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AN ROOM 104 ADVENTURE

"Nothing is as innocent as it seems, and no dream is as imaginary as it appears."

Blurb (Introduction)

For Deniz and Atlas, university life was supposed to be all about lectures and campus hangouts. Deniz’s biggest worries should have been trying to impress a girl without accidentally crushing himself under dumbbells at the gym, or avoiding a diplomatic crisis over a stray pea in the cafeteria. But on the night the door to Room 104 cracked open, their lives changed irrevocably.

Julia... Noble, mysterious, and equally dangerous. She brought with her much more than just a dagger and the dark shadows pursuing her; she was the beating heart of an ancient war, colliding head-on with the roaring engine of a legendary 2007 Magirus minibus.

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

What Awaits You in This Section?

	Action and Laughs: Witness how Deniz’s desperate attempts at looking charismatic dissolve into absolute comedic chaos.

	Mystery: On one side lie the dusty, ancient secrets of Byzantium; on the other, the dark algorithms of the digital world.

	Friendship: The birth of a fearless—yet incredibly clumsy—crew crammed into a single minibus.


"Close your eyes, Deniz... Because sometimes, the greatest battles are fought not while you are awake, but in the deepest corners of your dreams."

Welcome to Room 104. Take your seats, because there are no empty spots left on this Magirus!

MYSTERIOUS GUEST: ROOM 104

"On one side stands Marlon, the world's greatest mastermind, ruling over his Zenithus Empire with flawless strings of code... On the other side is a minibus packed with pure chaos:

Behind the wheel is Deniz, the life of the crew (and easily the most gullible), known for his endless pursuit of girls and non-stop jokes; at the keyboard is Atlas, the digital prodigy capable of bringing the world to its knees; tracking down every history-steeped mystery is Can, alongside his tiny, loyal companion Hüsnü; Esma, the psychologist who deciphers the dark corridors of the human soul at a single glance; Selin, who blends the elegance of poetry and art with sharp, strategic brilliance; Engin, who somehow manages to find a toasted sandwich right in the middle of any life-threatening danger; and the mysterious Julia, whose soul remains forever trapped in 2007.

In this war stretching from the historic, nostalgia-filled streets of Beşiktaş to the dark basements of the university campus, the Room 104 crew isn't just escaping a school; they are fighting to prove that the human heart cannot be rewritten with code.

Fasten your seatbelts, the legendary Magirus M2010 is hitting the road. The air is thick with the scent of engine oil, pink milkshakes, and the echo of Beşiktaş anthems from 2007.

And remember: In this story, no dream is just a dream, and no crew is just a coincidence.”

“Are you absolutely sure you’ve woken up?”
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CHAPTER 1
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Year: 2007

The darkness of the night was slowly yielding to a deep blue sky as the stars faded away one by one. As the dawn broke, the sun began to peek over the horizon. Right in the middle of a dense, lush forest stood a small, humble cabin—a peaceful sanctuary where one could truly rest their mind. While birds chirped joyfully, soaring through the sky, a chorus of roosters joined this natural orchestra, crowing as if tearing their throats out.

However, it seemed someone wasn't particularly fond of the rooster's operatic performance. The cabin window flew open, and an old man dumped a bucket of water right over the rooster's head. Before the poor animal could even process what was happening, it found itself taking an ice-cold shower in the first light of morning.

The old man slammed the empty bucket down onto the windowsill. His name was Mahmut, but everyone in the surrounding villages knew him as "Gunpowder Mahmut." Years ago, he had fled the city to this cabin just to hear the sound of silence; yet, nature had proven to be far less quiet than he anticipated.

Mumbling under his breath, he headed toward the kitchen. In truth, his anger wasn't directed at that poor rooster, but rather at the relentless, non-stop tapping that had kept him awake all night. A stubborn woodpecker, nesting somewhere in the roof, had been shaving away at Mahmut’s peace until dawn. Just as he was finally drifting off to sleep, the rooster's shrill voice echoed through the cabin, and that was the last straw.

“Thinks he’s performing at the opera, for heaven's sake!” Mahmut muttered.

As he lit the stove under an old, battered teapot, he caught his reflection in the mirror. With his disheveled white hair and deeply furrowed brows, even he found himself intimidating at this hour of the morning. Yet, when he first came to this forest, his dream was simple: to read his books to the sound of birds and grow old in absolute tranquility. Instead, he was now left alone with a soaking wet rooster and a sleep-deprived mind.

Right then, that all-too-familiar "tap, tap, tap" echoed from the window frame. The woodpecker was starting its shift early.

Mahmut let out a heavy sigh and slumped into a chair. “It seems this forest won't make peace with me today either.”

He bolted up from the kitchen table with sudden fury. The feud between him and this woodpecker had officially escalated into a battle of honor: “We’ll see, little mister, whose house is structurally sounder!”

Grabbing a wide, old straw hat and two pot lids to make noise, he charged outside. His strategy was simple: scare the woodpecker away with a loud racket. He had just started clashing the pot lids together toward the noise on the roof edge when the wet rooster, seemingly seeking vengeance, dashed right between Mahmut’s legs. Mahmut lost his balance and landed squarely in a muddy puddle, sharing the exact same damp fate as the rooster he had soaked earlier.

The woodpecker gave one final, mocking "tap" as if laughing at the spectacle, and glided away into the depths of the woods. As Mahmut tried to stand up while shaking the mud off his clothes, an entirely unfamiliar sound caught his ear. It wasn't the call of a bird, nor was it the howling of the wind... It was the sound of a struggling engine echoing from the unpaved road at the entrance of the forest.

A few minutes later, an old, veteran minibus emerged from the fog, coughing and sputtering "cough, cough." It came to a halt as it sank into the mud, releasing a sharp "pfffft" air brake hiss. The door creaked open with the screech of a rusty hinge. Out popped Julia, wearing a glowing, multicolored raincoat, holding a giant map in her hands.

JULIA: (Waving the map like a fan as she marches toward Mahmut) "Excuse me, uncle! I was actually trying to find my way back to the main road, civilization, and the sweet smell of asphalt, but that technological curse called navigation threw me right into this sleeping forest. Are you a local, or were you stationed here to guard the wilderness?"

Mahmut, still holding the pot lids, detonated like a literal powder keg.

MAHMUT: "Navigation, she says! Girl, this is the kind of place where even the navigation satellite says 'I'm out' and goes into retirement! What business do you have bringing a massive dolmuş into the heart of the forest? Are you some city snob, or did you just lose your mind? Go back the way you came, don't go bringing your exhaust fumes around here!"

JULIA: (Puts her hands on her hips, narrowing her eyes) "Listen here, uncle, don’t you go calling me a 'city snob' or I’ll hand you your own transmission! I’m telling you the vehicle is stuck in the mud, and reverse gear is playing hard to get! Besides, this is a low-floor model, it sits close to the ground... Your Stone Age roads have deeply offended my delicate minibus!"

MAHMUT: "Don't you lecture me about minibuses, kid! The roads we’ve conquered, the ditches we’ve stared down!"

