
SHARING STRICTLY PROHIBITED - For personal use of the licensed account only - See MixCache.com Terms of Use.

SA
MPL

E 
CO

PY

From the MixCache.com library

Sample from MixCache.com - The Online eBook Marketplace



SHARING STRICTLY PROHIBITED - For personal use of the licensed account only - See MixCache.com Terms of Use.

SA
MPL

E 
CO

PY

Quantum Smugglers
MixCache.com

Sample from MixCache.com - The Online eBook Marketplace



SHARING STRICTLY PROHIBITED - For personal use of the licensed account only - See MixCache.com Terms of Use.

SA
MPL

E 
CO

PY

Table of Contents
Introduction
Chapter 1 Dead Drop in Superposition
Chapter 2 The Client with Two Shadows
Chapter 3 Qubit with a Past
Chapter 4 Ghosts in the Wavefunction
Chapter 5 The Paradox Tax
Chapter 6 Cross-Talk on the Wire
Chapter 7 Timeline Alley
Chapter 8 Schrödinger's Deadline
Chapter 9 The Mirror Confession
Chapter 10 Causal Blackmail
Chapter 11 The Second First Betrayal
Chapter 12 Collapse at Midnight
Chapter 13 The Heist that Already Happened
Chapter 14 Entropy and Alibis
Chapter 15 The Woman Who Remembered Tomorrow
Chapter 16 Echoes of a Loaded Die
Chapter 17 The City with Two Histories
Chapter 18 Murder in the Margins
Chapter 19 The Courier's Undoing
Chapter 20 The Price of Renormalization
Chapter 21 Stalemate Across a Light Cone
Chapter 22 Quantum Smoke, Classical Mirrors
Chapter 23 The Final Paradox
Chapter 24 All the Futures We Killed
Chapter 25 The Debt to Time

Sample from MixCache.com - The Online eBook Marketplace



SHARING STRICTLY PROHIBITED - For personal use of the licensed account only - See MixCache.com Terms of Use.

SA
MPL

E 
CO

PY

Introduction
The city never sleeps, but it does flicker. Neon signs smear across wet pavement,
reflections doubling in puddles like they can’t decide which night they belong to. In the
alleys, steam rises from manholes and future regrets. Out on the elevated rails, trains
hum with the electricity of a thousand choices not yet made. It’s the kind of place
where you can lose your way and find it again, sometimes in the same breath,
sometimes in a different history.

They call what I move contraband information. Ghost mail. Whisperware. The kind of
data that slips past firewalls and border agents because it isn’t really here until it’s
there, and by the time it arrives, the past has learned a new trick. You’d be amazed
how many people are willing to pay to send a secret backward—an apology that lands
before the slap, a stock tip that beats the bell, a photograph that proves a love didn’t
leave. Wrap it in quantum entanglement, keep it dark in superposition, and you can
thread it through the eye of causality like a needle through a vein.

Courier work used to be my specialty—packages with teeth, clocks with opinions. Then
came a night that carved a notch in my timeline and left me limping in two directions
at once. A partner who wasn’t, a deal that was and wasn’t, and a bullet that left
powder burns on a version of me I never met. After that, I took the jobs that paid fast
and asked for silence, which is to say I took the jobs nobody with options would touch.
Options are a luxury in a city with more futures than exits.

This latest gig was the kind you feel in your molars. Entangled qubits, fresh from a
black-lab lattice, paired to anchors planted days, years, or heartbeats ago. To the
untrained eye, they look like any other cryo-cooled chip, harmless as a pocketwatch.
But there’s a grammar to them, and if you speak it just right, you don’t just send a
message—you bend the page it’s written on. Flip a single state and the universe
makes room. Flip too many, and the margins tear.

There are rules, of course. You don’t look at the payload; observation collapses the
deal as surely as it does the wave. You don’t cross your own chain of custody; meet
yourself in an alley and one of you walks away lighter by a future. You don’t tangle
with the Bureau—whatever they’re calling themselves this quarter—because they
have detectors that sniff out causality like a bloodhound finds fear. And you don’t
believe in clean wins. Every rewrite leaves a watermark, a faint ring around the glass
where the past was set down and picked up again.

