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	 CHAPTER ONE:

	 

	THE MAN IN THE MIRROR

	 

	
Narrated by A Cursed Scribe The Ancestor
Conceived by Apostle Whetstone

	Written by William D. Writer

	 

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	
                                   THERE IS A MAN I WANT YOU TO SEE.
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	Not because he is rare—he isn’t.
Not because he is powerful—he was.
But because he is what becomes of the unrepentant.

	Once, he stood above cities, sun gleaming off the hood of imported cars.
Now, he wanders back alleys, coughing blood into his palms and talking to ghosts.
Once, they called him handsome. Now, they call him “don’t make eye contact.”

	

	

	His name is Dante.
This is not his story.
This is the accounting of his debt.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	And I am The Cursed Scribe Your Ancestor.
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	I don’t write with ink.
I write with afterbirth, ashes, and the pieces of mirrors 

	most people are too afraid to look into.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	  THE MAN IN THE MIRROR

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 LET ME TELL YOU ABOUT A MAN.
Not just any man.
A beautiful man.

	Hair like something you'd see in a toothpaste commercial. Jawline sharp enough to slice open any heart that dared beat too close. Eyes that had seen too much, yet refused to blink. Women once described him as "dangerous like summer lightning". The kind you dance in before it fries the whole block.
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	But that was before.

	Before the cold set in.
Before the needles.
Before the mirror broke.
Before the streets whispered his name like a funeral chant.

	

	

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	                I know this man.
                    Not from a distance, no. I recorded his fall—etched it in blood and ash,

	                     written not with pen but with bone.

	They call me The Cursed Scribe, but I am actually.. your Ancestor.
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	And this is the tale of Dante.
White. Flawless. Empty. Cursed.

	

	

	Now, he sleeps under bridges.
Drinks hand sanitizer when liquor runs dry.
Speaks to walls that never answer back.
And bleeds through his jeans like love letters from hell.

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	PRESENT DAY –

	A CURSED NIGHT, SOMEWHERE IN THE CITY

	Dante stumbled like a god who had lost his kingdom but kept his arrogance.
A paper bag crinkled in his grip, brown, soggy, soaked with something other than rain. A yellow hospital bracelet clung to his wrist like a failed promise. His feet—bare and cracked—dragged through a puddle reflecting the neon sign above the liquor store: “OPEN 25 HOURS”.
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