Right at that moment, the woodpecker up in the tree went "tap, tap, tap," and a massive pile of snow slid right down the back of Mahmut’s neck with a loud "SPLAT."

Mahmut froze completely, while Julia covered her mouth, letting out a muffled giggle.

JULIA: "See that, uncle? Even Mother Nature is saying 'you deserved it.' That snow down your neck is exactly what you need to cool off that explosive temper of yours!"

MAHMUT: (Letting out a deep sigh) "Fine, fine! Get inside and drink something. Let's put the tea on the stove first, then we’ll rescue that 'delicate' stallion of yours. But let me warn you; if you get mud on my chairs, I’ll nail you to the seat as upholstery!"

Mumbling continuously, Mahmut brought out a heavy tow rope. Just as he bent down to tie it underneath the minibus... "CRRAAAAACK!"

His pants split wide open, from top to bottom.

MAHMUT: "Oh, great! You were the only thing missing! The world is collapsing on me, and now even my own pants are committing treason!"

JULIA: (Bursting into laughter) "Uncle, I swear your 'Modern Tragedy' show would sell out on Broadway! Pants gone, snow down the neck, tangled in ropes... This is a total mechanical failure!"

Right at that exact instant, the vengeful rooster Mahmut had soaked that morning slipped right through the open door of the minibus with a swift "whoosh." It flew straight onto the driver’s seat, perching itself proudly on top of the steering wheel, letting out a loud cry of victory.

JULIA: "OH NO! The rooster took over the captain's quarters! Uncle, your rooster just claimed my driver's seat as its new coop! Get it out of there before it turns my upholstery into organic fertilizer!"

Mahmut made a desperate move with his ripped pants, muddy face, and feet tangled in tow ropes, but ended up eating the dirt. Outside, the woodpecker kept the beat; inside, the rooster crowed; and Mahmut just stared up at the sky from the middle of the mud.

MAHMUT: "I should have absolutely stayed in bed today... In fact, I shouldn't have been born in this century at all!"

JULIA: (Smiling as she extends her hand) "Come on, stand up, uncle, don't sweat it. I’ll negotiate with the rooster; if I show him my Beşiktaş stance, maybe he'll step down. But your pants definitely need an emergency touch from a master tailor!"

MAHMUT: (From the middle of the mud, desperately trying to cover his ripped pants with his hands) "Don't look at me like that, Julia! This rip isn't just fabric deformation; this is destiny's way of telling me, 'Mahmut, sit your old butt down!' And that rooster... I see the fire of pure vendetta in that animal's eyes!"

JULIA: (Holding her stomach from laughing so hard, extending her hand again) "Uncle, this is the first time I've ever heard of destiny sending a message through someone's trousers! But admit it, right now that rooster looks way more professional behind the wheel of the Magirus than you do. Look at him, he looks like he's about to honk the horn with his beak!"

ROOSTER: "COCK-A-DOODLE-DOO!" (He flaps his wings over the steering wheel so violently that the Beşiktaş scarf Julia had hanging from the rearview mirror flies off and wraps perfectly around the rooster's neck.)

JULIA: "Aha! Look at that, uncle! The rooster is officially a Beşiktaş fan now! He wrapped the scarf around his neck, perching there like a hardcore fan waiting for an away-game bus. At this point, only a championship match can get him down from there!"

MAHMUT: (Forces himself to stand up, his ripped pants waving behind him like a flag) "A Beşiktaş fan, he says... That animal just demolished my honor, my dignity, and forty years of tailoring expertise! Get down from there, you coop-escaped fugitive! You need a driver's license to sit in that seat!"

JULIA: (With mock seriousness) "To be honest, uncle, if you went to a driving school looking like that, they wouldn't even let you through the door. They’d ask, 'Excuse me, sir, are you performing a wind tunnel aerodynamic test?' Hang on, I’ll handle this. (Approaches the minibus door, softening her voice) Look here, my beautiful bird, my dear captain... If you step down, I’ll buy you special feed straight from the Beşiktaş Bazaar, right next to a nice portion of chicken over rice... Wait, scratch that, you can't offer chicken over rice to a bird, that's just bad manners."

MAHMUT: (Still trying to brush off the mud) "Julia, do not negotiate with a bird, there is no room for diplomacy with fowl! Bring that rope here; I’m going to tie the rooster to the Magirus, and the Magirus to my pants, and we can all roll off a cliff together to end this misery!"

JULIA: "Don't overreact, uncle! Look, even the woodpecker has started keeping time to the rhythm of your ripped pants with a 'tap, tap, tap.' The guy literally formed a forest orchestra thanks to you. You just tie the rope underneath, and I’ll practice some 'Eagle Claw' martial arts with the rooster to get him down."

MAHMUT: (Cringing as a sudden breeze blows from behind) "Julia! The back of these pants is open so wide right now that I feel like a prototype vehicle inside a wind tunnel. My aerodynamics have peaked, but my dignity has hit absolute zero!"

JULIA: "Forget aerodynamics, uncle, you've got a live town hall meeting broadcasting from the back right now! Just tie the rope, I'm convincing the rooster. Look, we’re making eye contact. (Turns to the rooster) Listen here, my noble boy, you are a creature of honor. This minibus is a Magirus M2010, not a coop. Besides, look at you—that Beşiktaş scarf around your neck gives you so much charisma, if you walked into the Çarşı fan group right now, they’d crown you the king of the stadium!"

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

CHAPTER 2

[image: ]


In another neighborhood nearby, a coal-black cat was foraging for its daily bread among the overflowing waste of a dumpster. Right at that moment, a yellow cat that looked just as famished slinked up beside it. Just as the black cat spotted a gleaming fish head among the trash and moved to take it in its mouth, the yellow cat launched a furious assault. But the black cat had no intention of giving up its prize; with a sharp slash of its claws, it repelled its rival.

The yellow cat showed no signs of backing down. Growling fiercely, it attacked again, leaving the two sworn rivals with no choice but to fight. Both arched their backs, bared their teeth, and sized each other up. Sensing the racket, the other neighborhood cats began pouring out from the side alleys like spectators heading to a gladiator match, quickly surrounding them. As the two rivals clashed, the audience of cats began meowing in unison, keeping time to the brawl. Claws flew through the air as yellow and black fur tangled together, rolling across the pavement.

Right then, taking advantage of the absolute chaos, two dogs stealthily emerged on the scene. Though the cats scattered in all directions with incredible reflexes, the dogs locked onto their chosen targets. The black dog went after the black cat, while the yellow dog bolted after the yellow one.

Just as it was about to be caught, the black cat made a spectacular leap, scaling a tree all the way to its highest branches. Meanwhile, the dog chasing the yellow cat was being flung from side to side through the narrow alleys. When the cat made a sudden, sharp maneuver, the dog lost its footing and crashed hard into a parked car. Opening up a safe distance, the yellow cat threw off its pursuer and took refuge behind a dumpster. Panting heavily, it suddenly froze; standing right in front of it was a tiny mouse.

