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» THE RECIPE OF (GRACE é‘
In the heart of Zephryos, a city of towering oaks and ‘
glowing moss, Thimble the mouse scurried through cobbled
streets. Small but ambitious, he dreamed of opening a
bakery and coffee shop—a haven for adventurers to rest, sip
warm drinks, and share tales. His kindness warmed hearts,
but his perfectionism often stalled him, each loaf kneaded to
flawless precision. Now, Zephryos faced the Shadow
Sickness, a blight draining its light. Only the Flower Cure,
hidden beyond the Umbral’s door, could save it. Thimble
stood before the Umbral, a stone arch pulsing with shadow.
His tiny paws clutched a satchel of flour and coffee beans,
his only tools. The elders had chosen him, believing his heart
could conquer the trial within. “Save Zephryos,” they
whispered. Fear gnawed at him, but his dream of a bustling
café spurred him forward. He stepped through. The world
shifted. A vast chamber materialized, it by flickering
lanterns. A cloaked figure, the Umbral Warden, loomed. “To
earn the Flower Cure, you must pass the Trial of the Hearth,”
it intoned. “Bake a loaf to rival the gods’ feast, under the
moon’s fleeting arc.” Thimble's heart raced. Baking was his
passion, but perfection took time— time he might not have.
The Warden pointed to three paths: a glowing oven
radiating heat, a table of pristine ingredients, and a dusty
tome of ancient recipes.

Choices:
* To rush to the oven and start baking immediately, turn to Page 2.
* To examine the ingredients for the best flour and yeast, turn to Page 3.
* To study the tome for the perfect recipe, turn to Page 4.
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’5\ Thimble dashed to the glowing oven, its heat washing over £
D him like a summer storm. His paws moved on instinct, 1 %
) grabbing flour, water, and yeast from nearby sacks. Baking ¢
was his soul’s song, but perfection was his curse. He kneaded
dough furiously, aiming for a flawless loaf. The moon’s arc in
the chamber’s dome crept lower—time was slipping away.

His first loaf rose unevenly, crust cracked like parched earth.
“Not good enough,” he muttered, tossing it aside. He started
again, but the dough stuck, too wet. Panic crept in. The
Warden’s eyes glinted, silent but judging. Thimble’s dream of
a cozy café felt distant; Zephryos needed him now. He could
try once more, measuring precisely despite the ticking moon.

Or he could salvage the cracked loaf, shaping it with care to
hide flaws. A third path appeared: a small mouse apprentice,
watching shyly, offering to fetch better yeast.

Choices:
+ To measure ingredients precisely and try again, turn to Page 5.
. To reshape the cracked loaf creatively, turn to Page 6.
. To accept the apprentice’s help with yeast, turn to Page 7
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Thimble approached the table, eyes scanning sacks of flour,
jars of yeast, and vials of honey. Each ingredient gleamed
with potential, but only the best would do. His perfectionism
flared, urging him to choose with care. He sifted through rye,
wheat, and spelt, testing textures as the moon’s arc dipped
lower. Time pressed, tightening around him.

The coarse flour felt wrong, too heavy, but the silky wheat
promised smooth dough. The yeasts bubbled differently —one
lively, the other sluggish. He hesitated. Could this wheat be
too fine2 Was the yeast too wild2 He imagined his café—
adventurers laughing, coffee steaming—but doubt lingered.
He could mix the silky wheat and lively yeast, trusting his
choice, or search for rarer ingredients, risking time. A faint
hum caught his attention. A glowing herb sprig pulsed with
magic among the jars. It seemed to offer something beyond
the ordinary. Thimble could continue with what he had, or
take a chance on the mystery herb.

Choices:
« To use the silky wheat and lively yeast, turn to Page 8.
. To search for rarer ingredients, turn to Page 9.

«  To investigate the glowing herb, turn to Page 10.
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Thimble opened the tome, its pages crackling with age, the faint
glow of the recipes casting shadows on the walls. Each page
promised a divine loaf, the words nearly singing with possibility.
His heart leapt—this was it, the key to the perfect bread, the path
to fulfilling his dream. But as the moon’s arc waned, the Warden'’s
shadow seemed to grow longer, its presence heavy with the
weight of time running out.

Thimble's eyes scanned the recipes—starlit sourdoughs that
danced with precision, honeyed brioche that melted with
sweetness. Each one demanded exacting care, the kind of artistry
his perfectionism thrived on. His fingers hovered over the recipe
for “Moon’s Embrace,” a loaf that called for rhythmic kneading
under the gaze of starlight, and the rarest of ingredients—a dew
that only appeared under the moon’s gaze. It was a recipe of
beauty and complexity, a challenge that promised greatness but
also risk. Beside it, “Hearth’s Heart” stood humbler, simpler—a
loaf born of flour and warmth, honest but without the grandeur of
its starlit counterpart.

Thimble's perfectionism screamed in favor of the Moon’s Embrace,
urging him to chase glory, but his heart told him that time was too
short. His café dream flickered in the back of his mind—
adventurers waiting, Zephryos fading. Would a simpler loaf, less
grand but grounded in heart, save Zephryos2 His hands hovered
over both recipes, torn between the chance of failure for
something beautiful and the safety of simplicity.

A scribbled note in the margin caught his eye, its ink faint but
legible: hidden recipe cache nearby. Could this be the key to his
dilemma? A third choice, one that could change everything.

Choices:
. To bake the Moon’s Embrace, turn to Page 11.
. To bake the Hearth’s Heart, turn to Page 12.

