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AN ODA 104 ADVENTURE

"Nothing is as innocent as it seems, and no dream is as much of a fantasy as it appears."

Introduction:

For Deniz and Atlas, university life should have been nothing more than lectures and campus routines. Deniz’s biggest concerns were supposed to be impressing a girl without getting crushed by dumbbells at the gym or causing a diplomatic crisis over a single pea in the cafeteria. However, when the door to Room 104 swung open that night, their lives changed irrevocably.

Julia... Noble, mysterious, and just as dangerous. She didn't just bring a dagger and the dark shadows chasing her; she was the very heart of an ancient war, blending into the engine roar of a legendary 2007 Magirus.

When the cyber-vampire tech-genius Marlon begins to infiltrate the fabric of dreams and distort reality, Deniz, Atlas, and the completely oblivious toast-maker Engin find themselves thrust into a struggle for survival.

MYSTERIOUS GUEST

ROOM 104

"On one side, the world's most brilliant genius, Marlon, and his Zenithus Empire ruled by flawless code... On the other, a minibus full of chaos:

In the driver’s seat, Deniz, the soul of the crew (and the most naive), with his weakness for girls and never-ending jokes; Atlas, the digital prodigy who brings the world to its knees at the keyboard; Can, the researcher chasing every secret that reeks of history, along with his tiny, loyal friend Hüsnü; Esma, the psychologist who unravels the dark corridors of the human soul at a single glance; Selin, who blends the grace of art and poetry with strategic intelligence; Engin, who somehow manages to find a toasted sandwich in the middle of every danger; and the mysterious Julia, whose soul is trapped in 2007.

The Room 104 crew isn't just escaping from a school in this war stretching from the history-scented streets of Beşiktaş to the dark depths of the campus; they are trying to prove that the human heart cannot be rewritten with code.

Buckle up, the legendary Magirus M2010 is hitting the road. The air smells of engine oil, pink milkshakes, and Beşiktaş anthems from 2007. And remember: In this story, no dream is just a dream, and no team is just a coincidence."

"Are you sure you’re actually awake?"
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Year: 2007

The darkness of the night was giving way to a deep blue sky as the stars withdrew one by one. As dawn broke, the sun began to slowly reveal itself from the horizon. In the very middle of a forested area surrounded by thick trees stood a small, modest cabin. It was a peaceful sanctuary where one could rest their mind. While birds chirped joyfully and soared through the sky, roosters accompanied this natural orchestra as if tearing their throats out.

However, it seemed there was someone who didn't quite appreciate the rooster's performance. The cabin window suddenly flew open, and an old man emptied a bucket of water right over the rooster. Before the poor animal could even realize what was happening, it had taken an ice-cold shower in the first light of morning.

The old man slammed the empty bucket down on the windowsill. His name was Mahmut, but everyone in the surrounding villages knew him as "Gunpowder Mahmut." Years ago, he had fled the city for this cabin just to hear the silence; however, nature had turned out to be less quiet than he expected.

Muttering to himself, he headed toward the kitchen. In truth, his anger wasn't directed at that poor rooster, but at the incessant tapping that had kept him from catching a wink of sleep all night. A stubborn woodpecker, nesting somewhere in the roof, had been eroded Mahmut's peace until morning. Just as he was about to fall asleep, the rooster's shrill voice echoed through the cabin, and that was the final straw.

"As if he's performing at the opera, for heaven's sake!" Mahmut grumbled. As he lit the stove under the old teapot, he caught his reflection in the mirror. With his messy white hair and furrowed brows, even he was intimidated by himself at this hour of the morning. Yet, when he came to this forest, his dream was to read his books accompanied by birdsong and grow old in tranquility. But now, he was left alone with a soaking wet rooster and a sleep-deprived mind.

Just then, that familiar "tap-tap-tap" rose again from outside the window. The woodpecker had started its shift early. Mahmut took a deep breath and slumped into a chair: "It seems this forest won't be making peace with me today either."

He stood up abruptly from the kitchen table. The issue between him and this woodpecker had now turned into a struggle for honor: "We'll see, little mister, whose house is sturdier!"

Grabbing an old, wide straw hat and two pot lids to make noise, he bolted outside. His strategy was simple: scare the woodpecker away with the racket. He had just started clashing the pot lids together toward the sound near the edge of the roof when the wet rooster, as if seeking revenge, darted between Mahmut’s legs. Mahmut lost his balance and landed right in a muddy puddle, sharing the fate of the rooster he had soaked that morning.

The woodpecker gave one final "tap," as if laughing at the spectacle, and glided into the depths of the forest. As Mahmut tried to stand up while shaking off the mud, a sound he was completely unaccustomed to reached his ears. This was neither the sound of a bird nor the howling of the wind...

From the stabilized road at the entrance of the forest came the sound of a vehicle with a struggling engine.

A few minutes later, through the mist, a veteran minibus appears, coughing "cough-cough" as it strains. It grinds to a halt, sinking into the mud and releasing air with a long "pssssh." The door swings open with the screech of a rusty hinge. Out pops Hülya, wearing a fluorescent, multicolored raincoat and clutching a giant map.

Hülya: (Walking toward Mahmut while fanning the map like a hand fan) "Excuse me, uncle! I was actually trying to find my way back to the main road, to civilization, to the smell of asphalt—but that technological plague called 'navigation' dumped me right into this fox-nap of a forest. Are you a local, or were you stationed here to guard the place?"

Mahmut, still clashing his pot lids together, explodes like a powder keg.

Mahmut: "Navigation, she says! Girl, this is the kind of place where even the navigation satellite says 'I'm out' and takes an early retirement! What are you doing in the heart of the forest with this giant shuttle? Are you some city snob or did you just lose your way? Turn back the way you came and don't go blowing smoke around here!"

Hülya: (Putting her hands on her hips, narrowing her eyes) "Look, uncle, don't give me that 'city snob' talk or I’ll hand you your own transmission! I’m telling you the vehicle is stuck in the mud, and reverse gear is saying 'I’m not playing anymore!' Besides, this is a low-floor model, it’s got a low clearance... Your Stone Age roads have offended my delicate minibus!"

Mahmut: "Don't you talk to me about minibuses, kid! We’ve crossed many a road and waved hello to many a roadside ditch!"

Just then, the woodpecker in the tree goes "tap-tap-tap," and a massive clump of snow falls right down the back of Mahmut’s neck with a loud "SPLAT."

Mahmut freezes in place, while Hülya covers her mouth and starts giggling under her breath.

Hülya: "See that, uncle? Even nature is saying 'you deserved it.' That snow on your neck is the only thing that’s going to cool down that gunpowder temper of yours!"

Mahmut: (With a deep sigh) "Fine, fine! Come on inside and have some tea. We'll put the kettle on first, then we'll rescue that 'delicate' stallion of yours. But let me warn you; if you get mud on those seats, I’ll nail you to the frame as upholstery!"

Mahmut grumbles as he brings over the tow rope. Just as he leans down to tie it under the minibus... 

"CRRRRREEEAAAK!" 

His pants rip wide open from top to bottom.

Mahmut: "Oh, you were the only thing missing! The world is collapsing on me, and now even my pants are betraying me!"

Hülya: (Bursting into laughter) "Honestly, uncle, your 'Modern Tragedy' show would sell out on Broadway! The pants are gone, snow’s on your neck, the rope is tangled... You're a total case for an engine overhaul!"

