


Groupette, the white bear, stepped through the Umbral’s
radiant door, her fur aglow with warm, healing light.

Zephryos, her beloved home, withered under the Shadow
Sickness, its people fading into cold, gray husks. Only the
Flower Cure could restore them. The Umbral’s guardian, a

faceless wisp with a voice like rustling leaves, intoned, “Face
your trial. You cannot save all. Accept this truth, or fail.”

Groupette’s kind, gentle heart recoiled at the thought. She
loved every soul—how could she let even one perish? The
trial unfolded in a misty valley, where shadows curled like

smoke, heavy with the scent of damp earth and decay. Three
paths diverged before her. To the left, a village burned, its

acrid smoke stinging her eyes, cries of pain piercing the fog.
Her light could heal many there. To the right, a small child

knelt by a shadowed, gnarled tree, clutching a wilted bloom,
her sobs soft but heartwrenching. Ahead, an elder knelt in

the dirt, mourning her lost kin, shadows clinging to her like a
shroud. Groupette’s massive paws trembled, her mind

flooded with memories of past failures— patients whose
hands slipped from hers, their eyes dimming despite her
desperate efforts. The wisp’s words echoed relentlessly:

accept or fail. The village’s screams grew hoarse, the child’s
tears glistened, the elder’s whispers broke. Groupette’s light

flickered, torn by her boundless love for all, her heart a storm
of hope and dread

Choices:

• Rush to the village to heal the wounded. Turn to page 2. 
• Comfort the child and restore her bloom. Turn to page 3. 

• Soothe the elder’s grief. Turn to page 4



Groupette bounded toward the village, her light flaring like a
beacon against the roaring inferno. The air choked with ash,

stinging her throat as villagers, scorched and gasping,
clutched her soft fur. She poured her healing light into them,

mending shattered bones, soothing raw burns, her heart
swelling with each grateful gaze. But the flames devoured

homes faster than she could heal, their crackle drowning out
cries. For every soul she saved, others vanished into the

blaze, their screams fading into silence. Her light dimmed,
her love for all straining against her finite strength. Exhausted,

Groupette slumped amid the smoldering ruins, her fur
streaked with soot. The wisp materialized, its form

shimmering. “You cannot save everyone,” it said, voice cold.
Behind, the child and elder were gone, swallowed by

shadow. Memories surged—past patients, their final breaths,
her paws helpless despite her love. A crumbling tower

loomed through the haze, its jagged peak glowing with the
Flower Cure, guarded by shadows of guilt. Nearby, a

caravan limped along, travelers wounded and pleading. She
could also seek the child, clinging to hope she still lived.

Groupette’s fur dulled, her chest tight with grief. Zephryos’s
desperate need pressed against her, but the village’s losses
tore at her gentle soul. Could she choose, knowing some

would be lost forever?

Choices:

• Climb the tower to face the shadows. Turn to page 5. 
• Aid the caravan’s wounded travelers. Turn to page 6. 
• Search for the child, hoping she lives. Turn to page 7.



Groupette knelt by the child, her massive form gentle as her
light coaxed the wilted bloom to glow. The tree’s shadows
retreated, petals unfurling in radiant hues, and the child’s

tear-streaked face lit with a trembling smile. But the village’s
screams, raw and desperate, and the elder’s anguished sobs
faded into an eerie, hollow silence, heavy with loss. The wisp

materialized, its form flickering like a dying flame. “You
cannot save all,” it said, voice sharp as frost. Groupette’s
light wavered, memories crashing over her—loved ones

she’d failed, their warmth fading as her healing faltered. A
mirror lake shimmered ahead, its glassy surface reflecting the

Flower Cure deep within, but ripples carried whispers of
doubt. A haunted grove loomed to the side, its twisted

branches hiding possible survivors, their faint cries carried
on the wind. The elder’s voice, weak but persistent, echoed
from the valley’s edge, suggesting she might still need aid.
Groupette’s heart, ever kind, yearned to help all, but the

wisp’s truth gnawed at her. The child clung to her fur, safe for
now, yet the weight of those she’d left behind pressed
heavily. The lake’s chill beckoned, the grove’s shadows
stirred, the elder’s cry tugged. Groupette’s light pulsed

unevenly, her love a beacon, her fear a chain.

