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...‘ALLIANCE OF LIGHT’...


Foreword
The Fate Company II: Frankfurt – City of Gods
In the first book, a father in Naples sold his own fate for his son.
Marco Bellini’s silent sacrifice was the first cry of conscience rising against the ruthless order of the modern world.

Now, in another city, the cry of another man echoes:
But this time, those cries are drowned out by applause.

"Because in this city, applause does not merge with the cry for justice; it exists to suffocate it."

Frankfurt...

A city where gods build their stage beneath the shadows of skyscrapers.
Here, life is bought, and death is designed.

"This novel narrates, in a dystopian voice, how the capitalist system turns the human soul into a spectacle. Within these pages, you will read about a society’s silence, the decay of consciences, and a dark order established in plain sight."
And perhaps you will find yourself asking these questions:

"With our silence, which gods are we worshipping?"

"To merely watch evil unfold...Isn't that silently applauding it?"

Emir Demirkıran

"The gods no longer descend from the heavens; we create them ourselves and then feed them with our applause."
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"Kneel before your new gods and offer them your gratitude."
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.....

Milo Dubois could not tear his eyes away from the digital clock on the wall. The red digits glowed like a sharp light in his pupils. Minutes, seconds, fractions of a second advanced with ruthless precision; the only sound echoing in the room’s silence was the deep, trembling resonance of his rapidly rising breaths. His heart pounded inside his chest like a wild animal trapped in a cage.
The room, with its sterile white walls and cameras placed in every corner, had imprisoned him completely. Under the cold gaze of the lenses, he felt utterly vulnerable. This room was not a quiet refuge where he might accept the coldness of death in peace; it was a display case, a showcase opened to the stares of thousands of strangers watching mercilessly.
His hands and feet were bound with metal shackles, his body immobilized by leather straps. The cold metal touched his skin like ice, as if turning the blood in his veins into a frozen river. He glanced at the digital clock again: "00:05:23." Five minutes, twenty-three seconds... His thoughts shattered into fragments in his mind. Even the most basic traces of reason were dissolving inside his head.
With each passing second, a single question echoed louder and heavier, crushing his soul: "How can a soul be erased so easily? Can a human life really end this cheaply, this simply?"
Milo Dubois had sold his own fate to the Fate Company with his own hands. In return, he had received nothing but a handful of fragile hopes that the person he loved would remain safe.
"00:03:47." He closed his eyes. He wondered what the viewers might be feeling for him at that very moment. Did they still hold even the slightest fragment of humanity within them? But he knew the answer was no, and that they were even more ruthless than he had imagined.
"00:01:09." One minute, nine seconds. The metallic creak of the electric chair pierced the silence of the room mercilessly, shattering the last remnants of resistance inside him.
"00:00:10." When he opened his eyes for the final time, he witnessed the countdown moving toward zero.
His life flashed before his eyes like a reel of film;
Milo Dubois was a young man born in Frankfurt, Germany, and raised in an orphanage. Throughout his childhood and youth, his greatest responsibility had been to protect his much younger brother, Leon. But after leaving the orphanage, he could only find simple jobs to survive and could not gather the financial means to bring Leon to live with him. He was helpless against orphanage policies and state regulations.
To save his brother and keep his promise to him, he saw only one way out: "The Fate Company." Whispered rumors led him to this mysterious organization, where he sold his fate and was given a period of ten months in return. With the money he received, he bought a beautiful home for his brother, enrolled him in an elite private school, and prepaid all expenses for his university education. The money deposited into Leon’s account was ready and waiting for him to withdraw freely when he turned eighteen.
Milo’s sacrifice was seen by the company as a perfect example of drama and tragedy, and every moment of his life was turned into entertainment for the elites, broadcast and watched as a spectacle.
In the final milliseconds on the digital clock, the only thing Milo could think of was his brother Leon’s face; he tried to calm himself with that thought. He found the last glimmer of peace within it.
"Leon is safe..."
The weight of his sacrifice pressed against his chest like a stone.
He squeezed his eyes shut.
Leon’s childish laughter... the dreams they had drawn together... the nights they had gone to bed hungry, side by side...
"00:00:05." The ruthless beating of the fractions of a second pulled Milo back into the harsh reality he was trapped in once again. The cold that seeped from beneath his skin into his veins had become unbearable.
And "00:00:00." As his body trembled, the last thing he heard was the desperate scream of his own heart.
That silent scream turned into a suffocating silence as the digital clock dominating the room finally stopped. Milo Dubois felt the cold breath of death. As his heart pounded as if it would burst, his trembling hands gripped the armrests of the electric chair tightly.
"Perhaps living... was to be willing to die for someone you love."
He closed his eyes and took what he believed would be his final breath, but suddenly, he was forced to open them again by the thunderous applause of the thousands filling the hall. Milo Dubois had felt the cold of death, but he could not understand why he was still alive.
At that moment, the stage lights turned toward him, and all the cameras focused to capture every change in his expression. Gabriel Delacroix, the CEO of the company that had purchased Milo's life, stepped onto the stage with heavy steps. His cold blue eyes, distant yet strikingly commanding, leaned toward Milo and formed a slight, chilling smile.

