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“To Rüzgar,  always...”

From the outside, the apartment in Cihangir looked like one of the old Istanbul buildings. It had a narrow entrance, stone stairs, and railings worn by years. But once you reached the third floor and the door opened, a completely different life began. When Duru's father found the apartment for his daughter, he said, "It shouldn't be like a student dorm," and then left the job to an interior designer. The result was a place where young people lived, a place that, even if somewhat disorganized, looked beautiful.

The living room was spacious and bright. Light-colored wooden floors, white walls, a sea-green corner sofa, orange and pink cushions, shelves with thin metal legs... On the shelves, along with books, there were candles, small potted plants, old Polaroid photos, and decorative objects that no one remembered when they were bought. The open kitchen was connected to the living room; lemon-green cabinets, open shelving, black handles, a coffee machine on the counter, a fruit bowl, a half-finished granola packet, and colorful mugs that hadn't been put away for two days. The furnishings weren't expensive, but they were tasteful. It was a functional, modern, comfortable home. The really beautiful part, however, was the terrace.

The living room opened onto a small but impressive terrace through a glass door. Light-colored wood flooring covered the floor. Bougainvillea covered the railings; purple and pink flowers swayed gently in the breeze, some branches reaching down to the table. Lavender and basil grew in pots in the corner. Warm yellow lights near the ceiling cast a soft hue on the terrace. The sounds of Istanbul rose from below, a car horn honked in the distance, laughter echoed from somewhere, then all faded away in the wind. The four girls were on the terrace again.

This was the best thing about the house; no matter what, they always gathered here at the end of the day. Güz had been the center of the group since kindergarten. She was a national volleyball player, people stared at her, but she didn't care. Her blonde hair was pulled up in a bun, half of it already undone and falling onto her shoulders. She wore a loose white t-shirt and striped pajama shorts. She sat with her feet up on a chair, laughing at her own story as she talked, holding a glass of lemon soda. Her green eyes looked even more vibrant when she drank.

Eylül was sitting sideways on the chair opposite her. She was wearing a grey sweatshirt and short leggings. Her hair was down, and her face was free of makeup. She was one of those people who didn't try to look beautiful but looked beautiful nonetheless. She was the type who experienced everything with emotion and then laughed to herself.

Duru was sprawled comfortably at the other end of the table. She wore a thin-strapped black tank top and sheer sweatpants. Her hair was carelessly pulled back, but even that carelessness made her look well-groomed. She didn't act like the owner of the house, but you could feel that the house existed because of her.

Leyla, on the other hand, seemed the quietest. She seemed quiet because her mind was constantly working. She wore hoop earrings, a gray cropped sweatshirt, a messy bun, and always had her phone with her. She would think before she spoke, and then speak directly after thinking. She was studying computer engineering at university and had been working almost non-stop on a project for several months.

On the table were a half-empty bottle of raki, sodas, a water pitcher, a spread, white cheese, melon, olives, bags of chips, and lemon slices. Drops of ice dripped from the edge of the ice bucket onto the table. “Let me tell you something,” said Güz, raising her soda glass. “Men are never complicated. We unnecessarily burden them with meaning.” “Wrong,” said Eylül. “Men aren’t complicated. Men are lazy.” Duru burst into laughter. “Write that sentence down somewhere.”

Leyla took a small sip from her glass. “You’re both wrong.” All three of them turned to her. Güz narrowed her eyes. “Go ahead, professor.” Leyla shrugged. “Men are neither complicated nor lazy. They’re predictable.”

Duru laughed. “Look, here we go again.” “But it’s true,” Leyla said calmly. “Behavior repeats itself. Preferences repeat themselves. People think they are original, but most of it is just habit.” “You’re speaking very off-puttingly right now,” Güz said. “But I was curious.”

Leyla smiled slightly this time. "It's normal to be curious." "Well, since you figure everyone out," Eylül said, "why are you still single?" The table erupted in laughter. Leyla didn't bat an eye. "Because figuring someone out is one thing, dealing with them is another." Duru slammed her hand on the table. "Let's write that down too."

The wind blew a little strongly. The bougainvillea branches rustled. A siren sounded in the distance. This time Leyla put her phone down on the table. The expression on her face had changed. It was as if the joke was over. “Actually, I wanted to tell you something.” Güz leaned forward. “It’s just begun.” Leyla took a deep breath. “I have a presentation in two weeks.” “What presentation?” said Duru. “My final project.” “So?”

Leyla paused briefly. “Operation Orange Blossom,” she said. Güz laughed. “What kind of project name is that?” “It’s a code name,” Leyla said. “For now.” Eylül sat up, curious. “What does it do?” Leyla put her glass down. “It matches people.” All three fell silent.

Leyla continued, “It’s not like normal apps. There’s no swiping right or left nonsense. It doesn’t find someone close to you, it finds someone who’s most suitable for you.” Duru raised her eyebrows. “How?” “It analyzes the user’s preferences, behaviors, lifestyle, relationship expectations, and digital habits. Then it comes up with matches based on factors like character compatibility, life rhythm, risk of conflict, and likelihood of attraction.”

Güz looked at her for a few seconds. “So... you’ve turned destiny into software.” Leyla laughed for the first time. “Don’t exaggerate.” “I’m not exaggerating.” Eylül leaned forward. “So what’s the problem?” Leyla’s face became serious again. “It’s not on the market yet.” “So?” “There’s no real user testing.” The table fell silent.

Duru put down her glass. “So you don’t know if it’s working or not?” “It’s working in the data,” Leyla said. “But I don’t know in real life.” Güz straightened up in her chair. That dangerous glint of curiosity ignited in her eyes. “What do you want from us?” Leyla answered without hesitation. “Help.”

The wind blew once more. The bougainvillea brushed against the table. At that moment, all four of them realized that this wouldn't remain just a terrace chat. Güz looked at Leyla for a few seconds. That expression, familiar to everyone who had known her since kindergarten, appeared on her face. Something had either occurred to her, or was about to. Both were dangerous. "How can I help?" she finally asked. Leyla put her glass down on the table.

He traced his fingers along the rim of the glass. It was clear he'd been mulling over this idea for a while. "We need a real user test. I need to see if the theoretical results the system gives match real-life behavior."

Duru raised her eyebrows. “Speak in Turkish.” Eylül laughed. “Yes, describe us without belittling us.” Leyla took a patient breath. “We’re going to enter someone into the system. We’ll analyze their character, preferences, and lifestyle.”. 