4 * Tosearch for the hidden recipe cache, turn to Page 13..
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Thimble wiped sweat from his whiskers, his paws
tremb|ing as he corefu”y measured the flour to the grain.
Perfection was within reach—he could feel it in the air,
thick with the promise of success. He mixed the yeast and
water, counting the seconds as if each one mattered,
waiting for the ideal bloom. The moon'’s arc was now a
mere sliver, and the Warden’s gaze felt like an invisible
weight pressing on him, every moment slipping away.
Thimble kneaded the dough with surgical care, folding it
over and over, each motion deliberate. The loaf rose
beautifully, golden and smooth, its shape near perfect.
But as he slid it into the oven, disaster struck—a crack
split its side. "No!" he gasped, his heart sinking as he
stared at the flaw. Too much tension in the dough, he
realized, too much hope placed on perfection.

His café dream wavered, fragile as the loaf, and
Zephryos hung in the balance. Thimble could bake
again, faster, hoping to repair his mistake, or present the
flawed loaf, trusting that it was enough. A faint scent
wafted through the air, like a whisper from the very spirit
of baking itself—"Flaws fell stories." Thimble took a deep
breath. Maybe, just maybe, the story was enough.

Choices:
« To bake another loaf quickly, turn to Page 14.
« To present the cracked loaf, turn to Page 15.
+ To listen to the baker’s spirit, turn to Page 16...
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; Thimble stared at the cracked loaf, his heart smklng with the )

weight of his doubts. But as his gaze lingered, his kindness
stirred —perhaps it could still be saved. He carved the cracks
into delicate vine patterns, dusting the surface with flour to
mimic frost. Slowly, the loaf transformed into something more
than just bread—art, imperfect but heartfelt, a story written in
every line.

The moon’s arc hovered low in the sky, the passing hours
creeping by. Time was nearly gone, and with it, the last chance
to save Zephryos. The Warden approached, its eyes
unreadable, waiting for Thimble’s decision.

Thimble's café dream burned brighter now, the vision of
adventurers gathering around this very loaf, savoring the story
behind its every imperfection. But could it heal Zephryos2 Could
this loaf—flawed yet filled with meaning—truly hold the power
of the Flower Cure?

He could offer it now, trusting in its heart, or risk everything
with one last bake, hoping that time would grant him the perfect
result. As he held the loaf, a soft glow pulsed from the cracks,
faint but warm, like a heartbeat in the quiet.

Choices:
« To present the reshaped loaf, turn to Page 17.
. - To try one last bake, turn to Page 18.

« -To investigate the loaf’s glow, turn to Page 19.
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’ Thimble turned to the apprentice, a tiny mouse with eager 4

eyes. “Better yeast?” he asked, his voice filled with quiet
hope. She nodded, her paws scampering to a hidden jar,
pulling out a glimmering portion. The yeast bubbled
fiercely, alive with promise, infusing the air with its
vibrant energy. Thimble felt a warm surge of kindness—
he had given her purpose, and she had returned it
tenfold.
But the moon’s arc was fading fast, and with it, his time.
Thimble mixed the yeast carefully, kneading the dough
swiftly, feeling it come together in his hands. The dough
felt right, the texture alive with potential. Yet,
perfectionism gnawed at him—was it enough? Would it
rise to the occasion?

The apprentice watched, her eyes bright with hope,
trusting him. Thimble pictured the café he had long
dreamed of, the two of them side by side, serving coffee
and sharing bread. He could bake the dough now,
trusting in their work, or ask her for one more ingredient,
risking the last sliver of time.

Choices:
. To bake with the new yeast, turn to Page 20.
. To ask for another ingredient, turn to Page 21.
)« To encourage the apprentice to knead with him, turn to Page
O) 22.
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%) Thimble chose the silky wheat and lively yeast, trusting his %!
; instincts to guide him. He mixed the ingredients with care, Y

feeling the dough become soft and springy beneath his hands.
The moon’s arc dwindled in the sky, but he kept his focus,
kneading steadily as he pictured his café’s warm hearth, the
place where his dream would take root. Perfectionism whispered
doubts in his ear—was the dough too soft2 Too sticky? But he
pressed forward, trusting the process.

The loaf rose high, its shape proud, and the crust baked to a
go|o|en hue. But as the loaf coo|ec|, a small dent marred its side,
an imperfection that seemed to mock all his efforts. Thimble’s
heart sank. Once again, he had failed to make it perfect. The
Warden loomed closer, its gaze heavy and silent, as if waiting
for him to choose.

He could present the loaf, trusting that its heart—the love he
had poured into it—was enough. Or he could start anew,
defying time and the limits of his own doubt. But as he stood
there, a faint hum rose from the dent, like the rhythm of a
heartbeat, a reminder that even in imperfection, something
deeper remained.

Choices:
» -To present the dented loaf, turn to Page 23.
. - To start a new loaf, turn to Page 24.

« -To investigate the dent’s hum, turn to Page 25.
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Thimble traced the shrine’s runes, their light unveiling the ‘3

trial’s core: his perfectionism was a self-imposed cage, not a S
path to strength. The spectre, his younger self, nodded, its 4
form glowing gently. “Accept your flaws, Thimble,” it urged,
voice soft as sifted flour. The runes told of the Lightweavers’
pact—kindness and effort outshone flawless results. The
Flower Cure glowed, its petals a promise of Zephryos'
salvation, but the trial demanded Thimble act with courage,
not precision. Zephryos’ time was slipping, each moment a
tightening knot. The village's cries grew louder, hinting at
lingering chaos in the bakery. A cub’s cry echoed, sharp and
desperate, stirring Thimble's heart. A relic’s glow in the
shrine’s alcove suggested a Lightweaver charm to aid his
whisk. Thimble could confront the village, teaching them to
embrace imperfection; take the cure and rush to Zephryos,
prioritizing his mentor; cleanse the runes to ease future trials;
or aid the village, answering the cries of those he once
sought to impress

Choices:
« To bake the sticky dough, turn to Page 26.
« -To return to the table, turn to Page 27.
. - To confront the rat, turn to Page 28.
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,  Thimble plucked the glowing herb, its light pulsing like a star.  §
It smelled of earth and dreams. His perfectionism eased—
perhaps this was the key. The moon'’s arc was a thread now,
the Warden’s shadow heavy. He crushed the herb into
dough, its glow spreading. The dough felt alive, shaping
easily. But as he baked, the loaf darkened, edges charred.
Had the herb been too potent? His café vision flickered —
adventurers needed hope, not ash. He could present the
charred loaf, salvage it with glaze, or try once more.