The mouse, tracking scents along the ground, raised its head only to lock eyes with the cat. It froze in sheer terror, as if thinking, "Oh great, just what I needed!" Desperately searching for an escape route, it spotted a crevice some forty or fifty paces away. However, the cat was exactly the same distance from it. After a brief, tense silence, both lunged at the exact same moment. The cat soared through the air like an arrow, pouncing toward the mouse, but the mouse dove into the hole by a hair's breadth. Unable to check its momentum, the cat slammed face-first into the wall with a heavy thud, seeing stars instead of fish.

Realizing the hole was a dead end, the mouse seized the moment while the cat was still dazed, bolted back out, and began running with all its might. Gathering its senses, the cat immediately gave chase. But the rules of the game changed once more as a dog burst from a side street, joining the duo. Now, the neighborhood's main avenue played host to a bizarre spectacle: at the very front, a mouse running for its dear life; right behind it, a cat trying to catch it; and bringing up the rear, an ambitious dog with its eyes locked on both of them... A relentless pursuit, dissolving into the white noise of the city.

The trio was completely oblivious to the fact that they had crossed the neighborhood boundaries and veered onto a forest road. By a bizarre twist of fate, the road led straight into Uncle Mahmut’s infamous, muddy yard.

The "Tom and Jerry" chase that had sparked in the city streets tore through the mud of the forest path and invaded Uncle Mahmut’s property. Inside the cabin, Uncle Mahmut was locked in a "psychological warfare" with the rooster perched on the seat while searching for a safety pin to fix his torn pants. Out on the threshold, Julia was immortalizing this surreal moment with her phone.

JULIA: "Yes, dear followers, right now I am recording a live documentary titled 'Modern Caveman vs. Vengeful Rooster' deep in the heart of the Black Sea region. My uncle is about to take this rooster in for a mechanical overhaul—the suspense is thrilling!"

MAHMUT: "Girl, shut that blasted thing off! Look at this rooster, he’s staring me down like a hostile football stadium tribune; he could gouge my eyes out any second! Come over here and help me get this feathered menace down!"

Right at that instant, a cloud of dust stormed into the yard. At the very front, the mouse—running for its life—slipped right through the open door of the minibus with a swift "swoosh." Immediately behind it, the yellow cat flew into the driver’s cab, driving forward like a wing-back making an aggressive run down Beşiktaş’s left flank. The ambitious dog at the rear couldn't brake in time, crashed "THUD" against the low floor of the minibus, and barged right inside.

Instantly, the interior transformed into an interactive circus ring. The rooster flapped its wings in a panic, headbutting the rearview mirror; the cat went full "parkour" over the seats, hot on the mouse's heels; and the dog barked incessantly, running in circles between the rows of seats.

MAHMUT: "WHAT THE...?! What is going on here? Is this Noah’s Ark? Get out! Trespassing on private property!"

Finding nowhere left to hide, the mouse suddenly darted straight into the infamous rip in Mahmut’s pants. Uncle Mahmut’s eyes widened to the size of saucers as his entire body went cold.

MAHMUT: "Oh no! It went inside! Navigation threw the mouse off course, and it marched straight up my trouser leg! Girl, help me, the cat is climbing up my back!"

Trying to catch the mouse, the cat dug its claws into Mahmut’s shoulder and leaped toward the ceiling. Uncle Mahmut lost his balance entirely, falling flat and heavy right on top of the steering wheel horn amidst the cat-and-dog chaos: "HOOOOOOOOOOOOONK!"

As that massive air horn echoed through the forest, the woodpecker in the tree struck its beak against a branch in sheer terror, bending it out of shape. Startled by the apocalyptic roar, the animals bolted right out the opposite door just as they had come, fleeing into the depths of the forest—most likely in need of psychological therapy.

As the dust cloud slowly settled, the interior of the Magirus looked like an industrial, industrial-grade version of Noah's Ark. Uncle Mahmut’s forehead was glued to the steering wheel, and the rooster—with the Beşiktaş scarf still wrapped around its neck—was eyeing Mahmut’s bald head from the rearview mirror like a "navigation target."

MAHMUT: (Without lifting his forehead from the wheel, his voice muffled) "Girl... put that phone away. If you put this footage on the internet, the world won't lock you up; they'll send me straight to an asylum. Navigation didn't just throw you off course; it launched you straight into the transmission gears of a parallel universe. Right now, even quantum physics probably couldn't explain why I just surrendered to a rooster with a pair of ripped pants."

JULIA: (Laughing so hard her hand shakes as she tries to pocket her phone) "Honestly, uncle, that was the best piece of 'interactive theater' I’ve ever seen in my life! But admit it, if it wasn't for that last horn blast, that mouse would still be drawing a 'Map of Byzantium' inside your pants! The guy loved your fabric so much, he was practically about to build a duplex apartment in there!"

MAHMUT: (Slowly straightening up, locking eyes with the rooster in the mirror) "Don't you look at me like that, Beşiktaş fan! Because of you, my dignity just rolled straight down the cemetery ramp. Julia, what did you put inside this minibus? Are you burning adrenaline instead of diesel? A mouse runs in, a cat waits on the steps, a dog eats my pants... Are you running a zoo or a commuter shuttle?"

JULIA: (Wiping paw prints off the back seat with her hand) "Uncle, it's a Magirus! Even the local wildlife wants a piece of this action. Look, the cat is still outside, rubbing against the rims; it’s literally saying 'take me to Beşiktaş too!'"

MAHMUT: (Pulling a rusty safety pin from his pocket, performing 'emergency surgery' to seal the infamous rip in his pants) "There you have it... Forty-year-old Mahmut finally pinned his own backside. Let this be my medal of honor! Now listen up, here are your directions: veer off the forest path, pass by the industrial site, and it will take you straight to the Beşiktaş Bazaar. But please, do not leave that rooster at some coop along the way; drop him straight off at a boxing gym. Look at his attitude... he's literally waiting to headbutt anyone who walks past!"

JULIA: (Steps up to the wheel, throwing the gear into first with a solid, mechanical "CLACK") "Don't sweat it, uncle! This rooster is now an honorary member of our crew. I’ve officially named him 'Overhaul'! Take care!"

Puffing out a black cloud of farewell smoke from its exhaust, the Magirus vanished down the forest road, carrying a Black Sea girl, a Beşiktaş fan rooster, and a mouse tucked away under the seats. Uncle Mahmut was left standing in the dust, blanket in hand, safety pin at the back.

MAHMUT: (Muttering to himself) "There was a strange energy about that girl... and about that minibus. It’s as if even the animals were dying to get inside that vehicle. Like it’s not a Magirus, but a magnet on wheels... Heaven grant it's a good omen. If a giraffe walks up to my door tomorrow and asks, 'What's the score of the Beşiktaş match?', I won't be surprised at all."
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All around, four and five-story buildings rose into the air, while luxury residential complexes added a modern touch to the scenery. Down below the buildings, local grocery stores, supermarkets, and small repair shops were already buzzing with activity in the first light of dawn.

It was early in the morning. Out on the balconies of a five-story building, five housewives—all around forty-five years old—were beating their rugs in a single, synchronized row, as if they had planned it beforehand.

