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THE NIGHT OF THE ABYSS

​PROLOGUE

The floating city of Elyon shone like an impossible promise on the black ocean.

From a distance, it seemed a miracle suspended in the air: glass towers rising like needles of light, luminous walkways connecting districts, artificial gardens breathing life where before there had only been saltwater and silence. Elyon didn't sink, didn't tremble, didn't fail. Or so those who observed it from the shore believed, those who dreamed of living there someday.

But every city that rises too high ends up forgetting the weight of its foundations.

That night, the sky was covered with dense clouds, tinged an unnatural red. The moon—full, enormous—seemed to observe Elyon with cruel patience, as if it knew something the inhabitants did not. The wind blew with an unsettling insistence, making the metal structures beneath the city vibrate like a suppressed murmur.

Thirty minutes remained before The Night of the Abyss began.

Upstairs, crystal glasses clinked gently. Council members toasted with polished smiles, dressed in impeccable suits and understated yet exorbitantly priced jewelry. For them, this evening was a tradition, a necessary event, a carefully orchestrated social outlet.

"Order needs chaos to survive," they said.

—Controlled violence maintains peace for the rest of the year.Elegant lies. Convenient justifications.

At the lower levels, however, nobody was toasting.

Down below, the metal sweated moisture and rust. The corridors were narrow, the lights flickered with a weary, old air, and the smell of salt mixed with fear was impossible to ignore. Entire families locked themselves behind reinforced doors. Others sharpened knives, checked makeshift weapons, prepared to survive... or to take revenge.

Because when the siren sounds, the law will disappear.

Twelve hours without rules. Twelve hours without punishment.

Twelve hours where Elyon would show his true face.And no one knew that face better than Dorian Vale.

He watched the city from atop the Central Tower, alone, his hands pressed against the curved glass of the window. From there, Elyon seemed like a living organism: lights pulsing like veins, platforms moving with mathematical precision, systemsbreathing at the exact rhythm he had designed.

Every line, every structure, every calculation bore his invisible signature.Dorian was not smiling.

Her gray eyes scanned the city with a mixture of devotion and contempt. Elyon was her masterpiece... and her greatest sin. The reflection of her mind: beautiful, precise, broken at its core.

"Every system needs a failure," he murmured, more to himself than to the emptiness that surrounded him.

The holographic screen in front of him displayed a relentless countdown.

00:2G:58

It would only take seconds for the world to remember why Elyon floated.Behind him, a soft voice broke the silence.

—You still have time to stop him.

Dorian didn't turn around. He didn't need to. He would recognize that voice even in the midst of chaos.

"No," he replied calmly. "It's too late for that now."

The figure accompanying him approached slowly. Light passed through its silhouette in an unreal, almost spectral way. Iris Vale watched him with infinite sadness, the same sadness that he...had accompanied me since that night that changed everything.

"This won't bring you peace," she whispered. "It never did."

Dorian closed his eyes for a moment. The memory hit him hard: alarms, screams, thewater rising too fast, the feeling of having failed when he swore he never would.

"Peace is an illusion," he finally said. "Truth, on the other hand... always finds the way."

way to surface.

She opened her eyes just as the countdown reached zero.

The siren of Elyon resonated like an ancient, deep roar, piercing through every level ofThe city. The lights changed color. Security systems began to shut down one by one. Sealed doors opened. Cameras stopped transmitting.

The Night of the Abyss had begun.

Far from the Central Tower, on one of the lowest levels, Lena Cross tightened thefists while the siren made the walls around them vibrate.

She had worked all day without a break, cleaning tables she wouldn't use that night, listening to conversations of people who didn't know—or didn't want to know—what was happening beneath their feet. Now, she was alone in a room that was far too small, with a packed backpack and her heart pounding in her chest.

She didn't believe in miracles. Elyon had taken them all away.

He thought about his mother, about broken promises, about injustices disguised as progress.He thought of the man whose name was whispered like a curse on the lower levels.

Dorian Vale.

The architect.

The god of steel and glass.The person in charge.

—Not tonight—he said to himself in a low voice. —Tonight I'm not going to hide.

When she opened the door, the hallway was shrouded in eerie shadows. ScreamsThe sounds of the distant were already beginning to break the silence. Chaos seeped in like an unstoppable tide.

Lena took the first step without knowing that, somewhere in the city, Dorian Vale was watching her from a secondary screen, intrigued by her name, by her face, by the way she moved towards the darkness without looking back.

Two lives. Two worlds.

A system designed to break them both.

As Elyon floated, proud and doomed, no one imagined that that night would not

It would only reveal the true nature of the city...