Choices:
« -To present the charred loaf, turn to Page 29.
. -To glaze the loaf, turn to Page 30.
. - To try again, turn to Page 31.

3 10
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fQ Thimble chose Moon’s Embrace, its recipe a delicate dance %5
1 of precision. Kneading the dough to starlit rhythms, he .

added dew at exact moments, letting the moon’s soft glow
guide his hands. Perfectionism surged within him—this loaf
could be the one to make his café shine. The dough rose like
a dream, soft and airy, promising greatness. But as the loaf
baked, the oven sputtered unpredictably, the heat uneven.
The top began to scorch foinﬂy, a small but unmistakable
burn marring the perfection he had hoped for.
Thimble's heart tightened as he watched. Had he failed?
Had his efforts been for nothing2 Zephryos needed him, and
now this loaf—a symbol of all he had worked for—was
flawed. He could present the scorched loaf, hoping the heart
of his creation would shine through despite the
imperfections. Or he could carve it, masking the burn with @
careful touch, hiding the flaw.
Or perhaps, he could beg the Warden for more time,
pleading for another chance to perfect his work, hoping that
the moon’s mercy might be granted.

Choices:
« To present the scorched loaf, turn to Page 32.
. - To carve the loaf, turn to Page 33.
. - To beg for more time, turn to Page 34.

4 11
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2 Thimble chose Hearth’s Heart, its simplicity a balm to his weary ‘3
? soul. He gathered flour and honey, his hands steady as he mixed ™
) the ingredients together. Kneading with care, he infused each fold 4
with love and intention. The moon’s arc began to fade in the
distance, but Thimble’s heart remained steady, anchored by the
warmth of his purpose. Perfectionism, that ever-present voice,
quieted as he worked —this was not about flawlessness. His café
needed heart, not pristine perfection.
The dough felt warm beneath his palms, as if it carried the essence
of home, of comfort. Thimble smiled, the weight of the world lifting
just a little. It was enough. This loaf, simple yet filled with his care,
was everything he needed to give.

The loaf baked to a golden hue, humble but whole. Thimble
watched with quiet satisfaction, imagining adventurers gathering
around his café, sharing this very bread and savoring the warmth it
offered. Zephryos, healed by his love and dedication, would thrive
again.

But as the loaf cooled, a small crack appeared along the top—a
flaw, a blemish in the otherwise perfect creation. His stomach
tightened as he stared at the imperfection. He could glaze it, hiding
the flaw beneath a sugary sheen, or he could present it as it was,
trusting that the heart of the loaf would matter more than its
outward appearance.

The Warden stepped forward, silent as ever, its presence heavy.
Thimble’s mind raced. Would the heart of the loaf be enough, or
would the crack seal his fate?

Choices:
, « -To present the cracked loaf, turn to Page 35.
\ . - To glaze the loaf, turn to Page 30.
O) :
y . - To trust its heart, turn to Page 36

o1 12
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Thimble followed the tome’s note, his heart racing as it led him to a

hidden alcove tucked away beneath ancient stone. The air in the small
room was thick with the scent of old parchment and the weight of

secrets long kept. A faint, ethereal glow illuminated the space, casting
long shadows on the walls. Before him lay a cache of recipes—

forbidden breads, their pages worn and fragile, each one promising

magic if only the baker dared to attempt them.

The moon’s arc was nearly gone, its light dimming as the Warden’s
piercing gaze lingered in the corner of his mind. Thimble's pulse
quickened. He wasn't just baking for himself; he was baking for the
very survival of Zephryos, for the adventurers who needed hope.
His eyes fell on two recipes. One, Starveil Loaf, was complex—
delicate and intricate, its instructions demanding precision and care. It
promised a divine result, but its risks were high. The other, Dawn's
Crust, was quick and simple, its ingredients plain, but it offered safety
and speed.

Perfectionism urged him toward the Starveil, the more glorious of the
two, but time was cruel. Every moment felt like it was slipping away,
his café dream burning brighter and fiercer with each passing
second. Adventurers deserved the best, he reminded himself, but
would he have the time?

He could try the Starveil, hoping that his skill would carry him
through, but the chance of failure loomed over him. Or he could settle
for the humble Dawn’s Crust, safe but modest, a loaf that would feed
the masses without the risk.