“The system will tell us who you’re compatible with. Then we’ll see if that’s true in real life.” “So you’re looking for a guinea pig,” said Güz. “A test subject,” said Leyla. “What’s the difference?” said Duru. “My conscience,” Leyla said. The table erupted in laughter again.

The wind had started to blow a little cooler. Eylül pulled the sleeves of her sweatshirt up a little more. Duru reached for the raki bottle and poured it into the glasses. "So, who will this person be?" she asked. Leyla shrugged. "I don't know. That's why I'm asking for your help." Güz immediately leaned forward. "It can't be someone we know." "Why?" said Eylül.

“Because if it’s someone we know, we’ll take sides. Besides, if they get disgraced, we’ll have to keep seeing them.” “How thoughtful of you,” said Duru. “Thank you.” Leyla looked thoughtful. “It should be someone we don’t know but about whom we have enough information.” “Information, you say?” said Eylül.

“Social media, interviews if any, photos, relationships with people, things written about them, their lifestyle.” Duru held her glass in the air. “So, they must be famous then.” Leyla nodded slightly. “It’s possible.” Güz laughed. “Not possible, it’s definitely possible. You’ve turned into that girl who secretly reads gossip magazines.” “I don’t read gossip magazines.” “You’re collecting data, I know.”

Eylül picked up an olive. “I think they shouldn’t be famous. It’ll boost their ego.” “If they’re not famous, there’s no data,” said Leyla. “We live in a wonderful age,” said Duru. “In the past, people got to know each other through conversation. Now they look at profiles.” “People used to lie before too,” said Leyla. “Now they lie with filters,” said Güz. They laughed again.

After a while, the conversation drifted. Ex-lovers, silly messages, guys who didn't reply but watched stories, men who talked about their mothers on the first date, those who talked for two days and then disappeared... The terrace returned to its natural rhythm. But the idea Leyla had left behind remained in the middle of the table.

Duru was the first to recover. “Okay,” she said. “The joke’s over. How much time do you have?” “Two weeks.” “Real two weeks, or student-style two weeks?” “Real.” Güz whistled. “So, a life is built from scratch, not a relationship is tested.” “We’re not testing a relationship,” Leyla said. “We’re testing the system.” “Aren’t they the same thing?” “No.” “I think they are.”

Eylül raised her hand. “I still don’t understand. What will the system say, for example?” Leyla brightened up a little. Her eyes changed when she entered her own space. “For example, it will say that this person is dominant but avoids conflict. They like humor but want attention in moderation. They don’t like ostentation but appreciate aesthetics. They want an intelligent partner but don’t want to compete. They wouldn’t work with a jealous person. They would also struggle with someone overly independent.”

The three of them were silent for a moment. “This is a very ordinary person,” said Güz. “Yes,” said Leyla. “A person.” Duru tilted her head. “You’ll choose the most suitable woman or man for him accordingly.” “Yes.” Eylül raised her glass. “I support it.” “Support what?” said Güz.

“I don’t know anything about it, but it sounds cool.” Güz stood up, straightening her hair. “I’m making coffee. This can’t be understood with raki or soda.” “Me too,” said Duru. “Me too,” said Eylül. Leyla raised her hand for the first time. “I’ll have a double.” Güz turned around as she walked towards the kitchen. “Look at that. The professor girl is falling apart.”

The terrace door was left open. While Güz fiddled with the coffee machine inside, the three girls remained at the table. Duru leaned forward. “Are you serious?” Leyla nodded. “Yes.” “It works, but does it work properly?” “I don’t know.” “This is the first time you’ve said something so honestly,” Eylül said. Leyla chuckled involuntarily. “That’s what I want to know too.” The sound of the coffee machine came from inside.

Then Güz's voice was heard. "Anyone who wants sugar, shout!" "We don't want any!" all three replied. When Güz returned with the cups, her face showed the ease of someone who had made a decision. She placed the cups one by one on the table. She put the last one in front of Leyla. "Okay," she said as she sat down. "We're in."

The atmosphere at the table changed completely after Güz said, "We're here." The rambling conversation that had started around the rakı table a few minutes earlier had now turned into something like a secret meeting. It was the same people, the same table, the same night, but everyone was sitting a little straighter. Leyla pulled her laptop closer to her.

When the screen's light hit her face, that expression her friends recognized returned. Leyla, who couldn't take a joke while explaining something, said, "Okay. But you still haven't quite understood what we're testing." "Right," said Duru. "I just felt there was some fun in it." Eylül held her cup in both hands. "I've reached the coffee part." Güz was looking at Leyla. "Tell us." Leyla pressed a few buttons. A simple interface opened on a white background on the screen. A single line of text in orange letters stood at the top.
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Below were empty boxes, graphs, and unfilled spaces. “This system,” Leyla said, “doesn’t just score and match people. Everyone does that part already. What I do is find out what a person is truly attracted to.” Eylül raised an eyebrow. “By looking at a photo?” “No. By looking at their behavior.” Leyla continued.

“For example, someone might constantly say they love blondes. But if you factor in their past relationships, the profiles they follow, the accounts they view, the images they spend a lot of time on, their reactions... the system tells you something completely different.”

Duru straightened up slightly. “So you catch the lie the person tells themselves.” Leyla nodded, seemingly pleased. “Exactly.” Güz put down her coffee. “Then?” “Then,” Leyla said, “it directly gives you this profile.”

She turned the laptop slightly. “For example...” She began to read, looking at the screen. “This person might show a high interest in a short, curvy, social but not dominant type of woman with red hair and green eyes.” All three fell silent. Leyla continued. “Or, if the user is female... she’s likely to be drawn to a tall, dark-haired, calm, athletic but unassuming, protective type of man.”

Duru was speechless. "This is just like fortune telling." "No," said Leyla. "It's not fortune telling, it's probability." "Fortune telling is something more romanticized," said Eylül. Güz didn't laugh. She was still looking at the screen. "So it tells you directly." "Yes," said Leyla. "It tells you the type of woman or man you want, in a way that even it doesn't know." "Then it matches them."

Duru placed both hands on the table. “Okay. Let’s try one then.” “We can’t just choose one right away,” said Leyla. “It has to be random.” “Why?” “Because I don’t want any prejudice. If it’s someone we know, we can guide them.”