But also the price of love when everything is allowedand the abyss begins to open beneath their feet.
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​CHAPTER 1
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​The moment the city held its breath

The siren was not a sound.

It was an open wound in the air.

Lena Cross felt the vibration pass through her chest before reaching her ears,As if Elyon itself had decided to scream from its metallic depths. The hallway lights flickered once, twice, and then shifted to an amber hue that stained the walls a sickly color. The silent announcement that nothing would ever be the same for the next twelve hours.

The Night of the Abyss had begun.

He remained motionless for a second, his hand still resting against the door of histiny room. Not because she was afraid—that feeling had run out years ago—but because she knew that every decision made from that moment on would have irreversible consequences.

He took a deep breath.

The air smelled of rust, dampness, and old electricity. An aroma that only existed on the lower levels, where Elyon stopped pretending to be perfect and revealed its true structure.tired, corroded by the weight of those who would never be invited to the crystal halls.

In the distance, a scream rose, brief and sharp, followed by a thud. Then another. And another.More. The city was awakening its most honest side.

Lena adjusted the backpack strap over her shoulder. Inside, she carried nothing extraordinary: water, a small first-aid kit, a flashlight, and a knife she had inherited from her mother. She didn't intend to attack anyone, but she wouldn't be an easy target either.

Anymore.

He walked down the hallway without looking back. Doors on both sides began to slam shut. Some neighbors were sealing their homes with metal plates; others, the most desperate or weary, emerged armed with pipes, makeshift knives, or simply with rage that had been building up all year.

"May Elyon protect you," murmured an older woman as she watched her pass by.Lena didn't answer. Elyon didn't protect anyone like she did.

As she descended the service stairs, she recalled the first time she heardto talk about the Night of the Abyss. She was sixteen years old then. Her mother was still alive.

He thought it was a myth, an exaggeration to scare children andkeep them obedient.

That night he learned the truth.

The memory pierced his mind with the precision of a sharp blade: the doorForced, the unfamiliar footsteps, the sound of water seeping through the walls while someone shouted her name. She never forgot the feeling of helplessness or the brutal certainty that no one would come to her aid.

Because for twelve hours, Elyon did not listen to pleas.

The final flight of stairs led to a wide platform that connected several sections of the lower level. The place was usually bustling with workers andSmall illegal businesses. Now, it looked like a ghost town.

Too much silence.

Lena slowed her pace, alert. She knew how to recognize false calm. She had seen it before in the eyes of people who smiled just before betraying. Her gaze scanned the shadows,the corners, the elevated structures from where someone could observe her.

That's when he saw it.

A surveillance drone descended slowly, its lights off, moving with an unnatural smoothness. It wasn't one of the common models. This one was sleeker, moreSilent. Too sophisticated for lower levels.

"Great," he whispered.

He took a step back, assessing whether to hide or continue advancing. But the drone didn't

He reacted. He simply floated in front of her, as if he were... analyzing.

Lena felt a chill run down her spine.

Somewhere far away, Dorian Vale bowed his head slightly.

The image before her was neither that of a criminal nor that of a typical victim. LenaCross walked with the determination of someone who didn't expect to survive, but wasn't about to give up either. Her movements were calculated, her posture firm. She wasn't running. She wasn't attacking.

He was watching.

—Interesting— Dorian murmured.

The secondary control room was dimly lit. Unlike the Council's official rooms, this space wasn't designed to impress. There was no marble or unnecessary ornamentation. Just screens, data, and silence.

He I preferred it that way.

Dorian placed a finger against the touchscreen and zoomed in. The system identifiedThe young woman in seconds, displaying basic information: name, age, level of residence, work history.

Nothing extraordinary.

And yet, something about her clashed with the chaos that was beginning to spread through Elyon.

"Why are you still alone?" she wondered aloud.

Most sought refuge in groups or hid until dawn. Not her.

The drone descended a few more centimeters, as if responding to an invisible impulse. Lena looked up and her eyes met the dark lens. There was no fear inThey. Just a contained anger, sharpened by the years.

"If you're going to look at me," she said firmly, "at least have the courage to do it to my face."Dorian felt an unexpected tension in his chest.

He wasn't used to someone speaking to him like that, much less someone who didn't really know who he was. He smiled slightly, a brief gesture that didn't reach his eyes.

"Maybe," he replied, activating the audio channel, "I will."

The voice reached Lena through the drone, deep, controlled, dangerously serene.She tensed up immediately.

"Who are you?" he asked, without backing down.

—Someone who is observing the city from a privileged angle.Lena let out a dry laugh.

