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CHAPTER 1: THE WHISPER AND THE CLAMOUR OF THE STONES

As night fell and the sky turned the deepest shade of navy blue, time seemed to stand still in the studio. A massive amethyst geode glowed upon the table, seeping a purple light into the room as though it possessed a heart of its own. Beside it, the blue starstone sphere sparkled as if it had trapped an entire galaxy within. Amidst the brushes resting before the canvas, the tubes of paint not yet dry, and the dusty ancient coins, an eerie silence reigned, while the painter sat as if chained to the table. His eyes were fixed; his mind had slipped beyond his own will. As a deep wave of hypnosis seized his soul, his fingers reached for the charcoal pencil in a movement entirely unconscious.

He was unaware, but Mother Umay — imprisoned for thousands of years within a painting, sealed inside an ancient dungeon by a dark sigil — was making one final bid to escape those tunnels by seizing control of his mind and hands. The spell of the dark structures that had commissioned this enchanted painting, meant to ensure she could never escape, never awaken from her eternal slumber, had begun to falter under the high-frequency vibrations emanating from the stones in the room.

The goddess was using the brush like an invisible key to pry open that secret door to freedom.

With every stroke of those trembling hands beyond his control, the charcoal figures on the canvas began to stir to life. First, her wings were coloured with the most vivid shades of indigo and turquoise; the ancient energy seeping through the pencil marks enveloped the entire surface. These lines were not merely a figure, but the struggling soul of a goddess lost for centuries in the darkness of the depths, yearning to be free.

Those arms, which had once seemed so defenceless, were now wrapped in sheer, long, flowing tulle sleeves, as though woven from stardust. The veils fluttered as if caught in an unseen breeze, cascading to her fingertips and bestowing upon her both the dignity of a sovereign and a mother's tenderness.

Guiding that consciousness like a shadow, Mother Umay directed her hands — glowing through the gossamer sleeves — towards the two sacred stones upon the table. The moment the purple of the amethyst and the indigo of the star stone merged with her spirit upon the canvas, every object in the room trembled with a mystical radiance. This was no burst of light to flood the room, nor an awakening visible to all; everything was unfolding deep within the boundaries of the canvas, guarding its mystery.

For should this awakening be openly declared, those deeply entrenched structures — lying in wait for centuries in the dark tunnels beneath Whitecity, stretching all the way to the roots of the plane tree — would surely sense it and sever this ancient bond forever.

And this was an unconscious lament cast forth upon the threshold of that darkness.

END OF CHAPTER 1
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CHAPTER 2: THE GUARDIAN AT THE DOOR AND THE SCREAMING STREET
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Dawn had not yet painted Whitecity's gray silhouettes. In the workshop, time had frozen, trapped in that moment when purple and navy light had congealed.

When Aybüke opened her eyes, there was no throbbing pain in her head. Only a humming rhythm rising from the depths of her mind. As if someone, from very far away, was repeating her name. But this voice wasn't coming from outside. It came from within.

The amethyst geode and star stone sphere on the table had turned into lifeless piles of dust. The static electricity of a lingering frequency still hung in the air. Aybüke raised her hand. Her fingers were trembling. The last thing she remembered was holding the brush. Then a void. A long, deep void.

She slowly straightened up. The chair's legs scraped against the floor with a shrill sound. She was alone in the room. At least, she thought she was.

The canvas behind her was the only living thing in the room. Umay Ana's wings, in the most vibrant shades of turquoise, seemed as if they would tear loose and glide into the room with the next breath. Aybüke couldn't look at it. Her eyes dropped to the floor. Dust. Broken stone pieces. And a shadow.

The shadow in the corner moved.

Aybüke's breath caught. She staggered backward, hitting the back of the chair, would have fallen. But a hand caught her by the shoulder. Not harsh. But inescapable.

"Don't stumble."

The voice was deep and booming, echoing from a deep cavern, unwavering. Aybüke lifted her head. Among the shadows, the metallic gleam of forged steel armor appeared. The face was marked not by the wear of years, but by the harsh traces of battles. Her eyes shone like the purest diamond.

Aybüke's voice failed her. Her throat was dry. Her heart fluttered like a trapped bird in her chest. Who was this? How had she entered? The door was locked. The windows were closed. And she had been working alone. Always alone.