Güz reached for the magazines on the bottom shelf of the table. Fashion, travel, business, home decor... there were magazines for every genre. She returned with a thick-covered lifestyle magazine. “Okay,” she said. “We’re doing it randomly.” Eylül was excited. “How?” Güz held the magazine up. “I’ll open any page. Whoever comes up.”

Duru burst out laughing. “How is that a scientific method?” “My method.” Leyla thought for a moment. Then she shrugged. “Actually, it’s unbiased.” “Thank you.” Eylül suddenly became serious. “Wait a minute, it can’t be just anyone.” “Why?” “Someone in their sixties, or someone married with grandchildren.” Everyone laughed.

“That’s right,” said Duru. “Let’s set an age limit.” Leyla nodded. “Thirty-five or six.” “Thirty-eight,” said Güz. “Why?” “Because there’s still hope at thirty-eight.” Eylül burst into laughter and slammed her hand on the table. Finally, Duru made a decision. “Thirty-five is the final.” Leyla even made a note of that. “Okay, so under thirty-five, does gender not matter?”

The three of them were silent for a moment. Then Güz shrugged. “Whoever comes out.” “You’re talking bravely,” said Eylül. “Life is short.” Duru clasped her hands together. “Come on, open it.” Güz held the magazine with both hands. She flipped through the pages a few times in the air. Then she closed her eyes. “I’m not looking.” “Don’t exaggerate,” said Leyla.

“Silence,” she paused the pages. She placed her fingers between them, waited a second. “Are you ready?” “No,” said Eylül. “Yes,” said Duru. Leyla held her breath. Güz opened her eyes and turned the page. All four of them leaned over the magazine at the same time. The course of the night was about to change on that page.

Güz held the magazine in both hands. The edges of the page were slightly curled between her fingers. The smile on her face was somewhere between seriousness and playfulness. At such moments, she looked like a child, but everyone who knew her knew that she made her most dangerous decisions with the most cheerful expression on her face. The three girls at the table involuntarily leaned towards her.

Duru rested her elbow on the table, her chin on her hand. There was curiosity in her eyes, but she didn't say a word. Eylül pressed her lips together, excited as if she were waiting for the results of a competition. Leyla, however, was different; she was more concerned about whether the test, which was about to begin, would be real than about the name that would appear on the page.

Güz spoke in a dramatic tone. “I’m opening the page that will change our lives.” “Don’t exaggerate,” said Leyla. “Silence, professor.” The wind blew gently again. A begonia branch brushed against Güz’s shoulder. She pushed the flower aside with her hand, then slowly opened the magazine. A large advertisement appeared among the thick, glossy pages.

Duru rolled her eyes. “Perfume.” “Skip it.” Another page turned. A kitchen interview. Eylül burst into laughter. “Do we do it if the chef is on the show?” “No,” said Güz. “But if he’s a good cook, we’ll consider it.” Another page, this time with a large headline, a full-page interview, and a photo of a man. The four girls fell silent at the same time.

The man had rolled up the sleeves of his white linen shirt to his elbows. He had a bronzed complexion, his broad shoulders looked relaxed, but beneath that relaxed air, there was a sense of power. His light-colored eyes weren't looking directly at the camera; they were slightly turned to the side, as if he were preoccupied with something else rather than having his picture taken. His hair wasn't disheveled, but it wasn't overly neat either. The sea was visible in the background. At the top of the page was a headline:

EGEMEN ARIN:Some things in life are measured not by money, but by time.”Eylül was the first to recover. “Who is this?” Duru pulled the magazine closer. “One second...” She read the lines below. “Tourism investor... two hotel chains... marina partnership... thirty-three years old...”

Güz spoke without taking her eyes off the photograph. “Thirty-five or six.” Leyla put her cup down on the table. “That must be a fact.” “He’s very handsome,” Eylül said honestly. “Very,” said Duru. “Don’t exaggerate,” said Güz. All three of them turned to her. “You like him too,” said Eylül. “I’m looking at it objectively.” “You’re not looking at it objectively at all,” said Duru.

Güz picked up the magazine. She looked at the photograph more closely. There was more habit than pretense on the man's face. The face of someone accustomed to a good life. The ease of men who haven't had to explain themselves to others. "This man is difficult," she said finally. Leyla's interest grew. "Why?" "Because he's the type who knows what he wants." "Exactly what I want," Leyla said.

Eylül stared at her in astonishment. "Are you testing an application or declaring war?" Leyla pulled her laptop closer and unlocked the screen. The orange heading glowed again.
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“His name?” she asked. “Egemen Arın,” Duru said. Leyla wrote it down. Age? “Thirty-three,” she wrote. Profession? “Tourism, investment, lots of money,” Eylül said. “Answer seriously.” Duru read the magazine. “Hotel management, real estate, marina investment.” Leyla entered those too. Güz leaned back in her chair. She picked up her soda glass but didn’t drink it. “Wait a minute,” she said. “Are we really doing this?”

Duru looked at her. “You’re late. He’s already logged into the system.” Leyla was looking at the screen. “Now we need his social media. Let’s look at the interviews and news articles about him.” The excitement at the table remained at the same level for a few minutes. The magazine was still there. Egemen Arın’s photograph stood out unnecessarily serious amidst the four girls’ glasses and scattered plates. He looked as if he had sat at the wrong table.

Güz picked up the magazine again, looked at the photo once more. “Let’s face it,” she said. “The man looks good.” “He’s not good-looking,” said Duru. “He’s dangerously handsome.” Eylül laughed. “What’s the difference?” “You watch a good-looking man. You deal with a dangerously handsome man.”

Leyla wasn't listening to them. Her fingers were tracing the laptop lid, her mind already elsewhere. "Okay," she said finally. All three of them turned to her at once. "Okay what?" asked Güz. "This guy might be suitable. But right now we have nothing."

Duru held up the magazine. “There’s quite a bit in there.” Leyla shook her head. “No. Two interviews, three photos, and an expensive watch. The system won’t work with that.” Eylül picked up her cup. “I wouldn’t get married with that kind of data either.”

Güz laughed. “What do you need, professor?” Leyla was now completely in the mood. “I’ll say it again. We need his social media, news scans, events he attended, his circle of friends. We need traces of any past relationships. What he likes, what he shares, what he hides... we need all of that.” Duru widened her eyes. “You’re not going to like the guy, you’re going to buy him, I guess.” “I’ll be collecting data.” “Even more terrifying.”

The hour was late. The ice on the table had completely melted, and the bottle of raki was almost empty. The city was still awake, but the energy of the night on the terrace had shifted in another direction.