Choices:

• Approach the mirror lake for the Cure. Turn to page 8. 
• Enter the haunted grove to find survivors. Turn to page 9. 

• Seek the elder to ease her pain. Turn to page 7



Groupette approached the elder, her light softening the
shadows that clung like damp moss to the old woman’s

frail form. The elder’s eyes, clouded with grief, met
Groupette’s, brimming with warmth. “My kin are gone,
taken by the sickness,” she whispered, voice cracking.

Groupette’s healing light flowed, easing the elder’s
heart, her sobs quieting to soft murmurs of peace. But

the village’s cries, sharp with panic, and the child’s faint
sobs dissolved into the fog, leaving a void. The wisp

appeared, its voice a low hum. “You cannot save all.”
Groupette’s light flickered, memories of past failures—
patients slipping away, their hands cold— surging like
a tide. A shadowed citadel rose through the mist, its

spires jagged, the Flower Cure pulsing within, guarded
by specters of her guilt. Nearby, a wounded beast
roared, its pain a raw, guttural call that stirred her

healer’s heart. She could also seek the child, hoping to
restore her bloom before it was too late. Groupette’s
love urged her to act, but the elder’s newfound calm
came at a cost, the valley’s losses heavy on her soul.

The citadel’s darkness loomed, the beast’s cries echoed,
the child’s fate hung uncertain. Groupette’s paws

shifted, her light trembling with indecision.

Choices:

• Enter the shadowed citadel for the Cure. Turn to page 10. 
• Heal the wounded beast’s pain. Turn to page 11. 
• Seek the child to save her bloom. Turn to page 7.



Groupette climbed the crumbling tower, her light
steadying her as stones fell, dust choking the air.

Shadows whispered from the walls, voices of those
she’d failed—patients lost, their accusing eyes vivid
in her mind. “You let us die,” they hissed, each word
a dagger. At the peak, the Flower Cure glowed, a
beacon of hope, but specters of guilt swirled, their

forms twisting into faces she’d loved. Her heart
broke—she’d poured her light into them, yet they’d
faded. The wisp hovered, silent, its presence heavy.
Groupette’s fur quivered, tears matting her cheeks. “I

can’t save everyone,” she admitted, voice raw. “I
loved you, and I tried.” Her light flared, not to heal,
but to embrace her limits, a radiant acceptance. The

specters wavered, then dissolved, their whispers
fading. The Flower Cure settled into her paws, warm
and alive. The wisp nodded, its voice soft. “You’ve
passed.” Groupette descended, the Cure pulsing

with promise for Zephryos. Though she’d save many
—not all—her light shone brighter, tempered by

hard-won truth. The tower’s ruins faded behind her,
Zephryos’s salvation within reach. Her gentle soul,

scarred but strong, carried her forward. 

You’ve reached an end. Groupette saves Zephryos,
her heart grown wiser



Groupette approached the caravan, her light bathing the
travelers’ wounds in warmth. Broken limbs mended,

fevered brows cooled, and their grateful murmurs filled the
air, a fleeting balm to her heart. But shadows thickened,
curling like ink, hiding the tower’s glow. The wisp’s voice

cut through, sharp as a blade. “Zephryos fades with every
moment you linger.” Memories of past failures— loved

ones slipping beyond her light—gnawed at her, their faces
vivid in the dusk. A traveler, cloaked and trembling,

stepped forward, eyes downcast. “I spread the sickness,”
he confessed, voice breaking. “I didn’t mean to— I was
desperate.” He knelt, begging for healing or judgment.
Groupette’s heart twisted—her love urged mercy, but

Zephryos’s need loomed. Nearby, a bridge swayed over a
chasm, leading to the Cure, its planks creaking ominously
under shadowed winds. She could also stay, tending the
caravan’s remaining wounded, their pleas tugging at her.

The traitor’s sobs, the bridge’s groan, the travelers’
gratitude swirled in her mind. Groupette’s light pulsed, her

gentle soul torn between compassion and duty.

Choices:

• Heal the traitor, offering mercy. Turn to page 12. 
• Judge the traitor for his actions. Turn to page 13. 
• Cross the bridge to seek the Cure. Turn to page 14.