Just then, that vengeful rooster Mahmut had soaked this morning glides through the open minibus door with a "whoosh." It perches directly on the steering wheel in the driver's seat, letting out a cry of victory.

Hülya: "OH NO! The rooster took the captain’s seat! Uncle, your rooster thinks my driver’s seat is a 'coop'! Get him out of there before he turns the upholstery into 'organic fertilizer'!"

Mahmut makes a move with his torn pants, muddy face, and feet tangled in the ropes, but he ends up eating dirt. Outside, the woodpecker keeps the beat; inside, the rooster crows; and Mahmut looks up at the sky from the middle of the mud.

Mahmut: "I definitely should not have gotten out of bed today... In fact, I shouldn't have been born in this century at all!"

Hülya: (Smiling and extending her hand) "Come on, get up uncle, don't sweat it. I’ll handle the rooster; maybe if I show him a true Beşiktaş stance, he’ll step down. But your pants need an emergency touch from a 'Tailor Rıza'!"
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In another neighborhood, a coal-black cat was searching for its sustenance among the waste overflowing from a trash bin. Just then, a yellow cat, looking at least as hungry as the first, approached. As the black cat found a glistening fish head among the rubbish and was about to take it, the yellow cat launched a fierce attack. However, the black cat had no intention of letting the fish go; it repelled its rival with a sharp swipe of its claws.

The yellow cat didn't seem ready to give up. As it growled and attacked again, no choice remained for the two arch-rivals but to fight. Both had their fur bristling and teeth bared, sizing each other up. Noticing the noise, the other cats of the neighborhood poured out of the side streets and surrounded them as if to watch a gladiator match. When the two rivals clashed, the spectator cats began to meow as if keeping tempo. Claws flew through the air, and black and yellow fur mingled as they tumbled on the ground.

At that exact moment, two dogs appeared sneakily, seizing the chaos as an opportunity. Although the cats scattered in all directions with incredible reflexes, the dogs chased down the targets they had locked onto. The black dog began chasing the black cat, while the yellow dog went after the yellow cat.

Just as it was about to be caught, the black cat climbed a tree with a magnificent leap, reaching the highest branches. Meanwhile, the dog chasing the yellow cat was being tossed from side to side through the backstreets. When the cat made a sudden maneuver, the dog lost its balance and slammed into a parked car. Opening up the distance, the yellow cat lost its pursuer and took shelter behind a trash bin. As it breathed heavily, it suddenly froze; right in front of it stood a small mouse.

The mouse, following scents on the ground as it moved, locked eyes with the cat when it looked up. It stood frozen in fear as if thinking, "Just what I needed!" While looking for a hole to escape into, it noticed a crevice about forty or fifty paces away. However, the cat was the same distance away. After a brief silence, they both bolted at the same time. The cat soared through the air like an arrow, pouncing toward the mouse, but the mouse threw itself into the hole by a hair's breadth. Unable to stop its momentum, the cat hit the wall with a thud; instead of fish, stars were flying before its eyes.

Realizing the hole was a dead end, the mouse seized the moment of the cat's dizziness, bolted back out, and began to run with all its might. Coming to its senses, the cat immediately gave chase. But the rules of the game changed once more; a dog emerging from a side street joined the duo. Now, there was a bizarre sight on the neighborhood's main street: at the very front, a mouse running for its life; right behind it, a cat trying to catch it; and behind them both, an ambitious dog with its sights set on the pair... A relentless chase was blending into the noise of the city.

This trio didn't even realize they had crossed the neighborhood boundaries and turned onto the forest road. As a twist of fate, the road led exactly to Uncle Mahmut’s famous muddy yard. The "Tom and Jerry" chase that began in the neighborhood tore through the mud of the forest road and plunged into Uncle Mahmut's garden. Uncle Mahmut is currently engaged in a "psychological war" with the rooster perched on the seat while searching for a safety pin for his torn pants. Meanwhile, Hülya stands at the threshold, immortalizing this surreal moment with her phone.

Hülya: "Yes, dear followers! Right now, in the heart of the Black Sea, I’m filming the documentary 'Modern Caveman vs. Vengeful Rooster.' My uncle is about to give the rooster a full engine overhaul—the excitement is at its peak!"

Mahmut: "Girl, turn that cursed thing off! Look, this rooster is standing up to me like he’s in the Beşiktaş fan stands; he could peck my eyes out any second! Come help me get this winged menace down!"

Just then, a cloud of dust bursts into the yard. At the very front, the mouse—running for its life—glides into the open door of the Magirus with a "zoom." Immediately after, the yellow cat flies into the driver’s cabin like a wing-back making a run down Beşiktaş’s left flank. The ambitious dog at the rear can't stop in time, slams into the low-floor of the minibus with a "THUD," and plunges inside.

The interior instantly turns into an interactive circus arena. The rooster panics, flapping its wings and headbutting the rearview mirror; the cat treats the seats like a "parkour" course while chasing the mouse; and the dog barks while running circles between the seats.

Mahmut: "WHAAA—! What is happening? Is this Noah’s Ark? Get out! This is trespassing on private property!"

At that moment, finding nowhere else to run, the mouse slips right into that famous rip in Mahmut’s pants. Uncle Mahmut’s eyes pop out like saucers, and his body goes ice-cold.

Mahmut: "Aha! It’s inside! The navigation must’ve confused the mouse, too—it went straight up my trouser leg! Girl, help me, the cat is climbing me!"

To catch the mouse, the cat digs its claws into Mahmut’s shoulder and leaps toward the ceiling. Uncle Mahmut loses his balance and, amidst the cat-and-dog chaos, collapses full-length onto the horn on the driver’s seat:

"HOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOONK!"

As that massive air horn echoes through the forest, the woodpecker in the tree gets so startled it hits its beak against a branch and bends it. Terrified by this apocalyptic sound, the animals bolt out the other door as fast as they came, heading into the depths of the forest—likely in search of psychological counseling.

When the dust settles, Uncle Mahmut is slumped over the steering wheel, the rooster is perched on the rearview mirror, and Hülya is frozen in place, nearly dropping her phone in shock. Mahmut slowly lifts his head and meets the eyes of the rooster in the mirror, who looks at him as if to say, "What happened, pops? Ruffled your feathers?"

Mahmut: (In an exhausted voice) "Girl... turn that phone off. If you put those recordings on the internet, the world won’t lock you up—they’ll send me straight to the asylum. Navigation didn't just bring you here; it threw you into the transmission of a parallel universe."

Hülya: (Laughing as she puts her phone in her pocket) "Honestly, uncle, that was the best 'interactive theater' I’ve ever seen in my life. But admit it, if it wasn't for that horn, that mouse would still be drawing a 'Map of Byzantium' inside your pants!"

Mahmut grumbles as he fastens a safety pin to his pants, wiping the paw prints off the minibus seats while giving Hülya directions. As she drives away, he watches from behind and mutters to himself:

Mahmut: "There was... a strange energy about that girl and that minibus. Even the animals seemed desperate to get inside. May God grant us a good outcome..."
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Around the area, buildings of four or five stories rose high, while luxury complexes added a modern flair to the view. Groceries, supermarkets, and small repair shops beneath the buildings began to stir with the first light of morning.

It was early. On the balcony of a five-story building, five housewives, each around 45 years old, were shaking out carpets in a single row as if by appointment.

Ms. Lina spoke first: "Good morning, ladies! What’s all this? You’re lined up on the balcony like a row of dominoes!"