—Then you should know that this is not a good place to be nosy.

"I know," he replied. "That's precisely why you're trying to get my attention."

A heavy silence fell between them. In the distance, muffled explosions echoed through the structure of Elyon. Chaos advanced like a slow but steady tide.

"If you're done spying on me," Lena said, "turn off your toy and let me continue."

Dorian did not respond immediately. His fingers remained suspended over the panel, as if he were hesitating for the first time in a long time.

"No," he finally said. "Not yet. The city was still floating."

But, for the first time since his creation, Dorian Vale felt that something was beyond his calculations.

And Lena Cross didn't yet know that that encounter would mark the beginning of a much deeper fall.deeper than the ocean beneath their feet.
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​CHAPTER 2
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​Where silence becomes a threat

The city did not explode immediately.

That was what worried Lena Cross most as she made her way through the lower level's side corridors. Elyon wasn't collapsing all at once; it was slowly decaying, like a sick body still walking, unaware that it's already doomed. The chaos didn't arrive with a glorious crash, but with small signs: lights that took too long to turn on, doors that closed prematurely, sensors that stopped recognizing familiar faces.

The worst violence was always that which was announced in whispers.

The drone had disappeared several minutes ago, gliding into the air without making a sound. Even so, Lena felt its presence like an invisible mark on the back of her neck. She didn't like being watched. Much less having spoken to someone who seemed to be in control of more than he let on.

He clenched his jaw and turned down a narrow corridor, descending another level. The metalIt was damp under his boots. Salt water seeped through the seams, forming small, irregular puddles that reflected distorted light.

"Not yet..." he murmured, looking at the water level. "It's still holding."

Elyon always endured... until he couldn't anymore.

A sharp noise forced her to stop. It wasn't a scream or a gunshot, but something worse: the sound of something heavy crawling slowly. Lena turned off her flashlight and leaned against it.against the wall, holding his breath.

The corridor stretched out before her like a dark gorge.Then he appeared.

A man emerged from the shadows, limping, a dark stain spreading across his shirt. His face was contorted, his eyes wide with pain and adrenaline. In his trembling hand, he held a metal bar.

When he saw her, he smiled.

It wasn't a friendly smile.

"Don't hide," she said, her voice breaking. "Tonight... nobody's in charge."

Lena felt her pulse pounding in her temples. She calculated the distance, the weight of the weapon.The improvised escape route. It all happened in a fraction of a second.

"Go your way," she replied firmly. "I'll go mine." The man let out a stifled laugh and took another step.

—I always wanted to see someone who thinks they're strong bleed.Lena did not back down.

When he lifted the bar, she lunged forward, not backward. The knife appeared in her hand as a natural extension of her body. She didn't point it at her chest orTo the neck. He didn't mean to kill. He twisted his wrist and severed tendons.

The scream was immediate.

The man fell to his knees, dropping the weapon with a shriek that echoed down the hallway. Lena took a step back, breathing heavily, watching him writhe on the floor.

"I warned you," he said, without emotion. He didn't wait for her to react. He ran.

The echo of footsteps, distant voices, and muffled explosions began to fill the air. The Night of the Abyss unfolded in layers, and Lena was right at the center of its spiral.

Far above her, Dorian Vale was observing a very different scene.

The Central Tower remained untouched, enveloped in an almost reverential silence. No shouts could be heard. Only the constant hum of the systems that were still active.and the distant murmur of the ocean hitting the lower platforms.

Dorian had moved to the main observation room. Dozens of screens displayed different locations in Elyon: riots, fires, desperate escapes, makeshift alliances. It was the exact picture of what he had foreseen.

Except for her.

"Expand sector Delta-Nine," he ordered.

The system obeyed. Lena's image appeared again, now running down a corridor flooded to her ankles. Her breathing was ragged, but her stride was steady. She wasn't crying. She wasn't screaming. She wasn't asking for help.

Dorian rested his forearm against the console, leaning slightly forward.

"You don't fit in," he whispered.

Iris appeared beside him without making a sound. It no longer surprised him. Her presence was like a persistent reflection, impossible to erase.

“No one who survived ever fit in,” she said. “That’s why they haunt you.” Dorian didn’t reply at once.

"She's not looking to save herself," he finally said. "She's looking for something more."

"Revenge?" Iris asked.

"Perhaps," he replied. "Or perhaps justice. Although in this city both words are true."They usually mean the same thing.

Iris looked at him with a mixture of compassion and reproach.

"And what are you looking for tonight, Dorian?" He looked away from the screens.

—To confirm that I wasn't wrong.