A faint rustle came from the shadows, unsettling his thoughts.
Something was watching, waiting—was it the Warden or something
else? The pressure was mounting, and the weight of his decision felt

heavier than ever.
Choices:

« To bake the Starveil Loaf, turn to Page 11.
* -To bake the Dawn’s Crust, turn to Page 12. 9 3
« -To investigate the rustle, turn to Page 28.
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Thimble tossed the cracked loaf aside, frustration flaring in his %
chest, and quickly grabbed fresh flour. The moon’s arc flickered
faintly in the sky, but it felt like time was slipping away with
every passing second. His paws moved in a blur, driven by the
weight of his café dream. Perfectionism screamed at him, a voice
that grew louder with each hurried movement, but Zephryos
needed him. There was no time for doubit.
He kneaded the dough with frantic energy, the texture rough and
uneven beneath his hands. The dough was lumpy, not as smooth
as he’d hoped, but it was whole. It was something. His café
dream spurred him on—failure wasn’t an option. Not now. Not
when the land was dying and every moment counted.
The loaf baked unevenly, the crust thick and too hard in some
places. Thimble watched, helpless, as the minutes dragged by.
The Warden loomed in the background, silent and unmoving, as
if measuring his every move.
His heart sank, a knot of anxiety tightening in his chest. Had he
rushed too much? Was the loaf even worthy of an offering? The
weight of the decision pressed on him—he could present the
loaf, hoping that effort and intent mattered more than perfection,
or he could smash it and beg for mercy, surrendering to the
pressure of time.
A soft glow pulsed from the oven'’s coals, catching his eye. It was
faint at first, almost imperceptible, but it was there—a smalll
beacon of hope amidst the uncertainty.

Choices:
; + To present the hard loaf, turn to Page 23.
5 . - To beg for mercy, turn to Page 34.
‘,:y » -To check the oven’s glow, turn to Page 19 14
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Thimble lifted the cracked locf, its flaws stark but filled with %

heart. He had poured his kindness into it, and it shone through.
The Warden'’s eyes narrowed, its gaze sharp. The moon's arc
was gone. “Is this your offering2” it asked.

Thimble nodded, envisioning his café —a place where
adventurers would gather to share imperfect bread and stories.
The Warden touched the loaf. Light flared from the cracks,
glowing with a hidden truth.

“Flaws hold truth,” the Warden said, its tone softer now. The loaf
crumbled, revealing the Flower Cure, a radiant bloom at its core.
Thimble's heart soared as he realized Zephryos was saved. His
perfectionism faded; heart mattered more than flawlessness.
With the cure in hand, he returned to Zephryos, restoring the
land.

His café opened, a haven where adventurers shared tales over
coffee and bread. Each loaf, imperfect but full of heart,
reminded them that beauty lies in the flaws.

THE END
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Thimble paused, the baker’s spirit's whisper echoing softly in his
mind: “Flaws tell stories.” The moon’s arc had faded, leaving the
world in stillness, but in that quiet, Thimble felt a deep peace
settle over him. He stared down at the cracked loaf in his paws,
the imperfections standing out starkly. The splits in the dough
were like the scars of Zephryos itself—each crack a testament to
the struggles it had endured. This, he realized, was the true
essence of his dream.
His café would not be built on perfection, but on embracing
those very struggles, those flaws. It would be a place where
stories could be shared, where the broken parts were just as
important as the whole. With this understanding, Thimble
gathered the loaf in his paws and stepped forward, presenting it
to the Warden.

“This loaf,” he began, his voice steady, “is a story. It's cracked
and imperfect, but those flaws tell of effort, of survival, of
everything that has come before.”

The Warden’s gaze softened, and it offered a faint, approving
smile. “Wisdom over pride,” it said, its voice like the gentle
rustling of leaves. Thimble felt a rush of warmth as the loaf
began to glow, the light spreading outward until it revealed the
Flower Cure hidden within.

Relief washed over him as he carefully took the cure, feeling its
warmth in his paws. He rushed back to Zephryos, the land now
free of the shadow that had plagued it. As the cure took root, the
land blossomed, restored to life.

Thimble’s café—his true vision—opened its doors to the world. It
became a haven for adventurers, a place where stories were
shared, warmth filled the air, and the bread, with all its flaws,
became a symbol of the community that embraced imperfection.

Coffee steamed, and the sound of laughter and tales echoed,

filling the space with life and connection. 16
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Thimble offered the reshaped lodf, its vine patterns S
gleaming under the dim light. The dough, once rough, \
now told a story of struggle and perseverance. The moon’s
arc had vanished, and the Warden'’s gaze was steady,
unflinching.
“This is my heart,” Thimble said, his voice filled with hope.
His café dream, once fragile, now felt alive.
The loaf’s glow pulsed gently, like a heartbeat. Thimble’s
chest tightened with anticipation as he presented it to the
Warden. The Warden traced the vines with a finger. “Art
from flaws,” it murmured, recognizing the beauty of
imperfection.

The loaf split open, revealing the Flower Cure. Thimble's
kindness had won. He rushed to heal Zephryos, lifting the
shadow that darkened the land.

His café opened, a haven for adventurers to gather. The
bread, with its beauty and flaws, became a symbol of
community, where kindness and fellowship thrived. Coffee
steamed, and stories flowed.

THE GND
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Thimble grabbed the flour, the moon’s arc now gone, leaving only the
cold, dark sky. His café dream seemed to slip further away with each
passing second. Desperation gnawed at him. This was his last chance.
He pressed his hands into the flour, kneading frantically, his thoughts
a whirlwind of doubt and ambition. Perfectionism raged within him,

urging him to create the flawless loaf he had always envisioned.

But the dough fought back. It was rough under his fingers, unyielding,

a stubborn mass that refused to cooperate. Time, once an ally, now
felt like his enemy, slipping away faster than he could manage. Each
movement was rushed, each attempt to shape it felt like a battle lost.

The loaf would not rise as he had hoped.

The Warden stood nearby, its eyes cold and unwavering, watching
him with a silent intensity. It was the only witness to his struggle, the
only one who could pass judgment.

The loaf baked, emerging from the oven misshapen and dense, far
from the vision Thimble had once held. The golden hue was marred
by imperfections, the texture heavy and uninviting.