Groupette searched for the child (or elder), her light
cutting through the valley’s fog. But where they’d stood,
only shadows remained, cold and unyielding. The wisp
appeared, its form flickering like a candle in wind. “You

chase what’s lost,” it said, voice heavy with finality.
Groupette’s light faltered, memories crashing over her—
friends she’d tried to heal, their hands slipping from hers,

their warmth fading despite her love. The village lay
silent, its ruins a testament to her limits. Zephryos’s
desperate need pressed like a stone on her chest. A

shadowed citadel rose in the distance, its spires clawing
the sky, the Flower Cure pulsing within, guarded by

specters of her past. A haunted grove sprawled to the
side, its twisted branches whispering of survivors, their
faint cries carried on the breeze. She could also stay in

the valley, searching for others to heal, though the
shadows grew thicker with each moment. Groupette’s

heart ached, her love for all warring with the wisp’s truth:
she couldn’t save everyone. The citadel’s glow beckoned,
the grove’s whispers called, the valley’s silence weighed.

Groupette’s light trembled, her paws rooted by
indecision.

Choices:

• Enter the citadel to face the specters. Turn to page 10. 
• Explore the haunted grove for survivors. Turn to page 9. 
• Stay in the valley, seeking others to heal. Turn to page 15.



Groupette approached the mirror lake, its surface still
as glass, reflecting her weary face—fur matted, eyes

haunted by loss. The Flower Cure gleamed deep
within, its light pulsing faintly, but ripples carried

whispers: “You failed them.” A mirror self emerged, its
form identical yet cold, its voice echoing her deepest
fears. “You let them die—your light wasn’t enough.”

Memories flooded her—patients whose pain she
couldn’t ease, their final gazes heavy with trust she’d

betrayed. The wisp hovered, its silence a weight.
Groupette’s light trembled, her heart pounding. She
could confront her reflection, facing the truth of her
failures, or dive into the lake to battle the shadows

guarding the Cure. A haunted grove loomed nearby,
its shadows hiding survivors, their cries faint but

insistent. Zephryos’s need tugged at her, but her guilt
anchored her, the child’s saved smile a distant memory

against the village’s loss. The lake’s chill seeped into
her fur, the grove’s whispers stirred, her reflection’s
gaze pierced. Groupette’slight pulsed unevenly, her
gentle soul torn between facing herself and saving

others.

Choices:

• Confront her mirror self to face her guilt. Turn to page 16. 
• Dive into the lake to battle the shadows. Turn to page 5. 

• Flee to the haunted grove to find survivors. Turn to page 9..



Groupette entered the haunted grove, her light piercing the
oppressive gloom. Twisted branches clawed the sky, their

whispers carrying faint cries. She found survivors huddled in a
clearing, their wounds deep, eyes wide with fear. Her light

flowed, mending gashes, easing fevers, their grateful murmurs
a fleeting warmth. But shadows thickened, coiling like serpents,
blocking the path to the Flower Cure. The wisp’s voice rang out,
cold and clear. “Zephryos fades with each life you linger on.”
Memories of past failures—loved ones fading despite her light

—surged, their faces vivid in the dark. A spectral guide
materialized, its form translucent, eyes ancient. “I can lead you
to the Cure,” it said, “but first, free a trapped spirit in the grove’s

heart.” Its gaze held a warning, as if the task carried hidden
costs. Groupette could follow the guide, or stay, healing more
survivors, their pleas tugging at her heart. The grove’s air grew
heavy, shadows pressing closer. The guide’s glow flickered, the
survivors’ eyes pleaded, the Cure’s path darkened. Groupette’s

light wavered, her love for all clashing with her limits.

Choices:

• Follow the guide to free the spirit. Turn to page 17. 
• Stay in the grove to heal more survivors. Turn to page 15.



Groupette entered the shadowed citadel, its halls echoing with
the chill of old stone and whispers of her failures. Torches

flickered, casting long shadows that twisted into faces—patients
she’d lost, their voices accusing. The Flower Cure pulsed at the
citadel’s heart, a radiant beacon, but specters of guilt barred

her path, their eyes burning. “You let us die,” they hissed, each
word a weight on her soul. Her light wavered, memories

tearing at her—loved ones slipping away, her healing too
weak. The wisp watched, its form barely visible in the gloom. A

desperate healer emerged from a side chamber, her hands
stained with failed remedies. “My kin are dying,” she begged,

voice raw. “Your light can save them.” Groupette’s heart
lurched, her love urging her to help. She could face the

specters, accepting her limits, or seek a hidden path through the
citadel’s maze, avoiding the confrontation. The healer’s plea
echoed, the specters’ whispers grew louder. The Cure’s glow

pulsed, the healer’s eyes pleaded, the hidden path beckoned.
Groupette’s light trembled, her gentle soul torn by duty and

compassion.

