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​Prologue
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The world is shrouded in ruin, its people burdened under the weight of a tyrant’s rule. Once-powerful abilities, known as quirks, have faded through generations of oppression, leaving only faint remnants of what humanity once was. Hope is scarce, survival a daily struggle.

But even in the desolation, there are whispers of resistance. In the shadows, secrets stir, and a spark waits to ignite.

In a place where dreams are smothered and freedom seems impossible, a quiet defiance grows. What begins as a faint light may yet blaze into something that could challenge the darkness—and change everything.
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​Chapter 1: Dust
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​The world was brown and barren, a cracked canvas of endless desolation under an ever-dim sky. Gone were the lush greens of the earth or the blues of the rivers. Darkness reigned, with only the faintest glimmers of hope in the form of survival.

Kael trudged across the arid plains, the soles of his boots worn thin by years of scavenging. At 23, he had lived through more dust storms and famines than he could count. His earliest memory was of his tenth birthday when he had discovered his quirk.

It had been an ordinary, bleak day like any other. The wind howled through the settlement of makeshift tents and crumbling walls. Kael had been huddled near a fire pit with a few of the other kids, their hollow eyes reflecting the dancing flames.

"Try it," one of the boys had dared, passing Kael a shard of flint.

Kael didn’t think much of it. He held the flint and struck it against the rusty blade they used as a makeshift tool. A tiny spark leapt into the air, but before it faded, something inside him stirred. He clenched his fist, and a faint ember flickered from his palm—a fleeting glow that vanished almost instantly.

“You’ve got fire,” one of the kids had whispered, awe laced with envy.

But Kael had shrugged. A spark wasn’t much. In a world like theirs, it was barely a luxury, let alone a power. They called it a quirk; a term passed down through generations. No one remembered where these abilities came from, only that every child discovered theirs by the time they turned ten. Most quirks were weak, barely noticeable in a world that demanded brute strength and cunning just to survive.

Now, as Kael stood atop a ridge overlooking the cracked plain, he flexed his fingers. A faint warmth glowed beneath his skin, barely enough to light a fire. It was a reminder of what he was—what all of them were. They were not quite human anymore, though they had forgotten why.

Below him lay the settlement. A patchwork of lean-tos and shacks made from scavenged metal and stone. Life here was harsh and unforgiving, governed by the iron rule of the Sovereign. The Sovereign was a shadowy figure who controlled the water, the food, and the fragile thread of existence that bound their lives together.

Kael didn’t hate the Sovereign. Hate required energy, and energy was something he couldn’t afford to waste. But he knew one thing—something had to change. The whispers of rebellion were growing louder, and Kael’s spark, however small, could be the flame to ignite it.

The wind carried the faint cry of a child in the distance, snapping Kael back to the present. He turned toward the sound, his boots crunching against the dry earth. In a world like theirs, every spark mattered. And his? His might be enough to burn it all down.
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​Chapter 2: Shadows Under the Sovereign
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​K ael wasn’t alone in his desolation. Across the plains, scattered settlements clung to life like weeds in the cracks of a crumbling stone. Each settlement was small, a cluster of families and individuals bound by necessity and fear, all under the oppressive gaze of the Sovereign’s rule.

The Sovereign’s generals were the enforcers of his will. Towering figures in this dying world, they wielded quirks far stronger than those of the people they ruled. Unlike the common folk, the generals had honed their powers, their lives made slightly easier by their proximity to the Sovereign. Easier, but never comfortable—earth was no longer capable of comfort.

The settlements whispered stories about the Sovereign’s chosen few:

	​​​General Lorn, whose quirk of manipulating metal made him a terrifying force in battle. They said he could summon a wall of jagged spikes from the remnants of the earth itself. 

	​Commander Eryn, who could command flames far greater than Kael’s faint sparks, her fiery wrath scorching those who defied her. 

	​The mysterious Ilza, whose mere presence made people’s minds falter—her quirk something far darker, a power no one dared describe aloud. 


Kael’s settlement had no such strength. Their quirks were the remnants of something forgotten, a flickering afterimage of power. Someone could make a small object float for a heartbeat before gravity reclaimed it. Another could hear the faint whispers of animals, though there were barely any left to listen to. One man, known only as Quick, could think fast enough to make decisions in the blink of an eye, but that didn’t stop his stomach from growling every night.

And water? Water was the cruelest joke of all.