Güz got up from her chair. “Okay. That’s enough for today.” Eylül was surprised. “What’s wrong with you? You usually don’t leave before morning.” “Because we have work tomorrow.” Duru burst out laughing. “Look at that, a guy saw a photo and the girl got disciplined.” “Shut up.”

Leyla closed her laptop. “Let’s really start tomorrow. Finals are over anyway. We all have fifteen days off.” “Let’s not call it a break,” said Eylül. “I call it a spiritual vacation.” Duru yawned. “I don’t have any plans either. I mean, theoretically, I’m a rich and empty person.” “Great,” said Güz. “A resource found.”

No one bothered to clear the table. The cups, plates, and the magazine page showing Egemen's face were left as they were. When they went inside, the living room was dim and quiet. Duru dimmed the lights halfway. Eylül took off her slippers and walked across the carpet. Leyla placed her laptop on the edge of the sofa.

“Let’s assign tasks,” said Güz. “Now?” asked Duru. “Yes, now. You’ll forget in the morning.” Leyla readily agreed. “Right,” Güz pointed to each task individually. “Leyla, the main system and data entry are your responsibility.”

“I already have it,” said Duru. “Economics, connections, acquaintances, if any.” “That bothers me a little, but it’s true.” “Eylül, gossip and a woman’s perspective.” Eylül straightened up proudly. “That’s a natural talent.” “And I’ll be the party leader.” “So what will you do?” asked Duru. “I’ll manage,” they all laughed.

Leyla became serious this time. “Everyone be at their desks with their laptops at breakfast tomorrow morning. We’ll do the research without dispersing.” “What time?” Eylül asked fearfully. “Eleven.” “That counts as morning.” “Eleven is good,” said Duru. “I’ll order a croissant.” “I’ll have menemen (Turkish scrambled eggs),” said Güz. “I’ll have data,” said Leyla. “May God help us,” said Eylül.

As they dispersed to their rooms, the house suddenly fell silent. The sounds of toothbrushes, drawers closing, shower water, and short bursts of laughter came from the hallway. Then the doors closed. On the terrace, however, the magazine remained open. Egemen Arın's photograph, gently fluttering on the page in the night breeze, seemed to gaze as if unaware of what was about to begin.

The house slowly came alive as the morning sun streamed through the large living room window. The smell of coffee wafted from the kitchen. Duru opened the door, her hair casually pulled back. She was wearing a loose white shirt and shorts. Eylül shuffled out, her eyes sleepy. Güz had showered and was drying her hair with a towel. Leyla, meanwhile, had woken up before everyone else and had already opened her laptop.

The round coffee table had transformed into a work desk. Four laptops. Four mugs. A plate of croissants. A pan of menemen (Turkish scrambled eggs). The magazine still open in the middle. Leyla spoke, looking at the screen. “Are you ready?” “No,” said Eylül. “Yes,” said Güz. “After dinner,” said Duru. Leyla took a deep breath. “We’re starting.”

The moment Leyla said "we're starting," the atmosphere around the coffee table changed. Last night, the same spot had been filled with rakı glasses, laughter, and scattered plates; now there were four open laptops, charging cables, coffee cups, and notebooks. One croissant was half-eaten, and the pan of menemen (Turkish scrambled eggs with vegetables) lay in the middle of the table.

Duru was fiddling with her fork while looking at her screen. Eylül, though still not fully awake, had already moved on to her second cup of coffee. Güz quickly dried her hair and styled it in a ponytail. He had gathered his thoughts and was sitting there with great seriousness. Someone who didn't know him might have thought it was the first time he had ever studied.

Leyla pulled the screen closer. “Basic data first.” “There’s the man’s name,” said Güz. “There’s his photo. He’s handsome. Isn’t that enough?” “No.” “I think it is.” “I think you should be quiet.” Duru laughed. “These are like eight o’clock jokes.” “Eleven thirty,” said Eylül.

“Eight, in my opinion.” Leyla moved her fingers across the keyboard. “Name: Egemen Arın. Age: thirty-three. Sector: tourism, investment, hotel management.” Duru immediately chimed in. “There was a marina too.” “I’m writing that down as well.” Güz pulled the menemen pan closer to herself. “Are we introducing this guy to the system as rich?” Leyla was looking at the screen. “No, as a lifestyle.” Eylül held her cup with both hands. “If there’s that much money, it means it’s a lifestyle.”

The investigation didn't go as well as they expected in the first hour. Besides what was written in the magazine, the same sentences were repeated online. He had attended openings. He had given a few interviews. News of a new investment had emerged. The same three photos were circulating everywhere: one in a suit, one on a boat, one in a white shirt.

“Is this guy real?” Güz asked. “Or is he just made up of three photos?” Duru turned her phone to the side. “Look, there’s an awards ceremony here.” Eylül leaned towards the screen. “Who’s the woman next to him?” Leyla looked. “Probably PR.” “On what basis do you say that?” “They both look unhappy.” Güz burst into laughter.

As the hours passed, the coffee table transformed into a real workspace. Notes were jotted down on the backs of napkins. Eylül pulled out lists of names. Duru scanned business contacts, company partnerships, and news websites. Güz, meanwhile, mostly read the comments. “Someone here wrote ‘very arrogant.’” “Anonymous comment,” said Leyla.

“Someone here wrote ‘very gentlemanly.’” “Anonymous comment.” “Someone here wrote ‘he scammed me.’” Leyla looked up. “Send the link.” By lunchtime, the living room was quite messy. On the coffee table were three laptops, a tablet, phones, croissant crumbs, empty cups, and notepads. Duru brought fresh coffee from the kitchen and left it there.

“If I had known it would be this much trouble, I wouldn’t have chosen this man.” “You didn’t choose him,” said Güz. “Yes, but I didn’t object either.” Leyla leaned back for the first time. “We don’t have enough data right now.” “We’ve done enough stalking,” said Eylül. “Not stalking, research.” “On social media, that’s what they call stalking.”

Güz picked up the magazine from the coffee table and opened it to Egemen's page again. "I think he has an Instagram account." Duru raised an eyebrow. "I think it's private." Leyla immediately reached for her phone. "Or there must be a trace." A few minutes later, all four of them were looking at their phones at the same time.

Eylül suddenly exclaimed, "I found it!" All three of them turned to her. "What did you find?" "I think it's a fan account." Güz snatched the phone. "This isn't a fan account. It's the guy's hotel account." Duru laughed. "You got excited right away." Leyla, however, had already moved to another window. "Wait," her voice had changed.