The four of them answered at the exact same time, as if they had received choir training: "Good morning! How are you?"

Ms. Lina laughed: "What’s going on, girls? Did you have a few too many drinks last night? You’re talking at the same time like parrots."

The four of them looked at each other and smiled.

Ms. Mira took over: "Don't even ask, girl! When we were playing Okey together yesterday, we had a drink—what was that stuff? We stopped being ourselves; it was like another creature burst out from inside us."

They all erupted into laughter.

Ms. Asya chimed in: "Don't ask who served it, Lina, it was you! Whatever you pulled out of the fridge in that state, you got us all tipsy."

Ms. Lina was shocked: "No way! I guess we need to have that drink once in a while just to come to our senses."

As the cheerful conversation continued, 

Ms. Lina made a suggestion: "Listen to what I’m going to say—the weather is wonderful. What do you say we go for a nice picnic and blow off some steam? We’d be free from housework, if only for a day."

They all shouted in unison: "YES!"

As Ms. Lina joyfully shook her carpet, at that very moment, a large spider crawled over her hand. The scream she let out echoed through the neighborhood. Panicked, she let go of the carpet; as it soared majestically through the air, it landed right on top of a car speeding down the road, much to the horror of the five women watching. Covered from the hood to the windshield, the driver's world went dark.

Driver: (Confused) "What on earth is this?"

He desperately jerked the wheel left and right and slammed on the brakes. The carpet glided off the vehicle like a snake, flew over three other cars, and plastered itself onto the windshield of another car waiting at a red light. That was the moment all hell broke loose.

The vehicles behind began to crash into one another with one thud after another. The first driver’s car, still not realizing what had happened, was shoved into the middle of the road by the impact from behind. Just then, a semi-truck coming from the opposite lane struck the car at full speed, making it flip in the air. Immediately after, a truck clipped the side of the car, causing it to spin at a 45-degree angle.

Truck Driver: (Trying to straighten the wheel, drenched in sweat) "Get out of the way! The brakes failed, I can't stop!"

The semi jumped the curb and headed straight for a telephone booth. The young man speaking inside the booth thought he was hallucinating when he saw the massive mass coming toward him; he rubbed his eyes. The moment he faced reality, he threw himself outside; the semi smashed the booth to pieces and stopped only by hitting a wall. The driver, who wasn't wearing a seatbelt, flew through the windshield and landed with a "splat" in the decorative pond of a house's garden.

The chaos was not over yet.

The driver of a pickup truck full of chickens, coming from another lane and dancing along to the music, noticed the overturned car at the last second. He swerved, but due to his speed, he clipped the vehicle, sending it spinning once more. Another car from behind couldn't stop in time and plowed into the back of the chicken truck. Hundreds of chickens began flying through the air amidst a chorus of "Cluck-cluck-ca-daaaawk!" Some plastered themselves against windshields, while others fell to the ground dazed.

A technician watching the scene was oblivious to his own impending fate. A woman on the fifth floor, watching the accident in horror, accidentally nudged a flowerpot on her windowsill. The pot fell like a bullet and struck the man on the head. Dizzied, the man collapsed onto a passerby.

An ambulance trying to reach the crash site stopped when they saw the two injured men on the sidewalk. Just as the wounded were being placed on stretchers, a drunk driver slammed into the back of the ambulance, dragging it for meters. A police car following behind got caught in the middle of the mayhem. A truck driver had fallen asleep at the wheel and was heading straight for them. Waking up at the last second to the persistent sound of the police whistle, the driver slammed on the brakes in a panic but couldn't avoid pushing the police car into the back of the ambulance.

The scene was now no different from hell. The roads were filled with broken glass, detached wheels, overturned vehicles, and people writhing in pain. In the middle of all this horror, the car that took the first hit continued to spin slowly on its own axis at the very center of the road...
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About fifty meters away from the crash site, it looked like judgment day. A police helicopter circled overhead for inspection, news vans swarmed the scene, and cameramen trampled one another to catch the best angle. People gathered on balconies, windows, and sidewalks, watching the terrifying spectacle with curious eyes. The public mobilized to help the injured who couldn't fit into the ambulances.
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Atlas, with notes in hand and a backpack on his shoulders, arrived in front of the mansion’s massive wrought-iron gate. He nodded to the guard in the security booth and reached the main entrance of the mansion, walking through the vast garden where gardeners were trimming the lawn. He pressed the silver-plated bell next to the door.

Shortly after, the intercom screen glowed, and Ms. Refika’s voice echoed:

Ms. Refika: "Who is it?"

Atlas: "It's me, Aunt Refika—Atlas. Is Deniz ready yet?"

Ms. Refika: (Smiling through the screen) "Oh, Atlas, my dear... Why don't you take a look at the 'Crown Prince Suite' upstairs and tell me if you think those preparations are finished?"

Atlas stepped back a few paces and looked up toward the wide balcony on the third floor of the mansion. A minute later, the balcony's French doors swung open slowly. Deniz stepped out in a silk pajama set; his hair was a mess of pillow creases looking like a map, and his eyes hadn't yet established a connection with the world.

Deniz: (In a faint, echoing voice) "Who is that? Who is that statue down there? Did my father buy a new piece of art for the garden?"

Atlas: "Unbelievable! If you open those eyes a bit wider, you might realize the 'statue' down here is actually your best friend, turned to stone waiting for you to get ready!"

As the wind from the Bosphorus whipped sharply against his face, Deniz’s consciousness finally began to kick in:

Deniz: "Ah! Atlas, was that you? Why are you standing there? Come inside and let's enjoy the jacuzzi!"

Atlas: "Jacuzzi? Deniz, your phone is off, and life at school has come to a standstill! Are you even aware that today is report card day? Besides, the girls in class have been chewing my ear off since the crack of dawn, asking 'Is Deniz coming?'"

The mention of "girls" sent an electric current through the balcony. Deniz’s sleepy eyes snapped wide open.

Deniz: "What are you saying! Don't you dare disappear; I'll be by your side in five minutes!"

Deniz bolted inside with the speed of a hurricane. He rushed into his marble-tiled bathroom. He combed his blonde hair back, then to the side; applying gel and shaping it with a hairdryer as if he were constructing a masterpiece.

Outside, the very fabric of time shifted; the sun rose, clouds changed shape, birds nested on the garden statue, laid eggs, and watched their young fly away... In Atlas’s imagination, his beard grew to his knees, his back bent, and finally, dust gathered on him until he turned into a fossil.

At that exact moment, the mansion's massive wooden door swung open with a bang. Deniz emerged like he was stepping onto a catwalk, with his "intellectual" hair perfectly coiffed—not a single strand out of place—and his school uniform ironed to a razor-sharp edge.

Deniz: "Hey, buddy! We’re a little behind schedule, but you know how the air traffic is... I didn't keep you waiting long, did I?"

Atlas: (Shaking off his skeleton-like state and stopping himself from checking his watch) "Oh, not at all! We only crossed two eras, the Industrial Revolution ended, and we’ve moved into the Age of Technology, that's all!"

With a cool flick of his wrist, Deniz put on his sunglasses, and they headed toward the Magirus minibus parked in the garden, gleaming in the morning sun.

As they passed near the accident site, Deniz asked in shock:

Deniz: "What on earth happened here? Did a meteor fall from space?"

Atlas: "Yeah, sure, buddy."

Deniz: "You're right, it couldn't have been a meteor; it must have been a 'copper' stone falling."

Atlas: "I hate your cold jokes... Come on, we're late."

