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  Preface



Velisha – Lust Beyond the Mirror

A fragment of “Seven Heavens Lost”




“Lust is not the fire—it is the whisper that feeds it, the reflection that promises more, and the silence that watches you burn.”




They say love is the purest of emotions, and desire its untamed shadow. But when desire grows unchecked, it consumes, leaving only echoes behind.

In a land where myths are whispered by flickering lamplight and rose petals float upon moonlit streams, where crumbling castles stand sentinel over forgotten valleys and the sky bleeds into silken dusk, a tale awaits. It is not the tale of kings and conquests, nor the thunder of armies or the clash of steel. No, this is the tale of yearning. Of reflection. Of what lies just beneath the skin of our deepest wishes.

Velisha – Lust Beyond the Mirror takes you on a journey into a gothic Persian fantasy where emotions are not merely felt—they are fate. It is a world draped in velvet shadows and burnished gold, where a single heartbeat may tip the balance between salvation and ruin. In the center stands a young man—not a hero by birthright, but a soul with dreams, fears, and a love he thought unwavering. Yet when temptation takes a form too perfect to resist, and whispers promises from behind polished glass, the boundary between devotion and obsession begins to blur.

This is a story of longing—beautiful, aching, and dangerous. It asks the questions we often shy away from: What does it mean to truly love? Is the heart strong enough to resist what it has never known but always craved? What happens when our deepest desires are not gifts, but traps?

Through mirrored halls and crimson-tinted dreams, through forgotten lore and the flicker of soul-deep memories, unfolds a tale where every reflection conceals more than it reveals. And as illusions peel away, what remains is not just truth—but consequence.

Here begins a path shaped not by swords or crowns, but by choices—the quiet, trembling ones that shape destinies. This is not a tale for those seeking clear heroes or perfect endings. It is for those who have stood at the edge of temptation, who have loved in silence, and who have fought battles no one else could see.

Let your eyes peer beyond the surface. Let your soul listen to the silence behind the glass.

The mirror awaits.

And what stares back… may change everything.
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“I don’t hate you, Velisha… but love was never born from hunger or control. Let go—before your desire turns you into nothing more than the curse you became.”




Beneath the boundless azure skies of the Persian highlands, cradled between two crescent-shaped cliffs like a secret cradled by the earth itself, lay the village of Darvand. Time here flowed as gently as the wind rustling through almond blossoms, and the valley seemed woven from dreams and prayers whispered by generations long past. Cobblestone paths meandered like veins of memory between homes of sunbaked clay and ornately carved cedar, while rose vines tangled themselves around doorways, perfuming the air with sweetness and silent stories.

Darvand existed in a rhythm untouched by empires, distant wars, and the thunder of ambition. The grand affairs of kings and courts were nothing but distant rumors, easily forgotten beneath the golden hush of twilight. Its people were humble: farmers who knew every whisper of the soil, weavers who spoke in threads, potters who molded stories with their hands. Life in Darvand moved to the music of the earth, and the stars above felt nearer here—perhaps even watching.

Legends were not just tales for children in Darvand. They were truths, half-remembered and sacred, passed down by candlelight and carried in charms tied to cradles. Superstition breathed alongside scripture, and old mirrors were never looked into in the dark.

Among this mosaic of life lived a young man named Arian.

Arian, with raven-dark hair tousled by the mountain breeze and eyes like the deep pools of forest springs, was different from the rest. Gentle, thoughtful, and always just slightly elsewhere in his mind, he harbored a hunger not for wealth or praise—but for wonder. While others charted seasons and harvests, Arian dreamed of deserts that whispered secrets, mountains that moved like beasts, and oceans whose tides hummed with forgotten magic. He wished to study the mysteries of the stars, to sketch the heavens and chart what lay beyond.

But the world beyond Darvand would have to wait—for love had bound him gently, yet firmly, to the soil beneath his feet.

That love was Miraal.

If ever light wore human form, it was Miraal. With hair like sunlit silk and a grace that turned even silence into poetry, she was beloved not just by Arian but by all of Darvand. Her voice was soft as the spring wind, and her gaze held the calm certainty of someone who had seen your soul and accepted it, flaws and all. She carried kindness like others carried breath—effortlessly and always.

To Arian, Miraal was not a part of his world. She was his world. And his love for her was not loud—it was rooted, like the oldest trees, unseen beneath the surface but deep, strong, and ever-growing.

Their love was no secret. It was sung by the village minstrels, sewn into the patterns of Miraal’s embroidery, and blessed by every elder’s nod. They were to be wed under the first full moon of summer, and the whole village prepared with the quiet joy of knowing they were part of something eternal.

And yet, when night settled and the fires burned low, Arian sometimes stood alone on the edge of the village, eyes drawn toward the narrow pass between the cliffs. The only road leading out of Darvand. He wondered about the lands beyond—who walked them, what stars looked different from other skies. It wasn’t dissatisfaction that stirred his heart. It was a longing as old as time: the desire to know, to see, to understand. A yearning that hummed like an unanswered question in his soul.

But no matter how far his thoughts wandered, they always returned to Miraal.

“The world may hold wonders,” he would whisper, brushing a loose strand of her hair behind her ear, “but none shine brighter than the light I see in your eyes.”

He meant it. Every word. Every heartbeat.

But destiny listens when the soul dares to wonder.

And when the winds shift, even the purest love may be tested by a reflection that promises more than it should.

A story born of love. A tale shaped by yearning. And a path that wanders the fragile line between devotion and desire.
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