The three of them fell silent. “I found his official account.” Güz straightened up. “Open it.” The account looked simple. Not many posts. Landscape, business meeting, sea, gym, a few black and white photos, a dog, a book, and a picture of clouds taken from a plane. “This guy might be boring,” Eylül said.

“No,” said Duru. “This guy is careful.” Leyla started taking screenshots. “I’ll check the accounts he likes too.” “Now the crime has begun,” said Güz. The afternoon sun was shining more brightly into the living room. The curtains were drawn halfway. Duru turned on the air conditioner. Güz tied her hair back again. Eylül sprawled on the sofa but didn’t put down her phone.

As the hours passed, small pieces of information began to emerge. Egemen was running. He was getting up early in the morning. He traveled frequently. He wasn't overly socializing. There were almost no party photos. He loved luxury but didn't show it. The same few close friends were constantly seen around him.

Leyla entered all of this into the system. “Now it makes a little more sense.” “What does it make sense of?” asked Güz. “A profile is being created.” “What kind of profile?” Leyla took a sip of her coffee. “Be patient.” “We won’t,” they all said at once. Towards evening, tiredness set in. Eylül lay down on the rug. Duru went to the kitchen to make toast. Güz yawned by the window.

Leyla was still staring at the screen. A graph was spinning, data was loading, and small orange lines were shifting. Güz approached from behind. "Is anything coming up?" Leyla answered without taking her eyes off the screen. "It's too early." "When will it be ready?" "Once we enter a little more data."

Güz leaned against the window. “I’ll laugh if I’m not the woman this guy wants.” Leyla looked up for the first time. “We don’t know anything yet.” Duru came in with plates of toast. “I know. The woman he wants is definitely someone with problems.” Eylül laughed on the floor. “Why?” “Because calm men always like problems.”

Leyla turned back to the screen. “We’ll continue tomorrow morning.” “It’s not over for today,” said Güz. “It never ends,” said Leyla. “It takes time to figure people out.” Evening was approaching. The game, which had started at the same time yesterday, was now becoming serious. But none of them knew yet that the first serious result the system would show the next day would be nothing like what any of the four of them had seen.

The evening sun streamed in through the large living room window, casting yellow reflections on the glasses and laptop lids on the coffee table. What had started as a breakfast table setting had transformed into a small operations center by afternoon. Charging cables were tangled on the carpet, empty coffee cups lined up along the edge of the table, and notes were scattered everywhere. Even Güz's hair clip lay on top of a graphic printout.

“This is the first time anyone is actually working in this house,” she said. “I’m always working,” Leyla said, her eyes glued to the screen. “You’re not even human.” Eylül lay sideways on the couch, holding her phone up to the ceiling. “I’m so tired.” “You didn’t do anything,” Güz said. “Wrong, I was observing.” “About what?” “The handsome man’s life.”

Güz threw the pen she was holding at her, and Leyla suddenly stood up. "We found it!" All three of them turned to her at the same time. "What did we find?" asked Duru. "Useful data," Leyla turned the laptop over.

Egemen's social media account had been opened. The profile was more intricate than what they'd seen that morning. Because now they were looking not just at posts, but at interactions. Which photos he'd liked, which accounts he was following, which posts he'd paused on... "Look," Leyla said.

In the first photo, Egemen was at an opening night event. He was with a tall, dark-haired, slender woman. The woman was wearing a black dress and was facing Egemen. Egemen was looking elsewhere, not at the camera. “Is she his girlfriend?” Eylül asked. “We don’t know,” Leyla said. “But they’ve been seen together.””

The second photo featured another woman. This time, a short, red-haired, smiling woman. They were at a crowded table by the sea. Duru leaned forward. “This feels more like real life.” In the third picture, she was sitting at the same table with a blonde woman at a charity event.

Güz raised her eyebrows. “He looks like he’s collecting women.” “No,” said Leyla. “On the contrary, he doesn’t have anyone he sees regularly.” “So?” “So he’s not just looking at hair color.” Leyla opened another window. “He also has accounts of women he likes.” “Isn’t that part inappropriate?” said Eylül. “It’s public data,” Leyla said calmly.

Several profiles appeared on the screen. One was a yoga instructor. Natural photos, no makeup, sportswear. Another was an art gallery owner; a stylish woman with short hair and sharper facial features. And the third was a travel content creator, cheerful and dressed in colorful clothes.

Duru took a bite of the toast. “The man has a broad taste,” Güz said, still staring at the screen. “No, the man doesn’t have a single type of taste.” Leyla nodded, seemingly pleased. “That’s a correct statement,” she then made a note. Aesthetics aren’t tied to a single type. It can be energy and lifestyle focused.

Eylül stood up. “I want coffee, this man is exhausting me.” Just then, a voice came from the kitchen. “I already made it.” All four of them turned around. Standing in the kitchen doorway was a dark-haired woman in her late forties, with neatly trimmed hair, a clean face, and wearing a linen shirt. She was carrying a tray.

The tray contained fresh coffee, small cookies, and sliced ​​fruit. “Aunt Şermin!” Duru exclaimed. The woman tilted her head. “I didn’t interfere until lunchtime. But now this house has turned into a war zone.” Aunt Şermin was the woman who had been in their lives since Duru’s childhood. Calling her a nanny would be an understatement; calling her a helper would be too cold.

She managed the house, could scold Duru, cook for the girls, and fix the broken faucet before the plumber did. They had all shared their secrets with her. She placed the tray on the coffee table. She looked at the mess. "Get yourselves together before one of you dies in these wires." Güz laughed. "Aunt Şermin, we're saving the country." "First clear these plates, then you can save it."

Eylül took the coffee. “I’m so glad you’re here.” “I know.” Şermin Abla glanced at the laptop screen. “Who is this?” Duru answered. “Subject.” The woman frowned. “What a rude word.” Leyla corrected. “Test subject.” “Even worse.” Güz burst into laughter.

Sister Şermin looked at Egemen's photo, then turned to the girls. "He's handsome." Duru proudly nodded. "We thought so too." The woman paused for a second. "He says he's a difficult man to look at." Leyla instantly became serious. "What does difficult mean?" "It means he doesn't trust easily." All four of them fell silent.

Aunt Şermin shrugged. “I’m going to the kitchen. What are you having for dinner?” No one answered. They were still thinking about what she’d said. As she left through the door, without turning around, she added: “And the girls...” “Excuse me?” “If you’re making this much effort for them, they’re either very rich or a real pain in the neck.” The door closed.

