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​Embers of Illium

​Whispers in the Dark
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The City of Ashes had always been quiet, empty, and shrouded in a thick fog of doubt, as if it were asleep. The streets, though always crowded with people, seemed to move mechanically, as if everyone was trapped in a single routine, unwilling or unable to break free. Lian had always wondered if this was all there was to the world—if this city with its towering black stone walls was all there was to see. At seventeen, she had never known life outside these walls. No one had. The city's origins were such a taboo subject that the mere mention of it was enough to draw a sharp stare, or worse, the whispers of the sinister shadows—the hidden enforcers who kept everyone in line.

Lian had learned long ago to suppress her questions. After all, it wasn't just the city's rules that kept her awake at night; it was a deep, gnawing feeling in her chest. Something was wrong. She felt it in her bones, like an itch she couldn't reach, a hole in her memory she couldn't fill. She wasn't welcome here. Yet no one dared ask what lay beyond the city's borders. Before the catastrophe, when humanity's memories were erased and the world fell silent, no one spoke. No one except Lian, in her dreams.

The whispers came in the night. Like the faint rustle of leaves in the distance, they began faintly. The dull routine of the day still affected Lian's sleep, and at first, she thought it was just her imagination. But the whispers grew clearer as time passed, becoming voices she almost recognized, though they belonged to no one she knew.

The voice would cry out, sharply and insistently, "Illium," like a long-forgotten name. Sometimes the name was followed by a trail of strange, fragmented memories, like images of places she hadn't visited and feelings she couldn't put into words. Blurry faces, faces she thought she knew but couldn't remember. One face in particular stood out: a woman with stern features and dark eyes, always just out of her reach. After these dreams, Lian felt trembling, her heart racing, and her breath short. The memories—glimmers, fragments—felt so real to her that she couldn't explain them, as if they belonged to someone she'd been before the walls of the City of Ashes rose to enclose her in. There were no answers in the waking world. The rules of the city were clear: never question the past. Never seek to understand what happened before the catastrophe. Everyone must live in the present, following the strict laws set by the Purity Council. Remembrance of the past was dangerous. It could lead to "disappearance"—an inevitable fate once the Council laid eyes on you.

Yet each morning, Lian woke up with a new fragment of the dream still lingering in her mind. And each morning, the weight of those fragments weighed more heavily on her soul.

This morning was no different.

The cracked window let in the gray morning light as Lian sat in her small, empty room. The city was already bustling, and the distant whispers of people getting ready for the day were 

heard. The jingle of the morning bell echoed in the distance, announcing the start of another monotonous day of work and obedience.

However, something seemed different this morning. As she stretched her arms out and pushed herself out of bed, her eyes fell on something new, something that hadn't been there before. Something small, half-buried beneath the pile of books and papers on the floor. She reached for it, knelt, and rubbed her fingers against something soft, cold, and clearly out of place. It was a piece of broken glass. Lian picked it up and examined it closely. She'd never seen glass like it—thin yet strangely strong, engraved with symbols she didn't understand. There was something... familiar about it. She felt as if she'd seen this piece of glass before, but she couldn't remember when or where. Her heart skipped a beat as the word "Illium" replayed in her mind. The name came from her dream—the same whisper that had haunted her sleep for weeks. She stared at the shard, mesmerized. It felt like a key. But to what?

A sudden noise from the hallway jolted her out of her trance. Lian quickly tucked the shard under her mattress, her mind racing. She had to think. She had to perform. She could no longer ignore this. Everything, from the shard to the dreams and whispers, was interconnected. Yet, seeking clarity would require breaking the rules and entering territory that could lead to "disappearance." But did she have a choice? The truth was looming, and she felt as if the city walls—literally and figuratively—were closing in on her. She needed to understand. She needed to know who she was and where she came from.

Lian couldn't shake the feeling that someone was watching her all day. She kept glancing over her shoulder, as if expecting to see someone out of reach move out of the corner of her eye. But there was no one. Not yet.

That night, as Lian fell asleep, the whispers returned, louder this time. This time, they weren't the only ones there. "Find the glass," she urged. "Find Ilium." Beneath the whispers, something darker followed: the sound of soft, slow footsteps. A faint, terrifying sound that seemed to grow closer with every breath.

Lian's heart tightened. Shadows were watching her. But she had no choice now.

