself under the inquisitive scrutiny of her colleagues, each of whom had been absorbed in their tasks behind glowing computer screens. With a subtle emphasis on the word France, she murmured, “The gentleman from France has requested a meeting at two.”

Aysegul, whose luscious dark locks were exuding a hint of Latin beauty, grimaced. “What's this guy up to? We've got this down to a science.” Then she deftly gathered her hair into a ponytail with the help of an elastic band.

Meanwhile, Berkay, the nerd of the group with his spectacles and dorky expression, dragged from his peach juice pipe. 'I did some online research on him. There is no trace of him in cyberspace. What is he like? How old is he?”

Dolunay leaned her elbow against the windowsill, and a slight grimace flickered across her face because her left foot throbbed with discomfort from standing too long. Gingerly, she slipped off her ballerina flat and spread her toes on the cool floor, akin to a frog stretching. Her shoe size was a mere 35. “He appears ageless. You’ll understand once you lay eyes on him.”

Aysegul casually retrieved two cans of sugar-free cola from the mini-fridge before joining her by the window. She swiftly snatched a can from Aysegul's grasp with a grin. “I'm running on empty. This is the kind of fizz I need.”

“So, what's he like?”

“A know-it-all. He barely said a word during the drive back from the crime scene. Just buried in his tablet and phone the whole time. And before that, he had the nerve to criticize my appearance, telling me to wear lipstick.”

Kerem glanced up from his computer. “Lipstick?”

“He must be such a skilled homicide expert that he scrutinizes everyone like he's conducting an autopsy,” Dolunay chuckled. “He even had the audacity to say I looked like I just walked out of a morgue.”

“And he's not entirely wrong,” the nerd commented. 

Dolunay snatched her shoe from the floor and playfully tossed it over Berkay's head, and their laughter filled the room until Mr. Ekrem made his entrance, prompting them to gradually quiet down.

Mr. Ekrem glanced around at their amused expressions. He was a wholesome character—witty, fatherly, and diligent—and Dolunay believed it was because he had five daughters. He always treated the young women around him as if they were his own daughters. His wife was said to have passed away when the youngest was five and the eldest was fourteen, and Mr. Ekrem had raised his daughters with the help of his mother-in-law. Each daughter would call him at different times of each day to update him on what she had been up to, check in on how he was doing, and inquire whether he had eaten his lunch. This routine helped solidify their already tight relationship, which was as strong as a spider's web. Dolunay had once read in an article that a Darwin's bark spider's web was so sturdy that it could stop a train.

He settled into the hybrid chair, a cross between a regular seat and an armchair, upholstered in blue fabric with sturdy iron legs. “Looks like you're having a good time.”

A smirk played on Berkay’s lips. “All because of the French guy.”

“Can't we just keep our interactions with this Frenchman light, Mr. Ekrem? Isn't he overstepping his bounds?” Aysegul interjected.

Mr. Ekrem waved his hand dismissively. “An order is an order. We'll do our best to comply.”

“Maybe we can show him some Turkish hospitality,” Berkay chimed in, shutting down his computer. “It's almost two o'clock. Come on.”

The group flooded into the briefing room all at once, greeted by the sight of Lenard casually leaning against the desk, engrossed in a phone conversation. Dolunay's colleagues immediately turned their attention to her, and Aysegul was the first to break into a knowing smile. They could now understand why she had described him as “ageless.” “Damn!” Aysegul muttered under her breath, sinking into a chair and stretching her arms out dramatically as if on the verge of fainting. Lenard faintly smiled as he continued his phone conversation, catching sight of Aysegul's theatrical posture. Berkay turned to Dolunay, seated towards the back, and discreetly gestured towards Lenard while pressing down on his crotch. In response, Dolunay shot him a warning look, and her hand formed into a mock dagger at her throat as she whispered, “You're dead.”