With a trembling paw, Thimble presented it to the Warden. His heart
pounded in his chest, each beat a reminder of how close he was to
losing everything. “I tried,” he whispered, the words barely escaping
his lips.

The Warden shook its head slowly, disappointment evident in its
gaze. “Effort without heart fails,” it said, its voice like the crack of
stone. The words struck him like a blow, and his heart sank.
No glow appeared. No Flower Cure.

Defeated, Thimble returned, the weight of his failure heavy on his
shoulders. Zephryos continued to fade, the shadow creeping further
into the land. His café remained only a distant dream, a fragile hope

broken by the harsh grip of perfectionism. In the end, it was his need

5 for perfection that had undone him.

4 THE END 18
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Thimble reached out and gently touched the loaf’s glow. The warm’rh"

spread through his fingers, filling him with a quiet sense of peace. The

moon’s arc had disappeared, leaving the world in shadow, but in its
absence, hope stirred within him like a flickering flame.

As his touch lingered, the glow began o shift, slowly coalescing into
something more—a tiny, delicate bloom, radiant and vibrant. The
Flower Cure, nestled within the imperfections of the loaf. The sight

filled Thimble with wonder. It was not perfect, but it was beautiful —

hidden in the flaws was the magic that could save Zephryos.

His café dream flared to life in his chest, burning bright once more. It
was never about perfection. The flaws had power. The imperfections
had meaning. This was the heart of his dream, not the polished
surface, but the genuine, human effort beneath it.

The Warden nodded, its expression unreadable but approving. “You
saw beyond perfection,” it said, the words ringing with quiet pride.
Thimble’s heart swelled. This was the answer, the truth he had been
searching for all along.

He took the bloom gently in his paws, the warmth of it spreading
through him. With it, he healed Zephryos, the land’s pulse returning
as the shadow lifted.

And then, his café—his true dream—was born. It opened its doors to
all, a place where adventurers gathered, sharing not just bread and
coffee, but stories, laughter, and connection. The bread, though
flawed, was heartfelt, each loaf a testament to their efforts and
imperfection. Coffee steamed in the air, and the aroma wrapped
around them like a welcome embrace.

Fellowship bloomed within the walls of his café, a sanctuary for those
who sought more than perfection. Thimble’s kindness, paired with the
wisdom he had gained through his trials, made his haven legendary
—a place where everyone, no matter their flaws, could find a home.

THE END 19
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Thimble used the apprentice’s yeast, feeling its vigor spread %!
through the dough like a spark of life. It was stronger than he
had expected, a thrilling force that seemed to hum with potential.
His paws moved with care, guiding the dough as it slowly took
shape. The moon’s arc had faded, its light now just a faint
memory, but the warmth of their work together filled the space.
The apprentice’s eyes shone, her gaze full of admiration, and
Thimble’s heart swelled. His kindness had lifted her, and in turn,
she had renewed his own hope. Together, they were creating
something powerful. The dough rose strong beneath his touch, its
texture firm and full of promise. For the first time in a long while,
his café dream felt vivid and real, a living thing that could finally
come fo life.

When the loaf baked, it emerged golden and beautiful, but as
Thimble examined it, a small tear marred one side. A fleeting
imperfection. The sight of it sent a jolt of hesitation through him.
Perfectionism stung at the edges of his thoughts—Was this
enough? The idea of presenting something flawed, even so smalll,
felt like a risk he wasn’t sure he was ready to take.

The Warden approached, its silence heavy with expectation, its
gaze unreadable.

Thimble could present the loaf as it was, trusting its heart and the
effort they had put into it. Or, with one final tweak from the
apprentice, he could risk time, hoping to perfect the loaf and
perhaps sacrifice the dream he had worked so hard for.

Choices:
; « -To present the torn loaf, turn to Page 23.
5 « -To ask for a tweak, turn to Page 21.
y « -To bake again with her, turn to Page 22.
\; 20
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with uncertainty. “One more ingredient?” She nodded and
fetched a vial of sunseed oil, sparkling faintly in the dim light. 4
The moon’s arc had vanished, and the pressure in the air felt
suffocating. He poured the oil into the dough, which gleamed
under his paws. But the dough became slick and difficult to
shape. Perfectionism flared —Was it too oily2 Doubt crept in,
threatening to unravel everything. Zephryos needed him.
He could bake the dough as it was, or start over, risking time
and the dream he’d worked so hard for.

Choices:
» -To bake the oily dough, turn to Page 26.
+ -To present the oily dough, turn to Page 23.
. - To start over, turn to Page 24.
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Thimble smiled at the apprentice, his heart lightening. “Knead
with me,” he said, and her paws joined his. Their rhythm
quickly settled into a steady beat, a shared connection.
The moon’s arc had faded, but their bond warmed him as they
worked together. The dough seemed alive beneath their touch,
a reflection of their shared dream. It wasn't perfect, but it was
real.

The loaf baked, golden but lumpy, a beautiful imperfection. The
Woarden loomed silently as they presented it side by side.
Thimble’s voice was steady with pride. “We made this
together.”

The loaf glowed softly, revealing the Flower Cure. Zephryos
was saved, its heart beating again. Thimble's café dream
bloomed—a haven of warmth, teamwork, and coffee, where
adventurers gathered and stories flowed.