The truth was calling, and she was determined to answer.

​The Shard of Glass

As Lian stared at the cold edges of the shard of glass hidden under her mattress, her hands felt like they were trembling. She still heard the haunting, insistent word "Illium" in her head. What did it mean? Why was it engraved on the shard of glass she'd found? The more she tried to ignore it, the more the mystery gnawed at her, plunging her into a spiral of confusion.

The next day, Lian took every precaution to hide the broken glass. She carefully tucked it into the folds of her coat after wrapping it in a piece of cloth. Outside, the city was as quiet, gray, and still as ever. Undoubtedly, people were going about their daily business following the same worn-out ways they'd always known. The rules were clear: Don't question the past. Don't search for what came before. But with each passing hour, Lian found herself more desperate for the truth. The shard felt like a lifeline, a connection to something—someone—she couldn't fully comprehend.

Lian was isolated in her work as the shard consumed her thoughts. Tasked with transporting messages and supplies throughout the city, she was a runner. The work was hard, but it gave her a certain freedom—the freedom to think and observe. As she wandered the streets, she couldn't help but notice how the city seemed to swallow everything, how every wall, every corner, every face was defined by the Council's control.

No one ever spoke of the past. No one seemed to care about it, either. In the City of Ashes, all questions were buried beneath a blanket of silence, all memories erased—or so the Council claimed.

But then, someone remembered. The whispers Lian heard, the ones that floated deep within her dreams, seemed more real than the cold routine of the city around her. What was the significance of the glass? What did it have to do with her dreams, with Ilium?

A faint voice interrupted Lian's thoughts, calling her name.

"Hey, Lian," said a familiar face. Ron, a young man who had once worked for the council but was now exiled for questioning their authority, was the culprit. He was a few years older than her, with dark, almost sad eyes that always seemed to be searching for something. Something real, something beyond the city.

Lianne froze, terrified. She had never expected him to speak to her, let alone acknowledge her existence. The Council's enforcers monitored every interaction, and Ron's exile was a well-known fact. Rarely did anyone dare approach him.

"Is everything alright?" Ron asked, speaking quietly and carefully. His nervous gaze caught the nearest watchtower, where shadows often lingered unnoticed but always kept watch. "You seem... troubled."

Lianne hesitated. She knew better than to openly discuss anything that might be considered suspicious. But Ron's presence made her feel less alone and less like she was the only one noticing the cracks in the city's facade. "I... found something," she whispered, looking around to make sure no one was listening. She pulled the cloth from her coat and revealed the shard of glass, holding it carefully in her palm. "This is the glass. It has a name on it. Ilium."

Ron's expression changed immediately. He glanced over his shoulder before approaching, his voice barely a whisper. "Did you find this?" His eyes widened with realization, and Lian felt his pulse quicken as he spoke. "This... this is important."

Lian's brow furrowed, her confusion deepening. "What does it mean? What is Ilium?

Ron's gaze hardened as the weight of the question pressed down on him. He exhaled deeply and lowered his voice even further. "Illium was—" he said, his eyes returning to the watchtower. "It's not safe to talk about this in here. But this," he said, pointing at the shard, "is part of something much bigger than we realize."

Lian's heart raced. "What do you know about it?"

Ron hesitated, then gave a small nod. "I was a member of the council," he said. "Before I was banished. I was a researcher, one of the few allowed to explore the city's archives. They don't tell the citizens much, but... Ilium was a city. A real city. Before the Catastrophe. Before everything changed."

Lian blinked in shock. "What happened to her?"

"That's the question, isn't it?" Ron spoke with deep regret. "The Council destroyed it. Or at least, that's what they told us. They say Ilium was a failed experiment—too dangerous, too unpredictable. But I've seen enough to know there's more to the story. They don't want anyone to remember the truth, not even the people of this city. Everything has been erased." "Why?" Lian asked, feeling her confusion turn to anger. "Why would they do this? Why would they erase the past?" Ron shook his head, a flash of past pain etching his face. "Because the past has the power to change







​The Laws of the City














​Shadows in the Darkness
























​Ron's Secret

























​Fragments of the Past















​City Walls
















​The Shadows' True Purpose


























​Ilium Revealed





















​The Council's Wrath


























​The Final Showdown























​The Revealed Truth

















​A Bright Future
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