Below, Lena emerged onto an open platform overlooking the sea. The wind buffeted her, drenching her hair and face with salt and moisture. The emergency lightsThey illuminated the turbulent surface of the water, which crashed against the structure with increasing violence.

Several groups were moving through the area: some armed, others simply fleeing.The line between predator and prey was too thin.

Lena leaned against a rusty railing for a second, catching her breath. She gazed at Elyon's artificial horizon and felt a pang in her chest.

"All this..." he murmured. "All this monster... what for?"

An explosion echoed a few floors away. The floor vibrated beneath her feet. Lena lost her balance for a moment, but managed to hold on.

Then he saw it.

One of the side platforms had begun to tilt. It wasn't serious yet.But it was an unmistakable sign. The water was coming in faster than the systems could expel it.

Disaster was no longer a future possibility. It was happening.

A high-pitched beep sounded nearby. A small access panel activated without warning.She would touch it.

—Lena Cross—said the voice she already knew—. If you continue going in that direction, you won't survive.

She turned slowly.

"You again?" he snapped. "What do you want?"

"Listen," Dorian replied. "It's not a plea. It's a calculation."

—I don't trust men who talk like machines.

"You should," he replied. "Machines don't lie. People do." Lena let out a bitter laugh.

—Then tell me the truth. Who are you?

Dorian hesitated. Just for a second. But it was enough.

"Someone can get you out of here," he said. "If you accept my conditions." The silence that followed was thick, charged with electricity and mistrust.

"Conditions?" she repeated. "Nobody's in charge tonight, remember?"

"That's what they think," he replied. "But there's always someone watching from the shadows."

Lena gazed at the raging sea, the city imperceptibly tilting, the figuresrunning aimlessly.

"Speak," he finally said. "But choose your words carefully. I have no patience for games."In the Central Tower, Dorian closed his eyes for a moment.

The Night of the Abyss had just crossed a point of no return.

And for the first time since Elyon existed, its creator didn't know exactly howthat would complete the equation.
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​CHAPTER 3
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​The truth has a price.

The wind roared with a fury that wasn't just the weather. It was the sound of a city losing its grip on reality, of structures built to last for centuries now groaning like wounded animals. Lena Cross stood motionless before the illuminated panel, her fingers still damp with salt and someone else's blood. The voice of that man—Dorian Vale—resonated in her head with unsettling clarity.

She didn't like the sound of her name on unfamiliar lips.

"Speak," she repeated, without raising her voice. "Don't waste any more of my time."

The panel took a few seconds to respond. It wasn't a malfunction; it was a deliberate choice.

"Elyon was built to appear indestructible," Dorian said, "but it never was."She was just well made up.

Lena frowned.

—I already know that. I don't need philosophy in the middle of a collapse.

"It's not philosophy," he replied. "It's a confession."

The sea crashed against the base of the platform. A jet of water shot up several feet.meters before falling like heavy rain onto the metal. Lena instinctively stepped back, but didn't break eye contact with the panel.

—Then start there—he said. —Confess.

In the Central Tower, Dorian Vale walked slowly through the observation deck.Lights reflected off the polished floor like an artificial mirror. Iris watched him, without intervening.

“I was one of the architects of Elyon’s control system,” he finally said. “Not the most visible one. Not the one who appeared in official statements. The one who designed what wasn’t...”It was bound to fail.

Lena let out a short, humorless laugh.

—And now I'm supposed to be grateful because the brain of this nightmare is talking to me?

"No," he replied. "You're supposed to understand why everything is happening exactly this way."

She remained silent.

"The Night of the Abyss is not a spontaneous failure," Dorian continued. "It is the

result of a sequence that someone activated... using my own designs.

A group of people ran past Lena. One of them fell, swept away by the collective panic. No one stopped to help him. Elyon was devouring herself.

"Do you mean someone stole the remote?" she asked.

"I mean, someone waited for me to let go of the reins," he replied. "And they did."

I did it... believing that the city no longer needed me.

Lena leaned her back against a column, crossing her arms.

—This is starting to sound like undigested guilt.

"Perhaps it is," he admitted. "But that doesn't make it any less dangerous."

A loud crash shook the structure. Part of the roof collapsed a few meters away, liftingDust and sparks. Lena covered her face and moved towards a more protected area without cutting off communication.

"You said you could get me out of here," he reminded her. "You still haven't explained how."

“There are routes that aren’t on public maps,” Dorian replied. “Protocols that only a few know. If you trust me, I can guide you to a safe point before Elyon crosses its final boundary.”

"And in return?" she asked.