“Let's get this party started,” Lenard said as he hung up, pretending not to notice their antics, and Mr. Ekrem took a seat too. The female translator began speaking into the microphone simultaneously.

He displayed a snapshot of the victim provided by the crime scene team. Then, a slideshow began, showcasing around thirty to forty photos taken from different angles, with each one gradually fading in and out.

“A murder committed inside the car,” he began. “The killer was undoubtedly someone traveling with the victim. Initially, he was in the backseat.” He displayed a wide-angle photograph of the back seat. “Do you see that dusty half-footprint? He must have moved from the back seat to the front seat. He had to step on the seat with his feet as he passed, so he must have been tall. So why was he in the backseat? He must have been hiding. He got into her car, hid because he didn't want to be seen, then he found a vacant road and commanded her to come to a halt to execute his plan. How did he vanish from the crime scene? There are rural settlements nearby, as far as I can tell from the map. He couldn't blend in like that among the locals. Too many witnesses could have been left behind.  The route the car was on was a byroad, not a main highway. It's highly likely that he was picked up from that location. A vehicle must have veered into the byroad, picked him up, drove back to the highway, and merged into the flow of traffic. I checked what would happen if they headed in the direction that Nehir’s car came from. There, they would be caught by a supermarket’s camera in the settlement they had to drive through. I don’t think they are stupid enough to do that, but nevertheless, we’ll check if they did, by looking through the surveillance cams’ footage when it becomes available. My deduction is that our assailant most likely has a partner, probably an instigator. According to the preliminary report, the murder occurred about six or seven o'clock last night, which is almost certain due to the temperature of the body. Unfortunately, it's challenging to do our job when there's this highway connected to the byroad. I checked the vehicle density on this highway at those hours; it carries hundreds of automobiles per hour. The nearest security camera at the exit of the highway is 20 kilometers away, and there are three alternative exits where they can depart the highway before that. Reviewing footage of thousands of cars caught in security cameras would be an overwhelming task, and even if we managed to do so, identifying which car the perpetrator was in would be nearly impossible. So now, we're sitting on zilch. We can expect to glean very little from forensic reports because it's highly likely that the perpetrator was wearing gloves. While surveillance cameras might have captured the perpetrator's presence at the back of the car until they reached the highway, it's also highly probable that he was wearing a hoodie or some other form of facial covering. We'll certainly evaluate all available evidence, but we must immediately shift our focus to other avenues of investigation that are more likely to yield actionable leads. It's clearly a case of vengeance killing motivated by hatred or a personal vendetta. The assassin is a hefty professional. The best way to go is to search every nook and cranny of this woman's life.”

Then, a very lengthy and specific list appeared on the screen, and Dolunay was astounded by the fact that he had produced such an elaborate presentation in such a short period of time without any assistance. It would be accurate to say that everyone present had been watching him with their mouths agape. Lenard briefly excused himself to attend to a notification on his phone, and her attention shifted to Kerem and Aysegul, who were playfully making suggestive shoulder movements and sticking their tongues out at her. She had to make a conscious effort to keep a straight face amidst their antics. She reminisced about her school days when the national anthem, or one of them, was sung so seriously in the assembly hall that it sometimes led to giggles they struggled to hold back. Feeling a similar urge to laugh, she pretended to pick something up from the floor, barely managing to control herself. Finally regaining her composure, she refocused her attention on Lenard, who continued talking their head off. 

“We need to dive into the surveillance footage from the areas where the victim's car was spotted before her murder. It could help us trace her movements leading up to the murder. Where did she enter her car and ultimately encounter her attacker? We need to gather statements from her family, friends, business contacts, as well as anyone else in her social circle, including lovers, foes, or fuckbuddies, if any. We should track down her last interactions, seize her computer, and scrutinize her presence on social media, if any. Financial records, phone logs, business dealings, any criminal history—all of it needs a thorough examination. But most importantly, we need to coax information out of those closest to her. Rabah, a French citizen of Algerian Arab origin, has been in a relationship with the victim for the past five or six years and they have a daughter together. He left France about five or six years ago and has rarely returned since. During this time, he's been frequently traveling to Turkey, presumably to be closer to his partner and their child. Besides their personal relationship, it's possible he's also been involved in some of her business ventures. This guy's always on the move, hyperactive, and unpredictable, but he's never stupid. Anyone here know Rabah?”

