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The police Captain Baikal Paksoy gently but firmly knocked on the door of the Chief Inspector’s office. Hearing the response from inside, he calmly entered the room. After exchanging brief social niceties, Baikal got straight to the point.

“According to international studies, between sixty and seventy-five percent of women in policing face verbal discrimination from male peers. Unfortunately, those numbers aren’t just global anymore—now it’s happening in our unit. Some of our colleagues have been speaking disrespectfully about Lieutenant Jowher,” Baikal said in a coherent, professional tone.

He continued, unwavering. “She’s not just my partner—she’s a damn good officer, and I’m here to make sure it’s taken seriously. I confronted them, and they admitted it openly, assuming I wouldn’t act. I believe this behavior violates professional conduct standards.”

The Chief Inspector straightened in his chair, his expression tightening with focus. He took the report Baikal handed him and gave it a quick scan.

“You did the right thing, Captain,” he said after a pause. “This kind of behavior harms the entire unit. I’ll forward this to Internal Affairs immediately—and I’ll expect a full follow-up from their side.”

He pressed a button on the intercom. “Can you call Internal Affairs and prepare a case number for incoming documentation?” he said to his secretary.

Looking back at Baikal, he added, “Thank you for bringing this forward.”

When Baikal got out of the Chief Inspector’s office, Jowher approached him.

“I could’ve handled it alone,” Jowher said, “but I’m really glad I didn’t have to. Thanks for standing by me—that’s not something I take lightly.”
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Nicknamed as “Statistic”, Baikal had a serious, clean-cut appearance with a slightly reserved or brooding demeanor, which worked perfectly for a methodical, emotionally guarded, or professionally burdened character. His tailored suit and guarded expression enhanced his “by-the-book” and possibly repressed or quietly intense persona.

Some colleagues saw him as quite a sophisticated man like the ways he solved cases. In his most recent investigation he catched the criminal by posing as a road patrol on the road he supposed he more likely drove. 

Lieutenant Jowher was Baikal’s work partner, and a self-assured woman whose presence couldn't stay unnoticeable.

She didn’t have a trauma or a hard childhood, usually female police officers got tagged by society and writers. She was an avid superhero comics fan as a child and thought of police officers as real life superheroes. From a young age, she realized that bad people don't live far away in isolated places and they also have families, and even kids. She became a police officer to protect both her family and innocent people. Jowher, like every human being, had a secret. She’s a closeted yet proud lesbian. 

Jowher was kind of nervous the first time meeting Baikal but very soon got comfortable getting to know him. During interrogations, Jowher observed him showing support and acting gently to other women around. No sneaky gazing, no judgemental comments. That’s when she kind of got the feeling he was a queer man.
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The Prosecutor invited Baikal and Jowher to her office. She showed different cases and asked what similarity they saw. 

“All of them were families and killed within short intervals,” Baikal said. He laid the crime scene photos of five different families on the table. “The killer was not a torturer, or abuser”. 

“From what I see,” Jowher said, “the killer might have some personal purpose that most likely makes sense to him.”
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So the “Five Families” case was lended to Captain Baikal and Lieutenant Jowher  after being recognized as a series of homicides. With that, Captain Aledar joined them as an officer who investigated one of the cases. He and Baikal met a few times but never truly interacted.

Aledar rushed to get a suspect of his - an architect named Teoman Gulshad into the interrogation room almost right after being introduced to Baikal and Jowher to whom he was indifferent.

Despite Aledar’s rude behaviour towards him, Teoman kept a gracious stance. Which didn’t slide away from Baikal’s attention.

The architect, by contrast of Baikal, had a relaxed charm and a slightly mischievous or enigmatic vibe. His open collar and confident, half-smiling demeanor felt effortless and self-assured. His style was polished but less rigid, signaling a freer, possibly more bohemian nature.

Baikal calmly reminded Aledar to be respectful to the suspects no matter how solid their suspicions were. Aledar just sniffled and went about his business.

Hearing that Teoman didn’t hide his approving head guest. He already noticed Baikal's gracious stance and now he looked at Baikal more carefully as if trying to read who he was through checking him out wholly. 

Baikal joined the interrogation after checking Teoman's papers. During interrogation, Teoman and Baikal exchanged subtle glances. Aledar didn’t notice anything as he was busy spitting out his assumptions regarding Teoman’s involvement. 

