

    
        
          The Mirror Two Souls

        

        
        
          safa

        

        
          Published by safa, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE MIRROR TWO SOULS

    

    
      First edition. October 22, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 safa.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8232461423

    

    
    
      Written by safa.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by safa

	    

      
	    
          
        
          
	          همسات في قاعة المحاضرات

          
        
          
	          لا تنتظر اللحظة: كيف تصنع الدافع وتغير حياتك.

          
        
          
	          Dreams Beyond the Dust

          
        
          
	          أحلام وراء الغبار

          
        
          
	          A Child with a Man's Heart

          
        
          
	          The Mirror Two Souls

          
        
          
	          توام

          
        
          
	          The Journey to Your Best Self

          
        
          
	          كن أفضل نسخة من نفسك

          
        
          
	          How to Make Money Online

          
        
          
	          أساسيات الربح من الإترنت: خطوتك الأولى نحو الحرية المالية

          
        
          
	          كيف أصبحت ثريا

          
        
          
	          the Art of Positive Thinking

          
        
          
	          فن النفكير الايجابي

          
        
          
	          Letters Between Stations

          
        
          
	          رحلة عشق

          
        
          
	          Write Now!

          
        
          
	          Daily Habits for True Fulfillment

          
        
          
	          فن السعادة الداخلية

          
        
          
	          طور ذاتك نظم وقتك

          
        
          
	          قوة الأنوثة

          
        
          
	          The Art of Feminine Magnetism

          
        
          
	          فن صناعة الذات

          
        
          
	          The Weight of Dawn

          
        
          
	          Think Like an Investor

          
        
          
	          رتب و نظم وقتك لحياة اسهل

          
        
          
	          Threads of Kindness

          
        
          
	          حيث الجمال يكون

          
        
          
	          إنقاص الوزن بدون حرمان

          
        
          
	          البطل فارس

          
        
          
	          Fahad

          
        
          
	          فهد البحار

          
        
          
	          الطموح

          
        
          
	          The Story of Roses

          
        
          
	          الطفولة الضائعة

          
        
          
	          The Art of Chivalry

          
        
          
	          لأني أحب نفسي

          
        
          
	          Amal and the Stolen Eggs

          
        
          
	          سرق البيض

          
        
          
	          كتاب الحزن

          
        
          
	          الجمل الأكثر استخدامًا في اللغة الإنجليزية

          
        
          
	          The Civilization and History of Pakistan

          
        
          
	          أهم 1000 جملة باللغة الانجليزية

          
        
          
	          Title: Teenage Relationships: Understanding and Nurturing Healthy Connections

          
        
          
	          الإنجليزية ببساطة: دليلك الشامل لإتقان الأزمنة الأساسية خطوة بخطوة

          
        
          
	          صدى الأمس الغائب

          
        
          
	          The Weaver of Threads

          
        
          
	          ناسجة الخيوط

          
        
          
	          The Scent of Stolen Memories

          
        
          
	          The Market of Lifetimes

          
        
          
	          The Unsent Letter

          
        
          
	          The Museum of Things That Never Happened

          
        
          
	          رواية: متحف الأصوات الميتة

          
        
          
	          المؤثر الخفي

          
        
      

      
    
    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Also By safa

The Mirror of Two Souls

Chapter 8 – The Heart of Fire


Genre: Fantasy – Drama – Hope

Setting: An ancient mountain village where legends whisper through the wind.

Theme: The eternal battle between light and darkness that exists within every human heart.

🕯️ Chapter 1 – The Night of the Twins

The storm had raged for three days. Thunder rolled over the mountains, and the small village of Dareth lay shrouded in fear and candlelight. At the edge of the forest, inside a modest stone cottage, a woman cried out in labor.

Her name was Liora, known in the village for her kindness and for the soft songs she sang to calm the wounded. Her husband, Taren, held her hand tightly as the wind howled outside.

Then — two cries broke through the storm.

Twin boys.

The midwife gasped, for the air inside the cottage shimmered faintly with golden light when the first child was born — his eyes calm, deep blue like a peaceful sea. “Elias,” Liora whispered. “He will bring light.”

But when the second child came, the candle flames flickered and dimmed. His eyes were dark as midnight, and the room grew cold. “Lucien,” Taren murmured, unsure why a chill ran down his spine.

The villagers said it was a sign — two souls bound by fate, one born from light, the other from shadow.

As the storm ended, a mysterious old traveler knocked on the door. He looked at the twins and said in a voice like rustling leaves,

> “When the moon bleeds and the sun hides, the brothers shall stand on opposite sides of destiny. One will heal, one will destroy.”

Then he vanished into the night.

✨ Chapter 2 – The Seeds of Light and Shadow

Years passed, and the storm that had heralded the twins’ birth became a tale whispered by firelight.

Elias and Lucien grew up beneath the same roof, shared the same meals, and played under the same golden sun — yet their souls began to walk different paths.

Elias was gentle and curious. He loved to wander through the meadows, helping farmers mend their fences or carrying water for the elderly. The animals followed him; even the wild horses let him stroke their manes. His laughter seemed to warm the air around him.

Lucien, however, was different. He questioned everything — not out of curiosity, but defiance. He would watch his brother help others and mutter, “They only take from you. One day they’ll give you nothing in return.”

When he smiled, it was sharp. When he laughed, it was hollow.

Their parents tried to treat them equally, but the village didn’t.

“The blessed child,” they would call Elias.

“The shadow one,” they whispered when Lucien passed.

Lucien heard every word. Each whisper grew like a thorn in his heart.