“Imagine if someone could summon rain,” someone in the settlement would jest during the rare moments of levity. The thought always earned a laugh—a brief, hollow sound in the endless quiet. For all the quirks, no one could conjure the one thing they all needed. Not even the Sovereign, or so the rumors claimed.

Kael sat with a group of the settlement’s elders around the dim glow of a dying fire. The wind carried the scent of dust and decay.

“These quirks,” one of them muttered, his voice cracked like the ground beneath their feet. “They’re nothing more than madness. A trick of the mind. A curse we’ve all been born with.”

The others nodded solemnly. For all their uniqueness, none of the quirks truly mattered. They couldn’t fight back, couldn’t rise against the Sovereign’s iron grip. Their powers were faint embers, easily snuffed out by the cold, unyielding reality of survival.

Kael stayed silent; his gaze fixed on the horizon. He had grown used to the talk, the despair that blanketed their lives. But deep down, a part of him resisted. A part of him refused to believe that the quirks were meaningless.

“Why do you stay so quiet, Kael?” an elder asked, narrowing his eyes at the younger man.

Kael shrugged. “Just thinking. Maybe they’re not madness. Maybe we’ve just forgotten how to use them.”

The others laughed; a bitter sound laced with disbelief.

“Forgotten?” another elder scoffed. “What’s there to forget? You can barely light a fire with yours, boy. We’re not gods. We’re barely even human.”

Kael’s fists tightened, the faint warmth of his quirk flickering in his palm. He said nothing.

In the distance, the shadow of a general’s convoy moved across the plain, a grim reminder of the Sovereign’s rule. The settlement fell silent, watching as the procession passed by—a stark contrast to their world of struggle.

Kael’s thoughts churned. The Sovereign’s people were different, stronger. Their quirks had purpose, direction. Was it truly because their lives were easier? Or was there something more—something hidden, something the Sovereign had taken from the rest of them?

For now, Kael had no answers. Only questions, and a faint ember of defiance that refused to be extinguished.
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​Chapter 3: The Cycle of Dust
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​Life in the settlement was a routine of endurance. Every day began with the sound of the work bells—a hollow clang that echoed across the barren plains. The people stirred from their makeshift homes, wiping the dust from their faces, their bodies aching from the labor of the previous day.

​The Sovereign’s orders, delivered by his generals, were always the same: "Rebuild the world."

Kael joined the line of workers, each carrying crude tools salvaged from the ruins of a world no one remembered. Hammers, shovels, rusted saws—everything they used was a relic, just like them. Their task today, like every other day, was vague and endless: moving debris from one pile to another, shaping stones that would never become walls, clearing earth that refused to yield life.

“You’re not lifting enough,” barked a soldier, one of the generals’ underlings. The man’s shadow loomed over Kael; his quirk evident in the faint shimmer of the air around him. He could make objects vibrate—barely useful, but enough to intimidate those who resisted.

Kael didn’t respond. He hefted another stone, his muscles straining, and added it to the pile. Around him, others worked in grim silence, their faces hollow and weary.

“Keep at it,” the soldier sneered, moving on to berate someone else.

The generals often came to oversee the work, their imposing presence a constant reminder of the Sovereign’s power. They spoke of a grand vision, a future where the earth would be restored to its former glory.

“This is for you,” General Eryn had declared once, her fiery aura casting flickering shadows over the workers. “The Sovereign gives you purpose. Without him, you’d be nothing. Remember that.”

But Kael saw the truth in the dirt-streaked faces around him. They weren’t building anything—they were surviving. The work was a cruel cycle, a means to keep them busy, to keep them from thinking about the futility of their existence.

​Some believed the Sovereign’s words, clinging to the hope that rebuilding would bring a better life. Others, like Kael, saw through the lie but stayed silent. Where could they go?

The Sovereign’s rule was absolute. He owned the water, the food, the land. Beyond the settlements lay nothing but endless desert, a lifeless expanse of brown and gray that offered no sanctuary. Even the elderly, who were supposed to hold the wisdom of the past, had no memory of a time before this.

“This is how it’s always been,” one old man had muttered once, his voice raspy with age. “We work, we survive. We owe him everything. Without him, we’d be dead.”

But Kael wondered if that was true. They toiled day after day, yet nothing ever changed. The settlements remained crumbling, the earth barren. There was no progress, only the illusion of it.

The Sovereign was a name, a phantom. No one had ever seen him, not even the generals, or so the rumors went. Yet
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