Duru burst into laughter. “Sister Şermin summarized it in five minutes,” Leyla said, already taking notes. She didn't trust easily; her distance was palpable. Güz leaned back in her chair. “I want to integrate this woman into the system too.” Eylül sipped her coffee. “I think that’s the real application.”

After Şermin Abla went into the kitchen, there was a brief silence in the living room. All four girls involuntarily looked at the same spot: Egemen Arın's photo on the laptop screen. What no one had been able to figure out from the data they'd been working with for hours, Şermin Abla had said with a single glance: "He says he's a difficult man to look at."

Eylül picked up her cup. “That woman practically wrote a report in two words,” Duru smiled proudly. “I wasn’t telling you for nothing. She’s the real boss of this house.” Eylül lay back down on the cushion. “I want to work with Şermin Abla instead of Leyla now.” Leyla seemed oblivious to them. Her fingers moved rapidly across the keyboard, adding new headings to the notes section.

First impression: distant The trust threshold may be high. It appears to be controlled from the outside. Güz leaned over and looked at the screen. "Do you really write everything down?" "Yes" "I said 'the guy is handsome' a moment ago, did you write that down too?" Leyla answered without hesitation. "Subjective interpretation" "So you didn't write it" "No."

Duru gathered the plates from the coffee table and took them to the kitchen. A voice came from behind her. “I wrote it, the guy is handsome.” Eylül burst into laughter. It was evening; the yellow light of the streetlights filled the living room from behind the curtains, and the city was now night. The excitement of the morning's work had given way to a slight weariness, but no one wanted to let go. Egemen Arın's life had turned out to be more interesting than any of the four of them had imagined.

Leyla opened a new window. “Okay. Now, environmental analysis.” “What does that mean?” asked Güz. “Who are they close to, what kind of people do they spend time with, who are the people in their life?” “You’re tiring me out.” “Because you live superficially.” “I live happily.” Eylül applauded. “One point, Güz.” Duru returned. She had a bowl of nuts in her hand. “What did we find?”

Leyla pointed to the screen. Several photos of Egemen, taken at different times, were lined up side by side. They all showed the same three male friends in different settings: a boat, dinner, the gym, a wedding. “His circle of friends is consistent,” Leyla said. “That’s a good sign.” “Why?” asked Eylül.

“It means you can keep people in your life,” Güz said, “you described it very romantically.” Then they moved on to other shots. The photos with the women were mostly in crowded settings. There was no intimacy in any of them. He stood close but didn't take it personally, he smiled but looked formal.

Duru tilted her head to the side. “This man might not be in a relationship.” “He is,” said Leyla. “He just doesn’t show it.” Güz took issue with that sentence. “That’s not good either.” “Why?” “Showing it is a problem, not showing it is an even bigger problem.”

Eylül sat up. “I think if this guy gets attached to someone, he gets very attached.” All three of them looked at her. “Where did that come from?” said Duru. “I don’t know. I just have a feeling.” Leyla even made a note of that. People who seem controlled from the outside can get attached.

Güz raised her hands in the air. “Did you write this too?” “Yes.” “This isn’t a project, it’s magic.” As the hours passed, the work became more disorganized but more productive. One was finding links, another interpreting photos, another making coffee, another coming up with absurd theories. There was that sweet chaos typical of young women in the room.

Sister Şermin came back in. She had a large trash bag in her hand. “I’m just clearing out the table a bit,” no one objected. The woman gathered the cables, picked up the empty cups, and made a single pile of notepapers. She looked at the screen once more. “Still the same man?” “Yes,” said Güz. “You’re very patient.” “We’ll look for days if necessary,” said Duru.

Sister Şermin thought for a moment. “She has a mother.” The four girls fell silent at the same time. “What?” “I said her mother is a strong woman.” Leyla almost stood up. “How did you know?” “It’s obvious.” “How is it obvious?” The woman shrugged. “It’s just obvious.” She turned towards the door. Then she turned back. “Should we order food, or should I make it?” The four girls said “make it” at the same time.

As the door closed, Güz burst into laughter. “I’m going to go crazy. That woman turned into the guy’s mother in two seconds.” Leyla, meanwhile, had already started a new thread: Family dynamics to be examined. It could be the influence of the mother figure..Duru put her hand to her forehead. "We're not researching Egemen Arın, we're delving into his family tree."

As night fell completely, the first comprehensive profile began to appear on the screen. There were no results yet. His "desired type of woman" hadn't emerged yet. But the system was gathering data, weighing trends, and silently taking shape.

Güz sprawled on the couch. “When will it be ready?” Leyla kept her eyes glued to the screen. “The first draft will be out tomorrow morning.” Eylül sighed. “I’ll see this man in my dreams.” Duru smiled. “And I’ll see his hotels.” Güz rested her head on the pillow. “And I’ll see that he doesn’t like me.”

Leyla looked up for the first time. “We don’t know that part yet.” Güz closed her eyes. “That’s why it’s scary.” Towards midnight, the work slowed. Except for the light from the laptop screens, the living room was dark. The city outside was still lively, but the pace inside the house had slowed. Eylül was already half-asleep on the corner of the sofa, her phone resting against her chest.

Duru was in the kitchen, looking at the pot Şermin Abla had left, heating up the leftover pasta, and singing to herself. Güz was lying on the rug, her head resting on the armchair. Leyla was still sitting upright. The orange lines, graphs, and data boxes on the screen were constantly changing, some fields filling up, others being recalculated. She was one of those people who became more focused as they got tired. "Go to bed now," she said. Güz, without opening her eyes, said, "In a little while." "When you say 'in a little while,' it's morning." Leyla didn't answer. Duru returned with two plates. "Last meal service."

Eylül reached out her hand without opening her eyes, “I’m here.” Sister Şermin poked her head around the door. “I’m going to bed, girls, don’t burn the house down.” “Good night.” “And don’t trust that man too much.” The door closed.

Güz straightened up. “Aunt Şermin didn’t like the guy even before she saw him.” “Aunt Şermin suspects everyone,” Duru said. “No,” Eylül said sleepily. “Aunt Şermin is always right.” No one objected to that statement. For a while longer, they ate, drank, and wrote in silence. Finally, Leyla closed her laptop. “Okay.”