Still, people come knocking. Grifters who want to undo a heist they botched last time.
Suits who worship returns more than sleep. Lovers with photographs they can’t unsee.
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And the ones who worry me most: decent people with one unbearable moment and
the money to try again. They think they’re buying a second chance. What they’re
really buying is a debt, and time keeps perfect books.

There’s a romance to it, if you squint. Rain-slick nights, trench coats and half-truths,
rendezvous in diners where the coffee tastes like it remembers better days. But the
glamour rubs off on your fingers, and what’s left is the arithmetic of betrayal.
Entanglement doesn’t care about loyalty; it only cares about correlation. Your allies
are as good as their last measurement, and sometimes that ally is you, a step
sideways, wearing the same scar with a different story about how you got it.

This is where my story begins—not with a bang, though there were a few, and not with
a dame, though there was one—but with a courier counting his remaining lives and
taking a job that promised to pay them back with interest. I told myself I’d keep my
hands clean of the message, that I was just a hinge the door swung on. But when the
door opens onto every street you never walked, it’s hard not to step through.

So consider this your warning and your invitation. The city I’m about to show you is
built on collapsed possibilities and stitched with paradox. Its clocks don’t just tell time;
they bargain with it. If you’re looking for heroes, you’ll find them where the shadows
are thickest. If you’re looking for answers, bring exact change. And if you’re looking to
rewrite fate, remember: every edit is a confession, and the past never forgets who
held the pen.
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CHAPTER ONE: Dead Drop in Superposition
The rain was a cold curtain, washing the neon glow of the Lucky Seven Casino into a
blurry impressionist painting. My trench coat felt less like armor and more like a
shroud, heavy with the city’s damp breath. Below, the street hummed with the ghosts
of forgotten footsteps, the air thick with the smell of wet concrete and desperation. It
was a familiar symphony, the soundtrack to another dead drop, another risk-fueled
tango with causality.

My instructions were simple, which usually meant the payload was anything but.
“Midnight, under the blinking eye of the Eye-Go convenience store. A black briefcase.
Leave yours, take theirs. No eye contact, no loitering. Standard quantum protocol.”
Standard, sure, if you considered rearranging the past as routine as buying a pack of
smokes.

The Eye-Go sign was a testament to urban decay, its central ‘E’ flickering like a dying
synapse. It threw stuttering shadows that danced with the rain, making every puddle a
potential portal. I kept my head down, the brim of my fedora shielding my eyes from
the drizzle and the prying glances of what few souls ventured out this late. The
briefcase I carried was a cheap, generic model, its scuffed plastic doing little to
suggest the temporal dynamite within.

I approached the designated spot, a recessed doorway that smelled faintly of stale
beer and ozone. The quantum signature of the package I was carrying was a subtle
hum against my specialized wrist-cuff, a constant, low-frequency buzz that only I could
feel. It wasn't just a physical sensation; it was a ghost in the machine of my own
perception, a constant reminder of the delicate balance I was entrusted to maintain.

There was already a briefcase waiting, nestled against the grimy wall. Black,
nondescript, identical to mine. Just another ghost in the city, waiting to be spirited
away. My contact, or rather, the automaton performing the exchange, hadn't arrived
yet, or maybe they had already been there and gone. That's the beauty of entangled
drops: the exact moment of the transfer is always a little blurry, a little bit of a
superposition itself.

I checked my Chrono-Tracker, a bulky device that didn't just tell time but plotted
potential causal branches. The display showed three distinct timelines diverging from
my current moment, each with a faint red line indicating a potential observation
event. A ghost of a smile touched my lips. Someone else was out there, doing their
own dirty work, playing their own hand in this convoluted game of temporal poker.
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I bent down, my movements fluid and practiced. My briefcase went down, silent and
unassuming. I picked up the other. The weight was correct, the dimensions identical.
There was no visible difference, but the subtle hum from my wrist-cuff shifted, a faint
ripple in the fabric of my quantum senses. The entanglement had done its work; the
data had already been transmitted. The physical act was just a formality, a ritual to
appease the classical world.

