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The Isthmus of Oblivion

"When you neither live nor die... when the sanctuary itself becomes a snare of doom. Here, or perhaps there, the leaves of life have fallen, forcing you to turn the pages. Turn them yourself—before they turn against you. Mark your point and let us begin, for the end of all things is but the dawn of their beginning. Here, agonies were imprisoned; here, hopes were sown; and here, the truth was stifled within the womb of a rebellious sun, until it erupted into radiance. The curtain falls... come with me, to where souls endure, and with them, the veiled remains eternal."
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Chapter I: Echoes of Eternal Regret
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Crystalline edifices pierce the heavens, rising from glassy terrains that reflect the chilling indifference of an everlasting cosmos. Pristine waters flow with a sharp purity, like frigid veins coursing through the body of existence. Vast white forests are punctuated by glowing ruby blossoms that shimmer in the dark, while golden stones glint in the depths of the land of "Kinzel"—that rare gemstone in a realm that has never tasted the bitterness of want. There, bioluminescent insects drift like stray stars in an eternal dusk, silent witnesses to an existence shrouded in frost.

In the deepest abysses of the earth, far beyond the reaches of common imagination, the civilization of the "Ifrits" takes root. Ancient beings, they may deceive you with their human-like features, yet they harbor a fundamental divergence that carves their very essence. Their statures range from the awe-inspiring bulk of the "Ghouls" to the ethereal leanness of the "Shadows." They are clad in a thick hide—a natural armor granting them uncanny adaptability—its color and density serving as the genetic imprint of each lineage. As for their tails, they are no mere appendages, but vital organs: a language of silent expression, an instrument of balance, and at times... a lethal weapon.

Yet, the most formidable trait is the "Blood." Here, blood is not merely a fluid of life; it is a "Cipher of Identity." Every family carries a unique hue, inherited by descendants like a sacred liturgy. Stranger still is the existential transmutation following union; a wife’s blood changes to match her husband’s, a physical fusion embodying the merging of dynasties and the forging of a new pedigree. In this world governed by cold order, where emotion is stifled at birth, the color of blood is the only tongue that speaks of loyalty.

"Siver" possessed neither the mass of the titans nor the frailty of wraiths. He was of medium height, broad-shouldered, with a pronounced musculature that hinted at an innate, latent power. He walked with a steadfastness that did not boast but commanded reverence through silence. An aura of majestic darkness clung to him—the kind that suggests profound secrets rather than inciting fear. His skin was ivory, gleaming with the purity of marble under the light, and his hair—a deep chestnut—turned to charcoal in the shade, yet ignited with a mysterious copper brilliance under the glare.

His piercing brown eyes were windows to a soul that saw beyond the veil, concealing an ancient sorrow, a sharp intellect, and a desolate solitude. One might catch a flicker of rebellion or unshakable resolve in them before they retreated into their enigmatic stillness, leaving the observer to struggle with decoding this extraordinary Ifrit. His long, slender tail was an extension of his soul before his body, moving with an eerie, fluid grace.

And the color of his blood... it was a pure, vivid crimson. This startling hue made him a baffling anomaly—a grand interrogation mark in the history of his lineage.

The First Spark: The Night of the Great Betrayal

In the heart of that land which sanctifies silence and renounces sentiment, far from the accursed society of "Kinzel," the "Blighted Village" harbored a secret none dared to utter. There, near the "Black Lake"—which swallows time into its depths—specifically within the abandoned Black Crystal Palace, the first existential explosion occurred.

On a night of unnatural darkness, as "Andi" prepared to ascend to a throne of high standing and "Eva" readied for her solemn coronation, everything shattered. Eva drew her final breath the moment she gave birth to her only son, Siver. With a heart as cold as the ice of their world, Andi took her corpse, placed the newborn infant in her arms as if offering a sacrifice to death, and left. He departed without a backward glance, leaving the flesh to wither and the innocent soul to face its predestined annihilation.

But Siver was no ordinary Ifrit. In that moment, a single tear fell from his left eye—a crimson tear, the color of the red stone that flowed through his veins. It was as warm as an ember amidst the cosmic frost. Was it a cry of despair that transcended boundaries? Or was it the first spark of defiance that broke the dormant "algorithm" of his species? It was a tear that announced the death of instinct—and the birth of a new destiny.

II. Years of Solitude: The School of Shadows and Codexes

The "Transmutations" (years) passed, yet Siver never set foot outside the palace grounds; for the Black Lake exuded a temporal aura that prevented any being from crossing its borders before the appointed hour. This barrier was not a prison, but a cryptic promise that fed a single question in Siver’s mind: "Why me?"

The "Rhodium" creatures oversaw his upbringing—wise beings from the lineage of the "Codexes" who carry knowledge invisible to the eye. Their guidance was never direct; instead, they watched him like shadows woven from light, planting the seeds of exploration and critical inquiry within his mind. Siver lived in a crystalline cavern that shimmered with a faint glow, listening to the whispers of the winds blowing from the lake, unaware that every whisper was a line in a cosmic blueprint to restore balance. Signs of the "Atherials" would occasionally appear as glowing glyphs upon his cave's entrance, recording the passage of ancient events—yet to young Siver, they remained mere mysterious engravings, waiting for the one who would finally crack the code.

Destiny’s Call: The Shared Dream and the Palace Threshold

Siver grew into a young man of formidable stature, cloaked in an aura of impenetrable mystery. While the Ifrit society remained submerged in its perpetual chill, dreams began to sear Siver’s slumber—vivid visions commanding him to seek "The Other." In a parallel realm, the nymph "Kailie" was haunted by these same apparitions, driving her toward the unknown. Neither knew that their meeting would shatter the "Atomic Law of Attraction" that had long kept their worlds apart, unearthing graves where the secret of Eva’s death and the conspiracy of the vanished Andi lay buried.

During one of the frigid "Pulses" (days), Siver felt a tremor in the temporal aura. The veil unraveled. He took his first steps across the waters of the Black Lake toward the Black Crystal Palace. The air there was heavy, thick with the echoes of an ancient calamity. Standing before the gargantuan crystalline doors, he pushed slowly; they yielded with a long, drawn-out groan, as if the palace were exhaling its first breath in eons. The door was open, and with it, the gates of both heaven and hell swung wide.
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Chapter II: Ruins of Slaughtered Grandeur
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The Black Crystal Palace: Echoes of Tragedy

The moment Siver crossed the threshold of the grand foyer, the sight froze him in his tracks. The palace was nothing like the sanctuary of his imagination. Grandeur was present in the towering structures, yet it was a "mutilated majesty," draped in a dense layer of chaos frozen in a fleeting moment of escaped time. Overturned chairs lay scattered in corners, as if a hurricane of despair had swept through the hall and abruptly halted mid-destruction, leaving behind an eternal disarray that no hand had dared to touch.

Crystalline chandeliers, suspended from the soaring ceilings, were not entirely shattered; instead, they bled glistening shards onto a marble floor that had once been pristine white, now stained with dark blotches that had hardened over aeons into indelible scars. The crimson velvet curtains were the most harrowing sight—torn like the frayed limbs of a soul departing its body. Their violent hue clashed with the gloom of the foyer, screaming of ancient violence and mirroring, with haunting precision, the color of Siver’s own blood, stirring within him a volatile mix of belonging and ache.

This chaos was not the product of neglect, but the residue of a "calculated hatred" that had systematically dismantled everything. The atmosphere was heavy, charged with the faint glimmers of "Atherials"—those glowing lines that scaled the walls like energy-imprints of beings who had recorded the trauma before vanishing. At the heart of the foyer, where a royal portrait should
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