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The Glass Alchemist

by Victor Scott

A fantasy alchemist who shapes magic through glass
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Introduction
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Mist hangs in the rafters of Lornharrow, turning every lantern into a bruised halo, and the Glassworks breathe as if they remember fire. Here, in the half-lit furnaces where sand becomes vow and light becomes law, an alchemist named Dorren Kestrel coaxes spells not from ink or bone, but from the stubborn, singing substance between them.

What happens when magic made of glass begins to fail - when a blight threads itself through the seams and refuses to be seen? The answer is etched across every chapter of The Glass Alchemist, where prisms learn to correct their own flaws, soot-sigils crawl through alleys, and a single, shattered vow waits to be paid in full.

Chapter 1
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The Blight in the Glassworks
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The riverfront fog clung to the iron ribs of Kestrelrow Glassworks when Ilyan stepped down from the cart, his boots ringing on wet stones. Somewhere inside, a furnace door groaned as if the whole building were turning in its sleep, and a thin, sour crackle rode the air - wrong heat, wrong magic - threading itself through the soot-dark windows. He’d been told the batch had shattered in the night: a minor disaster, a repair job, a chance to keep the district supplied with lamps that held their light without burning out. The kind of work he could mend with his hands and a clean measure of patience.

He found the shattered batch in the yard first, glass spilled like frozen rain. Slabs of pale-green pane lay half-buried in ash, their edges glittering with a sheen that shouldn’t have been there. As he drew closer, the ground cooled too quickly, as if whatever warmth had lived in the spill had been sucked away. The lamps hung on the outer posts flickered once, then steadied - too smoothly, too obediently - like they were listening.

Then he saw the bodies near the furnaces.

They lay where the light from the cooling vents should have made them hard to miss: three workers sprawled in soot and spilled grit, one with their sleeve pinned under a shard of clear tubing, another with fingers curled around nothing. Their skin had a faint mottling, a bruised pattern like marbled glass turned inside out. The air around them carried the metallic bite of blood, but beneath it was that sour crackle again, sharper now, as if the blight had learned to speak through heat. Ilyan knelt, careful not to touch anything he didn’t have to, and watched the nearest worker’s chest. It didn’t rise. The man’s eyes were open, reflecting furnace-glow that had long since gone cold.

A foreman’s voice came from the doorway behind him. “Master Voss?” It cracked halfway through, as though the word itself had to fight its way out. “They’re - by the kiln. We tried to pull them out, but the panes - ”

Ilyan straightened slowly, tasting dust on his tongue. “Who touched the glass?” he asked, though his hands already wanted to move.

The foreman - a broad man with ash in the lines of his beard - swallowed and kept his distance. “The apprentices. The one with the green goggles. Then they stopped. Like the work stopped. Like the glass decided.”

“Show me,” Ilyan said, and forced himself to sound calm, the way he’d learned to when he needed metal to behave. He stepped toward the nearest furnace, keeping his palms open at his sides, letting his sleeves hover above the cold shards. The moment his shadow crossed the spill, the sheen on the glass brightened, thin as a pulse.

A younger worker - eyes too wide, hands bandaged with cloth torn from a sack - appeared from inside the gate. “Please,” she blurted. “They’re still working. The furnaces are still - ”

“Not working,” Ilyan corrected, and his voice came out rougher than he intended. He looked past her toward the kiln bay. The main kiln’s mouth was covered by a heavy slate plate, but the seals around it were wet. Not from steam. From something that looked like clear resin, glossy and dragging. It shimmered when the light shifted, as if it held a trapped river of moving glass.

The foreman’s gaze followed his. “It wasn’t there yesterday,” he whispered. “We woke to the plate half-open. The apprentices tried to close it. They - ” He swallowed again. “When they touched the slate, their hands went bright. Like the glass remembered them.”

Ilyan’s throat tightened. The alchemical glass he made was meant to hold a spell, to shape it into something safe and useful - lamp-warm light, prism refracts, warding panes that redirected harmful currents. It was never meant to take a living thing as a medium. The blight he’d been tracking in the district - those reports of sickness near old workshops, of spells behaving as if they had teeth - had always been vague, always reported as “poison” that spread through water or smoke.

This was different. This was a curse that had chosen a language: touch.

He moved to the spilled batch without fully committing, hovering his fingers above a shard. The sheen on it responded. A faint line of color crawled along the fracture, not like paint drying but like a vein filling. It traced the crack with deliberate patience. Ilyan yanked his hand back before it could learn his skin.

The younger worker watched him with a kind of desperate hope. “You can fix it,” she said. “You’ve fixed cracked lenses before. You can - ”

“I can repair glass,” Ilyan said, and hated that his voice carried the weight of a promise he might not be able to keep. His mind ran through his repertoire of safe bindings, the ways he’d learned to keep magic from leaking out of materials. He needed the kiln sealed. He needed to stop whatever was turning panes into conduits for the blight. But he also needed proof before he committed to the wrong kind of intervention.

“Where’s the green-goggled apprentice?” he asked.

The foreman flinched. “Gone. We found his satchel. His goggles. But him - ” His gaze flicked toward the door as though expecting an answer to step through. “He said he saw a pattern in the fractures. Like the glass was drawing a map.”

Ilyan felt cold settle behind his ribs. “A map,” he echoed.

Before anyone could respond, the main kiln gave a sound that didn’t belong to heat alone. A low, resonant hum rose through the floorboards, vibrating the bones of the room. Then the slate plate over the kiln shifted a fraction of an inch. Not from pressure. From invitation.

Ilyan’s breath fogged near his lips. The sour crackle sharpened into something like laughter made of static. The resin-like seal around the plate pulsed, and the puddled sheen on the ground around the furnace tightened into lines, thin and glassy, crawling toward his boots.

“No,” the younger worker whispered, and backed away so quickly her heel caught on a shard. She stumbled, caught herself, and clutched her bandaged hand to her chest as if holding her ribs together. “It knows you.”

Ilyan stared at the lines inching toward him. He hadn’t touched the glass. He hadn’t even moved close enough to risk it, not properly. And yet the blight’s signature - its way of responding to his proximity - was already claiming him as a point of contact.

He looked down at the pale-green slabs and saw something he’d never seen in a mere malfunction: a faint lattice pattern etched into the surface as though a careful hand had etched it from within. The lattice matched the prismatic geometry he used when he built his own alchemical glass. His own work, copied with spiteful accuracy. The curse wasn’t just poisoning the district. It was targeting him through his materials.

“Master Voss,” the foreman said, voice suddenly small. “You made this glass for them. If - if it’s your craft - ”

“It isn’t my craft,” Ilyan snapped, then forced himself to breathe through his anger. He couldn’t afford to scare them into fleeing when the kiln was
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