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  Preface



Gharzael: The Gluttony of Souls

A fragment of “Seven Heavens Lost”




“To hunger without purpose is to feed the void within; and the more one consumes without restraint, the more the soul forgets it ever had a shape.”




There exists a hunger beyond flesh—a craving not of the stomach, but of the spirit. A yearning to consume not bread or wine, but meaning. A thirst not for water, but for a delusion masquerading as purpose. In the space where silence lingers between remembrance and oblivion, this hunger waits. And it feeds.

This is not a tale of triumph. It is not a path paved with glory. It is a descent. A winding spiral into the hollows of the soul, where longing becomes addiction, and reverence rots into obsession. Set in a realm unanchored by time—neither future nor past—this world is cloaked in the fading light of ancient wisdom and the choking smoke of corrupted devotion. Here, knowledge is not a gift. It is bait. And the deeper one digs into the sacred, the closer one comes to the abyss.

There is no certainty in this story. Only echoes. Crumbling stone halls echoing with the chants of forgotten mystics. Dust-covered scrolls that speak not of salvation, but seduction—seduction of the mind, the heart, the spirit. In such a place, sacred rituals lose their purity, becoming ceremonies of self-worship. The divine becomes a commodity. Prayer, a transaction. Worship, a hunger disguised as virtue.

At the center is a man who believed too deeply, who sought too far. A man who traded balance for brilliance, meaning for memory. His journey begins as a sacred quest—but becomes a collapse, a fragmentation of identity, a consumption of everything he once held dear. And circling him, ever watchful, is a force older than scripture, crueler than silence, and hungrier than death itself.

This is not merely fantasy. It is a dark reflection, a cruel hymn to our modern thirst for more—more knowledge, more power, more experience, more transcendence. Yet in the quest for everything, what is lost? What pieces of ourselves are quietly consumed, unnoticed, until the soul becomes a ghost of its former light?

This story does not comfort. It accuses. It whispers truths we would rather leave buried. It questions the holiness of our hungers, the purity of our pursuits. It forces us to ask: when

does a seeker become a devourer? When does longing become gluttony? And when the feast ends, what remains of the one who fed?

There are no neat endings here. No easy salvations. Only choices. And consequences. And perhaps—if the reader dares to look closely—a flicker of light, not triumphant, but fragile. Not heroic, but honest.

Enter at your own peril. For in this world, not all who hunger are starving. And not all who are full have been fed.
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“You chased every forgotten name, Saruun… and in doing so, you forgot your own. Knowledge was never meant to be hoarded—like breath clutched by a drowning man. What you consume without gratitude becomes a hunger that devours you. But what you remember with love… that becomes your soul.”




The Silence Beneath the Minaret

In an age not bound by calendars, but by calligraphy and stars, the world was bathed in ink and shadow. It was the twilight of an era when men debated the breath of angels and the weight of a single word. Knowledge flowed like riverlight through stone alleys and marbled courts, where alchemists whispered in the language of stars, and Sufi dervishes danced in the hush between verses. It was a world of sacred paradox—where ink could ignite wars, and silence could sing louder than any sermon.

The realm of Azzurah stood at the edge of myth and memory. A desert civilization crowned with domes of turquoise and streets paved in jasmine dust, it was known not for its gold, but for its scholars. They did not seek to conquer kingdoms, but to unveil the secrets hidden between breath and silence. Here, it was said, thought could bend time, and remembrance could outlive death. The architecture itself was poetry—arches curved like the spine of sacred beasts, and mosaic ceilings mirrored constellations unseen by mortal eyes.

In the heart of this world, under a crescent moon suspended like a verse not yet spoken, stood the Great Minaret of Qunayn. It did not call men to prayer, but to remembrance. The faithful gathered not only to prostrate their bodies, but to unveil their souls. Beneath its foundation lay the Scriptorium of the Veiled Flame, a sanctum lost to maps, guarded by riddles, where only those with purified hearts could pass, and even fewer returned. It was a place where silence grew teeth, and ink bled memory.

It was during this sacred stillness that Saruun al-Nazir was born.

Born not into royalty, but into silence. His mother was a scribe of calligraphy guild; his father, a vanished seeker of the hidden sciences. Saruun was raised among scrolls and secrets, where lullabies were sung in forgotten dialects, and bedtime stories spoke of djinn sealed in pages instead of lamps. His earliest memory was of ink—black, thick, eternal—spilling onto his fingertips as he traced the names of the Divine. His cradle was a basket of parchment, his lullabies were verses inked in breathless reverence.
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