— "Today, as your God, we could have ended your life," said the CEO, every word absorbed by the audience holding their breath. On the enormous screens surrounding the hall, secret footage of Milo’s emotional meetings with Leon played. These hidden recordings exposed Milo’s helplessness, his sacrifice, and the profound love he held for his brother.

Those seated in this hall represented an elite circle in the truest sense of the word. But this 'elitism' had nothing to do with noble virtues or a refined conscience, it was entirely shaped by a sense of superiority built on spectacle and power. They weren’t there to witness Milo’s compassion for Leon; they were there to watch his moments of utter helplessness, the moments when he was forced to showcase his love as desperation. Concepts like emotional bonds, sacrifice, and devotion were nothing more than tools of entertainment, mere instruments of dramatic amusement in their world.

Some leaned back in their seats, watching Milo’s tragedy as if it were a theatrical performance. For them, this scene was not a tragedy but simply a show. Milo’s pain, Leon’s salvation, all of it was nothing but entertainment, a spectacle to be consumed.

"For poor Milo, this moment was the ritual of surrendering to helplessness."

As Gabriel Delacroix cast his gaze around the hall, a deep silence immediately fell. He was not merely a CEO but, to the audience, a divine figure on stage, a modern reflection of a creator who changed destinies with his words. Then, fixing his cold stare on Milo’s exhausted and bewildered face, he continued:

— "We grant you mercy, Milo. We have decided to let you live. Your life still belongs to us. Your death has only been postponed. Enjoy the life we have bestowed upon you. Kneel before your new gods and offer your gratitude."

Milo slowly bent his knees and began to lower himself to the ground. His movement did not resemble the complete submission of a devout supplicant, but rather the collapse of a body defeated by its own exhaustion. When his knees finally touched the floor, his head fell helplessly forward. He neither prayed nor spoke. He simply bowed his head and pressed his hands against the ground. His weary eyes were filled with tears. In that moment, as the stage lights illuminated him like a sacrificial offering in a temple, before thousands of onlookers, he remained silent.

On the giant screens, close-ups captured Milo’s tear-filled eyes. Kneeling before Gabriel’s feet, Milo, shown as if giving thanks to his new gods, was transformed into a ritual through the cameras’ slow-motion effects.
The cinematographers dramatized Milo’s descent to his knees as though it were a sacred moment of worship. The lights spiraled around him; the digital stage floor turned golden, creating an atmosphere of a holy ceremony for the watching elite. Though only one man knelt on the stage, this moment echoed from hundreds of angles on the giant screens.
Milo’s submission ignited a perverse sense of satisfaction among the elite audience. A woman seated in the upper rows proudly raised her glass of wine. In the background, a group of investors laughed and discussed the "marketable" impact of this dramatic act of surrender.

At that moment, Milo’s silhouette on his knees was portrayed just like the ancient sacrifices offered to temples, as a gesture of gratitude to the gods.
He was no longer merely a man.
He had become a new symbol, kneeling before his new gods.
And this moment was watched with great pleasure by the elite.
They all raised their glasses in honor of Germany’s CEO, Gabriel Delacroix, celebrating this flawless spectacle.
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"The Stock Exchange of Life, the Stage of Death"

The Fate Company had evolved into a global empire by exploiting the weaknesses of humanity. It was a secretive yet widely popular organization operating all around the world. At its core, the company purchased the fates of individuals in financial despair, transforming their stories into dramatic spectacles for elite clients, ruthlessly proving that both life and death could be commodified.

From the luxurious underground halls beneath London’s River Thames to New York’s soaring skyscrapers, from Tokyo’s neon-lit backstreets to the opulent desert villas of the Middle East, the company had deeply embedded its roots across every corner of the globe.

Its mission was simple: to turn human fate into a commercial commodity. In London, the elite bid in secret auctions for the life stories of desperate individuals. In Tokyo, tech billionaires competed to transform these stories into virtual reality experiences. In New York, profits from the company’s death games were laundered through legal enterprises; while in Dubai, extravagant parties in the middle of the desert became gambling grounds for bets on these fate games. Each city reflected a different face of the Fate Company, yet one common thread remained unbroken: humanity’s desperation was turned into the source of a merciless trade.

However, Gabriel Delacroix, the head of operations in Germany, had taken the system to a new and terrifying dimension. No longer did he merely design the moments of death; he informed the victims of their
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“A brutal dystopia where capitalism plays God.”.

EMIR DEMIRKIRAN
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