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I stood in the forest, wrapped in that oppressive silence that comes only after a truth has been torn apart. The tree in which I had slept so many times felt colder than ever, as if it knew that I no longer belonged either to it or to the earth beneath my feet.

The pendant hung heavily against my chest, hot and alive, like a wound that refuses to close, and I held it tightly, as if with my bare hands I could protect something that should never have existed.

The demons... were not dead.

But neither were they alive—not in the way humans understand life.

They were inside me, inside the pendant, inside the silence that was spreading like a slow poison through everything I touched. I was hiding them. Protecting them. Lying to everyone. And I did not know how long I could continue playing the role of the savior before the mask would crack.

Eremon’s footsteps were heard before he appeared—not because he had warned me, but because the forest itself had tightened around his presence, like skin that refuses to accept a foreign needle.

I felt him like a shadow too sharply defined, a presence that always seemed to appear when my soul was most vulnerable.

“You succeeded,” he said, with that air of superiority hidden beneath cold politeness, as his gaze moved over me as though searching for cracks. “You destroyed the Demon of Pain as well.”

It took me a few seconds to respond. The pendant pulsed faintly in my palm, as if what was inside it had heard. As if it knew. And I did not want it to feel the betrayal in my voice.

“Yes,” I said, and the word cut against my lips. “It was harder than I expected. But I made him fall silent. Permanently.”

Eremon nodded slowly, as though that was enough for him. He did not need blood as proof. Only the certainty that I was becoming more and more efficient, more and more dangerous... and less human.

“You have evolved,” he said. “Your voice no longer trembles. One day, even your eyes will no longer show mercy.”

I turned slightly so he would not see what was struggling in my gaze.

The pendant was heavy, but silent.

Inside it, tears no longer flowed and pain no longer groaned.

There was peace. And fear.

“What comes next?” I asked, already knowing the answer, yet feeling the need to hear it.

Eremon stepped closer. And when he spoke to me, the air between us grew cold, like an old sheet of paper that is about to be torn with teeth.

“Next comes the place where words are never forgiven. Where a curse is not an insult, but an entity. A broken covenant carved into the flesh of reality. The Alley of Curses.”

And then he said it.

Not as a command. Nor as an invitation. But as a call that had already been written into my bones.

“Curse.”

The air split.

The ground did not open. There was no light, no sound. There was only a void. An absence of something. Like the moment when you realize you have forgotten a name. Or that you have said something you can no longer take back.

I was pulled into that space not like into an abyss, but like into an unfinished sentence.

And I fell... into the word that had been waiting for me.

The fall was not like before. It was not a void dragging my body downward, but a stream of thoughts invading my mind, each one whispering in my own voice, yet from different times. It was as if all the versions of myself, from every pain I had ever lived through, were calling me to the same place.

When I touched the ground, I did not feel the impact. Only an echo. A reverberation of a forgotten word that continued to repeat itself in the space between me and the alley opening before my eyes.

The Alley of Curses resembled nothing I had seen before. It was an endless corridor, flanked by walls formed not of stone or metal, but of the torn pages of burned books, fragments of letters never sent, pieces of abandoned prayers, all of them moving slightly, like living skin.

The floor was soft, but unnatural, as if it had been made of muffled voices sighing beneath every step, as though I was not walking on the ground, but on the memory of a curse left unsaid.

The air was thick, difficult to breathe, yet not toxic. It tasted of old ink and dried blood. The smell was that of damp paper that had absorbed wrong words and held them prisoner, waiting for someone to speak them again.

Shadows danced along the edges of the alley.

Not projected shadows. Living ones.

I could feel their gaze—not on my skin, but on my heart.

They were... familiar.

They knew me.

And then they appeared.

They had no faces, yet each one carried within its outline a part of me. I was not sure whether I recognized them... or whether I simply felt them, like a faint reflection of the mistakes I had tried to forget. Black forms, thin, twisted like silhouettes of smoke wrapped in their own guilt, slowly dancing in a circle that tightened more and more around me.

Each of them wore a mask—not a real mask, but something like a thin, transparent window upon which a single word had been engraved.

But it was not just any word.

It was a curse.

A sentence that had broken me.

Or one that I had uttered myself, in moments of fury, helplessness, or abandonment.

“You are just like your mother.”

“I hope you never look for me again.”

“I am ashamed of you.”

“You do not deserve forgiveness.”

They looked at me without eyes. 

They surrounded me without footsteps. 

They knew me better than anyone ever had. And they asked nothing of me. They only drew closer, slowly, like a memory you cannot silence no matter how hard you try.

The first shadow entered me without touching me. It slipped through a crack in my soul, like a forgotten sentence that betrays you in a dream. And in that moment, a voice exploded inside my chest—my voice, but younger, harsher, more lost.

“I hope you suffer the way I suffered.”

I felt those words take root in my flesh, felt the shadow feeding on them, growing stronger, becoming clearer, more real, more dangerous. 

It was as if every curse spoken or received now had a body, a will, a silent rage made manifest, yet striking harder than any scream.

I tried to awaken my demon, to let the power flow through me and consume everything that threatened me. But that power, which I had invoked so many times with hunger, did not work here. Not against them. The shadows did not fear violence. They feared forgetting. Forgiveness. Truth.

And then I understood.

To destroy them, I had to face them. I had to look them in the face, even though they had no eyes, and acknowledge them. Not with hatred. Not with guilt. But with that true pain that burns and cleanses at the same time.

So I began to speak to them.

“I uttered you when I wanted to hurt someone.”

“You were the words I heard when I was too young to understand.”

“You were the thought that stopped me from loving.”

“You are what I never forgave in myself.”