THE END
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2 Thimble held the flawed loaf in his trembling paws, his heart "3
> pounding like a drum in his chest. The loaf felt heavy and
) foreign, its imperfections sharp against his skin. The moon’s arc §
was gone, and in its place, an empty void stretched before
him. The Warden’s eyes—cold, unblinking, piercing—fixed on
him with a silent judgment.
“This is my best,” Thimble whispered, his voice thick with
desperation. His café dreams, everything he had worked for,
hung in the balance. The air felt thick with tension, every
second stretching, waiting for something to break.
The loaf was a mess: a deep dent marred its center, its edges
torn and uneven. The surface was hard and oily, the once-
pristine texture now a far cry from the vision he had held in his
mind. Each flaw stood out, glaring and unforgiving.
The Warden's gaze never wavered as it reached forward, its
touch light but final. It traced the loaf's imperfections, its fingers
lingering on the surface with quiet contemplation.
“Effort is not enough,” the Warden said, its voice a calm,
sorrowful weight that settled heavily in the room.
Thimble watched, helpless, as the loaf began to crumble,
falling apart in his paws like dry earth. No glow. No magic.
No Flower Cure.
His heart broke —cracked, like the loaf. The dream that had
fueled him for so long was slipping away, and with it, hope for
Zephryos. The land, once vibrant, would fade into shadow
without the cure.
His café—once a brilliant vision of warmth and connection—
remained just that: a dream. Perfectionism had become his
cage, trapping him in an endless cycle of doubt and failure.

THGE END
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2 Thimble grabbed the flour with shaking paws, his breath quick g
?ond shallow. The moon’s arc had disappeared, its glow |eqving%
) the world in shadow. His café dream —the dream he had held 4
onto for so long—demanded one final chance, one last effort to
make it real.

He kneaded the dough with frantic energy, his paws moving in
sharp, erratic motions. Perfectionism roared within him, storming
through his mind, urging him to fix everything, to get it just right,

but the pressure was too much. The dough was rough, uneven—

he could barely feel the rhythm of the work through the rising
panic. Time itself seemed to slip away, each second vanishing like
sand through his fingers.

Finally, he shoved the loaf into the oven, hoping the heat would
transform it, make it something more than it was. The minutes felt
like hours as he stared, willing the dough to become something it

wasn't.

When the loaf emerged, it was crude, heavy—far from the
delicate creation he had envisioned. It was everything he feared:
rushed, imperfect, and incomplete.

The Warden appeared before him, its expression stern and
unyielding. It took one look at the loaf and slowly shook its head,
disappointment heavy in the air.

“Haste breeds failure,” the Warden said, its voice a quiet
judgment.

No glow. No Flower Cure.

Thimble's heart sank. Zephryos—once vibrant—was now fading
into shadow. His café dream, the very core of his hopes, dissolved
info nothing. In his desperate push for perfection, he had failed to
) see the truth: it was haste, not patience, that had sealed his ruin.

E THE GND
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' Thimble pressed his paw into the dent, the deep hum vibrating \
through the air. The flaw pulsed beneath his touch, as if it held a

secret, a truth waiting to be uncovered. Slowly, a tiny bloom began

to emerge, delicate and radiant—its petals unfurling with quiet
grace. The Flower Cure, nestled within the imperfection, glowed
softly, like a whisper of hope in the stillness.

The moon’s arc had vanished, its light lost to the shadows. But in its
absence, a surge of joy flooded Thimble's chest. His café dream,
once clouded by fear of failure, now blazed brightly before him—

clear and full of life. Imperfection, it seemed, held a magic of its
own.

The Warden stepped forward, its gaze softening as it observed the

bloom. A rare smile flickered across its face.
“You found truth,” the Warden said, its voice rich with approval.
Thimble carefully took the bloom, its fragile beauty resting in his
paws. With a deep breath, he returned to Zephryos, placing the
cure where it was needed. The land began to stir, shadows
receding as life returned, the village's heartbeat slow but steady.
His café opened, its doors swinging wide. The scent of fresh bread
and warm coffee filled the air, drawing adventurers in from all
corners. They gathered, savoring the simple, flawed bread and
laughter-filled stories.
Thimble watched, heart swelling. It wasn't perfection that had
triumphed —it was the courage to embrace his heart, flaws and all,
that had healed Zephryos and made his dream a reality.

THE END
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Thimble shaped the sticky, oily dough, its odd S‘

texture clinging to his paws. The moon’s arc was
gone, and perfectionism gnawed at him, urging him
to make it flawless. His café dream, once bright,
now hung by a thin thread.

He baked, hoping for magic, but when the loaf
emerged, it was dense and greasy, far from the
vision he had imagined. The Warden frowned as it
examined the bread.

“ Ambition over wisdom fails,” it said, its voice
heavy with finality.

No glow. No Flower Cure.

Thimble's heart sank. Zephryos was fading, his café
dream unbuilt. In his pursuit of perfection, he had
lost everything.

THE END
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Thimble's heart raced as he dashed to the table, abandoning the
stargrain. The delicate grains slipped through his paws, unimportar
now. The moon'’s arc had vanished, and with it, the light he had on
followed. Panic surged within him, choking his breath as the weigh
of time pressed down, each second slipping further from his grasp
In his frantic search for something—anything—he grabbed the whe:
and yeast, safe but plain. No elegance, no starry flourishes. Just th
basics, the barest of ingredients. But they were all he had left.
His café dream needed speed, not perfection. He had no time for
careful, slow work he had imagined. Kneading quickly, he forced tt
dough into shape, his paws moving mechanically. The dough was
solid, unremarkable. A simple creation, nothing like the art he had
envisioned, but it was something. It would have to be enough.
He shoved the loaf into the oven, the heat biting info his fur. Momen
stretched info eternity as he watched the loaf bake—simple, but
whole. He could almost hear the sound of laughter in his mind, the
warm hum of a bustling café, the clink of cups and plates. But it wa
distant, fleeting.