MRS. LINA: (Taking the floor first) "Good morning, ladies! What’s with this setup? You're all lined up on the balconies like a row of dominoes!"

The other four replied at the exact same time, sounding like a well-trained choir:

"Good morning! How are you?"

MRS. LINA: (Bursting into laughter) "Good heavens, girls, did you hit the bottle last night or something? You're all repeating after each other like parrots!"

The four of them looked at one another and smiled.

MRS. MIRA: (Taking over the conversation) "Oh, don't even ask, girl! When we were playing Rummikub together last night, we drank something... what on earth was that? We completely stopped being ourselves; it felt like a whole different creature burst out of us!"

They all dissolved into fits of laughter.

MRS. ASYA: (Chipping in) "Don't go asking who served it, Lina—it was you! Heaven knows what you pulled out of the fridge in that state, but you got us all tipsy!"

MRS. LINA: (In disbelief) "No way! Well, I guess we need to drink that beverage every now and then just to snap back to our senses."

As their cheerful chatter continued, Mrs. Lina made a proposal: "Look, here's what I'm thinking: the weather is absolutely gorgeous. What do you say we go on a nice picnic to blow off some steam? We can escape the housework, if only for a single day."

They all shouted in unison: "YEEES!"

Just as Mrs. Lina was enthusiastically shaking out her rug, a massive spider crawled right over her hand. Her piercing shriek echoed through the entire neighborhood. Instinctively letting go of the rug in sheer panic, the heavy fabric took flight in a majestic yet terrifying arc, right before the horrified eyes of the five women, and landed squarely on top of a speeding car down on the road. With the rug blanketing everything from the hood to the front windshield, the driver's world instantly went pitch black.

THE DRIVER: (Panicking) "What on earth is this?!"

He desperately swerved the steering wheel left and right, slamming on the brakes. The rug slid off the vehicle like a slithering snake, flying over three other cars before plastering itself onto the windshield of another vehicle waiting at a red light. That was the exact moment absolute apocalypse broke loose.

The vehicles trailing behind began crashing into one another with a series of deafening thuds. Before its driver could even process what was happening, the first car was violently shoved into the middle of the road by a rear-end collision. Right at that moment, a semi-truck oncoming from the opposite lane smashed into the sedan, sending it flipping through the air. Immediately after, a box truck clipped the side of the car, causing the vehicle to spin like a top at a 45-degree angle on its own axis.

THE TRUCK DRIVER: (Drenched in sweat, desperately wrestling with the wheel) "Clear the road! The brakes blew, I can't stop it!"

The semi-truck mounted the curb, barreling straight toward a telephone booth. Inside, a young man chatting on the phone caught sight of the massive wall of metal charging at him; thinking he was hallucinating, he rubbed his eyes. The second reality hit, he threw himself out of the booth. The truck completely pulverized the structure, smashing into a wall before coming to a halt. The truck driver, who wasn't wearing his seatbelt, was launched clean through the windshield, landing with a loud "SPLAT" straight into the decorative pond of a nearby garden.

The chaos showed no signs of stopping.

Approaching from another lane, the driver of a pickup truck packed with chickens was dancing along to blasting music when he spotted the overturned vehicle on the asphalt at the very last second. He sharply cut the wheel, but due to his speed, he clipped the car, sending it spinning for another full rotation. Another car coming from behind couldn't stop in time, plowing directly into the bed of the chicken truck. Hundreds of chickens took flight through the air amidst a flurry of panicked "Cluck-cluck-cluck-cawww!" noises. Some smacked right against the windows of oncoming cars, while others fell to the ground, completely dazed.

Meanwhile, a technical service worker on the sidewalk was completely oblivious to the danger heading his way. Up on the fifth floor, a woman watching the pileup in utter horror accidentally nudged a flowerpot on her windowsill. The heavy pot dropped like a bullet, striking the man square on the head. Dazed and disoriented, he collapsed right onto a passerby.

An ambulance attempting to reach the crash site pulled over upon spotting the two casualties on the sidewalk. But just as the injured men were being loaded onto stretchers, a drunk driver smashed into the back of the ambulance at high speed, dragging it for several meters. A police car trailing behind found itself trapped right in the middle of the madness. A dump truck driver had fallen asleep at the wheel and was drifting directly toward them. Snapping awake at the very last second to the sound of the officer's frantic, persistent whistling, the driver slammed on his brakes in a panic, but couldn't avoid dragging the police cruiser along and shoving it right against the ambulance.

The area had officially turned into a living hell. The streets were littered with shattered glass, torn-off wheels, flipped vehicles, and people groaning in pain. And right in the dead center of all this devastation, that very first car to take a hit just kept on slowly spinning on its own axis...
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The chaos unfolding just fifty meters away from the crash site looked like a movie set that had spiraled completely out of control. However, in this movie, there were no stunt doubles, and no director to yell "cut"; only a raw, unfiltered, and smoky atmosphere of pure panic prevailed.

As the massive blades of a police helicopter whipped the dust and smoke off the asphalt like a slap to the face, a literal "live broadcast" war was being waged down below. News vans swooped down on the scene like vultures; reporters, covered in dust and dirt, shouted into their microphones: "Ladies and gentlemen, Istanbul has never witnessed such devastation before!" One cameraman jumped over a sideways-flipped vehicle, getting into a shoulder-to-shoulder shoving match with a colleague while trying to capture the bloodiest shot.

The balconies were packed to the brim like stadium VIP boxes. Some people extended their trembling hands over the railings to record the scene on their phones, while others dashed into the street in their pajamas, holding water bottles and desperately trying to clear a path for the incoming ambulances. The neighborhood baker ran out carrying clean tablecloths from his shop to drape over the wounded, while an elderly woman yelled down from the fourth floor, "Do you need bandages, sweetie?", raining down rolls of white gauze into the street.

The blare of sirens bled into one another, and the sharp blue strobe lights of the ambulances flashed like ghosts through the thick smoke. The paramedics were drenched in sweat; the ambulance doors never closed as they scrambled to fit casualties into every vehicle, far beyond their maximum capacities.
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CHAPTER 5
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Atlas arrived at the massive wrought-iron gate of the mansion, notes in hand and backpack on his shoulders. He greeted the guard in the booth, crossed the sprawling garden where gardeners were meticulously trimming the grass, and reached the main entrance of the mansion. He pressed the silver-plated doorbell.

A moment later, the intercom screen lit up, and Refika Hanım’s voice echoed through:

REFIKA HANIM: "Who is it?"

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

REFIKA HANIM: (Smiling at the screen) "Oh, Atlas, my dear... take a look up at the 'Crown Prince suite.' Do you honestly think the 'preparations' are finished?"

Atlas took a few steps back and tilted his head toward the expansive balcony on the third floor. A minute later, the French doors of the balcony slowly swung open. Deniz stepped out in silk pajamas; his hair was a topographical map of pillow creases, and his eyes had clearly not yet established a connection with the real world.