Choices:

• Face the specters to claim the Cure. Turn to page 5. 

• Seek the hidden path to avoid them. Turn to page 18. 

• Help the healer save her kin. Turn to page 19



Groupette approached the shadowed beast, its massive
form slumped, eyes wild with pain. Its fur was matted,

wounds oozing shadow, and its roar shook the earth, a
cry of anguish. Her light flowed gently, soothing the

gashes, calming its thrashing. The beast’s eyes softened,
and it nuzzled her, a low rumble of trust. But the citadel’s

distant glow faded, and the wisp’s voice cut through.
“Zephryos suffers while you linger.” Memories of past

failures—patients fading despite her love— resurfaced,
their faces vivid in the beast’s gaze. A rickety bridge

stretched over a chasm, leading to the Flower Cure, its
planks swaying in shadowed winds. A haunted grove
loomed nearby, its branches whispering of survivors

needing her light. Groupette’s heart ached, the beast’s
warmth a fleeting comfort against the weight of

Zephryos’s need. Her love urged her to help all, but the
wisp’s truth pressed: she couldn’t save everyone. The
bridge’s creak called, the grove’s cries echoed, the

beast’s trust anchored her. Groupette’s light pulsed, her
gentle soul wavering under the strain.

Choices:

• Cross the bridge to pursue the Cure. Turn to page 14. 

• Seek survivors in the haunted grove. Turn to page 9



Groupette knelt by the traitor, her light easing the
sickness that ravaged him. His gaunt face softened, eyes
brimming with shame. “I spread the sickness for coin,” he

whispered, voice breaking. “I’ll make amends.” Her
healing steadied his trembling form, but shadows

thickened, curling like smoke, hiding the Flower Cure’s
glow. The wisp appeared, its voice sharp. “You delay

Zephryos’s salvation.” Memories of past failures— loved
ones lost, their hands cold—gnawed at her. She’d shown
mercy, but at what cost? A crumbling tower rose through

the fog, the Cure glowing at its peak, guarded by
shadows. A mirror lake shimmered nearby, reflecting the
Cure, its waters whispering doubts. She could also stay
with the caravan, tending its remaining wounded, their

grateful eyes tugging at her heart. Groupette’s light
wavered, her love for all clashing with the urgency of

Zephryos’s plight. The traitor’s vow of redemption
echoed, a fragile hope against the growing dark. The
tower’s glow beckoned, the lake’s ripples chilled, the

caravan’s pleas lingered. Groupette’s fur dimmed, her
gentle soul torn by choice.

Choices:

• Climb the tower to face the shadows. Turn to page 5. 
• Approach the mirror lake for the Cure. Turn to page 8
• Stay with the caravan to heal more. Turn to page 20..



Groupette faced the traitor, her light flaring with resolve,
illuminating his trembling form. “You harmed Zephryos,”
she said, voice steady but heavy with sorrow. His eyes

widened, then dropped in shame. “I was weak,” he
mumbled, fleeing into the shadows, which swallowed him
whole. The wisp appeared, its form flickering. “Judgment
delays your truth,” it said, voice cold. Memories of past
failures—lives lost despite her love—surged, their faces

vivid in the dark. The Flower Cure remained distant,
Zephryos’s need a weight on her heart. A rickety bridge
stretched over a chasm, leading to the Cure, its planks
groaning under shadowed winds. A shadowed citadel

loomed in the distance, its spires hiding the Cure, guarded
by specters. Groupette’s gentle soul ached, her love for all
warring with the wisp’s warning. The traitor’s flight left a
hollow ache, the cost of her choice unclear. The bridge’s
sway beckoned, the citadel’s glow pulsed, the shadows

pressed closer. Groupette’s light trembled, her paws shifting
with indecision.