Once they hit the road, Deniz cranked up a high-tempo track on the Magirus's tape deck—one so fast even Beşiktaş fans would ask "What's this speed?" As the car bounced along, Deniz leaned out the window like a "lifebuoy," locking his radar onto three girls walking on the sidewalk.

Deniz: "Hello, beautiful princesses! Don't tire those delicate feet by walking; it's a shame for the dust of the asphalt to touch those silk shoes! Hop onto this flying carpet, and let us fly you to 'Wherever Destiny Leads'!"

Brunette Girl: (Looking at Deniz and pretending to be impressed) "Wow, how philosophical... Are you really going wherever destiny leads?"

Deniz: (Winking) "We’re going where the mood takes us, darling—wherever the transmission goes, we go!"

The girls giggled and slipped through the back door. Deniz adjusted his hair in the mirror and was just about to ask "Where to?" when the brunette girl pulled a tiny but very serious-looking silencer out of her makeup bag and pressed it against the back of Deniz's neck. The other two girls dropped a hand grenade into Atlas’s lap (they were actually lighter toys, but in that moment, they looked like nuclear missiles to Atlas).

Brunette Girl: "Destiny’s route just changed, tiger! Now take your hands off the wheel and gently slide 'out of the mood.' We’ll drive the car; you two can work on your cardio by walking!"

Atlas: (Hands trembling) "Deniz... Didn't I tell you 'girls are dangerous, they're under exam stress'? There you go, destiny just left us as pedestrians!"

The girls sped off, laughing and blowing kisses out the window. The Magirus disappeared, leaving behind a cloud of black exhaust smoke and Deniz’s shattered dreams.

Atlas: (Jumping up and down on the sidewalk) "Did you at least get your kisses, Romeo? Are you happy now that we're walking?"

Deniz: (Looking sadly after the girls) "I got them... and in such a way that I can still feel the wind on my cheek..."

Atlas: "Great! Now come here, and I’ll give you a kiss that’ll make your teeth fall out like the walls of Byzantium! Get over here, you!"

Deniz in front, Atlas behind; the chase began through the side streets. Deniz leaped over trash cans while Atlas tried to hurl his thick "Physics-2" book at Deniz's head. While traffic was gridlocked, they sprinted toward the school, jumping over cars.

Drenched in sweat, tongues hanging out, and with Atlas clutching Deniz’s collar—just as he was about to "shatter his transmission"—they burst into the school yard. A massive whirlwind of laughter erupted in the garden.

The car they had "lost" is sitting right in the middle of the yard. And on top of it... those three girls and all their classmates!

Brunette Girl: (Stepping out from the driver’s seat) "Good morning, 'Children of Destiny'! Is the cardio session over? Look at you, Deniz—you two just broke the ten-minute sprinting record!"

Classmate Can: "My man Deniz, the girls said: 'Deniz was moving too slow, so we thought we’d make him break a sweat before he gets his report card!' Honestly, bravo; you're probably the first Beşiktaş fan to ever just hand over his car keys to girls!"

Atlas: (Turning to the class without letting go of Deniz's collar) "Moving slow? This kid left us as pedestrians because of his 'hormonal speed'! Before I get my report card, I’m taking him straight for an engine overhaul!"

Deniz: (Fixing his hair and clothes, still trying to save his charisma) "Whatever... at least the car was in safe hands. (Turning to the girls) Well, since you tricked me so beautifully, your punishment is that I shall dance the tango with each of you individually."

The blonde girl raised an eyebrow.

Blonde Girl: "Right! Anything else you'd like, your majesty?"

Deniz: (Giving a cheeky smile) "Just say 'yes' first, and I’ll provide you with a bulleted list of my desires."

The girls burst into laughter together. Atlas lands a slap on the back of Deniz’s neck.

Atlas: "Move it! You're still worried about being a creep."

Deniz tried to get serious, smoothing his hair with his hand.

Deniz: "I see... our crew has reported all my weaknesses to you. What can I do? It’s just my nature; this is who I am. Now, if you'll excuse me, I need to refresh my shaken charisma."

As the group walks down the hallway, Deniz suddenly changes course. He needs to check the mirror one last time to set his hair to "Beşiktaş Breeze" mode.

Aras: "What’s that, Deniz? Off to groom yourself again? Are you going to cover up the failing grades on your report card with hair shimmer?"

Deniz: (Turning back with an artistic look) "What can I do, my friend? I saw you all showering me with compliments, so I might as well live up to it. If a high-end girl passes us by, I need to shine like the Beşiktaş emblem on a Magirus windshield. We’ve got to keep the vibe right!"

The girls who had hijacked them on the sidewalk chime in as they pass by.

Blonde Girl: (Flipping her hair) "Excuse me, Mr. Deniz, but are we not beautiful? Have you put the girls from your own school 'out of stock'?"

Deniz: "You are beautiful, sure... but you don't give me any passes, my beauties! I’m looking for that lucky girl who will give me a pass so I can kick that 'championship goal.' Just let me get that pass; immediately—the cross, the shot, and GOOOAL! The stands are on their feet!"

As the crew makes the hallway echo with laughter, Aras eyes Deniz’s shirt, which smells slightly of "the auto-repair shop."

Aras: "So, Captain, are you going to show off to girls in those 'oil-stained' clothes? With that look, you'd only get an internship at a tire shop."

Deniz: "Of course not, tiger! Not when I have a brother like you who dresses in brands and shines like a 'high-society brat'... My first task is to take what you're wearing on 'indefinite loan'!"

Aras: (Eyes widening, clutching his jacket) "Why me? There are a thousand guys in this school—did you have to find my 'limited edition' shirt? No, never! Don't ask this of me, Deniz; this was my father's wedding gift!"

Deniz: (Smiling deviously) "Are you protesting, Aras? Remember, in this crew, democracy only exists as long as I say 'yes'."

Before Aras can even scream "Help!", Atlas, Engin, and the others surround him like a pack of wolves. The circle tightens.

Aras: (Raising his hands in the air) "Fine, fine! Take them, use them to your heart's content... My clothes are a sacrifice to you, Deniz, just get those eyes off me!"

Arda: (Laughing and slapping Aras on the back) "Bravo, buddy! That’s a true friend—showing up on a dark day, or rather, a 'clothelss day.' A wonderful sacrifice!"

Atlas: (Adjusting his glasses and grinning) "We have one more small problem, boys... It feels like a 'genius' like me needs a proper outfit to represent the success on this report card. Arda, isn't the color of that sweatshirt of yours the exact color of 'academic achievement'?"

Arda: (His face suddenly dropping, taking two steps back) "Uh... so what? Look guys, there's a very important detail I forgot to mention... This thing I'm wearing isn't mine, honestly, it's borrowed! I got it from Tailor Rıza's nephew. Besides, this color wouldn't suit you, Atlas; it would make you look pale, it'll ruin your skin tone!"

Arda turns around and starts running, yelling "Help!", but Deniz and the crew have already launched the assault.

Deniz: "Catch the runner! It's Arda's turn for an overhaul!"

After a short chase, Arda is dragged through the hallway, limbs pinned, and "thrown" into the restroom like a package.

Voices from inside: "Aras, don't rip the buttons, man!"

"Atlas, don't pull the sleeves so hard, they'll stretch out!"

“Deniz, is it just me, or is this shirt a bit tight?”

