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THIS BOOK IS A DOORWAY to a world where wonder lives in every breath of the wind, and magic lingers in the quiet corners of the earth. Within these pages, you will meet princes who ride flying carpets, princesses crowned with emerald flowers, and mountains that whisper secrets older than time itself.

At the heart of this tale lies Kavian, the prince of Hamadan, and Liana, the fairy princess whose beauty outshines every jewel of the sea and treasure of the earth. Their love is not only a bond between two hearts but a bridge between two worlds—the realm of mortals and the enchanted lands of Paristan.

Yet, every fairy-tale carries both light and shadow. In these chapters, you will find joy, longing, forgiveness, and the timeless truth that even in a world of spells and wonders, it is love that remains the greatest magic of all.

So turn the page, dear reader, and step into a tale where dreams awaken, stars listen, and stories never die.

𓆩✧𓆪  Chapter I  𓆩✧𓆪



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


When Eyes Turn Dark



[image: ]




––––––––

[image: ]


I

n the ancient city of Hamadan, there reigned a mighty king named Shahram. He was not only the sovereign of lands and armies, but also the guardian of wisdom, justice, and generosity. To his people, he was a father; to his enemies, a lion whose roar echoed across Persia.

King Shahram had four sons, each of them noble in bearing and brave in heart. In knowledge and courage they were like the legendary Rustam himself. Their words carried the fragrance of wisdom, their swords flashed with the brilliance of lightning, and their presence in court or in battle filled men’s hearts with awe.

Yet destiny had not finished writing Shahram’s tale.

One night, beneath the brilliance of the full moon, the palace of Hamadan glowed brighter than any torch or lantern. That very night, a new life entered the royal household — another son was born.

He was unlike any other. His face shone like the moon itself, his skin glimmered as if woven from silver light, and his eyes sparkled with a secret only the heavens could know. Those who beheld him whispered in wonder:

“This child is not born of earth, but carved from the beams of the moon.”

The newborn prince was still cradled in the arms of the midwife when the king ordered the palace to be filled with light and music. Courtyards blazed with torches, fountains scattered silver under the moon, and drums thundered across Hamadan.

“Tonight,” the king declared, “we celebrate the birth of one who shines brighter than all jewels in my crown.”

Messengers were sent to summon the astrologers and seers of the realm. One by one they entered the royal chamber, robed in silk and stars, carrying scrolls and instruments of the heavens.

The king pointed to the child in the midwife’s arms. His voice trembled between pride and command:

“Look into his fate. Read the map written upon his palm, upon his stars. Tell me what destiny awaits him and His name shall be Kavian.”

The astrologers stepped forward. They lifted the child’s tiny hand, pale as ivory, soft as rose petals. They traced the lines upon his palm with trembling fingers, their eyes fixed, their brows furrowed. The silence grew heavy.

Finally, the eldest among them spoke. His voice was low, like the wind moving through ancient ruins:

“This prince is born beneath a rare alignment of stars. In his destiny there is great wealth, treasures beyond measure, and a fortune that will never run dry. Kingdoms shall bow before him, and his name will be carried beyond deserts and seas.”

The court gasped in wonder. The king’s chest swelled with pride, but the seer’s voice had not finished. He paused, then added words that chilled the air:

“But beware, O King. In the very moment when your gaze falls fully upon him, when pride overtakes love, blindness shall strike you. Your eyes will see no more.”

The music faltered. The dancers froze. The king’s smile faded into stone.

A shadow passed through the torchlight. The newborn, still innocent, still glowing like the moon, let out a cry — as if he, too, had heard the weight of destiny placed upon him.

In the palace that night, the king’s heart wavered between joy and dread. He ordered the mother and child kept apart in a distant pavilion, safe yet hidden from his daily sight.

Kavian grew swiftly, mastering knowledge, skill, and art, yet his greatest passion was the hunt. One morning, chasing a deer across the plain, he rode with the grace of a born prince. By chance, the king was hunting nearby.

For a single instant their eyes met — father beholding son with pride. But in that instant, darkness fell upon the king’s vision. The prophecy of the astrologers had come true.

Whispers spread through the land: “Fathers’ eyes brighten at their sons, but this father lost his sight.”

Fearing curse more than love, the king decreed the youth be banished from the kingdom. His mother was reduced to humble work within the palace, condemned to spend her days with needle and thread.

Thus began the prince’s exile — not an end, but the beginning of a destiny fate itself had chosen.

𓆩✧𓆪  Chapter II  𓆩✧𓆪
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The Game of Dice
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or the king’s blindness, physicians were summoned from distant lands. Potions were brewed, herbs ground into pastes, and prayers whispered over his eyes, but nothing restored his sight. At last, an aged physician declared:

“There is but one cure—the flower of Liana. Only its petals hold the power to heal. Bring that blossom, and the king shall see again.”

The king sent messengers far and wide, promising great reward to whomever could bring the flower or even news of it. Many ventured across deserts and mountains, yet none returned with success, for even the healer himself did not know where the flower might be found.

One day, the four princes stood before their father. Bowing low, they spoke with one voice:

“Let us, too, serve you, Father. Grant us leave to search for the flower, that we may win for you both healing and the favor of Heaven.”

The king, though heavy of heart, gave his blessing. The city burst into celebration as the young princes rode out in a splendid procession, their horses gleaming, their banners flying. Crowds lined the road beyond the gates, showering them with prayers and petals.

Among the throng stood Kavian. He, too, had heard of the quest for the Liana flower. Though banished, though cast aside, a fire stirred in his heart. As he watched his brothers ride toward the horizon, he knew his own journey was about to begin.

The four princes journeyed far and at last reached Tbilisi, a city of beauty and splendor. Its bazaars brimmed with silks and jewels, its houses stood proud, and in the heart of the city was a mansion spoken of in whispers — a place where nobles and merchants gathered.

It was the residence of a courtesan named Manana, famed throughout the land. Of her it was said: no man had ever defeated her at the game of dice.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
L
o =
S5
&
A5
> ey

@)

AAAAAAAALAALAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAMAAAAAAAALAADAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAALAAA A

YV VET Y

'VV"“VVWVVYV"VVV'“V'"VWVVVVVVWVVWVV"





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png
GXO+—





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