The three of them looked at her at the same time. “Is there a result?” Güz asked. “No, enough data has been entered. It will work all night.” “Does this thing work at night too?” “Algorithm.” “I’ll call it...” Duru yawned. “What time do we get up tomorrow?” Leyla answered without thinking, “Ten.” There was fourteen seconds of silence. “Are you an enemy?” Eylül asked. “Let it be eleven,” Güz said. “Eleven thirty,” Duru said. Leyla shook her head. “Eleven, the negotiation is over. The matter is closed for discussion.”

The morning was woken by the aroma of coffee filling the house. This time, Aunt Şermin had gotten up before everyone else, tidied up the kitchen, and set the table with cheese, olives, tomatoes, bagels, jam, and boiled eggs. The glass door was open, and the morning sun streamed in from the terrace, making the bougainvillea look even more vibrant in the light.

Duru was the first to come out. Her hair was casually tied back, and she was wearing a loose white shirt. “Sister Şermin, if it weren’t for you, we’d die in this cave.” “That’s what I’m thinking too.” Eylül crawled in. “I’m not a human without coffee.” “You aren’t right now either,” Güz said from behind her.

Güz had showered and left her hair down. Her face looked rested and very beautiful. She was wearing short shorts and a large t-shirt. Leyla was already at the table. The laptop was open, the coffee was finished, her hair was tied back, and her eyes were on the screen. The three of them stopped at the same time. "Did you sleep at all?" Duru asked. "A little." "That's a lie," Güz said. Leyla looked up from the screen. "The first report is ready." Suddenly, everyone woke up.

The chairs at the table were pulled back, the plates were pushed aside, and the four girls gathered around the laptop. The screen displayed a title:

EGEMEN ARIN / INITIAL BEHAVIORAL ADAPTATION REPORT

The items were listed below.


●  High control area.

●  Social, but selective.

●  A structure capable of remaining alone in a crowd.

●  Low confidence level

●  Focused on quality rather than ostentation.

●  A mindset that gets bored easily.

●  Hard-to-reach profile


“This turned out to be a pretty normal person,” said Eylül. “Shush, there’s more,” said Leyla. She scrolled to the next line, Potential Partner Profile: Calculating... All four of them fell silent. The small orange circle on the screen was spinning. “Why is it making me wait?” said Güz. “It’s doing the final calculations.” “I hate this.” A second passed. Two seconds, three seconds. Then new lines began to open.

Leyla's expression changed. Duru was the first to notice. "What happened?" Leyla leaned closer to the screen. "Interesting." "What's interesting?" said Güz. Leyla slowly read. "The profile that has appeared so far..." she paused. All three of them shouted at her. "LEYLA!" Leyla spoke without taking her eyes off the screen, "She doesn't resemble any of you."

It was late in the morning. Breakfast was long gone, leaving only empty cups, half-eaten bagels, and scattered notes on the coffee table. The terrace door in the living room was open. The breeze gently swayed the bougainvillea branches, carrying a clean scent reminiscent of orange blossoms into the room. Outside, Istanbul flowed on at its own pace, while inside, four young women were trying to unravel a man's life.

Leyla closed the laptop. “Okay,” she said. “The system result is largely clear. But first we need to choose who will be in the field.” “So, the victim,” said Eylül. “The pilot user,” said Leyla. “I find ‘victim’ more appealing.” Duru leaned back in her chair. “So, who will it be?”

Three pairs of eyes turned to Güz at the same time. “No,” Güz said instantly. “I don’t like your stares.” “Why?” asked Duru. “You’re the most sociable.” “You’re the fastest talker.” “You’re the most approachable.” “You’re the tallest.” “You’re the most athletic.” “Okay, I’m not upset about the last one,” said Güz.

Leyla shook her head. “This won’t do. We’re being biased.” “What are we going to do?” Eylül asked. Güz thought for a moment, then opened the drawer under the coffee table. She took out a matchbox. It had been used to light a candle last night. “We’ll use this.” Duru suddenly sat up. “I loved it.” Leyla frowned. “No.” “Yes,” all three said at once.

Autumn emptied the matches onto the table. She selected four. She left three of the same length. She slightly broke one to shorten it. Then she mixed them all in her hand. "Whoever draws the shorter match is the one in charge." Eylül knelt down on the cushion in excitement. "This is great!" Leyla resisted one last time. "This isn't scientific at all!"

Duru raised her coffee cup as if toasting. “Not life either!” Şermin Abla called from the kitchen. “Can I take a picture too?” The living room erupted in laughter. Güz held out her hand. “Go ahead and take a picture.” Eylül took the first, Uzun. “Yay!” Duru took the second, Uzun. “I’m staying as the manager.” Leyla took the third, Uzun.

Leyla raised her match in the air. “Statistically absurd.” Only one match remained on the table. Güz stared at it for a few seconds. “This is cheating.” “No,” said Duru. “This is fate.” Güz naturally looked at the last remaining match for a long time; it was short. The three girls screamed simultaneously, Eylül threw a pillow in the air, “I knew it!” Duru started applauding, “Operation woman!”

Leyla smiled involuntarily. “The transparent democratic process is complete.” Güz held a small match in her hand. Her face showed both surprise and regret. “Why did I even suggest that?” Sister Şermin entered with a tea tray. “Because you never know what’s going to happen.” She put down the tray and looked at the match. “Get well soon.” The room dispersed again.

Güz slumped into the chair. “Okay. What are we doing?” Leyla reopened the laptop. “Now, stage two. Egemen Arın’s partner preference result.” An orange heading appeared on the screen. Leyla read the Partner Preference Analysis. “Striking feminine appearance: high interest.” Duru covered her mouth with her hand. “Here we go.” “Prominent makeup use: positive effect.” Eylül turned to Güz. “Even your mascara might be dry.” “Shut up.”

Leyla continued, “Red lipstick: a strong, high-impact association.” The room fell silent. Then Duru burst into laughter, “Güz is going to wear red lipstick!” “I’ll be a clown!” “The use of high heels: a highly feminine perception.” Güz looked at her feet. Her white sneakers were still there. “I was happy in these.” “A style of clothing that accentuates body lines...” “What does that mean?” Güz asked fearfully.

Duru replied. “Mini skirt?” “No.” “Pencil dress?” “Even worse.” “Hair color preference: warm brown, chestnut, reddish undertones.” Eylül stood up. “You’re a Northern European right now.” Güz clutched her hair. “My identity is slipping away.” Leyla came down. “Height preference: tall.” There was a sudden silence.