Choices:

• Cross the bridge to seek the Cure. Turn to page 14. 
• Enter the citadel to face the specters. Turn to page 10.



Groupette crossed the swaying bridge, her light steadying
her as the planks groaned, shadowed winds clawing at her
fur. Below, a chasm yawned, its depths whispering doubts
—past failures, lives lost, their voices accusing. The bridge
shuddered, nearly collapsing, but she reached the other
side, heart pounding. The Flower Cure glowed ahead, a
radiant beacon, but specters of guilt swirled, their eyes
burning. The wisp hovered, its silence heavy. She could

face the specters, confronting the truth of her limits, or seek
a safer path through a haunted grove, where survivors’
cries echoed faintly. A trapped spirit’s wail rose from the

chasm, its plea for freedom tugging at her heart.
Groupette’s love for all clashed with Zephryos’s urgent
need, her light pulsing unevenly. The specters’ whispers

grew louder, the grove’s cries fainter, the spirit’s wail
desperate. The Cure’s glow pulsed, the grove’s shadows

stirred, the spirit’s cry echoed. Groupette’s fur quivered, her
gentle soul torn by the weight of choice.

Choices:

• Face the specters to claim the Cure. Turn to page 5. 
• Seek the haunted grove for survivors. Turn to page 9. 
• Free the trapped spirit from the chasm. Turn to page 17.



Groupette stayed in the valley, her light seeking survivors
among the ruins. She found a few, their wounds deep, eyes

hollow. Her healing mended their pain, their grateful
murmurs a fleeting warmth. But shadows thickened, coiling
like vines, sealing the Flower Cure’s path. The wisp’s voice
rang out, sharp and cold. “Zephryos fades with each life

you cling to.” Memories of past failures—loved ones
fading, their hands slipping from hers—crushed her, their

faces vivid in the fog. She’d saved some, but the trial’s truth
eluded her. A shadowed citadel rose, its spires hiding the
Cure, guarded by specters. A desperate healer emerged,
her hands trembling, begging aid for her sickened kin.

Groupette could also continue healing the valley’s survivors,
their pleas echoing in her heart. Time dwindled, the

shadows growing heavier with each moment. The citadel’s
glow beckoned, the healer’s eyes pleaded, the survivors’
gratitude anchored her. Groupette’s light dimmed, her

gentle soul wavering under the strain of choice.

Choices:

• Enter the citadel to face the specters. Turn to page 10. 
• Help the healer save her kin. Turn to page 19. 

• Continue healing the valley’s survivors. Turn to page 21.



Groupette faced her mirror self, its eyes mirroring her guilt,
its fur dulled by sorrow. “You failed them,” it said, conjuring

faces of lost patients— their smiles fading, their trust
broken. Her light trembled, heart pounding, but she spoke,

voice raw. “I tried. I loved them with all I had.” The
reflection’s gaze softened, ripples calming across the lake.
The Flower Cure gleamed, unguarded, its light warm and
alive. The wisp nodded, its voice soft. “You grow closer to

truth.” Groupette took the Cure, its glow pulsing in her
paws. Zephryos awaited, its people fading under the

Shadow Sickness. Though she’d save many— not all—her
acceptance strengthened her light, making it radiant and
steady. The lake’s chill faded, her heart lighter, her gentle

soul scarred but resolute. The valley’s fog parted,
Zephryos’s salvation within reach. Groupette’s fur glowed,

her love tempered by wisdom. 

You’ve reached an end. Groupette saves Zephryos, her
heart wiser.



Groupette descended into the chasm, her light
breaking the trapped spirit’s chains. It rose,

translucent, whispering thanks before vanishing. But
the grove above darkened, shadows coiling tighter,
blocking the Flower Cure’s path. The wisp appeared,

its voice sharp. “You delay Zephryos’s salvation.”
Memories of past failures—lives lost despite her love
—haunted her, their faces vivid in the chasm’s gloom.
She’d freed the spirit, but at what cost? A mirror lake

shimmered above, reflecting the Cure, its waters
whispering doubts. She could climb back to the

grove, seeking survivors, their cries faint but
persistent. Groupette’s heart ached, her love for all
clashing with the wisp’s truth. The spirit’s gratitude

lingered, a fleeting warmth against Zephryos’s fading
hope. The lake’s glow beckoned, the grove’s whispers
called, the shadows pressed closer. Groupette’s light

wavered, her gentle soul torn by indecision.