The restroom door opens slowly, like the cargo hatch of a jumbo jet. First to emerge is Aras, his shoulders slumped, wearing Deniz’s old “motor-oil-scented” t-shirt. It’s three sizes too big for him, hanging off his frame like a nightgown.

Aras: “Deniz, if I don't hang you from a gallows in Beşiktaş Square, I’m not a man! This isn’t a t-shirt; it’s a tractor tarpaulin, man! I feel like an apprentice abandoned at the auto-repair shop!”

Right behind him comes Arda, wearing Atlas’s famous “Scientist” sweater. It’s so tight that every time Arda takes a breath, the seams scream “Help!”

Arda: “Atlas, son, did you wear this in kindergarten? My ribs are interlocking, and I’m pretty sure my lungs just swapped places with my spleen!”

And finally... out of the mist (or the scent of cheap restroom soap) steps Deniz. He’s wearing Aras’s brand-name shirt—perfect fit at the shoulders, sleeves slightly rolled up. Right behind him is Atlas, walking with the air of an “academic playboy” in Arda’s cool sweatshirt.

Deniz: (Giving his hair one last spike upward) “Look boys, this is what we call an ‘Economic Strategic Alliance.’ We took your raw materials, processed them, and created a work of art. (He winks at his reflection in the hallway mirror) Damn! It’s like this shirt was tailored for me. Aras, tell your dad to mail the next wedding gift directly to me; we’ll save on the courier fees!”

Atlas: “We’ve achieved a physiological integration, Arda—don’t sweat it. When the ions in your sweatshirt merged with my intellect, the school's average IQ spiked instantly!”

Ceyda and the Blonde Girl’s Group: (Appearing at the end of the hall) “Aww! Guys, what happened to you? Aras, is that... thing... a new style? The ‘Homeless Collection’ or something?”

Aras: (In a tearful voice) “No, Ceyda. This is the ‘Deniz-aster Collection.’ I’m the season’s final victim!”

Deniz: (Taking a step toward the girls, fiddling with his shirt button) “Girls, ignore Aras’s passion for nostalgia. Look, the ‘Driver of Destiny’ is gone, replaced by the ‘Suave Engineer of the Future.’ Who’s giving the pass? I’m ready for the cross, the shot, and the goal!”

While Deniz stands there like a Hollywood lead in the shirt he "nationalized" from Aras, that girl walks down the stairs. Time slows down, the hallway noise fades, and only the sound of her heels remains.

Deniz: (Whispering to himself) “Boys, if this girl isn't the Byzantine Princess from my dreams, I’m not Deniz. Look at those eyes—it’s like she’s looking with spotlights, not pupils!”

As the girl approaches, Deniz squares his shoulders, but the moment she reaches out to touch his hair, his transmission slips.

The Girl: “Hello, handsome... Your hair is so beautiful. Tell me, what shampoo do you use?”

Deniz: (His voice trembling like a Beşiktaş ferry whistle) “I use a specially blended fragrance.” (Actually, it’s a mix of the 'Ocean Breeze' he put on this morning and the scent of the Magirus seats, but he plays it cool.)

The Girl: “Wow... that really is an impressive scent. Why are your lips so full?”

Deniz: “The better to kiss you with...” (Deniz thinks he’s playing the Big Bad Wolf here, but the girl is about to turn him into Little Red Riding Hood’s grandma.)

The Girl: “And your ears? Why are they so big?”

Deniz: “To hear you better, of course!”

Atlas: (Whispering to Engin in the back) “Do you see this? Deniz is evolving. Any second now he’s going to go full wolf and say ‘My teeth are to eat you with,’ but the look in her eyes doesn't mean anything good. I’m sensing seismic waves!”

The girl’s voice suddenly turns into a North Pole wind:

The Girl: “Fine then, open those ears wide and listen to me: I’m throwing a party at my place tonight. It’ll be a night full of surprises. I’m sure you wouldn't want to miss it, right?”

Deniz: “Are you crazy? Who would miss an opportunity like that! If you want, we can leave right now—the Magirus is at the door, and the tank is full!”

The Girl: (Suddenly lets out a mocking laugh) “Now that is what you call biting the bait! You idiot... I knew you’d say that. You fell right into the trap. You men are all the same... Shameless!”

SLAP!

The slap lands so hard that the gel in Deniz’s hair shifts positions. As the girl storms off, Aras and Arda bolt out of the restroom in their “half-naked” state and start a victory dance.

Aras: “JUSTICE HAS BEEN SERVED! You stole my shirt, but you took the slap, Deniz! Hahaha! That fingerprint on your cheek looks cooler than the brand on my shirt!”

Arda: “Deniz, what happened to ‘Shot and Goal’? The girl basically scored on you with a bicycle kick! ‘To hear you better,’ huh? I bet you heard that slap loud and clear!”

Deniz: (Rubbing his cheek, making one last attempt to save his charisma) “Laugh all you want! You got a good show out of it, didn't you? I’ll see how you feel when it happens to you. Man, her hand was heavy—she must be a volleyball player... But did you notice? Even while she was slapping me, there was a ‘come hither’ light in her eyes...”

Atlas: "Buddy, that wasn't a 'come hither' light; those were stars flashing in your eyes. It’s a physical reality—you’re just experiencing a post-impact optical illusion!"

Deniz: "Shut it! Move, we’re going to the Magirus. The air in this school isn't good for my complexion; I urgently need the scent of exhaust fumes and the atmosphere of Beşiktaş Bazaar!"

Atlas: "No, wait!"

Atlas went over to the group of boys and whispered something. Everyone nodded and quickly ran toward the classroom. Deniz asked curiously:

Deniz: "What are you up to now, Atlas?"

Atlas: "Don't ask questions, just walk."

They arrived at the classroom door. Deniz puffed out his chest with pride:

Deniz: "Go ahead, Atlas. You perform the final door-opening of the semester. Let this honor be yours."

Atlas: "No way. You’re the one who’s put in the most effort—and caused the most incidents—in this class. This honor suits you best."

Deniz: (In a cool manner) "You’re right! This honor should indeed be mine."

Deniz swung the door open. The moment they stepped inside, every student in the class stood up, erupting into a storm of applause:

"DENİZ OVER HERE, FIST IN THE AIR! DENİZ OVER HERE, FIST IN THE AIR! OLEY!"

Atlas: (Smiling slightly) "And here we go again."

Deniz, instantly hyped up, was performing a fist show to the rhythm of the class's enthusiastic clapping.

Deniz: (With the air of a superstar) "Thank you, thank you, my friends! I love you all so, sooooo much!" (Then, he suddenly leaned toward Defne, who was sitting in the front row) "But I love you even more, my life!"

As Deniz leaned toward Defne with that "star" persona and dropped his declaration of love, the classroom suddenly fell silent. Defne slowly lowered her literature book, looking first at Deniz’s reddened cheek, then at the oversized shirt "nationalized" from Aras.

Defne: (Raising an eyebrow) "Deniz... Is this 'my life' person you're talking about me, or is it that blonde girl who just wrote a 'five-fingered love letter' on your cheek in the hallway? Goodness, the mark of your affection is still smoking on your face!"

The Class: "OOOooooh! Burn! Deniz, get back to defense, our goal is wide open!"

Deniz: (Without losing his composure, perching on the edge of a desk) "Defne, you’ve analyzed the situation incorrectly, my flower. That girl was actually an 'extra.' Atlas and I were conducting a social experiment; we were testing 'How much fortitude can a Beşiktaş fan show against an unexpected blow?' As you can see, I took the hit, but not a single gram was lost from my charisma!"