DENIZ: (In a groggy, echoing voice) "Who’s there? And who’s that statue down there? Did my dad buy some new art piece for the garden?"

ATLAS: "Oh, give it a rest! If you’d open those eyes a little wider, you’d realize that’s not a statue, it’s your best friend who’s been turned to stone by the stress of report card day!"

As the wind blew hard from the Bosphorus and hit his face, Deniz’s consciousness began to return:

DENIZ: "Oh! Atlas, is that you? Why are you just standing there? Come on in, let’s hit the jacuzzi!"

ATLAS: "A jacuzzi? Deniz, your phone is off, and life at school has come to a standstill! Do you realize today is report card day? Plus, the girls in class have been nagging my ear off since the crack of dawn, asking, 'Isn't Deniz coming?'..."

The mention of "the girls" sent an electric current through the balcony. Deniz’s sleepy eyes instantly widened to the size of saucers:

DENIZ: "What are you talking about?! Don't you dare go anywhere, I’ll be with you in five minutes!"

Deniz dived inside at hurricane speed. He sprinted to his marble-clad bathroom. He combed his blonde hair back, then swept it to the side, applying gel and shaping it with a hairdryer as if he were constructing a work of art.

Outside, the texture of time itself began to shift; the sun rose higher, the clouds changed shape, birds nested, laid eggs, and raised their chicks on the garden statue... Meanwhile, in Atlas’s imagination, his beard grew down to his knees, his back hunched over, and eventually, dust settled on him, turning him into a fossil.

Just then, the massive wooden door of the mansion swung open with a bang. Deniz emerged like he was stepping onto a runway, his hair perfectly coiffed without a single strand out of place, wearing a razor-sharp, ironed school uniform.

DENIZ: "Greetings, buddy! We had a bit of a delay, you know how the air traffic is... I didn't keep you waiting too long, did I?"

ATLAS: (Shaking off his fossilized state and looking at his watch) "Oh, not at all, why would you think that? We only skipped two eras, the Industrial Revolution ended, and we entered the Digital Age, that's all!"

Deniz coolly put on his sunglasses and headed toward the Magirus minibus parked in the garden, glistening in the morning sun. As they passed near the scene of the accident, Deniz asked with surprise:

DENIZ: "What happened here? Did a meteorite fall from space?"

ATLAS: "Yeah, sure, buddy."

DENIZ: "You’re right, it couldn't have been a meteorite, it must have been a 'copper' stone."

ATLAS: "I hate your lame jokes... Come on, we're late."

Once they hit the road, Deniz cranked up a high-energy track on the Magirus's tape deck, the kind that would make even the hardcore Beşiktaş fans ask, "Why the rush?" As the minibus bounced along, Deniz hung out the window like a "lifebuoy," locking onto three girls walking on the sidewalk.

DENIZ: "Greetings, beautiful princesses! Don't tire those delicate feet walking like that, it’s a shame for those silk shoes to be covered in asphalt dust! Hop on this flying carpet, and let’s fly to wherever 'Destiny' takes us!"

BRUNETTE GIRL: (Looking at Deniz and pretending to be impressed) "Wow, that’s so philosophical... Are you really going wherever destiny takes you?"

DENIZ: (Winking) "We're going where destiny takes us, darling. Wherever the transmission takes us, we go!"

The girls giggled and slipped through the back door. Just as Deniz was adjusting his hair in the rearview mirror and about to say, "Where to?", the brunette girl pulled a tiny but very serious-looking silencer from her makeup bag and pressed it against the back of Deniz’s neck. The other two girls dropped hand grenades into Atlas’s lap (they were actually just toy lighters, but to Atlas in that moment, they felt like nuclear warheads).

BRUNETTE GIRL: "The route of destiny just changed, buddy! Now, take your hands off the steering wheel and gracefully slide out of 'Destiny’s' path. We’ll drive the car, and you two can get some cardio by walking!"

ATLAS: (Hands trembling) "Deniz... Didn't I tell you 'girls are dangerous, they’re stressed about their exams'? There you go, destiny just left us stranded!"

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

ATLAS: (Hopping on the sidewalk) "Did you at least get your kisses, you Romeo? Are you happy now that we're stranded on foot?"

DENIZ: (Looking longingly after the girls) "I did... And I got them so good that I can still feel the breeze on my cheek..."

ATLAS: "Great! Now come over here, and I’m going to give you a kiss so good that your teeth will crumble like the walls of Byzantium! Come here, you idiot!"

With Deniz leading the way and Atlas hot on his heels, a wild chase broke out through the side streets. Deniz leaped over dumpsters while Atlas desperately tried to hurl his massive, thick "Physics 2" textbook at Deniz’s head. Weaving through the gridlocked traffic, they bolted toward the school, jumping over the hoods of stationary cars.

Drenched in sweat and panting like dogs, they burst into the school yard just as Atlas grabbed Deniz by the collar, right on the verge of "shattering his transmission." Instantly, a massive roar of laughter erupted across the yard.

Standing right in the middle of the school yard was the very minibus they had just had stolen. And sitting inside... were those three girls along with their entire class!

BRUNETTE GIRL: (Stepping out from behind the wheel) "Good morning, 'Children of Destiny'! Is your cardio session over? Look at you, Deniz, you two just broke the ten-minute sprinting record!"

CAN (CLASSMATE): "Bro, Deniz! The girls said, 'Deniz was moving way too slow, so we thought we'd make him break a sweat before he gets his report card!' Honestly, bravo—I guess you're the first Beşiktaş fan in history to willingly hand his car over to girls!"

ATLAS: (Turning to the class without letting go of Deniz's collar) "Moving slow? This guy left us stranded because of his 'hormonal speed'! Before we get our report cards, I'm taking him straight in for a total mechanical overhaul!"

DENIZ: (Fixing his hair, still desperately trying to salvage his charisma) "Hey, it’s fine... At least the car was in safe hands. (Turns to the girls) Well, since you fooled me so beautifully, your punishment is that I get to dance the tango with each of you, one by one."

The blonde girl raised an eyebrow.

BLONDE GIRL: "Oh, sure, sweetie! Any other royal requests, your highness?"

DENIZ: (Giving a cheeky, shameless grin) "You just say 'yes' first, gorgeous, and I’ll present you with a whole itemized list of my desires."

The girls burst into a collective laugh. Atlas promptly landed a sharp smack on the back of Deniz’s neck.

ATLAS: "Move it, you creep! Still hitting on girls even now."

Deniz adjusted his hair with his hand, attempting to look serious:

DENIZ: "Understood... It seems our crew has leaked all my weaknesses to you. What can I say, old habits die hard, this is just who I am. Now, if you'll excuse me, I need to go freshen up my severely bruised charisma."

As the crew walked down the hallway, Deniz suddenly changed his course. He needed one final look in the mirror to adjust his hair to the "Beşiktaş breeze" setting.

ARAS: "What’s that, Deniz? Going to doll yourself up again? Are you planning to cover up your failing grades on your report card with lip gloss?"

