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​Chapter 1: The Streets That Raised Them
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The neighborhood was not famous.

No tourists ever stopped to take photographs. No newspapers wrote stories about it. It was simply another forgotten place where narrow streets twisted between rows of old apartment buildings, where children turned cracked sidewalks into football fields, and where every balcony carried flowerpots, drying clothes, and the echoes of family conversations.

Yet for two boys, it was the center of the universe.

Coni and Çiko had never known another home.

They were born only a few weeks apart in the same neighborhood. Their mothers often joked that fate had planned everything before they had even opened their eyes. Their first steps had been taken on the same dusty streets. Their first scraped knees came from the same playground. Their first victories, first failures, first dreams—they had shared all of them.

People in the neighborhood rarely mentioned one without the other.

“There goes Coni.”

“And where is Çiko?”

“There they are.”

“They’re together again.”

It had always been that way.

Coni had dark hair, warm brown eyes, and a calm confidence that made people naturally trust him. He wasn’t loud or attention-seeking. Instead, he carried himself with quiet certainty, speaking only when he had something worth saying.

Çiko was different.

His smile arrived before he did.

He laughed easily, joked with everyone, and somehow managed to become friends with strangers within minutes. His energy could brighten even the dullest afternoon.

Together, they balanced each other perfectly.

They understood one another without speaking.

Sometimes a single glance was enough.

Sometimes silence said everything.

Every morning began the same way.

Before sunrise had fully painted the sky, one of them would knock on the other’s apartment door.

“I’m here.”

“Coming.”

Within minutes they were walking side by side toward school, backpacks hanging loosely over one shoulder, talking about football, music, impossible dreams, or absolutely nothing at all.

Even ordinary mornings became adventures.

The bakery owner greeted them every day.

“Running late again?”

“We’re perfectly on time,” Çiko always answered with a grin.

The old man never believed him.

Neither did anyone else.

School itself often felt like an obstacle standing between them and freedom.

They sat in the same classroom.

Shared the same textbooks whenever one forgot theirs.

Finished each other’s sentences.

Copied homework from one another when necessary.

Sometimes they paid attention.

Most of the time they stared out the windows, imagining the afternoon waiting outside.

The final school bell was never just the end of classes.

It was the beginning of life.

The neighborhood transformed once lessons ended.

Concrete walls became football goals.

Parking lots became basketball courts.

Abandoned buildings became secret headquarters.

Every corner held a memory.

Every street had a story.

Coni and Çiko spent nearly every afternoon together.

Some days they wandered without destination.

Other days they climbed rooftops just to watch the sunset.

Sometimes they skipped school entirely.

It always began with one simple sentence.

“What if we don’t go today?”

The other never needed convincing.

Minutes later they were walking through parks instead of hallways, laughing as though the world belonged only to them.

Neither believed those moments would ever end.

When trouble appeared, they faced it together.

Arguments.

Street fights.

Protecting younger kids from neighborhood bullies.

No matter who started the problem, everyone knew what would happen next.

If someone challenged Coni...

Çiko appeared.

If someone cornered Çiko...

Coni stepped forward.

They had each other’s backs without question.

Loyalty wasn’t something they talked about.

It simply existed.

As naturally as breathing.

As naturally as sunrise.

Their friendship became legendary among classmates.

Teachers often separated them during exams because they whispered too much.

They received countless warnings for laughing during lessons.

Detention became almost routine.

Even punishment became entertaining when they experienced it together.

Outside school, life continued at its own pace.

Weekend evenings were filled with crowded cafés, noisy streets, music drifting from open windows, and endless conversations that stretched long after midnight.

They met new people.

Made new friends.

Sometimes they spent time with girls from nearby neighborhoods, enjoying youthful conversations, teasing one another, and laughing until they forgot what time it was.

To them, life felt limitless.

There was always another tomorrow.

Another adventure.

Another unforgettable memory waiting around the corner.

As the seasons passed, they began realizing something.

Childhood was quietly slipping away.

The future, once impossibly distant, was beginning to knock on their door.

Only one more year remained before everything changed.

One more year before a new chapter of life.

High school.

Everyone spoke about it as though it were another world.

Older students described larger classrooms, greater freedom, new friendships, unforgettable memories, and opportunities that middle school could never offer.

Coni listened carefully.

Çiko smiled confidently.

“We’ll be together,” Çiko said one evening as they sat on the roof of Coni’s apartment building, watching the city lights flicker beneath the stars.

“Always.”

Coni nodded.

“Always.”

