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Chapter I: In the Womb of Flame
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"I do not see with eyes; I see through heat. The world, to me, was nothing but absolute blackness until the blacksmith breathed life into the coals, and colors exploded in my face for the very first time. I am not merely steel; I am a fragment of the earth’s liver, kneaded with a drop of ancient crimson blood—stolen from the vein of an Ifrit who once believed himself immortal.

I felt the hammer descend upon my body. It was not pain; it was 'refining.' With every strike, I absorbed the smith’s gasps, his exhaustion, his dreams of a warm loaf of bread, and his gnawing fear that the guards might discover the secret hidden within my smelting furnace.

When they plunged me into the cold water, I let out my first cry—a scream heard by no one. There, at the bottom of that wooden basin, I realized my truth: I am the Witness who never forgets, and the Slayer who shall outlive the extinction of his masters."
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Chapter II: The Pulse of Fear.. The Commander’s Touch
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"My solitude in that wooden vessel did not last. A calloused hand, reeking of tobacco and spent gunpowder, fished me out of my watery isolation. It was the hand of Ukasha, the smith who had breathed spirit into me, yet he was trembling. As his fingers clamped around my hilt, I felt more than the texture of skin; I felt 'thunder' coursing through his veins. His heartbeat was as rapid as the frantic drumming of war, and his mind echoed with a single vision: a pouch of gold to erase his debts, or a blade at his throat to erase his existence.

Then, a man draped in a somber cloak entered the room; his eyes were like two abandoned wells. This was the 'Rebel Commander.' The moment I passed from the smith’s hand to his, all fell silent. His hand did not tremble; it was as cold as the steel from which I was forged. In 그at moment, I learned my first lesson: humanity is not a single entity. There are those who carry a weapon to protect their hearts, and there are those who carry a weapon because their hearts became the weapon."
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Chapter III: The First Dance of the Blade.. Molecular Strife
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"I was drawn from my sheath with startling speed. The biting air slapped my steel face like a declaration of war. I no longer just heard the Commander's heartbeat; I began to feel the 'molecular tension' within my own body—every solid atom was bracing for the collision.

When I struck the opponent’s broadsword, it wasn't a common sound; it was an 'existential resonance.' I felt the shockwaves rippling through my spine, attempting to dismantle my cohesion, but the Ifrit’s blood imprisoned within me held my atoms in a merciless grip. In that instant, I did not see the foe as a human being; I saw him as a mass of heat and frailty, blood flowing through veins behind a shield of trivial iron—iron that could never withstand my resolve."

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter IV: Steel Forebodings.. The Sweat of Treason

[image: ]


"Night hung heavy in the Commander’s tent. The scent of burning wax mingled with the musk of leather and ancient maps. The Commander unsheathed me, not to fight, but to contemplate his own silence in my luster. He placed a scrap of soft silk upon my edge and began to wipe me with a haunting slowness. In that moment, I felt more than the silk’s touch; I began to absorb the very 'pores of his thoughts.'

The sweat of his palm, sliding onto my hilt, tasted of 'bitterness.' Strange vibrations rippled through my molecules; he was thinking of the King—the King who had bestowed upon him rank and prestige. In his mind’s eye, he saw the old King’s neck bowing beneath my weight. For the first time, I felt a 'metallic loathing.' I wanted to scream, to twist in his hand, to inflict a wound that might wake him from the intoxication of treachery. I focused all my will—imprisoned in that Ifrit blood—and made my hilt turn suddenly cold, a piercing chill like the frost of a grave. I saw the Commander flinch with suspicion, turning me over in his hands and muttering: 'What is wrong with this blade, overflowing with death before its time?'

He was waiting for nothing but 'The Signal.' A masked soldier entered, smelling of the sweat of a long run, and whispered two words: 'The Southern Gate is open.' The Commander thrust me into my sheath with a painful violence. We moved through secret corridors, ascending spiral staircases known only to traitors, until we stood behind the velvet curtain of the King’s chamber...”
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Chapter V: The Banquet of Treachery
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"Behind the curtain, silence hummed in my metallic ears. The Commander did not strike at once; he stood watching through a narrow slit. I felt the congestion in his grip, his body heat beginning to seep into my crimson hilt. He drew me from the sheath with agonizing slowness—millimeters of friction that made my atoms shriek with a sound audible only to the Jinn.

I emerged to find myself face-to-face with the Old King; an elderly man fast asleep, trusting the walls of a fortress that had already failed him from within. The Commander swung. I felt the bite of the air, then the supple resistance of the neck’s skin. I plunged into the warm flesh, and there, in the heart of the vein, a psychic fusion occurred. It was no ordinary blood; it was fuel for the Ifrit’s blood dormant in my depths. I absorbed the vibrations of the King’s consciousness as he awakened for a fleeting second, only to find death greeting him. In the pupil of his eye, I saw my own crimson reflection, and I felt the final thought that crossed his mind: 'Even you, my son?'"

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter VI: The Weight of Loyalty
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"The King’s body was growing cold, while I was boiling. It wasn't the heat of his blood scorching my molecules, but the surfeit of memories I had absorbed; images of him stroking hunting horses, the resonance of his laughter at an ancient banquet. The Commander wrenched me from the butchered neck and wiped me with his silk tunic.

He sought to return me to my sheath, to conceal the crime and flee, but for the first time, I chose to rebel. I expanded microscopically within my molecules, thickening my blade by a fraction of a millimeter, and hardening my hilt until it felt like a fragment of mountain rock. When he tried to sheath me, I struck the leather opening with metallic defiance. He tried once, twice, panting in terror: 'What is wrong with you, you cursed thing? Get in!' But I refused to be a partner in hiding his trail. I wanted the world to see the crimson that clad me.

We stepped out into the palace courtyard, the cold air lashing the Commander’s pale face. He thought he had stolen a kingdom, but he did not realize he had stolen a curse that now resided at his hip. As we retreated, I could feel the King’s heart beating within my blade—a hidden pulse synchronizing with the traitor’s footsteps. We had won our exit from the palace, but the true journey had only just begun: the journey of a dagger carrying the victim's
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