For each shadow, I confessed a truth. I allowed myself to be vulnerable, even though part of me was screaming to stop, to fight, to destroy without mercy. But no. This was not about conquering. This was about recognizing myself.

When I reached the last shadow, the one whose mask bore the phrase “May you be cursed!”—I felt my voice break. It was not a curse I often spoke, but one I had carried inside me. Someone else had said it once, long ago, with bloodshot eyes, standing in the doorway of a closing door. And I had taken it and made it mine without even realizing it.

I raised my hand, and the flame within me ignited gently, not like a weapon, but like a small, trembling, honest light.

“You... are not my curse,” I said softly. “You are only a wound that I allowed to speak in my place. But you are no longer allowed to.”

I sent the flame toward it.

The shadow began to tremble, to disintegrate, and then it shattered into thousands of fragments, living letters, noisy, full of meaning, that floated around me for a moment, as if searching for another body in which to live.

But then they dissolved.

They were free.

I fell to my knees. Not out of weakness. But out of release. The tears that ran down my cheeks were not from pain, but from cleansing. As if, for the first time in this entire story, I was letting go of a part of the burden that had never truly belonged to me.

The shadows of the curses had disappeared.

But the alley had not become quieter. From the paper walls, from the heavy air, from the unspoken words that still floated invisibly around me, a new murmur was beginning to rise. Lower. Deeper. More personal.

And I knew I had not escaped.

I had only begun.

I stepped out of the circle of shadows not as a victor, but as another version of myself. 

Something within me had peeled away during that confrontation, not just a wound, not just a memory, but a voice I had hidden for far too long.

I walked slowly down the alley, and behind me there was no sound. Only my own footsteps. And yet I felt that I was not alone. Perhaps because I was left with the echo of my own words, the ones I had spoken only within my mind before the demons were ever born.

The air was heavy, but not because it lacked oxygen. It was because, in that strange silence, every breath felt like a sentence uttered in fear.

I no longer wanted to speak. Not even to myself.

I found a space where the walls seemed farther apart. Where the ground did not sigh beneath each step, but simply seemed to wait.

I sat down there, in a corner of the alley that had no shape, no direction, but somehow had... memory.

I closed my eyes.

And then the image struck me: it was still me, a child, sitting in the corner of a dark room, pressing my hands over my ears so I would not hear what was being shouted on the other side of the door. But the voice still forced its way into me.

“You are exactly like your mother.”

“I hope I never see you again.”

They were not just shadows.

They were the beginnings of the curses that would one day define me.

I took a deep breath and opened my eyes.

The pendant felt cold now.

Perhaps because no pain was pulsing inside it anymore. Or perhaps because it was preparing for what would come next.

From the wall in front of me, a ribbon of smoke began to flow.

It did not take the shape of a creature.

It had no fangs, no eyes. It was simply... black.

And silent.

But not the kind of silence that brings comfort. The kind of silence that whispers inside you the things you have never said out loud. The silence you recognize only when you ask yourself: if I had defended myself back then, how would I have done it?

Perhaps the Alley of Curses is not, as I had always believed, a simple place of passage.

Perhaps it is not a corridor leading somewhere else, but a necessary pause.

A mirror.

But not one that reflects faces or shapes, but one that demands, in return, a heavy price—something people rarely possess, and even less often admit they lack: courage. Not the courage to face monsters or shadows, but the courage to forgive yourself. To forgive yourself truly and deeply for all the curses with which you grew up without fault, yet which you made your own.

And harder than that... to forgive yourself for the ones you uttered. The ones that slipped from your lips without meaning to, in anger, in fear, in weakness. For those words you released into the world like small, blind weapons, words that wounded without you ever knowing how deeply.

So I remained there. Motionless. Not because I had nowhere else to go, but because I no longer felt the need to run. I had nothing left to conquer, nothing left to prove. Only to remain. To wait. To breathe with the warm ground beneath my knees and with my unbanished shadows around me.

I was not confronting anything. I was not fighting. I was not invoking.

I simply... was.

And for the first time, after an eternity of turmoil, I did not feel like either a demon or a human. I was not a creature of darkness, yet neither was I pure light.

I was... the void between them. The fracture. The boundary. The breath between two identities that no longer excluded one another, but had begun, in silence, to coexist.
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I no longer knew how much time had passed since the last battle. It did not matter to me. I no longer knew what day it was, or whether days were still measured by anything concrete. The world was becoming increasingly distorted; reality itself seemed to be retreating inward, like a wounded animal that no longer trusts even its own body.

I walked without a clear destination, yet I felt that somewhere, deep within the earth, someone was calling me. Not with a voice, not with signs, but with... echoes. With fragments of thoughts that did not belong to me, and yet sounded strangely familiar.

Eventually, I found myself standing before an old, abandoned library, almost swallowed by the ground. It appeared on no map, and nothing about it suggested that it had ever truly been visited by mortals. I descended among collapsed columns, piles of rotting books, and iron doors bent as though they had been torn open from within.

Underground, the smell of burned paper and dried ink was stronger than the air itself. Everything seemed to tremble faintly, like an ancient breath that had never been allowed to fade.

That was where I met him for the first time.

The Master of Echoes.

I do not know what he looked like. No one does. His features were constantly shifting, like a mirror that reflects not your face, but what you have lost. I looked at him with both fear and curiosity, while he... did not look at me at all. He knew who I was before I even stepped inside.

“You have returned,” he said.

His voice did not resonate in the air, but inside me, like a thought you cannot control.

“I have never been here before,” I replied, a knot tightening in my throat.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
% 1V )
TR N T IO SSSO i S— ik
- \«\..fJW) Qt - iy |VV/ b l/ N h
g s e — . . " "
r "I = —— — g . ~ 7
2P - 9 \






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