The loaf emerged from the oven, golden but unremarkable. The
Warden stepped forward, its gaze as unyielding as stone. It testec
the bread with a single, deliberate touch. The loaf offered no glow

no magic. No Flower Cure.

“Safe is not enough,” the Warden said, its voice final and cold.
Thimble’s stomach clenched as he stared at the loaf. No cure, no
hope.

He returned to Zephryos, finding it shrouded in shadow, the life
drained from the land. His dream of the café—warm, alive with
stories and laughter—remained unbuilt, a fragile thing lost to time. |
his haste to be safe, he had forgotten that greatness came from mor

o) than just avoiding failure.

)
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E\Thlmble stood frozen, facing the rat that darted across the room)’l
D its eyes gleaming with mischief. The rustle of movement was %
 sharp, quick, and unsettling. His heart pounded in his chest, the {
weight of everything he had worked for threatening to collapse.
“Leave my ingredients!” he squeaked, his voice tight with panic,
but it barely rose above the sound of the rat’s quick breaths.
The rat sneered, claws digging into the precious bundle of
moondew, the plant’s delicate petals shimmering faintly in its
grip. It was the last of the rare herb—the key to his café’s
success, to Zephryos' healing.

Above him, the moon’s arc had disappeared, swallowed by the
abyss of time. There was no light left to guide him. His café
dream—once so solid—now wavered like a candle flickering in
the wind.

The rat lunged, its sharp teeth bared, and Thimble barely
managed fo dodge to the side, his paws skidding on the floor.
But it was too late—the moondew slipped from the rat’s grasp,
spilling across the floor in a trail of shimmering petals.

No time to gather it. No time to bake. The dream was slipping
further from his reach with each passing second.

Before him, the air seemed to ripple, and the Warden appeared,
its presence cold and unyielding. It watched him, its expression
unreadable, its judgment already passed.

“Courage, but no offering,” the Warden said, its voice low and
heavy with meaning.

Thimble's heart dropped as he looked around, helpless. The
moondew was lost. No cure. No hope.

Zephryos, shrouded in shadow, was fading before his eyes. And

) his café, his sanctuary, was nothing more than a dream now —

@ one that had slipped through his paws like sand.

S THE END 28
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Thimble stepped forward and offered the charred loaf, its %
edges blackened and brittle. The smell of burnt crust
lingered in the air, sharp and bitter. He held it with
trembling paws, the heat long faded, replaced by a heavy
cold.
Above, the moon’s arc had vanished, swallowed by
darkness. His café dream—the warm lights, the scent of
cinnamon and coffee, the laughter of strangers made
friends—now felt distant, like a memory slipping from his
grasp.
“I tried,” he whispered, eyes downcast. “l gave everything |
had.”
The Warden stood still, its gaze ancient and unreadable.
Eyes like polished stone regarded the offering without pity,
without warmth.
The loaf cracked, then crumbled in Thimble’s hands—no
light, no bloom, only ash and silence.
“Power unchecked fails,” the Warden said, its voice a quiet
judgment, final and unyielding.
Thimble stood frozen as the last traces of the loaf scattered
to the wind. No Flower Cure. No redemption.
He returned to Zephryos, where shadow had taken hold.
The village was silent, lost. And with it, the chance to heal.
His café—once the vision that guided him—remained
nothing more than a dream. In chasing greatness without
restraint, ambition had turned against him, and in the end,
it was not failure, but pride that cost him everything.

D
Y THE END
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Thimble brushed honey glaze gently over the loaf, his \

strokes careful and practiced. The sweet sheen caught the
light, softening the harshness of the charred crust, filling
the cracks with gold. He stepped back, paws sticky, heart
thudding.
Above, the moon's arc was gone—its glow vanished into
the void. And yet, his café dream still flickered within him,
fragile but alive. He imagined its wooden tables, the scent
of fresh bread and brewed hope. Maybe this loaf, masked
and mended, could still bring it fo life.

The glaze gleamed like amber, flawless at a glance. He
cradled the loaf and stepped forward, eyes full of hope.
The Warden, unmoving, took the offering and brought it to
its lips. A pause. A single bite.

“Deception hides truth,” it said, voice calm, final.

The loaf began to dissolve, the glaze melting away,
revealing the burns and fissures beneath. Crumbs scattered
like ash. There was no light. No Flower Cure.
Thimble's heart sank, a cold weight settling in his chest. He
returned to Zephryos, where silence had taken root. The
shadows had claimed everything.

His café never opened. The warmth he’d dreamed of never
came. In trying to hide his flaws, he had fallen into the trap
he feared most—perfectionism, polished and empty, had
cost him everything.

THE END
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Thimble grabbed the last handful of flour, his paws dusted
white. The moon’s arc had vanished above, taking with it
the calm clarity he once knew. His café dream—once
steady and warm—now blazed behind his eyes,
demanding one final, desperate push.

He slammed the ingredients together, kneading with
trembling urgency. Sweat beaded on his brow. His heart
pounded. Perfectionism screamed in his mind, louder than
reason, louder than hope.

The dough refused to yield—lumpy, uneven, stubborn. But
there was no time. Time was extinct.

He shoved it into the oven, praying the heat would fix
what he could not. When the loaf emerged, it was crude.
Small. Misshapen. A poor echo of what he had dreamed.
The Warden stepped forward, silent and solemn. It
looked upon the loaf, then slowly shook its head.
“Desperation breeds ruin,” it said.

No light shone. No Flower Cure bloomed. Only silence.
Thimble returned to Zephryos, heart hollow. The shadows
had taken root. The village was lost.