Neither of them imagined that promises made beneath beautiful skies could someday shatter beneath painful truths.

Neither knew that love could become stronger than loyalty.

Neither knew that a single person could change every direction their lives would take.

For now...

The night was peaceful.

The city slept.

The future remained hidden.

And somewhere beyond the horizon...

Fate was already walking toward them.
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​Chapter 2: A New Beginning
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Summer arrived quietly, wrapping the neighborhood in long, golden afternoons and warm evenings that seemed endless. The school year had come to an end, and for the first time in months, Coni and Çiko had no schedules to follow, no teachers calling their names, and no homework waiting for them.

They had freedom.

Almost every morning began the same way.

Çiko would whistle from outside Coni’s apartment building, and within minutes Coni would appear, wearing a simple black T-shirt, jeans, and a backpack carrying little more than a bottle of water and whatever snacks they had found at home.

“So,” Çiko asked one morning as they started walking through the neighborhood, “what’s today’s adventure?”

Coni smiled.

“We’ll figure it out.”

That answer was enough.

It always had been.

Their neighborhood looked different during the summer. Children played football until sunset, shopkeepers stood outside their stores chatting with customers, and music drifted from open windows. The smell of fresh bread mixed with grilled meat from small restaurants on every corner.

To anyone else, it was an ordinary place.

To them, it was home.

They spent entire days wandering through familiar streets without feeling bored. Sometimes they sat on the steps of an old apartment building, watching people pass by and inventing stories about strangers.

“That guy is definitely a secret millionaire,” Çiko joked.

Coni laughed.

“He’s carrying grocery bags.”

“Exactly. No one would suspect him.”

They burst into laughter, drawing confused looks from people walking by.

Those moments felt endless.

Neither of them imagined that one day they would look back on these simple afternoons and wish they could live them again.



The weeks passed quickly.

Before they realized it, summer was coming to an end.

The first day of high school was only days away.

Their excitement grew with each passing morning.

“I heard the school is huge,” Çiko said while kicking a small stone along the sidewalk.

“My cousin said the cafeteria is actually good.”

“I don’t believe that.”

“I don’t either.”

They laughed again.

No matter what waited for them, they were certain of one thing.

They would face it together.



The first morning of high school arrived beneath a clear blue sky.

Students crowded the entrance gates, many wearing nervous expressions while others pretended to look confident.

Coni looked around.

“So many people.”

Çiko gently nudged his shoulder.

“Relax.”

“We’ve survived worse.”

They walked through the gates side by side.

Everything felt bigger.

Longer hallways.

Higher ceilings.

Louder conversations.

Hundreds of unfamiliar faces moved in every direction.

For a brief moment, even Çiko seemed impressed.

“Now this...”

“...is definitely different.”

They found the classroom list posted on a large bulletin board.

Students crowded around it, searching for their names.

Coni scanned the paper.

Then smiled.

“There.”

Çiko followed his finger.

Their names stood next to each other.

Same classroom.

Again.

They exchanged relieved smiles.

“I told you,” Çiko said proudly.

“We’re unstoppable.”



The classroom slowly filled with students.

Some looked nervous.

Others tried to impress everyone around them.

Coni and Çiko naturally chose seats beside one another near the back of the room.

It felt familiar.

Comfortable.

Almost like nothing had changed.

Their teacher entered a few minutes later.

She introduced herself, explained the school rules, spoke about discipline, attendance, exams, and expectations.

Coni listened politely.

Çiko spent most of the speech doodling small footballs across the corner of his notebook.

When the teacher finally finished, students introduced themselves one by one.

Some spoke confidently.

Others barely whispered.

When it was Çiko’s turn, he stood with an easy smile.

“My name is Çiko.”

“I like football.”

“I laugh too much.”

“And if anyone loses a pen...”

“...it probably wasn’t me.”

The classroom erupted with laughter.

Even the teacher struggled not to smile.

When Coni introduced himself moments later, he kept things simple.

“My name is Coni.”

“I’ve lived in this neighborhood my whole life.”

“I’m looking forward to meeting everyone.”

His calm voice left a good impression.

By lunchtime, they had already met several classmates.

Nothing extraordinary had happened.

Yet both of them felt optimistic.

This place held possibilities.



The following months passed quickly.

Lessons became routine.

Teachers learned their names.

Classmates became friends.

The school slowly transformed from an unfamiliar building into a second home.

Coni and Çiko remained inseparable.

They studied together before exams.

Played football during breaks.

Shared meals in the cafeteria.

Sometimes they skipped the last class just to wander
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