Teoman was suspected of killing while working on a project as an architect of one of the families. For Aledar, the motive is money, or he did something wrong during work, or as the rich man gave him a pricey painting which now he wanted back. 

Teoman proved everything wrong: First, the money was transferred as stated in the contract. Second, the other architects approved all were safe and correct. Third, he had a signed letter regarding the painting. Plus, Teoman lended that painting to a museum as he believes art should be accessible to the public. He also “works for free” as restaurator of paintings in the museums.

During interrogation, Baikal noticed Aledar might have something else - more personal on Teoman that he shaded. 

Teoman not only didn’t talk till his lawyer arrived but also thoroughly read the written statement before signing it as he was aware that the person who writes it might write whatever they want.

After getting out of the interrogation room, Baikal “searched Aledar's mouth”, but he slid away from the talk. For Baikal this didn't sit right, yet he decided to concentrate his attention on the cases. 
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Many people assume the police job is a cat and mouse game on the field but a tremendous part of it is going through the papers. It’s a tedious process as it requires attentive reading. Considering, sometimes the papers might be missing some info or didn’t tell quite the truth.

The families didn't meet and they are not all rich, some even middle classes. But he still thought that their kids might.

Jowher’s desk hinted at some other aspects of her life. There were several books on psychology and gesture topics. 

“How are your parents?” Baikal said.

“Good,” Jowher said, as if answering automatically while reading papers on Teoman.

“He’s from a family background like yours - has similar family history - well educated grand relatives and he’s from higher middle class with clear records.” Jowher halted “Oh...” She lifted her head as if in a sudden realisation. “Just realize. It must be hard for people like you to find a life partner or lover.”

Baikal lifted his brows and lightly moved his head as an agreement.

Jowher looked at him while he was reading the papers. 

“You don’t see him as a main suspect, do you?”

“Right. Based on what I saw today, his characteristics don’t match the typical profile of a serial killer. Sure, anyone’s capable of crossing a line — but capability and action aren’t the same.”

He stood up and walked to the window and crossed his arms. “Statistically, serial killers often show signs of isolation, instability, or obsessive behavior. Someone with a consistent job, clean record, and strong social habits doesn’t fit that pattern — especially not one targeting minors.”

After a short pause, Baikal turned back to his place.

“So what do we have so far?”

“The killer uses unregistered, black market weapons,” Jowher said. “He or she or they wear gloves, and ditches their phones.”

“No clearly repeating patterns.”

“Right! Poison, staged accidents, gunshots. They destroy weapons after use or hide them well.”

“Don't take trophies.”

“It might be a mass crime to cover the main target, you know.”

Another thing is timing —  All victims were dealt with on their business trips or vacations — Baikal realized someone was studying their schedules carefully.

After their talk, as the shift ended, Jowher started to leave.

“To the shooting range?” Baikal asked.

Jowher made a playful face, as if to say, What kind of question is that?

“No wonder you’re one of the sharpest shooters in the country,” she teased with a smile.
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Lieutenant Jowher was really a brilliant shooter, but few knew that Captain Baikal was a master of the knife—except Jowher, who once witnessed it firsthand.

When a group of young bandits tried to attack Baikal with a blade, he disarmed one of them so swiftly it looked like a magician’s trick. Then, with the same calm grace, he demonstrated—on the stunned attacker—exactly how fast, from where, and how many times he could have struck, had he chosen to.

The boys were humbled in an instant.

“Kids,” Baikal said quietly, “the real question isn’t whether we can do harm—but whether we can stop ourselves from doing it.”
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The next few days, Baikal and Jowher went to question some people close to the cases and even saw Teoman who tried to finish the project as soon as possible. 

When Baikal talked with Teoman, he was standing a bit higher and the angel statues behind them made them look like they had wings. 

Teoman’s presence felt mysterious, intelligent, and emotionally deep—great for an architect who may or may not be guilty of a crime.

The Captain was uncomfortable with unpredictability, but felt drawn to the architect’s wildness and insight.

“You have beautiful eyes, Captain,” Teoman said all of sudden but sincerely.

“Thanks,” Baikal hesitated but recovered. “They came as a set with my face, " he said teasingly.

Teoman chuckled fondly. 

“I’m talking about the way you look with those eyes. You know the saying, “The eyes are the window to the soul”? Well, it’s the gaze that’s implied there.” Teoman paused. “I think I might be fond of your soul.”

It was unexpected even for Baikal. He looked at him, as if trying to figure out his intentions
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