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The Alabaster Curse




The rain in Montmare City was a ceaseless mourner, its tears tracing silver rivulets down the grime-caked gargoyles of the Alabaster Cathedral. It was a sound Quinton knew better than his own fractured memories—a relentless hiss that seeped into the marrow of his bones. He stood drenched in a narrow alley, the neon glow of a flickering dragon sign painting his scarred face in hues of crimson and sapphire. The air, thick with the smell of wet asphalt, ozone, and decay, was a perfume he’d worn his entire life.




He pressed his back against the cold, weeping brick, the rough texture a familiar anchor in a world that threatened to dissolve into shadow. Across the cobbled street, the cathedral’s rose window stared back like a blind, kaleidoscopic eye. His target was inside, seeking a different kind of salvation than the one the priests offered. A traitor’s salvation.




Quinton’s hand tightened around the hilt of the blade tucked into his worn leather jacket. The metal was cold, unforgiving, much like the city itself. He could taste the metallic tang of vengeance on his tongue, a flavor that had long since replaced any hint of sweetness. His gang, the Crimson Crows, was shattered, its pieces scattered like broken glass after Marco’s betrayal. And Quinton, their reluctant king, was left to pick up the shards.




He watched the cathedral doors, his gaze unwavering. Parishioners trickled out, their faces pale and drawn under the relentless downpour, their umbrellas a sea of bobbing black mushrooms. He ignored them. He was waiting for one face, the one that had smiled at him like a brother before driving a metaphorical knife into his back.




Then, he saw her.




She wasn’t Marco. She moved with a fluid grace that seemed to defy the oppressive weight of the storm, a lone figure without an umbrella, her dark cloak clinging to her form. Rainwater slicked her raven hair, and as she passed under a sputtering gas lamp, her face was illuminated for a fleeting moment. It was a face of stark contrasts—pale skin, dark, haunted eyes, and lips the color of a fading bruise. She seemed to absorb the surrounding shadows, to wear them as a second skin.




Quinton’s instincts, honed by years of navigating the treacherous currents of Montmare’s underworld, screamed at him. She was out of place, a discordant note in the city’s grim symphony. As she drew nearer, a strange energy prickled his skin, a static charge that made the hairs on his arms stand on end. It was a feeling he hadn’t had since he was a child, a half-forgotten memory of a whispered story about things that walked in the rain, things that were not quite human.




She stopped directly across from his alley, her head tilted as if listening to a sound he couldn’t hear. Her gaze swept the street, and for a heart-stopping second, her dark eyes locked onto his hiding place. He didn’t flinch, didn’t breathe. It was impossible for her to have seen him, tucked away as he was in the inky blackness. Yet, he felt a jolt, a sense of being utterly and completely seen.




A low growl rumbled from the alley’s mouth to his left. Two of Marco’s new hounds, hulking brutes with eager fists and cruel smiles, stepped out into the rain. They had been waiting for him. A trap.




“Look what the storm washed in,” one of them sneered, his voice a gravelly rasp. “The broken king of the Crows.”




Quinton’s hand went to his blade, but before he could draw it, the woman across the street moved. She lifted a hand, her fingers splayed, and whispered a word that was lost in the din of the rain. The air around her seemed to shimmer, to warp. The puddles at her feet ceased to ripple, their surfaces freezing into perfect, glassy mirrors.




The two brutes took a hesitant step toward her, away from Quinton, their brutish confidence wavering. “What in the hell…?”




She met their confused stares, and a flicker of something ancient and terrible ignited in her eyes. The gas lamp above her sputtered violently, its flame turning a sickly, ethereal green. The shadows in the alley deepened, stretching and twisting into grotesque shapes that seemed to writhe with a life of their own. One of the brutes raised a hand to shield his eyes, a whimper escaping his lips.




Quinton watched, mesmerized and wary. He had seen strange things in the hidden corners of Montmare, but this was different. This was raw, untamed power.




Then, from within the cathedral, the great wooden doors creaked open. Marco appeared, flanked by two more of his men. His face, once open and familiar, was now a mask of smug satisfaction. When he saw Quinton, his smile widened. But his triumph was short-lived. His eyes fell upon the woman, the unnaturally still puddles, and the emerald glow of the lamp, and his expression hardened into a mixture of fear and recognition.




“Mireille,” he breathed, his voice a ghost of a whisper carried on the wind.




The woman, Mireille, turned her head slowly, her dark gaze leaving the two mesmerized thugs to settle on Marco. A faint, sad smile touched her lips. “You shouldn’t have come here, Marco,” she said, her voice as soft as falling snow, yet it cut through the storm’s fury with chilling clarity.




Marco’s men fumbled for their weapons, their movements clumsy and panicked. But it was too late. Mireille closed her hand into a fist, and with a sound like shattering glass, the mirrored puddles at her feet exploded upward into a whirlwind of razor-sharp shards of solidified water.




The two thugs in front of her cried out, but their voices were cut short. Quinton saw a crimson spray against the green light before they crumpled to the ground. Marco and his other men stumbled back, their faces etched with terror.




Quinton remained frozen in his alley, a spectator to a horror he couldn’t comprehend. The woman, Mireille, stood amidst the deadly, glittering rain of her own making, her expression one of profound sorrow. Her gaze flickered back to Quinton, and this time there was no mistaking it. She was looking directly at him, a silent plea in her haunted eyes.