DENIZ: (Turning back with a theatrical, artistic look) "What can I do, my friend? Since you guys are showering me with compliments, I might as well live up to the hype. If a high-end girl passes by us, I need to shine as bright as the Beşiktaş emblem on the Magirus's window. Our vibe has to be flawless!"

The girls who had hijacked them on the sidewalk happened to pass by at that exact moment and chimed in.

BLONDE GIRL: (Tossing her hair) "Excuse me, Mr. Deniz, but are we not beautiful? Have you officially marked the girls of your own school as 'out of stock'?"

DENIZ: "Oh, you're beautiful alright... But you beauties never pass the ball to me! I'm just looking for that lucky girl who will give me an assist, the exact goalpost where I can score that 'championship goal.' Just give me that pass, and boom—cross, shot, and goooal! The stadiums will be on their feet!"

As the crew’s laughter echoed down the hallway, Aras scanned the slightly "mechanic-scented" t-shirt Deniz was wearing.

ARAS: "Alright, Captain, are you seriously going to show off to girls in those grease-stained clothes? With that look, the best you can do is get an internship at a tire repair shop."

DENIZ: "Of course not, my lion! When I have a brother like you who dresses in top designer brands and shines like a high-society trust-fund baby... My first order of business is to take what you're wearing on an 'indefinite loan'!"

ARAS: (His eyes widening to the size of saucers, tightly hugging his jacket) "Why me? There are a thousand guys in this school, and out of all of them, you lock onto my 'limited edition' shirt? No, absolutely not! Don't ask this of me, Deniz, this was my dad's wedding gift!"

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

Before Aras could even scream "Help!", Atlas, Engin, and the others surrounded him like a pack of wolves. The circle tightened.

ARAS: (Raising his hands in surrender) "Alright, fine! Take it, use it all you want... My clothes are yours, Deniz, just stop staring at me like that!"

ARDA: (Laughing as he slaps Aras on the back) "Bravo, man! That’s what a true friend is for—showing up on a rainy day, or well, a 'clothes-less day.' An incredible sacrifice!"

ATLAS: (Adjusting his glasses with a smirk) "Though we have one small problem left, gentlemen... It feels like a 'genius' like myself also needs a proper outfit to represent academic excellence on this report card day. Arda, wouldn't you say the color of your sweatshirt is the absolute color of 'academic success'?"

ARDA: (Suddenly his face drops, taking two steps back) "Uh... what about it? Look, guys, there’s a very important detail I forgot to mention... This sweater isn't actually mine, I swear it’s a loaner! I borrowed it from Tailor Rıza’s nephew. Besides, this color wouldn't suit you, Atlas, it’ll make you look pale, it completely clashes with your skin tone!"

Arda turns around and starts sprinting while screaming "Help!", but Deniz and the crew have already launched their assault.

DENIZ: "Catch the runaway! Arda is next in line for the mechanical overhaul!"

After a brief chase, Arda is dragged down the hallway, caught down by his arms and legs, and "tossed" into the restroom like a tightly wrapped parcel.

VOICES FROM INSIDE: "Aras, don't rip the buttons off, man!" "Atlas, don't pull the sleeves so hard, you'll stretch them out!" "Deniz, is it just me, or is this shirt a bit tight?"

The restroom door slowly swings open, looking like the cargo hatch of an airplane opening up. First to emerge is Aras, with slumped shoulders, wearing Deniz's old, "engine-oil-flavored" t-shirt. The t-shirt is about three sizes too big for him, hanging off his frame like a nightgown.

ARAS: "Deniz, if I don't hang you from a gallows right in the middle of the Beşiktaş Bazaar, I’m not a man! This isn’t a t-shirt on me, it’s a literal tractor tarp, bro! I feel like an apprentice mechanic who got abandoned at the auto-repair shop!"

Right behind him, Arda steps out wearing Atlas's famous "Scientist" sweater. The sweater is so tight that every time Arda takes a breath, the stitches scream for mercy.

ARDA: "Atlas, buddy, did you wear this sweater back in kindergarten? My ribs are crushing into each other, and my lungs have officially swapped places with my spleen!"

And finally... out from the mist (or rather, the cheap restroom soap scent) steps Deniz. Aras's designer shirt fits his shoulders flawlessly, with the sleeves lightly rolled up... Right behind him is Atlas, walking with the swagger of an "academic playboy" in Arda’s trendy sweatshirt.

DENIZ: (Giving his hair one final spike upward) "Look, gentlemen, this is what we call an 'Economic Alliance.' We took your raw materials, processed them on our end, and turned out a literal masterpiece. (Winks at his reflection in the hallway mirror) Wow! It’s like this shirt was tailored just for me. Aras, tell your dad to ship his next wedding gift directly to me, it'll save him the courier fees!"

ATLAS: "We experienced a physiological integration, Arda, don't sweat it. When the ions inside your sweatshirt merged with my sheer intellect, the school's average IQ skyrocketed instantly!"

CEYDA AND THE BLONDE GIRL'S SQUAD: (Appearing at the end of the hallway) "Oh! Guys, what on earth happened to you? Aras, is that... thing you're wearing a new style? Like a 'Homeless Chic Collection' or something?"

ARAS: (In a tearful voice) "No, Ceyda, this is the 'Deniz-Casualty Collection.' I’m just the latest victim of the season!"

DENIZ: (Taking a step toward the girls, playing with the button of his shirt) "Girls, ignore Aras's sudden obsession with nostalgia. Look at this—the 'Driver of Destiny' is gone, and the 'Dapper Engineer of the Future' has arrived. Who's throwing the assist? Because I'm ready for the cross, the shot, and the goal!"

While Deniz looks like a true Hollywood heartthrob inside the shirt he just "nationalized" from Aras, that girl starts walking down the stairs. Time slows down, the chatter in the hallway falls silent, and only the echoing click of her heels can be heard.

DENIZ: (Whispering to himself) "Gentlemen, if this girl isn't the Byzantine Princess from my dreams, then my name isn't Deniz. Look at that gaze, it’s like she’s looking at me with spotlights instead of eyes!"

As the girl draws closer, Deniz squares his shoulders, but the moment she runs her hand through her hair, Deniz's gears completely slip.

THE BLONDE GIRL: "Hello, handsome... You have such beautiful hair. Tell me, what shampoo do you use?"

DENIZ: (His voice trembling like the foghorn of a Beşiktaş ferry) "I use a custom-blended cologne." (In reality, the ocean-breeze scent he put on this morning has mixed with the vintage aroma of the Magirus's seats, but he plays it cool.)

THE BLONDE 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 acting like the Big Bad Wolf here, but the girl is actually about to turn him into Little Red Riding Hood's helpless grandma.)

THE BLONDE GIRL: "And your ears? Why are they so big?"

DENIZ: "The better to hear you with, of course!"

ATLAS: (Whispering to Engin in the back) "You see this, right? Deniz is literally mutating right now. Any second now he's gonna go full wolf and say 'The better to eat you with,' but the look in that girl's eyes doesn't spell good news. I'm sensing seismic waves!"