“He selected a photograph of Rabah and projected it onto the wall. A tall, muscular, imposing man with icy blue, wide, slanted eyes that shone like glaciers, and a stunningly gorgeous visage was seen in the unannounced and distant photograph. He had a light milky brown complexion and looked out of this world with natural kohl around his almost phosphoric blue eyes.

“What a hot guy!” Aysegul couldn't help but blurt out. “Have his eyes been photoshopped?”

After a few seconds of gazing at Rabah's image, Lenard proceeded, “He looks exactly like he does in the photo. The image hasn't been manipulated in any way.” He recalled waiting for days for Rabah to emerge from his mansion to capture that photo with a drone, a memory that brought a flicker of a smile to his face. “Rabah has Waardenburg syndrome, a rare genetic disease characterized by congenital hearing loss or pigmentation defects, which can include blue eyes. Anyway...” He rarely diverted his gaze from the image of Rabah. “A shadowy figure, the founder of the Far East’s largest drug and weapons cartel, operating in complete secrecy, is only 34 years old. No one other than Rabah could be responsible for a woman's death in this manner in his vicinity. Exposing the conflict of interest between him and the victim will lead you to the killer and us to Rabah, the most likely instigator. I am only here to keep an eye on you in the vain hope that somehow, someway, you will lead me to Rabah. He's quite valuable to us. Now, if you have a question or a suggestion, I'd like to hear it.”

Everyone exhaled involuntarily, relieved that he had finally concluded, as if a very exciting race had just finished.

“What sort of drugs are you referring to?” Dolunay asked.

He offered a faint smile. “The answer to that is somewhat intricate.” Dolunay regretted having asked the question upon hearing his reply, sure that a long speech will follow. And not failing her expectation, he started, “His products primarily consists of blends derived from indigenous plants known for their stimulant properties and synthetic stimulants such as Adderall or bath salts. It is rumored that he mass-produces these mixtures, presenting them in powder form like cocaine, or as pills, or as liquids. Unfortunately, we've never been able to seize a sample for analysis because Rabah's products are traded by sophisticated dealers in Asia, making it difficult for random individuals to become buyers. In fact, he's known to sell directly to governments, which then distribute the drugs in their countries using their own methods. However, we still have an idea of what he uses. One such plant is kratom, a tropical tree indigenous to Southeast Asia, including certain regions of the Mekong Delta. Its leaves contain compounds that act as stimulants, yielding stimulating effects. Another instance is betel nut, which originates from the seed of the Areca catechu palm tree. Additionally, there's tung, a fruit tree found in the Mekong Delta region. Locals have utilized these substances as stimulants for countless centuries. Somehow, Rabah has discovered a method to transform them into mass-produced drugs, carefully determining appropriate dosages, and marketing them like illicit drugs such as cocaine, meth, or MDMA. He is known to mix small amounts of MDMA or other chemicals in his products, of course, to boost their impact. And due to their mostly herbal nature, believed to be relatively harmless when consumed within certain dosages, people in Asia hold a strong preference for them.”

Finally, he ceased speaking, and there was a long pause after the translator translated the final statements, practically out of breath. 

“My staff will handle it perfectly,” Mr. Ekrem said, breaking the silence. “Berkay, sort out the list of things Lenard requested. Then come to my office so that we can notify the prosecutor.” 

Dolunay observed Lenard, sensing there was something mysterious about him. She then stared thoughtfully at the photo of Rabah reflected of the wall, at which Lenard was still absorbed.
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