Atlas: (Shaking his head from the back row) "Yes, the social experiment is titled: 'Anatomy of a Sucker.' Deniz managed to enter world literature as the primary subject. The decibel level at the moment of impact actually surpassed the speed of the class's applause!"

As the entire class moans "Oooo!" in unison, Deniz places his hand over his heart and shoots one of his "arabesque-romantic" looks, but Defne slams her book onto the desk with a sharp "thud." The class holds its breath, and Atlas—in the back row—is busy taking notes on this "communication disaster."

Deniz: "If I must suffer, I accept it, Defne! The trouble coming from your hand is like the never-ending repair costs of the Magirus; it’s welcome above my head. But look, even this redness on my cheek fades in comparison to the fire of your love!"

Defne: "Deniz, what’s burning on that cheek isn't the fire of love; it’s the 'momentum' of that girl's hand from earlier! Also, don't write songs for me—first, give Aras his shirt back. You’ve disgraced the man's brand in the name of a 'social experiment.' Your romance is like a minibus inspection that’s past its due date; you could be banned from traffic at any moment!"

Deniz: "Love doesn't need an inspection, Defne! In our passion, the permit is in the heart, and the license plate is Beşiktaş. And if that girl hit me, she hit me to measure the weight of the troubles I endure for your sake. Even she understood the load in my heart!"

Defne: "A load? Deniz, the only load in your heart is the spare tire in the trunk and Aunt Refika’s pot of stuffed grape leaves! You can’t even account for the 'F's' on your report card, and you’re here talking to me about the 'Book of the Heart.' The pages of that book are torn out and tea has been spilled all over it, but you don't even know it!"

Deniz: (Taking a step closer, his voice growing husky) "Grades are temporary, Defne, but this brave stance is eternal! Look, the whole class is cheering. The voice of the people is the voice of Truth. 12-B says 'Deniz,' while you’re still saying 'Report Card.' Or have you also been swept away by the wind of that slap?"

Defne: "I don't get swept away by that wind, Deniz; I turn that wind into a storm and let your Magirus fly down Akaretler Slope like a truck with burst brakes! Go wash your face first; the five fingers of that slap are still glowing like a map of the 'Beşiktaş Bazaar.' Just so you know, your charisma isn't even running at idle right now!"

Deniz: (Turning to the class) "You see, boys? This is true love! She’s burying me underground, but what she’s actually saying is, 'Deniz, I care about you so much that I see every single one of your flaws.' Defne, admit it; this outcry is actually a scream for 'yes'!"

Defne: "That scream isn't 'yes,' Deniz; it’s a scream for 'help'! Get off that desk before Beton Nuri arrives, and take your report card with the last crumbs of your charisma!"

Deniz looked at Defne and continued in a romantic tone:

Deniz: "You know, my life; I never loved anyone as much as I loved you, and I never suffered from anyone as much as I suffered from you."

Defne responded mockingly:

Defne: "You just wait; you're going to suffer much more because of me!"

Deniz: "Why are you putting me through this torture? Believe me, I love you so much that no matter what I do, I can't give up on you."

Defne: "You've come to the wrong door, honey. Please try another one; the person you're looking for is probably over there."

Deniz: "How can that be, baby? I've tried every door. A lion came out of the first, a tiger from the second, and a bear from the third. I am absolutely certain yours is the right door. Don't be stubborn for nothing; I’ve loved you once, I’ve believed in you."

Defne: "Why did you believe me? I never told you to believe in me."

Deniz: "Look, beautiful..." Deniz said, and started pouring his heart out:

"I want to tell you something,

But while I'm trying to keep them in mind,

I forget everything else...

How did the rest go? Whatever, never mind,

In short, I think I love you."

Defne replied in rhyme without breaking her composure:

"All your efforts are in vain,

I've told you a thousand times again,

No matter how much you jump and play,

I don't love you, bird-brain—get it through your head, okay?"

Deniz didn't give up:

"If I had a thousand-year life, I’d love you for a thousand years. If you were mine for a thousand years, I’d want a thousand more!"

Defne fired back instantly:

"If I had a thousand-year life, I wouldn't love you for a thousand years. If I were with you for a thousand years, I’d hate you a thousand times over!"

Deniz: (Laughing) "Look at that, she reversed the sentence! You copycat... Life is sweet, but not as sweet as you; everyone loves you, but not as much as I do!"

Defne: "I'm crazy, but not as much as you; life is with ketchup, but it doesn't taste like ketchup!"

Deniz: "I’ve written your name on my soul, they can never erase it! They can't make me give up on you!"

Defne: "Get out of here, you opportunist! What are erasers for? Look, it's so obvious you're lying; your nose started growing like Pinocchio's."

Deniz: (Playing his last card) "Time never dies, but it leaves a memory. And when I die, I will leave my love to you as a memory."

Defne put the final point:

"Take that love of yours and shove it in your eye,

Let’s not see each other again, 'beautiful.'

Don’t push me, I’m under the influence,

Or I’ll end up hurting you bad!"

After watching this word duel with bated breath, the class erupted into laughter. Deniz took Defne by the arm and lifted her from her seat; they held hands and bowed to the class. This theatrical display ended when the Math teacher entered the room.

The teacher scanned the class; he frowned when he saw footprints on the pure white walls, stains on the ceiling, and trash on the floor.

Teacher: "Well children, you've done it again. I get the walls, but what on earth are these footprints on the ceiling? How did you manage that?"

Deniz: (Immediately stood up) "Actually, sir, it's quite easy. We take off our shoes and hurl them at the ceiling; whoever's print is more distinct becomes the champion."

Teacher: "And tell me, who won this magnificent competition?"

Deniz: "I did, of course, sir! That print right above your head is my handiwork."

Teacher: "Well done, a fine mess you've made... In that case, as a reward, I'm giving you the task of wiping those prints off!"

Just as Deniz was about to start sucking up to the teacher, Aras had already brought in the ladder, and Arda the bucket of water. Huffing and puffing, Deniz climbed the ladder and began wiping his own footprint with a wet cloth.

Deniz: "Sir, today is report card day; couldn't we have a better memory than this?"

Teacher: "Could there be a better memory than this, Deniz? Isn't that right, children?"

The class shouted in unison: "YESSSSS!"

Deniz: (Complaining) "Wow, you guys sold me out instantly, bravo!"

As Deniz took his seat, the teacher grinned mischievously. "Now then, children, where were we?"

The class immediately began to chant in rhythm:

"AEGEAN, BLACK SEA, WE WANT OUR REPORT CARDS, YOU SEE!"

As the tempo continued, the teacher covered his ears and shouted.

Teacher: "Enough! I said be quiet, shut uuuuup... I'm not giving them, alright? I am NOT giving them... and I won't until you are silent."

With those words, the class fell into an instant hush. It was a silence so profound that a literal "deadly quiet" took over the room. You couldn't hear a single peep.

Except for a lone fly buzzing through the air.

Every eye in the room turned toward the fly. Sensing the pressure—as if thinking, "I think I stumbled into the wrong lecture"—the fly circled a few times in embarrassment and flew out the window.

Once the fly departed, all eyes snapped back to the teacher. Even he was surprised, and in a way, pleased.

Teacher: "Well done. Be like this. If you continue to stay this quiet, I’ll bring your report cards during the very last period."

The class looked at each other. Whispers broke out. Then Deniz suddenly stood up.