Then she whispered one more word, a word that felt like a key turning in a lock deep within his mind.




“*Run*.”
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Echoes in the Glass




For a heartbeat, Quinton was stone. The word *Run* echoed in the alley, not as a command, but as a crack in the fabric of reality. His survival instincts, screaming louder than the city’s storm, finally took over. He didn’t run from the woman; he ran into the chaos she had sown.




He exploded from the alley’s mouth, a blur of dark leather and grim purpose. Marco’s two remaining men, their faces slack with a mixture of terror and disbelief, were still fixated on the impossible spectacle of Mireille and her crystalline carnage. That was their mistake. Quinton’s shoulder caught the first man square in the chest, sending him sprawling backward onto the slick, unforgiving cobblestones with a sickening crack. The other fumbled for a pistol, but Quinton’s blade was already free, a flash of cold steel in the emerald light. The arc was short, brutal, and disabling. A scream tore through the rain as the man clutched his arm, the gun clattering uselessly to the ground.




Quinton didn’t spare him a second glance. His eyes met Marco’s across the street. Fear was now warring with a cold fury on his betrayer’s face. For an instant, the world narrowed to the space between them—the shared history, the broken oaths, the simmering hatred. But Mireille stood between them, a living storm, and her gaze was fixed on Quinton, a silent, urgent weight. He broke eye contact with Marco and plunged into the labyrinthine embrace of Montmare’s side streets.




The city swallowed him whole. He moved with the instinct of a creature born to its shadows, his boots splashing through unseen puddles, the sound swallowed by the deluge. The air was a thick cocktail of scents: rotting refuse from overflowing bins, the sweet, sickly smoke of cheap incense from a shuttered apothecary, and the ever-present smell of rain on stone. His breath rasped in his lungs, each gasp tasting of cold, damp air. He vaulted a wrought-iron fence, its rusted points snagging his jacket, and dropped into a courtyard where the shadows were so deep they felt solid.




He pressed himself into an alcove, his body trembling with adrenaline, and listened. No footsteps pursued him, only the relentless drumming of the rain. His mind reeled, replaying the scene in a fractured loop: the green light, the frozen puddles, the woman’s haunted eyes. Magic. It was the only word for it, a word that belonged to ghost stories whispered by old women, not to the brutal realism of gang warfare. Yet he had seen it. Felt it. That static charge on his skin.




He knew then that this was no longer just about Marco’s betrayal. It was about her. Mireille. A new piece on a board he didn’t understand, a piece that had just swept his enemies aside. But was she an ally or a far more dangerous foe? In Montmare, nothing was ever free. A life saved was a debt incurred, and debts in this city were paid in blood and secrets.




After a few tense minutes, he pushed off the wall and continued his ascent, climbing a rickety fire escape that groaned in protest under his weight. He moved toward the one place he had left, a ghost of a safe house in the city’s forgotten rafters. It was a single room at the top of a derelict tenement, overlooking the neon-drenched chasm of the lower district.




He slipped through a loose window frame, landing silently in the dark, cavernous space. The only light came from the city below, filtering through the grime-streaked glass, casting long, distorted shadows that danced like specters. The air inside was stale, thick with the ghosts of dust and disuse. He could hear the rain drumming a frantic, syncopated rhythm on the tin roof just above his head.




He stood perfectly still, letting his eyes adjust, his senses straining against the gloom. A shard of a broken mirror hanging on the far wall caught the city lights, reflecting a fragmented, warped version of the room. He saw his own reflection in it—a ghost of a man, scarred and rain-slicked.




Then, another figure resolved itself in the reflection, standing not ten feet behind him.




Quinton spun, his blade coming up defensively, his heart hammering against his ribs. It was her. Mireille. She wasn’t wet, not a single drop of rain clung to her dark cloak, and her presence seemed to suck the warmth from the room. She wasn’t breathing heavily; she wasn’t even there a second ago.




“My name is Mireille,” she said, her voice a low murmur that barely disturbed the dust motes dancing in the slivers of neon light. She ignored the knife pointed at her throat. Her gaze was fixed on his face, intense and unreadable.




“I didn’t ask,” Quinton growled, his voice a low rasp. “How did you find me? What was that back there?”




“The same way I knew you would be in that alley,” she answered, her words weaving around his questions without truly touching them. “There are paths in this city that are not made of stone. Echoes. Reflections.” She gestured vaguely to the shard of mirror. “You leave a trail, Quinton. A shadow of anger and pain. It’s brighter than any light to those who can see.”




His knuckles were white where he gripped his blade. This was insane. He was a man of steel and blood, of street fights and brutal truths. Her words were riddles, smoke. “You saved my life to speak in circles?”




A flicker of something—impatience, perhaps weariness—crossed her features. “I saved your life because I need you. And you need me, even if you don’t know it yet.”




She took a step closer, and the shadows in the room seemed to cling to her, to deepen at her feet. “Marco’s betrayal is not the end of the story. It is the beginning. He didn’t just seize control of your territory for greed.”




Mireille paused, letting the weight of her words settle in the suffocating silence of the room, the rain on the roof the only frantic sound. Her dark eyes held his, and in their depths, he saw a glimpse of a world far older and more terrifying than the grimy streets he called home.




“He stole something,” she whispered, the words hanging like a death sentence in the air between them. “Something he was supposed to be guarding. Something that doesn’t belong to him. Or to this world.”















