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Prologue

This story
doesn't unfold within the true timeline of the KnM Blade universe.
Instead, it explores a dark, hypothetical ‘what if’— an alternate
thread where the lines between loyalty and betrayal blur even
further. Here, Mako Jhasmin discovers that Paige Langley has
recovered memories long suppressed by a partial lobotomy, a
punishment inflicted years ago after Paige was caught hiring the
assassin Kes En’jusek to eliminate her, driven by jealousy and
desire for Kixi Rajki.

In this
fractured timeline, Paige’s return to clarity reignites a dangerous
affair with Kixi, sparking old wounds and new betrayals. The
mirrored universe’s Jhasmin, known for merciless brutality, had
slain both Paige and Kixi when rejected by Kixi in favour of Paige.
But are these two Jhasmin truly so different? This story probes
that unsettling question— a haunting ‘what if’ that exists only in
shadow.







The Betrayal of
Passion
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Celestia City,
Earth, The United Systems of Sol.

Date: In the
year 3036.

The sun had
just begun its descent, casting a warm amber glow across the
skyline of Celestia City when Paige Langley arrived at Kixi Rajki's
high-rise apartment. The air buzzed with the hum of distant
hovercars, but Paige’s heart raced for a far different reason.

She stepped
into the lift, nerves fluttering in her stomach. For months, she
and Kixi had shared a passionate, secret affair— one wrapped in
silk sheets and whispered promises. Every stolen moment felt
dangerous, yet irresistible. They were caught in a web of longing,
and neither could find the will to escape.

Kixi Rajki—
blonde, beautiful, and charismatic— was married to Jhasmin. But
despite her vows, it was Paige— the flame-haired, sharp-eyed rogue—
who consumed her thoughts. Their affair had begun innocently
enough: furtive glances, lingering touches, long conversations
charged with something unsaid. But it had ignited like
wildfire.

As the lift
doors slid open, Paige’s breath caught. She stepped into the
hallway and approached Kixi’s door, her fingers tapping a quiet,
anxious rhythm. From within, she heard the familiar, joyful
laughter that had enchanted her from the beginning.

"Come in, my
love!" Kixi’s voice called, playful and inviting.

Paige entered.
Kixi stood radiant in a loosely-tied silk robe, her golden hair
cascading in waves around her shoulders, her smile warm, eyes
gleaming.

"You look
amazing," Paige whispered, stepping closer.

"And you,"
Kixi replied, her eyes dancing over Paige’s red bangs and soft
features. "Your hair is like fire against the night."

Their lips met in a kiss that dissolved
every rational thought. Paige’s hands moved to Kixi’s waist,
untying the robe with trembling fingers. As the robe fell to the
floor, Kixi stood in soft candlelight, bare and
breathtaking.

"You're so
beautiful," Paige murmured, fingers tracing Kixi’s collarbone.

"And you,"
Kixi gasped. "You're everything I’ve ever needed but never allowed
myself to have."

They stumbled
into the bedroom, a tangle of limbs and urgent need. Clothes fell
away, passion erupted, and the night became a blur of bodies,
breath, and moans. They explored each other like lovers starving
for one another, every touch searing and sincere.

"I love you,
Kixi," Paige whispered as they lay tangled together in the
afterglow.

"And I you, my
dear," Kixi murmured, eyes heavy-lidded. "More than you know."

But as dawn
broke, reality crept in like a bitter whisper. Paige sat up, her
voice hushed and heavy with guilt.

“I have to go.
Jhasmin’s due back from her trip to Mars— she’ll soon be back
here.”

Kixi’s face
tightened, the sting of truth cutting deep beneath her composed
facade. Still, she managed a bittersweet smile. “I know. You should
go before she does.”

Paige lingered
for a moment, searching Kixi’s eyes for something— hope, maybe
absolution.

“I’ll find a way,” she whispered, brushing her lips softly against
Kixi’s. “A way for us to be together. For real.”

Kixi didn’t
answer, didn’t need to. The silence between them said more than
words ever could.

As Paige
dressed in silence and slipped into the shadows of the waking city,
neither of them could have known just how close the end truly
was.







The Last
Night
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It was late
when Jhasmin returned home.

The apartment
was dim, shadows crawling over the walls, the air thick with
unspoken tension. Her heart pounded— not from fear, but fury
contained behind a cold, practiced calm.