The girl's voice suddenly turns into an Arctic wind:

THE BLONDE GIRL: "Good then. Now open those big ears of yours wide and listen to me: I’m throwing a party at my place tonight. It’s going to be a night full of surprises. I’m sure you wouldn’t want to miss it, right?"

DENIZ: "Are you crazy? Who would ever miss an opportunity like that! If you want, we can leave right this second—the Magirus is right outside, and I’ve got a full tank of gas!"

THE BLONDE GIRL: (Suddenly bursting into a sarcastic laugh) "And that, folks, is what we call taking the bait like a total sucker! You idiot... I knew you’d say exactly that. You fell right into the trap. Aren't you all the same? You men are all identical... Creep!" SLAP!

The slap landed so hard that the gel in Deniz’s hair literally shifted coordinates. As the girl stormed away in a fury, Aras and Arda bolted out of the restroom in their half-naked states and began a celebratory victory dance.

ARAS: "JUSTICE HAS BEEN SERVED! You stole my shirt, but you took the slap, Deniz! Ahahaha! That handprint on your cheek looks way cooler than my shirt's designer logo!"

ARDA: "Deniz, what happened to 'Cross, Shot, and Goal'? That girl just executed a bicycle kick straight into your net, bro! 'The better to hear you with,' huh? I bet you heard that slap crystal clear!"

DENIZ: (Rubbing his cheek, making one final desperate move to salvage his charisma) "Laugh all you want, go ahead! This is great entertainment for you, isn't it? Just wait until it happens to you guys, then we'll see who's laughing. Man, she had a heavy hand, she must be a volleyball player or something... But did you notice? Even while slapping me, there was a 'green light' in her eyes..."

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

DENIZ: "Shut up, all of you! Move it, we’re going to the Magirus. The air in this school is bad for my skin; I urgently need a dose of exhaust smoke and the fresh breeze of the Beşiktaş Bazaar!"

ATLAS: "No, wait!"

Atlas walked over to the group of guys and whispered something. Everyone nodded in agreement and quickly sprinted toward the classroom. Deniz asked with curiosity:

DENIZ: "What are you plotting now, Atlas?"

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

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

DENIZ: "Go ahead, Atlas. You do the honors of opening the door for the final time this semester. The privilege is yours."

ATLAS: "No way, you’re the one who put the most effort—and caused the most trouble—in this class. This honor suits you best."

DENIZ: (Coolly) "You’re right! This honor should absolutely be mine."

Deniz threw the door open with a flourish. The moment they stepped inside, every single student in the classroom stood up, erupting into a roaring storm of applause and chanting:

"DENIZ TO THE FRONT, SHOW US YOUR PUNCH! DENIZ TO THE FRONT, SHOW US YOUR PUNCH! OLEY!"

ATLAS: (Smiling faintly) "And here we go again."

Deniz was already completely pumped up by the crowd, throwing a series of triumphal punches in the air to the rhythm of the class's ecstatic cheers like a true superstar.

DENIZ: (With the air of a massive celebrity) "Thank you, thank you, my friends! I love you all so, soaaaa much!" (Then, he suddenly leaned down toward Defne, who was sitting in the front row) "But I love you the most, my life!"

The moment Deniz leaned over with that "superstar" persona and dropped his sudden declaration of love to Defne, the entire classroom fell into a dead silence. Defne slowly lowered her literature textbook, staring first at Deniz's bright red cheek, and then at the oversized designer shirt he had "nationalized" from Aras.

DEFNE: (Raising an eyebrow) "Deniz... Is this 'my life' person supposed to be me, or is it the blonde girl who just wrote a five-fingered love letter across your cheek out in the hallway? Masha'Allah, the imprint of her affection is practically still smoking on your face!"

THE CLASS: "OOOoooohhh! Total burn! Deniz, fall back to defense, our goalpost is under attack!"

DENIZ: (Without losing his cool for a second, perching himself up on the desk) "Defne, you have completely misanalyzed the situation, my flower. That girl was actually just an 'extra.' Atlas and I were conducting a social experiment; we were testing 'How resilient can a Beşiktaş fan remain against an unexpected blow?' As you can see, I took the hit, but my charisma didn't lose a single gram!"

ATLAS: (Nodding from the back row) "Yes, the social experiment is titled: 'The Anatomy of a Sucker.' Deniz successfully managed to enter global scientific literature as the primary test subject. The decibel level of the impact actually surpassed the speed of the class's applause!"

While the class let out another collective "Oooo!", Deniz placed his hand over his heart, shooting her his ultimate "arabesque-romantic" look. Defne slammed her book onto the desk with a sharp thud. The class held its breath, while Atlas sat in the back row, taking notes on this massive "communication breakdown."

DENIZ: "If I am meant to suffer, I accept it, Defne! The torment coming from your hands is like the never-ending mechanical maintenance costs of the Magirus; it is always welcome on my head. But look, even the redness on my cheek pales in comparison to the burning fire of my love for you!"

DEFNE: "Deniz, the thing burning on that cheek isn't the fire of love, it’s the sheer 'acceleration' of that girl’s hand from earlier! Also, stop writing lyrics for me. First, give Aras his shirt back; you turned the poor man's designer clothes into a laughingstock for your 'social experiment.' Your romance is like a minibus with an expired registration; it could be banned from traffic at any second!"

DENIZ: "Love doesn't need a registration check, Defne! In our love story, the permit belongs to the heart, and the license plate is Beşiktaş. Besides, if that girl slapped me, she only did it to measure the heavy weight of the troubles I endure for your sake. Even she recognized the massive load inside my heart!"

DEFNE: "A load? Deniz, the only load inside your heart is the spare tire in the trunk and Aunt Refika's pot of stuffed grape leaves! You can't even account for all the failing grades on your report card, and you're standing there talking to me about the 'Notebook of the Heart'? The pages of that notebook have been torn out, and someone spilled tea all over it, you just don't know it yet!"

DENIZ: (Taking a step closer, making his voice deeply raspy) "Grades come and go, Defne, but this manly stance is eternal! Look, the whole class is applauding. The voice of the people is the voice of God. Class 12-B says 'Deniz,' and you're still talking about 'Report Cards.' Or did you just get swept away by the breeze of that slap too?"

DEFNE: "I don't get swept away by that breeze, Deniz. I turn that breeze into a hurricane and launch your Magirus down the Akaretler slope like a truck with busted brakes! Go wash your face first; the five fingers from that slap are still glowing like a map of the Beşiktaş Bazaar. Just so you know, your charisma isn't even running on idle right now!"

DENIZ: (Turning to the class) "You see this, gentlemen?! This is true love! She drags me through the mud, but what she really means is, 'Deniz, I care about you so much that I see every single one of your flaws.' Confess it, Defne; this outcry of yours is actually a hidden cry of 'yes'!"

DEFNE: "That cry isn't a 'yes,' Deniz, it’s a cry for 'help'! Get down from that desk before Beton Nuri walks in, and go grab your report card with whatever microscopic crumbs of charisma you have left!"