Güz slowly straightened up. “One minute.” The three of them looked at her. “At least something caught her.” Duru clapped. “Yes. The man will only like your height.” Sister Şermin went behind Güz, She straightened her shoulders. "If you have height, anything can be done." "What can be done?" "A woman can be made." Güz closed her beautiful eyes. "I already am a woman."

“No,” said Aunt Şermin. “You’re comfortable. Now you’ll get dressed up.” Leyla was taking notes. Mission Plan: Brown contact lenses, Hair color change/temporary application, Red lipstick, High heels, feminine wardrobe, controlled distance... Güz stood up. “I’m going to my room to cry for a minute and I’ll be right back.”

Eylül shouted after her, “It’ll be bad if your mascara runs!” Duru slumped onto the couch. “This is the best project I’ve ever seen.” There was a three-second silence in the room when Güz went to her room and slammed the door shut dramatically. Then Duru burst into laughter. “She slammed the door shut like it deserved an Oscar.”

Eylül fell onto the cushion. “If I were her, I’d escape through the window,” Leyla said, but she had already returned to the screen. Güz’s dramatic outbursts affected her for at most eight seconds. “The joke’s over,” she said. “The appearance is fine, but the real issue is the content.” Duru wiped her eyes. “Why is that sentence so frightening?”

Leyla opened a few more windows on the screen. “Because the man isn’t just looking at women. He’s looking at their lifestyle too.” Just then, the door opened again. Güz was back. She was wearing the same t-shirt, but her face held a “don’t leave me out” expression. “What did I miss?” “Your ignorance,” Duru said. “I don’t understand.” Leyla turned the laptop over. “I found some new data.”

Güz sat down and said, "Go ahead and read." Leyla started to read. "Among the posts Egemen Arın has liked in the last six months are three book quotes, two poetry pages, and a post about a literary festival." Güz stared blankly. "What does that mean?" "The man is interested in literature." "He probably liked the book cover." "No," said Leyla. "He also wrote a comment below it."

Duru leaned forward. “What did he write?” Leyla read, “‘A good sentence reveals a person.’” There was a brief silence in the room. Eylül seemed impressed. “That’s a good saying.” Güz crossed her arms. “I think it’s pretentious,” Leyla continued. “He was asked about his favorite author in an interview.” “Who was it?” Duru asked.

Leyla scrolled through the screen: “Sabahattin Ali, Stefan Zweig, Sait Faik.” Güz raised her hand. “I know one of them.” “Which one?” asked Eylül. “Isn’t Sabahattin Ali like a song?” All three of them turned to her. “You’re a really difficult case,” said Leyla. Duru was now tired of laughing. “The man isn’t looking for a woman, he’s looking for a cultural center.”

Leyla became even more serious. “I’m continuing,” she opened a new window. “He was seen at the amateur tennis tournament held on the Bosphorus last month.” Güz frowned. “He must have gone to watch.” “No,” said Leyla. “He participated.” “Does he play tennis?” “Yes.”

Güz was silent for a few seconds. “I’ve only seen tennis courts in movies!” Eylül shrieked. “This is better!” “Why is it better?” “Because we’ll teach you.” “Why am I learning?” Duru replied, “Because fate gave you a short match.”

Aunt Şermin called from the kitchen. “I went out with my tennis coach for a while.” The living room fell silent again. “WHAT?” they all exclaimed in unison. The woman poked her head in, “It’s a long story, you continue,” she said and left. Güz buried her head in her hands, “Everyone in this house has a secret life.” Leyla was already taking notes..

A change in appearance isn't enough. We need topics, basic general knowledge. Güz looked at her fearfully. "What does that mean?" Duru began to list them: "One: We'll make you memorize three authors." "No." "Two: We'll teach you tennis scoring." "No." "Three: You won't hold the wine glass by its stem." "I don't drink alcohol anyway. I drink cola!"

Eylül sat down next to her, smiling. “Look, it’s not that difficult. For example, what will you say if someone asks about a book?” “I watched the movie adaptation.” “No,” Leyla said seriously. “It’s not about memorization, light knowledge is enough.” Then she opened her notebook. Autumn’s Accelerated Learning Program: Who is Sabahattin Ali, how to read Zweig, what did Sait Faik write, tennis score, how to hold a racket, applying red lipstick without smudging, walking in high heels, going up and down stairs.

Güz stood up. “I was a happy girl in jeans.” Eylül put her hand to her heart. “We loved you that way too.” “Why are you sending me to Wimbledon now?” Leyla looked up. “Because the system shows that men look for general culture as much as physical appearance.” Güz paused. “So a beautiful woman isn’t enough?” “It’s not.”

Duru shook her head, "This man is too much trouble." Sister Şermin came with a tray. This time there were strawberries and almonds. "A troublesome man is good, everyone takes an easy man." Güz looked at her. "Why do I want to write down that sentence of yours?" "Because I've gotten old."

The woman put down her plate and looked at Güz. “Shopping today, book class tonight.” Güz froze. “Am I a human being, or a boarding school student?” Leyla calmly closed the laptop. “No, you’re a pilot.” Güz threw a pillow at her. The room erupted in laughter.

After Güz said, "Am I a human being or a boarding school student?", the room erupted in laughter for several minutes. Şermin Abla went back to the kitchen, Duru sat as if slumped on the edge of the sofa, and Eylül struggled to breathe, wiping away tears. Only Leyla wasn't laughing; she was one of those types who became even more serious when everyone else was laughing.

She reopened the laptop. “Okay,” she said. “Now for the most important thing.” Güz immediately went on the defensive. “No. The most important thing is my hair.” “Your hair is important too,” Leyla said. “But it’s meaningless without finding the man.” This sentence silenced the table. Duru straightened up. “That’s right.” Eylül took the pillow into her lap. “Yes... How are we going to see the man?”

Güz spread her hands. “Are we going to his door? Are we going to his hotel? Are we going to raid the marina? What am I experiencing?” Leyla spoke calmly. “First the transformation plan, then the contact plan.” Güz shook her head. “I can’t love you because of these sentences.” Şermin Abla called from the kitchen. “I love you.” “Why?” “She speaks plainly.” Duru burst out laughing. Leyla opened her notebook.

Operation Orange Blossom Autumn / Phase 1: Transformation “One: Hair” Autumn immediately stood up. “I won’t cut it,” “nobody told me to cut it,” “I won’t dye it,” “nobody told me to dye it.” Leyla lifted her head. “Wig.” There was a
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