She saw it
earlier: Paige’s lip balm left behind on the nightstand, subtle and
damning. Kixi’s scent mixed with another’s. Pieces falling into
place. A betrayal no longer hidden.

But Kixi, her
wife, had still greeted her with a kiss.

And Jhasmin
had kissed her back.

Now they were
together, tangled in sheets that once meant love.

Kixi lay
beside her, unaware of the storm swirling behind Jhasmin’s eyes.
Her smile was soft, trusting, the way it always had been. She
reached out, brushed Jhasmin’s cheek with fingers that had once
promised forever.

"I missed
you," Kixi whispered.

Jhasmin didn’t
reply. She leaned in, kissed her lips, and let her hands explore
familiar skin. For a moment, she let herself believe the lie. She
kissed Kixi like she meant it. Let herself fall into the rhythm of
it— the warmth, the scent, the history.

They made love
like they always had, slow and searching, Kixi’s hands tangled in
her hair, breath hot against her neck. Jhasmin moaned into her
touch, matching her rhythm, biting her lip to hold back the tears.
Her heart burnt with pain and rage, but she said nothing.

Not yet.

Kixi collapsed
beside her, breathless, content. Her body curled into Jhasmin's,
safe and trusting.

Jhasmin held
her, staring at the ceiling, fingers stroking Kixi’s shoulder. She
kissed her softly on the head.

“I love you,”
Kixi murmured.

Jhasmin didn’t
respond.

Minutes
passed. Kixi’s breathing slowed. Sleep claimed her.

Then the
stillness came.

Jhasmin slid
out of bed, naked and cold, her movements quiet and deliberate. She
walked to the side of the bed and sat on the edge, watching Kixi
sleep.

“You gave her
what was mine,” she whispered.

Kixi stirred
but didn’t wake.

“You kissed
her like you kiss me. Touched her like you touched me.”

Her expression
hardened. Jaw clenched. Her hand curled into a fist.

“I gave you
everything.”

With a swift,
brutal motion, she raised her arm and brought the sharp point of
her elbow crashing down into Kixi’s temple.

CRACK.

Kixi jerked,
gasping. Her eyes fluttered open, dazed.


“Jhasmin—?”

“Shhh.” Her
voice was calm. Cold. “Sleep.”

Another
vicious elbow smashed down. Kixi screamed, her voice raw with
confusion and betrayal. Blood bloomed from her scalp, dark and
immediate. Her limbs flailed weakly, but it was already too
late.

Jhasmin
mounted her, pinning her down.

“I trusted
you,” she hissed. “And you spat on everything we had.”

Another
strike. And another. Each one landing with deadly, punishing
precision. The sickening sound of bone and flesh filled the
room.

Kixi’s
resistance faded to trembling— her limbs weak, her breath
shallow.

Then…
stillness.

Her eyelids
fluttered, struggling against the weight of encroaching darkness.
With a soft, almost reluctant sigh, she closed her eyes slowly, her
consciousness slipping away like the last light of dusk.

The tension in
her body gave out completely, her form going limp in Jhasmin’s
grasp.

No final gasp.
No cry.

Just
silence.

Jhasmin sat
above her, breath ragged, face streaked with sweat and tears. She
reached forward, her fingers trembling as they gently pried open
Kixi's eyelids.

The irises—
once vibrant and full of passion— were now vacant. Still. A
haunting peacefulness had settled across her features.

Jhasmin’s eyes
widened. A strange, quiet satisfaction spread over her face.

"You're dead,"
she whispered, her voice a soft, triumphant purr. "And now...
you're truly mine."

Her fingers
lingered on the cool, soft skin of Kixi’s cheek as she slowly
closed her eyelids again. Her touch was gentle, reverent— like
closing the cover on a beloved, ruined book.

Jhasmin rose
slowly, wrapped in nothing but the quiet of death. Her hand trailed
over Kixi’s motionless form one last time before she turned
away.

The room, once
filled with passion, was now still. Cold. Final.

And outside,
the night waited— empty and endless.

Jhasmin walked
into it, her steps slow but certain, her heart lightened not by
freedom, but by a terrible, hollow claim:

Kixi Rajki was
hers.

Forever.
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