Deniz: "Excuse me, sir, but don't you have the report cards with you?"

Teacher: "Of course not. You’ll get them in the final period."

Deniz: "But that’s unfair, sir! We thought you were going to give them now."

Teacher: "Why? I never said such a thing. You're creating your own theories."

At this, the class broke the silence, shouting and stomping their feet. Realizing he couldn't cope, the teacher covered his ears and marched quickly out of the room.

Soon after, the bell rang. While the students were scuffling with each other, Deniz and Atlas barely managed to squeeze through the crowd and get outside.

Atlas: "Phew! We barely got out of there. Our class is, in a single word, a monster."

Deniz: "Believe me, even a real monster would change its name if it saw our class."

As they were walking and talking in the yard, a girl suddenly grabbed Deniz's arm and leaned her head on his shoulder.

Brunette Girl: "Hi Deniz, how are you?"

Deniz: (Startled) "Th... Thank you, how are you?"

Brunette Girl: "Thank you, I feel even better now that I see you... Can I ask you something?"

Deniz: "Of course you can, my life. Ask me anything you want."

Brunette Girl: "I was wondering if you're free this afternoon? If you are, I was thinking maybe we could go to the movies."

Deniz: "Sure, why not? Whatever you like."

Rejoicing like a child, she kissed Deniz on the cheek and hurried away. Deniz and Atlas stared at each other for a moment.

Atlas: "Who was that girl? Do you know her?"

Deniz: "How should I know?" Deniz said with a slight smirk. "I don't know her. Probably one of my fans."

Atlas: "Please, don't start again."

They had only taken a few more steps when another girl grabbed his hand.

Auburn Girl: "Hey handsome! If you're free this afternoon, want to go for a picnic in the woods? I can show you my stamp collection, what do you say?"

Deniz: "I love stamp collections... Whatever you want, beautiful, it's a deal."

Auburn Girl: "Okay then, see you later!"

She kissed his cheek and skipped away happily. Before Deniz could even process his confusion, another girl tucked her arm into his.

She, too, suggested a place to go, got his approval, and left. One girl would leave, and five seconds later, another would arrive. They were inviting him everywhere: patisseries, the seaside, the cinema, amusement parks, entertainment centers, and more.

Finally unable to take it anymore, Deniz turned around and saw nearly twenty girls—along with a few "meowing" cats—standing in a queue, waiting their turn. He leaned over and whispered something in Atlas's ear, then turned back to the girls.

Deniz: "Wait a minute, wait a minute! Please, stop. I don't understand why you're showing me all this interest. I get it—I might be this handsome—but couldn't you all just come to me one day apart?"

One of the girls spoke up.

Blonde Girl: "We're not coming for your looks, sweetie. We're coming for that mesmerizing scent you're wearing!"

The two friends looked at each other. Then Deniz pointed upward and shouted.

Deniz: "Hey girls, look over there!"

While the girls turned to look, the two friends began to run with all their might. They bolted out of the yard and kept running, but the girls followed them, shouting and calling out. Passersby watched the chase in bewilderment.

The two friends managed to put a significant distance between them. When they looked back and couldn't see the girls anymore, they took a deep breath.

Deniz and Atlas threw themselves into one of the backstreets of Beşiktaş. Deniz leaned against a trash container, trying to reclaim his lungs while still sniffing his own clothes.

Deniz: (Panting) "Atlas... Did you hear that? They said, 'We're not coming for your looks, but for your scent.' My charisma was officially defeated by a bottle of perfume. I've never achieved such a 'stinky' success in my life!"

Atlas: (Hands on his knees, catching his breath) "Deniz... I told you... I told you not to 'nationalize' that perfume from that kid in Etiler! Whatever is in it, it broke the pheromone balance and set the school's entire ecosystem on our trail. I get the girls, but why that orange tabby cat wanted to go to the movies while saying 'meow,' I still haven't figured out!"

Deniz: "Man, anyone who catches the scent turns their rudder toward Beşiktaş! Defne didn't see this scene, did she? If she saw those twenty girls and those cats, she’d tie me to the exhaust of the Magirus and take me on a tour of Istanbul!"

Atlas: "Defne didn’t see it, but she probably caught your scent from two kilometers away. Look, they might still be after us. We can't do anything under the radar while carrying this smell. We’re broadcasting our location like a GPS!"

Deniz: (Suddenly straightening up) "You’re right. We need to get rid of this scent immediately. But how? Even if we tried to wash with soap, the entire water reserve of Beşiktaş wouldn't be enough. Atlas, find a scientific solution! How do we neutralize these odor molecules?"

Atlas: "There’s only one way, Deniz... to suppress this 'Etiler essence' with a more dominant, 'common man's' scent. In other words... we’re heading straight to the shop, to the Fish Market!"

Deniz: "What? Fish? Man, the cats won't leave then; they'll come in even bigger numbers!"

Atlas: “Anyway, forget about that for now. What are we going to do? We can't go back.”

Deniz: “I say we go to the movies. We’re getting the report cards in the last period anyway. We’ve still got plenty of time."

Atlas: “That’s actually not a bad idea at all."

They went to the stop and waited for the bus. A few minutes later, the bus arrived. As the passengers were boarding one by one, one of the girls spotted the two friends. She shouted and signaled to her friends. Suddenly, girls gathered from the side streets and began sprinting toward the stop.

They threw the four-lane road into instant chaos. Running toward the stop without caring about the green light, some cars slammed on their brakes to avoid hitting them, causing a chain reaction of collisions. The girls didn't care at all; they just kept running.

The two friends didn't know what to do when they saw the girls. Pushing the people waiting in line aside, they jumped onto the bus. Those left in line were swearing and shouting at them. The two friends ignored them and tried to win over the driver.

Deniz: “Please, Uncle Driver, close the door and hit the gas! Look, they are cold-blooded killers; if they get on this bus, they won't leave a single seat or window intact. Please, let's just get out of here.”

The driver didn't understand a word they said. When he looked in the mirror with an indifferent expression, his eyes popped out like saucers.

Seeing the girls screaming and charging toward the bus armed with cleavers, axes, swords, pickaxes, chainsaws, butcher knives, and various other cutting tools, he slammed the door shut. He ignored the protests of the citizens waiting in line and floored the gas. As the bus pulled away, the two friends moved to the back window, blowing kisses to the girls and laughing hysterically.

The girls shook their heads in fury and watched them disappear.

A short while later, the driver pulled the bus over, opened the door, and the two friends hopped off. Then the driver sped away.

Atlas: “What time is it?”

Deniz: “10:35”

Atlas: “The movie starts at 11:00. We have time. The theater is just ahead anyway, let's go.”

The two friends entered the arcade and glanced at the movie listings.

Atlas: “Aha! Look, a 3D horror movie is out. Let's go to that one.”

Deniz: “That’s not a bad idea at all.”

Atlas: “Action is our business, buddy.”

Deniz: “Shouldn't we get popcorn and drinks first?”

They bought two tickets for the horror movie at the box office, grabbed their popcorn and drinks, and headed into the theater.

The hall was half full. The movie had started, and people were wearing their 3D glasses, completely immersed in the film.

Deniz was so absorbed in the movie that he held out his popcorn to the man sitting next to him; the man thanked him and ate heartily. At one point, when Deniz reached for some popcorn, he saw it was almost gone. Noticing the man was still eating from it, he just handed the whole box to him.

Then he reached over and started eating Atlas's popcorn.