Choices:

• Approach the mirror lake for the Cure. Turn to page 8. 
• Return to the grove to heal survivors. Turn to page 21.



Groupette sought the hidden path, winding through the
citadel’s shadowed maze. Dust hung thick, the air heavy
with the scent of old stone. Whispers of failure followed,
but no specters barred her way. The Flower Cure glowed

ahead, radiant and unguarded, its light pulsing softly.
She hesitated—too easy. The wisp materialized, its voice
cold. “Avoidance delays your truth.” Memories of past
losses—patients fading, their trust broken—surged, her

light dimming under their weight. She could take the Cure
now, its warmth tempting, or face her guilt in the mirror
lake, where her reflection waited. Groupette’s gentle soul
wavered, her love for Zephryos clashing with the fear of
confronting her failures. The citadel’s silence pressed, the
Cure’s glow a fragile hope. The Cure’s light pulsed, the

lake’s call tugged, the shadows whispered doubts.
Groupette’s fur quivered, her heart heavy with indecision.

Choices:

•Take the Flower Cure now. Turn to page 22. 

• Face her guilt in the mirror lake. Turn to page 16.



Groupette knelt by the desperate, her light flowing into the
desperate healer’s kin, their fevered forms stirring. Her healing
mended their wounds, their grateful eyes brimming with hope.
The healer wept, clasping Groupette’s paw, her voice raw with
thanks. But the citadel’s glow faded, swallowed by shadows.
The wisp warned, voice sharp, “Zephryos fades with each
moment you linger.” Memories of past failures—loved ones
lost, their hands cold—resurfaced, their faces vivid. She’d

saved these few, but the Flower Cure slipped further away. A
crumbling tower rose through the fog, the Cure glowing at its

peak, guarded by shadows. She could also stay, healing more
of the healer’s kin, their pleas tugging at her heart.

Groupette’s love urged her to help all, but Zephryos’s need
pressed heavily. The tower’s light beckoned, the kin’s gratitude

anchored her, the shadows grew thicker. Groupette’s light
dimmed, her gentle soul torn.

Choices:

• Climb the tower to face the shadows. Turn to page 5. 
• Stay and heal more of the healer’s kin. Turn to page 21.



Groupette stayed with the caravan, her light bathing every
wounded traveler. Broken limbs mended, fevers cooled, their
smiles a warm balm to her heart. But shadows consumed the
Flower Cure’s path, curling like ink. The wisp’s voice rang out,

cold and final. “Zephryos suffers while you linger.” Memories of
past failures—loved ones fading, their trust broken—

overwhelmed her, their faces vivid in the dark. She’d saved
many here, but not enough. A shadowed citadel rose, its spires
hiding the Cure, guarded by specters. She could also continue
healing the caravan, their gratitude a fleeting comfort. Time

dwindled, the shadows pressing closer. Groupette’s light
wavered, her love for all clashing with the wisp’s truth: she

couldn’t save everyone. The citadel’s glow pulsed, the travelers’
eyes pleaded, the shadows coiled tighter. Groupette’s fur dulled,

her gentle soul heavy with choice.

Choices:

• Enter the citadel to face the specters. Turn to page 10. 
• Continue healing the caravan’s wounded. Turn to page 23..



Groupette continued healing the valley’s survivors, her light
easing their pain. Each mended wound, each grateful smile

warmed her, but shadows thickened, sealing the Flower Cure’s
path. The wisp’s voice cut through, sharp as frost. “You avoid

your truth.” Memories of past failures—loved ones fading, their
hands slipping—crushed her, their faces vivid in the fog.
Zephryos’s fate darkened, her love not enough. A rickety

bridge stretched over a chasm, leading to the Cure, its planks
swaying in shadowed winds. She could also stay, healing

more survivors, their pleas echoing in her heart. Groupette’s
light dimmed, her gentle soul straining under the weight of her

choices. The shadows grew heavier, Zephryos’s need a
constant ache. The bridge’s groan beckoned, the survivors’

gratitude anchored her, the shadows pressed closer.
Groupette’s fur quivered, her heart torn by duty and

compassion.