His café—his sanctuary, his promise —remained unbuilt.
And as the ashes settled, perfectionism stood victorious,
having hollowed his dream from the inside out.
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: Thimble held the scorched loaf close, its top ¢

blackened and brittle, the smell of char clinging to

the air. The heat had not faded—it pulsed faintly,

like the echo of something once bright. He stared
down at it, his paws trembling.

Above him, the moon’s arc had vanished,
swallowed by shadow. His café dream, once
glowing like a lantern in the night, now flickered
faintly—dim, uncertain, slipping from reach.
Still, he stepped forward. “This is my heart,” he
said, voice quiet but firm. “Burnt, yes—but mine.”
The Warden approached, robes whispering like old
leaves, and reached out. Its hand touched the loaf
with deliberate calm.

“Pride burns,” it said.

The loaf cracked beneath its touch. A dry, crumbling
sound filled the air. It split in Thimble’s hands,
breaking apart into ashen fragments. No light. No
bloom. No Flower Cure.

Thimble's heart sank as the final embers of hope
went cold. He returned to Zephryos, only to find the
village still and swallowed by shadow.

There would be no healing. No laughter. No café.
His dream remained just that—a vision unfulfilled. In
chasing greatness, he had ignored the truth. And
ambition, unchecked, had become his downfalll.

D
O) THE END
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Thimble carefully carved into the scorched lodf,
tracing star patterns across its surface. The burns still
lingered beneath, but he shaped the crust to shine—

each mark a distraction, a hopeful disguise.
Above, the moon’s arc had vanished, and with it,
the clarity of his café dream. It flickered now like a
candle in the wind, struggling fo stay lit in the
growing dark.

He stepped forward and held up the loaf. It looked
grand, golden in the light, the stars etched with
precision. But doubt gnawed at him. Was it
enough?

The Warden's gaze was steady as it ook the loaf
and turned it slowly in its hands. “Beauty cloaks
failure,” it said.

Cracks split through the loaf with a dry whisper. The
stars crumbled. The illusion fell.

No Flower Cure. No light. Only silence.
Thimble returned to Zephryos, where shadow had
already claimed too much. The village lay still, its
fate sealed.

His café never opened. The dream, undone before it
could begin, was shackled by his pursuit of
perfection—a chain he had forged with his own

hands.
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: Thimble fell to his knees, the cracked loaf slipping ¢

from his grasp. “Please,” he cried, voice breaking,
“just a little more time!”

But the moon’s arc had already vanished from the
sky, taking with it the last glimmer of his café dream
—a dream that once glowed so bright, now
dissolving like mist at dawn.

The Warden stood unmoved, its eyes cold and
ancient, carved from the silence of ages. “Time is
not yours to beg,” it said, voice echoing like iron on
stone.

No Flower Cure bloomed. No light emerged from
the bread’s broken heart. Only stillness.
Thimble returned to Zephryos, the air heavy with
loss. Shadows had taken hold—creeping, endless—
and the land was silent beneath their weight. He
watched as the last light faded from the village, his
heart hollow.

His café, once imagined with such love and hope,
lived only as a fleeting wish—one that died
alongside his plea.

THCE END
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Thimble stepped forward and offered the cracked lodf, %

holding it with steady paws. lts crust was rough, uneven,
but warm —its heart unmistakably true.

The arc of the moon had vanished from the sky, replaced
by the glow of something deeper: the bold, unwavering
shape of his dream. A café, filled with light and laughter,
took form in his mind—its doors open, its hearth alive.
“This is Zephryos’ spirit,” Thimble said softly, voice
carrying more weight than the words themselves. “Broken,
yes. But full of hope.”

The Warden of the Trial extended a hand, ancient and
steady, and laid a single finger upon the loaf.

Light pulsed outward in a sudden bloom. The cracks
running through the bread shimmered like starlight on
water, glowing not in spite of their brokenness, but
because of it.

“Truth in flaws,” the Warden murmured, and in that
moment, the loaf split open—not with destruction, but with
rebirth. From its center bloomed the Flower Cure, delicate
petals unfolding in silver-blue brilliance.

Thimble cradled the blossom. He had what he needed.
He returned to Zephryos and laid the Flower Cure gently at
its heart. The shadows retreated. Life returned.

And in time, Thimble's café opened —a quiet, welcoming
place tucked beneath lanterns and sky. Travelers came
from near and far, drawn by the scent of fresh bread, the
comfort of stories shared over steaming cups of coffee.
It wasn't perfect. But it was home.

THE GND
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BThimble held the cracked loaf in his paws. It was warm, golden t!
and imperfect, with a fissure across its top like a scar. Steam S
rose gently, carrying the scent of herbs, flour, and quiet hope.
He had poured himself into it—memories, longing, courage.
Above, the moon’s arc had vanished, giving way to the glow of
his café dream. It shimmered around him, no longer fragile, but
full of life. He could almost hear the clink of mugs and hum of
conversation. It wasn't perfect. It didn't need to be.
Cradling the loaf, he stepped forward. “This is what | have,” he
said. “It's not flawless, but it's real.”

The Warden studied him, then smiled. “Heart triumphs.”
Light bloomed from the loaf, spreading through the crack like
veins in marble. From its center rose a silver-blue blossom—the
Flower Cure.

With reverent hands, Thimble accepted it. Zephryos would be
saved.

Later, his café opened on the edge of the village. The sign read
The Cracked Loaf. Adventurers came and went—warriors,
scholars, bards—all drawn by the scent of bread and the
promise of rest. Tiko the turtle lounged near the hearth.
They didn’t seek perfection. They came for warmth. For
kindness. For a place where flaws were welcome.

And in that, Thimble’s dream lived —radiant and whole.

THE END
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