Just as my fingers closed around the new briefcase, a shadow detached itself from the
deeper darkness of the alley. Tall, lean, moving with the predatory grace of a cat. No,
not a cat. A weasel in a cheap suit, his eyes glinting under the flickering neon. He
wasn't my scheduled contact. My Chrono-Tracker pulsed an angry red, signaling an
unscheduled divergence.

"Evening, courier," the shadow rasped, his voice like gravel on a tin roof. He had a
gun, of course. They always did. A standard-issue energy pistol, the kind that left a
smoking hole and a bad smell. Not the kind that could unravel a timeline, but certainly
the kind that could unravel me.

"Wrong alley, pal," I said, my voice carefully flat. My hand instinctively went for the
inside of my coat, where my own less-than-legal hardware resided. But moving too
fast in this situation was a good way to become another statistic in the city's
overflowing morgues.

"I think not," he replied, a nasty smirk twisting his lips. "I think you have something I'm
looking for." His gaze flickered to the briefcase in my hand, then to the one I'd just
placed on the ground. "Both of them, actually."

This was new. Usually, they only cared about the data. But this guy, he seemed
interested in the physical vessels as well. It meant he either didn't understand the
mechanics of entanglement, or he understood them better than I did. Neither option
was particularly comforting.

"You're making a mistake," I said, trying to buy time. My brain was already calculating
escape routes, weighing the odds of a firefight against a tactical retreat. The rain was
my ally, a chaotic element that could offer cover, but also obscure danger.

"The only mistake made was yours, courier," he sneered, taking a step closer.
"Thinking you could outrun the inevitable. These qubits you're carrying, they're…
valuable. More valuable than your meager life, I assure you."

That was the line, wasn't it? The one where they tell you your life means nothing. It
was a classic, right out of the textbook of bad intentions. But I’d heard it before, and I
was still standing. A bit more scarred, a bit more cynical, but still drawing breath.
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"Valuable to whom?" I countered, my eyes scanning the street. No one. Just the lonely
hum of the city and the insistent drumming of the rain. The kind of silence that usually
preceded a gunshot.

"Let's just say, the people who sent you weren't the only ones interested in rewriting
history," he said, and then he raised the pistol. The air crackled with anticipation, the
dull glow of the weapon reflecting in his cold eyes. This wasn't a warning shot kind of
guy.

My hand darted, not for my weapon, but for the briefcase. I knew the protocol. If the
physical carrier was compromised, the quantum link could still be maintained, at least
for a short time. But it required swift action, and a bit of luck.

Before he could pull the trigger, I dropped the briefcase and kicked it hard, sending it
skittering across the wet pavement, directly into the path of a speeding hover-cab.
The driver, distracted by the sudden black object in his path, swerved violently. Tires
screeched, metal groaned, and a cacophony of cursing erupted from the cab's interior.

The gunman flinched, his aim momentarily thrown off. That was all I needed. I spun on
my heel, grabbing the briefcase I'd left on the ground, and launched myself into a
sprint, disappearing into the maze of alleys behind the Eye-Go. The sound of a single
energy blast whizzed past my ear, singing the air, but I was already gone, swallowed
by the flickering shadows and the cleansing rain.

I didn't stop until my lungs burned and the hum in my wrist-cuff stabilized. I leaned
against a rusty dumpster, trying to catch my breath, the cold metal a welcome shock
against my damp coat. The new briefcase was clutched tightly in my hand. I'd
swapped out the original, the one intended for the dead drop, for my own empty
decoy. A small victory, but a victory nonetheless.

The adrenaline began to recede, leaving a metallic taste in my mouth and a tremor in
my hands. This wasn't just a standard quantum courier job, not with a third party
showing up, asking for both ends of the exchange. Someone was playing a deeper
game, and I was caught in the middle. The past, it seemed, wasn't the only thing up
for grabs. My future, too, suddenly felt a lot less certain. The city flickered, and for a
moment, I could almost see the different paths stretching out before me, each one
ending in a different kind of trouble.
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