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My name is Mehmet, and I work as a fundraiser for one of Türkiye’s largest welfare organizations. My days are filled with meetings, field visits, and endless calls for support, but my evenings... my evenings belong to a completely different world.

When the sun dips behind the rooftops of Istanbul and the city softens into its warm, amber glow, I retreat into the quiet of my small apartment, brew a cup of tea, and let myself fall into the universe of Turkish soap operas. It’s more than a hobby—almost a ritual. A way to escape, to feel, to breathe.

Among all the stories I watch, there is one actress who has captured my heart in ways I never expected. Let’s call her Almila. She is radiant, elegant, impossibly magnetic. She has acted in dozens of series—romances, dramas, period pieces—and I’ve watched every single one, some more than once.

People often say that a good actor can step into any role. But I’ve always believed something different. I think the greatest actors are those who channel something true from within themselves. Something they cannot fake, because it lives in them already.

And that is why I am certain that Almila is never just “acting.” She is revealing.

I fell in love with the woman I saw on-screen—the softness in her voice, the quiet confidence in her walk, the way she navigated love, heartbreak, and desire with a grace that felt so genuine. I admired her strength, her humour, the way her eyes could hold tenderness and fire in the same breath. Little by little, she became the woman I compared all others to, the woman who visited me in my dreams.

At night, I would imagine her laughter echoing in the corners of my room, her hand brushing mine as if by accident, the two of us walking along the Bosphorus under strings of golden lights. I knew these were fantasies—beautiful, foolish dreams spun from loneliness and longing. After all, the chance of ever meeting her in real life was almost nonexistent.

But still... every time a new series with her was announced, my heart stirred with the same impossible hope.

That maybe, just maybe, fate had a surprise in store for me.

*  *  *
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Once a year, our organization hosts a night of gratitude—a warm, shimmering evening where we bring together the people whose generosity keeps our work alive. Supporters, philanthropists, long-time friends... all under one roof, sharing stories, music, and hors d’oeuvres. It is our way of thanking those who make it possible for us to care for the street children who depend on us.

Every year I am given the honour of opening the event. I stand on the softly lit stage, microphone in hand, offering words of thanks before introducing the guests who step up to speak. I know most of them personally—after all, fundraising is as much about relationships as it is about resources. They are familiar faces, familiar smiles.

Which is why the email that arrived that morning caught me completely off guard.

I had been scanning the final list of attendees, checking pronunciations, making notes on donor histories, when suddenly a name—her name—appeared where it had absolutely no reason to be.

Almila.

For a moment, I simply stared, blinking at the screen as if it had made some kind of mistake. But no—there it was, clear as daylight: she had joined our supporter list with a donation that made my breath catch in my throat.

The actress I had admired for years. The woman who had lived in my dreams. She would be there—in the same room—because she had chosen to support the same cause that I had dedicated my life to.

A wave of excitement surged through me so suddenly I had to sit down. My hands trembled slightly on the armrests of my chair. The rational part of my mind tried to speak—Don’t be ridiculous, Mehmet. She is just a person. But my heart had already slipped past reason.

A dream I had never dared to take seriously was now stepping quietly into reality.

As the day went on, I could barely focus on my work. My chest felt tight, not painfully, but with that nervous electricity you feel before something life-changing. The thought of standing in front of the audience, introducing her, hearing her voice echo back across the hall—it set off a tension inside me that was almost unbearable.

It felt like destiny had knocked softly on my door and whispered,  Are you ready?

And for the first time, I truly wondered whether I was.

*  *  *
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The evening arrived wrapped in soft golden lights and the low hum of hopeful chatter. The hall was filled with the warm scent of polished wood, fresh flowers, and anticipation—an atmosphere that always made me proud of the work we did, but tonight, my heart was beating for an entirely different reason.

When the clock struck the hour, I stepped onto the stage. A gentle hush spread across the room as the lights adjusted and the microphone warmed under my touch. My palms were slightly damp, though not because of the hundreds of faces looking at me—but because she was among them.

I began with the familiar words, the ones I could speak even in my sleep. I recounted our achievements, the children whose lives had been changed, the programs we had expanded thanks to last year’s generosity. Then I announced—with genuine pride—that we had surpassed all previous donation totals. The applause washed over me, steady and encouraging, but my eyes kept drifting to the right side of the room, where she sat.

Almila.

She looked as luminous in person as she ever had on screen—perhaps even more so, because this version of her breathed the same air as I did.

And then came the moment I had rehearsed a thousand times in my head.

“Our first speaker this evening,” I said, my voice steady though my heartbeat raced, “is someone whose contribution this year has been nothing short of extraordinary. Many of you know her for her remarkable acting, her emotional depth, and her incredible versatility. But tonight, we welcome her not only as an artist, but as a woman with a generous heart. Please join me in welcoming our newest and largest donor... the incomparable Almila.”

As I said her name, I felt her presence beside me even before she stepped up—like a warm current brushing against my skin. I had made a decision earlier that day, a bold one for someone who had admired her from behind a screen for so long: I would not hide my admiration. Not tonight.

So I allowed sincerity to flow into my words as I spoke of her achievements—her award-winning performances, her powerful roles, the characters who had captured the nation’s heart. I talked about how she had inspired millions, how her work had brought depth and meaning to Turkish television. I kept it respectful, professional... but unmistakably heartfelt.

As I spoke, I sensed her gaze shift toward me. When I dared to glance sideways, I found her watching me with a soft, curious expression—her eyebrows raised ever so slightly, as if trying to decipher the enthusiasm in my voice.

It was working. She had noticed me.

When I finished, I stepped aside and gestured for
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