—-
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🌿 The First Divide

One spring morning, the twins ventured deep into the forest to gather herbs for their mother. The woods of Dareth were old — trees so tall they blotted out the sun, and stones carved with runes from forgotten times.

They reached the Mirror Pool, a hidden lake said to show a person’s true soul. Villagers avoided it, fearing the reflection it might reveal.

Elias knelt beside the water, gazing at his reflection. The pool shimmered — his image surrounded by light, his eyes glowing faintly.

Lucien leaned beside him and looked into the surface. For a heartbeat, his reflection smiled back — but not as he did. The reflection’s eyes were burning red.

He stumbled back, gasping. “What is this place?”

Elias touched his arm. “It’s only showing who we are inside. Don’t be afraid.”

Lucien’s face twisted. “Easy for you to say, Saint Elias. The village adores you. But me? I’m the cursed one.”

“Lucien,” Elias said softly, “You are not cursed. You just need to let go of the darkness.”

Lucien turned away, his jaw tight. “Maybe the darkness is all I have.”

—-
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🔥 The Festival of Dawn

Weeks later, the village prepared for the Festival of Dawn, celebrating the return of spring. Bonfires were lit, music filled the square, and every home was adorned with flowers.

As tradition, one child would light the sacred flame to bless the crops for the coming year.

The elders chose Elias.

Lucien watched as his brother stood before the crowd, torch in hand, his face glowing in the firelight.

“May the light guide us,” Elias said humbly.

The villagers cheered.

Lucien’s fists clenched. He wanted to believe in the light — he really did — but envy drowned his heart. That night, unable to sleep, he slipped out of the house and went to the sacred pyre.

He stared at the ashes, cold now in the moonlight. A whisper drifted through the trees — a voice, low and tempting.

> “You are not his shadow, Lucien. You are power. I can give you strength... if you will only call my name.”

––––––––
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Lucien froze. “Who’s there?”

The wind carried laughter. Then, from the darkness, a faint red glow flickered — like a dying ember.

Lucien’s curiosity overpowered his fear.

“Who are you?” he asked again.

> “I am what your brother fears,” the voice replied.

“And what you could become.”

––––––––
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That night, the seed of darkness took root.

—-
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Elias woke before dawn and felt the air heavy, wrong. He looked out the window toward the forest and whispered,

“Lucien... what have you done?”

🔥 Chapter 3 – The Whispering Flame

The next morning, mist lay heavy over the village of Dareth. The birds did not sing, and even the river that ran beside the fields seemed to move more slowly. Elias awoke with an ache in his chest — the kind that told him something in the world had shifted.

Lucien had not returned.

He searched the forest, calling his brother’s name. The deeper he went, the colder the air became. The scent of smoke and iron filled his lungs. Finally, he found the clearing — the ashes of the sacred pyre still smoldering faintly, though the festival fire had died two days before.

Elias knelt and touched the ground. It pulsed, faintly warm.

And then he saw them — footprints, burned into the soil, leading toward the heart of the woods.

—-
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🌑 The Voice in the Dark

Lucien wandered through the trees, his cloak torn, his eyes hollow but burning with strange light. The whispering voice followed him, curling through the air like smoke.

> “You feel it, don’t you? The power that was denied to you... the strength your brother fears to hold.”

––––––––
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Lucien pressed his hands to his ears. “Leave me alone!”

But the voice only grew softer — almost tender.

> “I am not your enemy, Lucien. I am the fire within you. The world calls it evil only because it cannot control it.”

––––––––
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He stopped by an ancient stone — tall, cracked, and carved with runes that glowed faint red. His fingers brushed the surface, and the air trembled.

> “Say my name,” the voice whispered.

“Ignar.”

––––––––
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When Lucien repeated the name, the rune flared to life. Flames rose around him — but they did not burn. They danced like living creatures, wrapping around his arms, sinking into his skin.

Lucien gasped as power surged through him — wild, intoxicating, endless. He felt stronger than he ever had. He laughed, a sound that made the trees shudder.

And somewhere far away, Elias fell to his knees, clutching his chest as a wave of cold pierced his heart.

—-
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🌕 The Oracle’s Warning

By noon, Elias reached the shrine of the old Oracle — a blind woman who lived among ancient stones. Her voice was said to speak the truth of fate itself.

She heard his footsteps before he spoke.

“You come seeking your twin,” she said softly. “The one who walks with shadow.”

Elias bowed his head. “He is lost, and I fear something dark has claimed him.”

The Oracle’s white eyes turned toward him, unseeing yet knowing.

“Your bond is not broken yet, child of light. But the fire that whispers to him is older than this world. It seeks a vessel — and it has found one in your brother.”

Elias trembled. “How can I save him?”

> “You cannot fight darkness with hate,” she murmured. “Only with love — and sacrifice. But beware, Elias. The day will come when he will stand before you not as your brother, but as the flame reborn.”

––––––––
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Before he could speak again, she handed him a small amulet — a crystal shaped like a teardrop.

“It will glow when the time of choice arrives. Keep it close.”

—-
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🌲 The Reunion

Night fell as Elias returned to the forest, guided by the faint blue glow of the amulet. He found Lucien near the old Mirror Pool, staring into the water — but now his reflection was wreathed in fire.

“Lucien!” Elias called, stepping forward.

Lucien turned slowly. His eyes gleamed red, veins glowing faintly under his skin. Yet his smile was calm, almost gentle.

“Brother... look at me. I’m free. I don’t need their pity anymore.”

Elias shook his head. “This isn’t freedom. It’s a curse!”

Lucien laughed — but behind the laughter was pain
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