"Two thousand years..." The woman took a deep breath. The impenetrable mask on her face cracked for the first time. "...May Tengri be my witness, I would recognize this scent from a thousand years away. This is the scent of Umay Ana's awakening."

Aybüke stumbled. This time, Tomris didn't hold her. Aybüke stayed on her feet. But her knees were trembling.

"What happened to me?" Her voice came out broken. "You... who are you?"

Tomris approached with slow steps. The metallic clink of her armor weighed down the air in the room. She lightly touched the hilt of the sword at her waist. But this wasn't a threat. It was habit.

"My name is Tomris. I, Tomris, come armed with the free spirit of the steppe and ancient loyalty. For two thousand years, I have awaited this awakening."

Aybüke wanted to run. She looked at the door. But her legs wouldn't obey. And something — inside — whispered that she shouldn't be afraid of this woman. Something strange. As if Umay Ana's wings were still fluttering within her.

"And now," said Tomris, stopping. Her eyes fixed on the canvas behind Aybüke. "Before me stands a painter who opened that door with her brush."

"You found her." Years of silence were shattering in her voice. "In that dark depth that no one could reach for centuries, only your soul could hear her voice. She waited for you. You cracked open the spiritual door of that corridor where she was physically imprisoned. They were keeping watch over her physically, but they could never touch her essence, that ancient energy. These lines you laid onto the canvas are not just a painting; they are the sole bridge built for her to escape from there. The seal broke."

Aybüke looked at her hand. She could still feel that strange tingling in the fingers that held the brush. But now there was something else, too. A weight. A responsibility.

"So they were holding her captive, but she was also in exile within herself, is that it?"

Tomris nodded in confirmation.

"Now that power they hold inside has begun to seep into the earth. That's why they're in a panic; because for years the one they've held is no longer a prisoner, but a goddess about to gain her freedom."

From outside, from the depths of Whitecity, that eerie sound of metal scraping against metal reached them. The first tracker wasn't approaching; it was at the workshop door. The dark structures had received the signal, but they hadn't yet pinpointed the location; they only sensed that "something had changed."

Aybüke noticed a cold clarity replacing the fog in her mind. Fear was still there. But it was no longer the only emotion.

"And now they're coming here to completely imprison that power?"

Tomris settled her hand on her sword. There was both anger and deep gratitude on her face.

"Not just to imprison it—they're coming to silence you. You cracked that door once, you established that connection. You are no longer just a painter; you are the one who will pull her out of there and show her the way. They are afraid of you completing this bond fully."

Fear was gone now, replaced by a strange sense of trust. Aybüke gripped her brush tightly. She looked at Tomris, trusting.

"I trust you," she said. Her voice no longer felt alien, even in her own mind. "But I don't know what to do."

Tomris sheathed her sword. The metal made a soft sound against the leather.

"I know where it is," she said. "Come. Let's go together."

Aybüke straightened up. Tomris placed her hand on her shoulder.

"Your battle will be fought with your brush, mine with my sword. You shall witness, I will protect. We are two halves of a whole. Be ready; sometimes a single line is sharper than a thousand swords."

END OF CHAPTER 2
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CHAPTER 3: A NAME IN THE SHADOW OF THE PLANE TREE
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When they stepped out of the workshop, the streets of White City were still draped in dawn's gray veil. Aybüke had tucked her brush securely into her bag and was following the faint metallic clink of Tomris's armor. Neither of them spoke.

Tomris turned her head slightly. Her eyes gleamed like cut diamonds, sharp and clear.

"We must hurry. Daylight is not our enemy, but eyes that see us will carry word of us."

Aybüke stopped. Her brow furrowed.

"Wait a minute. I never told you my name. There was nowhere in the workshop where my name was written. You... how do you know me?"

Tomris kept walking. She did not slow her pace. Aybüke had to hurry to catch up.

"I have never seen you before, Aybüke. But I have known your name for years. Because you are the first doorway through which Umay Ana's soul has echoed. She called out to you by name. And every soul that heard that voice learned your name."

Aybüke's heart quickened.

"What does that mean? Did you see me in a dream? Or... did Umay Ana tell you?"

Tomris stopped. She turned around. She looked into Aybüke's eyes.

"Umay Ana has been silent for a thousand years. But this morning, the moment you swept your brush across that canvas, she sent me your name like a whisper thousands of years old. 'Aybüke,' she said. 'She has opened my door. Find her and protect her
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