The question floated between them like a leaf suspended in the air before falling.

—In return —he said—, I need you to do something for me.

Lena closed her eyes for a second. Not from tiredness, but to sort out the inner chaos.which threatened to overflow.

—I knew there was a trap.

"It's not a trap," he corrected. "It's a choice." She opened her eyes again.

—I'm listening.

Dorian stopped in front of one of the screens. On it, Elyon looked like a constellation.fractured, with sectors shutting down one by one.

"There's a secondary core," he explained. "A point that no one should access... and

to which someone is already addressing.

-Who?

—Someone who wants to rewrite the system from within.Lena felt a chill.

—And you want me to stop him?

"I want you to get there before him," he replied. "Not to stop him... but to..."

listen to what he/she is going to say.

She slowly shook her head.

—I'm not a heroine.

"I know," Dorian said. "That's why I need you."

Silence enveloped them once more, interrupted only by the constant groan of the city.Lena looked at her hands, still stained, and remembered how many times she had had to survive without anyone's help.

"Why me?" he finally asked.

Dorian took longer to respond this time.

"Because you don't belong to Elyon," he said. "You never did." The sentence hit her harder than any explosion.

—That doesn't make sense.

"You'll have it," he assured her. "When you get to the core." Lena took a deep breath.

"If you lie to me," he said, "there will be no system, tower, or ocean that will save you from me."Dorian gave a smile that no one could see.

—I'll be waiting for it.

The panel suddenly went dark. In front of Lena, a side hatch began to open.slowly, revealing a narrow passage lit by old, almost forgotten lights.

She stepped forward.

He didn't know if he was entering his salvation... or the very heart of hell.

Far away from there, in an area sealed off for decades, a hooded figureI observed how the systems responded to a new, unexpected variable.

"Interesting," he whispered. "So the girl chose to move."

The screen in front of him showed Lena Cross's face moving through the hidden passage.

—Let's see how long it takes you to understand who you really are.The Night of the Abyss continued.

And the truth, at last, had begun to claim its price.
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​The road that is not shown on the plans

The passage closed behind Lena Cross with a dull, final sound, as if Elyonhad just swallowed it.

The light was different in there. Not artificial or cold like in the main corridors, but dull, almost tired, filtering through aged pipes that seemed to haveThey had been forgotten for decades. The air had a metallic taste, mixed with old dampness and something harder to identify: neglect.

Lena moved forward slowly, bracing herself against the wall with one hand for balance. The ground sloped unevenly below, and each step took her farther from the open noise of chaos... but not from danger. On the contrary. The silence was so thick it made her skin crawl.

"Nice hiding place," he murmured. "Very fitting for a man who doesn't show his face."

Her voice echoed for barely a second before being swallowed by the structure. She didn't getAn immediate response. That worried her more than any direct threat.

He walked several more meters before the voice returned, coming from the speakers.hidden among the beams.

"This corridor was sealed before Elyon opened," Dorian Vale said. "Officially, it doesn't exist."

"That explains the smell," she replied. "And the feeling that I'm entering a tomb."

"Tombs preserve the truth better than palaces." Lena stopped dead in her tracks.

—You start to talk like someone who is overly defensive.

On the other side of the city, Dorian sat motionless in front of the screens. His hands rested behind his back, his fingers interlaced with a rigidity that betrayed tension. Iris sat on one of the metal steps, watching him with silent attention.

"Don't tell him more than necessary," she warned. "Not yet."

"It's not up to me to decide how much you need to know," Dorian replied. "It's the path." Iris tilted her head.

—You always say that when you don't want to admit you're scared.Dorian did not answer.

In the passageway, Lena resumed walking. The corridor opened into a circular chamber supported by thick columns, covered in technical inscriptions that no one read anymore. In the center, a lifting platform rested like a sleeping animal.

"Let me guess," he said. "This doesn't appear in the records either."

"It's a direct route to the secondary core," Dorian explained. "Or as close as an outsider can get without triggering irreversible alarms."

Lena examined the platform cautiously.

—And why don't you do it?

The question landed with a specific weight.

"Because if I did it," he replied after a measured pause, "the city would react immediately. Elyon still recognizes me."

—And not me?

"He sees you as a minor anomaly," he said. "A shadow among millions."Lena climbed onto the platform without asking permission. The metal vibrated under her weight.

"I always wanted to be invisible," she remarked. "I didn't know it would be useful."

The platform began to descend with a smooth, almost reverent motion. As it lowered, the sound of the ocean filtered in more forcefully, mingling withstructural creaks that did not promise stability.

"I want
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