Choices:

• Cross the bridge to pursue the Cure. Turn to page 14. 
• Stay and heal more survivors. Turn to page 23.



Groupette seized the Flower Cure, its glow warm and
alive in her paws. But the wisp appeared, its form

flickering with warning. “You’ve not faced your truth.”
Shadows surged, their whispers accusing—past failures,
lives lost, their eyes burning. The Cure slipped from her

grasp, stolen by the dark. Zephryos faded, her light
dimming under the weight of guilt. She’d avoided her
failures, and now her home paid the price. Memories
overwhelmed her—patients fading, their trust broken.
Groupette wept, her love for all not enough. Zephryos
fell to the Shadow Sickness, its people lost. Her gentle
soul, scarred and broken, could not bear the loss. The
shadows consumed the valley, her light a faint flicker.

Groupette’s heart shattered, her trial failed.

THE END



Groupette healed on, her light saving every soul she
found. Their gratitude filled her, their smiles a

fleeting warmth. But shadows consumed the Flower
Cure’s path, coiling like serpents. The wisp’s voice
rang out, final and cold. “You’ve failed.” Zephryos

succumbed to the Shadow Sickness, its people
fading into gray husks. Memories of past failures—
loved ones lost, their hands cold—buried her, their
faces vivid. She’d loved all, but couldn’t accept her

limits. Groupette’s light faded, her fur dulled by
grief. The valley grew silent, her trial lost. Her gentle

soul wept, her love a spark in the dark, but not
enough. Zephryos was gone, and with it, her hope.
The shadows claimed the valley, her heart broken.

Groupette stood alone, her journey ended in
sorrow.

THE END



Groupette stumbled upon a hidden shrine, its altar
glowing with faint, pulsing light. The air hummed
with ancient power, the scent of moss and stone
heavy. A spectral guide materialized, its form

translucent, eyes deep with centuries of sorrow.
“Face your heart to find the Cure,” it said, voice like

rustling leaves. “But beware—truth cuts deep.”
Memories of past failures—patients fading, their

trust broken— whispered doubts, their faces vivid.
The wisp hovered, silent, its presence a weight.

Groupette’s light trembled, her gentle soul wavering.
She could follow the guide to a shadowed citadel,

where the Cure lay guarded. Or seek a mirror lake,
its waters reflecting the Cure, whispering her fears.
The shrine’s glow pulsed, a fragile hope against the
growing dark. The guide’s eyes pierced, the lake’s

call tugged, the shadows pressed closer.
Groupette’s fur quivered, her heart heavy with

indecision.

Choices:

• Follow the spectral guide to the citadel. Turn to page 10. 
• Seek the mirror lake for the Cure. Turn to page 8.



Groupette found a forgotten path, its stones worn by
time, leading to a glowing meadow. The Flower
Cure bloomed at its heart, petals radiant under a

fractured sky. But shadows of doubt guarded it, their
whispers accusing— past failures, lives lost, their
eyes burning. The wisp appeared, its voice sharp.
“Face them, or lose all.” Memories surged—loved
ones fading, their hands slipping from hers—her

light trembling under their weight. She could
confront the shadows, accepting her limits, or seek a

safer route through a haunted grove, where
survivors’ cries echoed faintly. The meadow’s glow
pulsed, a beacon of hope, but the shadows pressed
closer, their whispers growing louder. Groupette’s

heart ached, her love for all clashing with the wisp’s
truth. The Cure’s light beckoned, the grove’s cries
called, the shadows coiled tighter. Groupette’s fur

dulled, her gentle soul torn by choice.

Choices:

• Confront the shadows to claim the Cure. Turn to page 5. 
• Seek the haunted grove for survivors. Turn to page 9



Groupette stumbled upon a wounded caravan
leader, his armor dented, blood seeping from a
gash. Her light flowed, mending his wounds,
his eyes clearing with gratitude. “You’re a

blessing,” he said, offering a tattered map to
the Flower Cure’s location. But shadows closed

in, their whispers accusing, the wisp’s voice
sharp. “Time fades, and Zephryos with it.”