Deniz looked deeply into Defne’s eyes, continuing in a deeply romantic tone:

DENIZ: "You know, my life... I have never loved anyone as much as I love you, and I have never suffered from anyone as much as I suffer from you."

Defne replied with a thoroughly sarcastic demeanor:

DEFNE: "Oh, just you wait. You’re going to suffer a whole lot more because of me!"

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

DEFNE: "You’ve knocked on the wrong door, sweetie. Please try the next one, the person you’re looking for is probably over there."

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

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

DENIZ: "Look, gorgeous..." Deniz said, completely laying it on thick:

"There are things I want to tell you, But while trying to keep them in my mind, I completely forget everything else... Wait, how did the rest of it go? Ah, whatever, forget it. Long story short, I think I love you."

Defne, keeping her absolute cool, fired back in perfect rhyme:

"All your efforts are in vain, I’ve told you a thousand times over again, No matter how much you jump and bound, I don't love you, birdbrain, how does that sound?!"

Deniz refused to back down:

"If I had a lifetime of a thousand years, I’d love you for a thousand years. If you were mine for a thousand years, I’d want you for a thousand more!"

Defne instantly locked in her retort:

"If I had a lifetime of a thousand years, 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 her, she just inverted my sentence! You copycat... Life is sweet, but not as sweet as you; everyone loves you, but not as much as me!"

DEFNE: "I’m crazy, but not as crazy as you; life has ketchup, but it doesn't taste like ketchup!"

DENIZ: "I wrote your name upon my soul, they can never erase it! They can never make me give up on you!"

DEFNE: "Oh, get out of here, you opportunist! What do you think erasers are for anyway? Look, it’s so obvious you're lying; your nose is starting to grow just like Pinocchio’s."

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

Defne delivered the absolute final blow:

"Take that love of yours and shove it right in your eye, Let’s not see each other again, so goodbye. Don't push me right now, I've had a few drinks, Or I'll hurt your feelings badly, I think!"

The class watched this verbal duel holding their breath before completely bursting into roars of laughter. Deniz took Defne by the arm and pulled her up from her desk; holding hands, they both bowed together to the classroom.

This highly theatrical performance came to a sudden halt as the Mathematics teacher walked into the room.

The teacher scanned the classroom thoroughly; his eyebrows furrowed deeply as he took in the footprints on the stark white walls, stains on the ceiling, and trash scattered all over the floor.

TEACHER: "Well, children, you’ve clearly gone and done it again. Look, I can almost understand the walls, but what on earth are these footprints doing on the ceiling? How did you even manage to achieve that?"

DENIZ: (Instantly standing up) "Well, to tell you the truth, sir, it’s actually quite simple. We just take off our shoes and hurl them at the ceiling. Whoever leaves the sharpest print is crowned the champion."

TEACHER: "I see. And who won this prestigious tournament?"

DENIZ: "Me, of course, sir! That very print right above your head is my masterpiece."

TEACHER: "Brilliant. Well done... In that case, as your grand prize, I am assigning you the official duty of wiping those prints clean!"

Just as Deniz was about to start brown-nosedly pleading with the teacher, Aras had already brought in a ladder and Arda followed with a bucket full of water. Huffing and puffing, Deniz climbed the ladder and began scrubbing his own footprint with a wet rag.

DENIZ: "Sir, today is report card day. Couldn't we have made a more beautiful memory?"

TEACHER: "What could possibly be a more beautiful memory than this, Deniz? Isn't that right, class?"

The whole class roared in unison: "YEEEEES!"

DENIZ: (Complaining) "Wow, you guys sold me out in an instant. Real nice!"

Once Deniz took his seat, the teacher let out a sly smirk. "Alright, children, where were we?"

Suddenly, the class began rhythmically chanting and pounding on their desks:

"FROM THE NORTH TO THE SOUTH, WE ARE WAITING! HAND OVER THE REPORT CARDS, NO MORE DEBATING!"

As the chanting intensified, the teacher covered his ears and screamed at the top of his lungs.

TEACHER: "That’s enouuugh! Quiet down, I said quieeet... I’m not giving them to you, alright? I am NOT giving them to you... And I won't give them to you until you all shut your mouths!"

With those words from the teacher, the entire room instantly froze. It was a silence so absolute that the classroom fell into a literal dead silence. You couldn't even hear a pin drop.

The only exception was a solitary fly buzzing through the air.

Every single pair of eyes shifted toward the fly.

Noticing the intense scrutiny, the fly seemed so embarrassed—as if thinking, "I think I walked into the wrong classroom"—that it pulled a few turns in the air and promptly buzzed out the window.

After the fly’s grand exit, all eyes snapped back to the teacher.

Even the teacher was completely taken aback by this development, but also somewhat pleased.

TEACHER: "Good. Be like this. If you maintain this level of silence, I will bring your report cards during the very last period."

The classmates exchanged looks. Whispers began to ripple through the rows. Then, Deniz abruptly stood up.

DENIZ: "Excuse me, sir, but don't you have the report cards on you right now?"

TEACHER: "Of course not. You will receive them during the final period."

DENIZ: "But that’s unfair, sir. We assumed you’d hand them over right now."

TEACHER: "Why? I never said any such thing. You are just constructing your own wild theories."

At that, the class shattered the silence, erupting into a frenzy of shouting and stomping. Realizing he couldn't handle the chaos, the teacher covered his ears and bolted out the door with rapid strides.

Shortly after, the bell rang. While the students were practically wrestling with each other in the hallways, Deniz and Atlas barely managed to squeeze through the crowd and make it outside.

ATLAS: "Man! We barely made it out alive. Our class is literally a pack of wild monsters."

DENIZ: "Trust me, even a real monster would look at our class and legally change its name out of sheer terror."

As they strolled side by side in the school yard, chatting, a girl suddenly grabbed Deniz's arm and leaned her head onto his shoulder.

BRUNETTE GIRL: "Hi Deniz! How are you?"

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

BRUNETTE GIRL: "Thank you, I got so much better the moment I saw you... Can I ask you something?"

DENIZ: "Of course you can, gorgeous. Ask me anything you want."

BRUNETTE GIRL: "I was just wondering if you happen to be free this afternoon? If you are, I was thinking maybe we could go to the movies together."

DENIZ: "Sure, absolutely. Whatever you want."

Giggling like a happy child, she planted a quick kiss on Deniz's cheek and skipped away.

Deniz and Atlas stared at each other in utter confusion.

ATLAS: "Who on earth was that? Do you even know her?"

DENIZ: "How should I know?" Deniz replied with a slight smirk. "I have no clue. Must be one of my many die-hard fans."

ATLAS: "Please don't start."

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

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

DENIZ: "I absolutely adore stamp collections... Of course, gorgeous, anything you want."

LIGHT-BROWN-HAIRED GIRL: "Great, see you later then!"

She happily kissed his cheek and darted off.

Before Deniz could even process his astonishment, a third girl linked her arm through his. She, too, proposed a date, got his immediate approval, and walked away. The moment one girl left, another would arrive five seconds later. Each one was inviting him out—to a pastry shop, to the seaside, to the cinema, to the amusement
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