At one point, an eerie silence fell over the hall. While everyone was watching the scene intently, Atlas suddenly dropped his popcorn. The sound made everyone jump out of their seats in terror.

Including Atlas.

Deniz: (Whispering in Atlas’s ear) “Bravo. You gave us away before the killer even arrived.”

Atlas: “Ha, ha, ha... Very funny.”

As the tension in the movie escalated, a sudden loud sound effect on the screen made Deniz grab the man's arm next to him for dear life.

The Man: (Annoyed) "Son, what are you doing? I’m not your wife, let go of my arm!"

Deniz turned back to the front with a bright red face, apologizing, though his heart was still pounding.

Meanwhile, Atlas raised his hand in excitement and knocked his glasses to the floor. As the monster on the screen charged right toward them, Atlas was fumbling around on the floor in the dark:

Atlas: "Wait for me! I haven't found my glasses yet, Mr. Monster!"

The people in the theater burst into laughter at this absurd comment. When Atlas finally found his glasses and put them on, everything was crooked:

Atlas: "What's going on? Is it just me, or did the world tilt sideways?"

Deniz: (Laughing) "You put the glasses on upside down, buddy, that's why."

At the moment in the film where a demonic whispering occurred and the hall went ice-cold, the rustle of a chip bag pierced through the silence. Right then, a few silhouettes darted across the front of the screen. Deniz pointed his finger in terror and shouted:

"THERE IT IS!"

Seeing the shadow and thinking the monster had jumped out of the screen, people screamed and rushed toward the exits. A total stampede broke out in the hall. After everyone had fled, the last ones out were four cats, meowing innocently as they wandered out.

The theater was now empty, and while people outside were still telling each other, "The monster leaped right off the screen, I swear I saw its claws!", Deniz and Atlas remained on the stairs with their half-finished popcorn boxes and mangled 3D glasses.

Deniz: (Lifting the 3D glasses to his forehead and looking around) "Atlas... Did we just plunge an entire cinema hall into the War of Independence because of four cats? I grabbed that man's arm so hard, he’s still running away screaming, 'This is not my wife!'"

Atlas: "Technically, Deniz, the projection of the cats on the screen, combined with the optical illusion of the 3D glasses, created a 'collective hysteria' in the masses. It wasn't a monster; the 'meow squad' that followed your Etiler scent conquered the hall. Also, the frame of my glasses is broken; the world is still standing at a 15-degree angle."

Deniz: "Forget the angle! Look at the time! 13:15... They’ve started giving out the report cards. If those cats are still on our tail, the moment we step into school, Beton Nuri will ask, 'Are we running a circus here?' and tie us to the Magirus engine. Quick, we need to sneak into school through the back roads!"

As they stepped into the cinema foyer, other people were frantically talking on their phones and whispering. Suddenly, a noise echoed through a megaphone from outside: 

“WANTED! DANGEROUS! TWO MALES WANTED FOR SEDUCING GIRLS WITH THEIR SCENT!”

Deniz and Atlas froze. Deniz slowly turned to Atlas:

Deniz: “Is... is that describing us?”

Atlas nodded hesitantly:

Atlas: “I think we’re in trouble because of that 'mesmerizing' scent of yours. Whatever you smeared on yourself, you got it on me too.”

Looking through the foyer window, they saw the front of the cinema completely blockaded all the way to the street. The army of girls from the bus chase had doubled in number, surrounding the entrance. And yes, they still had the chainsaws, axes, and sharp knives. A few were even carrying handmade banners that read “SCENT MONSTER HUNTERS.” Leading them were the cats, meowing in worship of Deniz’s fragrance.

A Girl (via Megaphone): “Deniz and Atlas! Surrender! We want your scent back!”

Deniz turned pale. “I’d rather die than give it up!” he muttered.

Atlas: “Stay calm, Deniz. These people are maniacs! This is no joke!”

Deniz: “But... I thought they were my fans!”

Atlas: “Not fans—they’ve become scent addicts! Look, you don't show fandom with a chainsaw! They’ve completely lost it.”

The two friends panicked and ran back toward the hallway leading to the theaters. But it wasn't empty. Aras, Ersun, and other classmates were holding the entrance like security guards, with mischievous grins on their faces.

Aras: “Welcome, criminals! Time to pay the price for your scent.”

Ersun: “What happened? Did the ‘shot and goal’ joke end here?”

Deniz: (Face white as a sheet) “What do you mean? Is this... is this a joke too?!”

Aras: (Bursting into laughter) "Charisma? That scent wasn't just attracting girls; it had cats following you! But look, at least you’re safe from the chainsaws!"

Atlas: (Interjected) "Buddy, you have to admit this was a good lesson for you. Sometimes survival is more important than charisma."

As Deniz tried to get used to the heavy scent of deodorant on him, he felt something had changed. For the first time, he realized the danger that "mesmerizing scent" had created.

The cinema foyer is filled with girls who fainted from the perfume shock and cats that are bewildered. Aras victoriously holds the empty deodorant bottle in the air. Deniz, looking at his clothes and smelling the "cheap aftershave" scent, winces.

Deniz: "Dammit, Aras! You ruined my charisma! I smelled like an essence ready for New York Fashion Week, and now I smell like an apprentice at a neighborhood barber! Even the girls fainted; they couldn't withstand the nobility of my scent!"

Aras: "Deniz, be grateful the girls fainted; otherwise, they would have sliced your 'nobility' into pieces with that chainsaw! Come on, get up, we need to split before the girls wake up. Otherwise, this time they'll eat us alive—not for the scent, but for putting them in this state!"

Atlas: (Counting the cats on the floor) "Interesting... the alcohol content in the deodorant temporarily blocked the cats' sense of smell. But Deniz, this new scent on you sends a message of 'cleanliness is next to godliness' rather than 'charisma.' If you face Defne with this smell, the most she'll say to you is 'Have a blessed Friday.'"

When they arrived at school, a strange silence greeted them. There wasn't a single guard or student voice in the yard. The school seemed suddenly deserted. Not a peep was heard in the corridors.

Atlas: (Whispering) "This silence is not a good sign. It's like there's a funeral in the school."

They climbed the stairs on tiptoe and reached the classroom. When they slowly pushed the door open, they saw all the students sitting in their rows like statues. Not a single word was spoken; they all looked at the duo entering through the door.

Deniz: (Asked suspiciously) "Hello friends... Is there a problem?"

There was no answer. Only an eerie smile...

Just as they turned toward the door, that army of twenty girls, waiting sneakily behind them, blocked the way. The girls grabbed them and hurled them into the middle of the classroom. At that moment, silence gave way to war cries. Dozens of people pounced on Deniz and Atlas as if they were in a rugby match. The two friends were crushed between arms and legs until they turned into a pulp.

"STOP! My ribs are cracked! I think my medulla oblongata is torn!" Deniz wailed.

Just then, three long whistle blasts echoed in the corridor. It was the principal:

Principal: "Okay children, that's enough. It seems we exaggerated the joke a bit."

As the students slowly got off them, the principal continued seriously: "You will receive your report cards at three o'clock. Also, there's an exam in August; the winner will study in America with a full scholarship. I expect those interested to come to my office."

As soon as the principal left, Arda whispered in Deniz's ear: "Defne is waiting for you in the canteen; she has a surprise!"

Deniz: (Replied with a weary voice) "Oh, forget it, I can't deal with her whims. These girls here are enough for me. What do you say, sweeties, are you ready to fly over pink
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