Memories of past failures—loved ones lost, their
trust broken—haunted her. She’d saved him, but
Zephryos suffered. She could follow the map to

a crumbling tower, the Cure at its peak. Or
stay, healing the caravan’s others, their pleas

tugging at her heart. The shadows grew thicker,
the map’s ink fading. Groupette’s light

wavered, her love straining under the weight of
choice. The tower’s glow beckoned, the

caravan’s eyes pleaded, the shadows pressed
closer. Groupette’s fur quivered, her gentle soul

torn.

Choices:

•  Follow the map to the tower. Turn to page 5. 
• Stay and heal the caravan’s others. Turn to page 23.



Groupette found a glowing crystal, its facets
pulsing with the Flower Cure’s light. But a

shadow voice rose, cold and accusing. “You
failed us—your light wasn’t enough.” Memories

tore at her—patients fading, their eyes
dimming, their trust shattered. The wisp

watched, its silence heavy. The crystal’s glow
warmed her paws, but the voice’s truth cut

deep, her light trembling. She could claim the
Cure now, its radiance tempting, or face the
voice, confronting her guilt. Zephryos’s need
pressed, its people fading under the Shadow
Sickness. Groupette’s heart pounded, her love
for all clashing with the fear of her failures. The
crystal’s light pulsed, a fragile hope against the
growing dark. The Cure’s glow beckoned, the
voice’s accusations stung, the shadows coiled
tighter. Groupette’s fur dulled, her gentle soul

heavy with indecision

Choices:

•  Claim the Flower Cure now. Turn to page 22. ∗
• Face the shadow voice’s truth. Turn to page 16.



Groupette encountered a lost healer, her robes
tattered, her kin sickened by shadows. Her light

flowed, mending their wounds, their eyes
brightening with hope. The healer clasped her
paw, weeping thanks. But the wisp’s voice cut

through, sharp. “Zephryos fades with each
moment you linger.” Memories of past failures
—loved ones lost, their hands cold—surged,
their faces vivid. The Flower Cure remained

distant, Zephryos’s need a weight on her heart.
A shadowed citadel rose, its spires hiding the

Cure, guarded by specters. She could also stay,
healing more of the healer’s kin, their pleas

echoing. Groupette’s light wavered, her love for
all clashing with the wisp’s truth. The healer’s

gratitude lingered, a fleeting warmth. The
citadel’s glow pulsed, the kin’s eyes pleaded,

the shadows grew thicker. Groupette’s fur
dimmed, her gentle soul torn

Choices:

•Enter the citadel to face the specters. Turn to page 10. 
· •Stay and heal more of the healer’s kin. Turn to page 23.



Groupette found a shadowed shrine, its altar
cracked, a spirit bound within, its wail piercing.

Her light broke its chains, freeing it, and it
whispered thanks before vanishing. But

shadows thickened, blocking the Flower Cure’s
path. The wisp’s voice rang out, sharp. “You

delay Zephryos’s salvation.” Memories of past
failures—lives lost, their trust broken—haunted
her, their faces vivid. She’d helped the spirit,
but Zephryos faded. A mirror lake shimmered

nearby, reflecting the Cure, its waters
whispering doubts. She could also seek

survivors in the valley, their cries faint but
persistent. Hannah Groupette’s heart ached, her

love for all clashing with the wisp’s truth. The
lake’s glow beckoned, the valley’s cries called,
the shadows pressed closer. Groupette’s light

dimmed, her gentle soul torn.

Choices:

• Approach the mirror lake for the Cure. Turn to page 8. 
• Seek survivors in the valley. Turn to page 23.



Groupette discovered a radiant grove, its trees
aglow with soft light, the Flower Cure blooming

at its heart, petals shimmering like stars.
Specters of her failures surrounded it, their

forms twisting into faces she’d loved. “You let us
die,” they accused, their voices a chorus of
pain. Her heart broke, memories surging—

patients fading, their hands slipping from hers.
The wisp watched, its silence heavy.

Groupette’s light flared, her voice raw. “I tried.
I loved you all.” The specters wavered, then

dissolved, the Cure settling into her paws, warm
and alive. The wisp nodded, voice soft. “You’ve

passed.” Groupette emerged, the Cure
glowing, Zephryos’s salvation within reach. Her
light, tempered by acceptance, shone radiant,

her gentle soul scarred but resolute. The grove’s
glow faded, Zephryos’s hope restored.

Groupette’s heart, wiser, carried her forward.

the End


