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  Preface



Nyvhal – The Temporal Envy

A fragment of “Seven Heavens Lost”




“Envy is not the hunger for what others have—it’s the refusal to see what we already hold, until we’ve shattered it in pursuit of shadows.”




In the ever-shifting tides of time, there are moments that do not simply pass—they fracture. They echo. They fester. They bloom into paradoxes, born from emotions too potent to be forgotten and too fractured to be contained. What if the ticking of a clock was not just the passage of time, but the heartbeat of regret?

Across a thousand stars and within the labyrinth of artificial suns, humanity has ascended to dazzling heights. Empires rise not with swords, but with thought; battles are waged not on fields, but in the corridors of memory, intellect, and ambition. Technology has surpassed imagination, and minds can now touch timelines like waves on an ocean. In such a world, the past is not merely remembered—it is rewritten, analyzed, emotionalized, and sometimes, relived with purpose.

But not all who walk this era of light do so without casting a shadow. For behind the glow of innovation, in the quiet chasms between seconds, something ancient stirs. It is not a machine. It is not alien in the way flesh and bone are alien, but something far more primal—envy, sentient and formless, drifting through timelines like a wraith of regret. Where ambition falters and comparison festers, it waits. And where someone brilliant feels unseen, it whispers, softly but insistently, wearing down even the strongest of minds.

This is not a tale of grand wars or planetary conquests, nor is it the story of machines gone rogue. It is something far more intimate—a narrative of inner fractures, of emotional singularities—of the dangerous alchemy between memory and desire. This is a story of Zayen, a mind prodigious and bright, a soul burdened by expectation, and a force that fed on the gap between what he had and what he thought he deserved.

It is a tale not merely of one individual’s descent or redemption, but of how envy, in its most insidious form, does not destroy with violence—it corrodes from within. It shifts perception, rewrites memories, and warps affection. And yet, in this swirling vortex of distortion, there remains a singular light—kindness. Quiet, steadfast, and often overlooked, kindness stands not in opposition to envy’s fury, but as the balm to its wound.

This story is about the choice between these two forces. About what we remember, and more importantly, how we choose to remember. It is about the truths we bury to protect our pride, and the forgiveness we must uncover to reclaim our peace.

So step forward—not into war, but into a storm of the soul. Into quantum echoes, fractured timelines, and the hearts that tried to survive them.

Welcome to this temporal rift of memories.







Muhammad Umer
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“You fed on what I lost, but you never saw what I found. I envied greatness and forgot the grace of kindness. But envy isolates—kindness rebuilds. You want balance through ruin, but I choose to forgive, and that’s something you will never understand.”




Fragments of Time

Long before the fractures in memory, before the timelines began to scream, there was a boy named Zayen.

In a world that had long abandoned the limits of gravity and atmosphere, where cities floated above radiant clouds and neural threads danced between minds like threads of starlight, brilliance was the new currency. Here, intellect was power, and Zayen possessed plenty of it. Not arrogance, nor entitlement, but the quiet, burning brilliance of someone born to see patterns others couldn’t, to solve puzzles that confounded even the greatest minds. He was a luminary among millions—and yet, it was never enough.

Zayen grew up in Lysara Station, a cylindrical city orbiting a binary star. Its people did not age in the old way; their lives were extended, enhanced, accelerated. The Institute of Temporal Sciences was more cathedral than university, where students came not to study the past, but to unlock it. To decode memory. To map it. And eventually, to reshape it.

Zayen’s passion lay not in fame, but in possibility. To him, the past was not a prison but a prism—one that fractured light in infinite ways depending on how you looked through it. He spent his nights in dim-lit labs, fingers dancing across memory threads like a maestro, quietly reshaping the emotional resonance of loss and failure. He believed healing came from understanding, not from erasure.

It was on the cusp of his graduation that his path turned. Zayen had crafted a prototype—Quantum Emotional Memory Echo Mapping. QEMEM. A device that didn’t alter events, but let one re-enter memory and change how it felt. It was revolutionary, poetic. A kind of therapy made from light and resonance. But it did not win. Aelion did.

Aelion—his friend, his peer. Perhaps even his mirror. His project was sharper, more practical, and the accolades followed swiftly. Zayen smiled. He shook hands. He said all the right words. But deep inside, something coiled.

Envy does not begin with rage. It begins with silence.

In his capsule home, beneath a dome of artificial stars, Zayen replayed the ceremony—not the speech, not the score, but the feel of it. How it felt to be overlooked. How Aelion’s name

lingered longer than his. How a fraction of brilliance could separate immortality from obscurity.

And then came the whisper.

It did not come from the stars. Nor from the station’s speakers. It came from within. Like a remembered voice that had never spoken. Like a knowing that felt older than time itself.

It called itself Nyvhal.

Not a name. A sensation. A presence older than equations. It did not promise vengeance. It promised balance. It said, “You were meant for more, Zayen.”
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