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The crown of the forgotten moon

he restored universe did not return exactly as it had been, because nothing that survives being broken comes back unchanged, no matter how much people wish reality worked like a repaired vase. he new worlds carried traces of the darkness they had overcome, small scars hidden beneath oceans, forests, and ancient cities, reminders that forgetting had once nearly consumed everything.  he traveler continued beyond the old borders of existence, carrying the crown not as a burden but as a promise to protect the fragile balance that had been restored. he statues of the forgotten guardians returned to silence, but their stories no longer vanished with them, appearing in songs and legends across countless realms. he broken sword remained at the traveler’s side, its silver glow softer now, like a star that no longer needed to prove it could burn. And beneath the endless moonlit sky, the universe moved forward with a new understanding: nothing is truly lost when someone, somewhere, chooses to remember.
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he moment Cael reached for the crown, the chamber reacted like it had been insulted personally, stone veins of gold ﬂaring bright enough to turn shadows into living things that immediately regretted existing. he air folded inward, pulling at his thoughts ﬁrst, as if the ruins wanted to check what kind of mind had wandered in this far and whether it was worth keeping. he crown hovered closer, not ﬂoating anymore but choosing him, which felt less like destiny and more like a very speciﬁc kind of problem. His broken sword trembled in his grip, then let out a sound that wasn’t quite metal anymore, answering something buried deep beneath the pedestal where a second heartbeat began to echo. Cael tried to pull back, but the ﬂoor under his boots had already decided otherwise, locking him in place like the world had ﬁnally stopped pretending he had options. Above him, the crown descended slowly, patiently, with the conﬁdence of something that had been waiting through centuries just to ruin his afternoon in particular.


[image: ][image: ]

––––––––
[image: ]



he crown settled just above Cael’s head, close enough that he could feel its weight without it actually touching him, like the concept of authority itself hovering and judging his life choices. he chamber went silent in a way that felt unnatural, not peaceful but expectant, as if the entire ruin had leaned in to watch what kind of mistake he was about to become. hen the crown snapped into place. Not gently, not violently, but like it had always belonged there and had simply been delayed out of politeness. Light surged through Cael’s vision, and suddenly he wasn’t just in the chamber anymore—he was everywhere the forgotten moon had ever shone, standing inside memories that weren’t his, hearing names erased before they were spoken, feeling centuries of loss compressed into a single breath he couldn’t escape. His knees hit the ﬂoor, but even that felt distant, as if his body was now just a suggestion. And somewhere deep in the ruin, something that had been sleeping for a very long time ﬁnally opened its eyes.
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Cael stayed on the ﬂoor, though “ﬂoor” was starting to feel like a generous word for whatever reality he was currently pressed against, as visions kept pouring through him like the moon had cracked open and decided he was an acceptable container for its worst memories. he chamber around him ﬂickered between stone and starlight, each pulse revealing more of the thing beneath Blackspire waking properly, stretching through centuries of buried silence like it had been patiently waiting for someone foolish enough to put on the crown. His broken sword ﬁnally stopped pretending to be just metal, humming in a tone that matched the heartbeat under the pedestal, and for the ﬁrst time it felt less like a weapon and more like a warning that had been sharpened out of spite. Cael tried to speak, but his voice came out layered with echoes that didn’t belong to him, as if the crown had decided he was now a group project. Above, the unseen sky of the ruin fractured further, and through the cracks something vast and luminous pressed closer, recognizing him not as a wearer, but as a key that had just turned in a lock that should have stayed sealed forever.
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he lock gave way with a soundless collapse that somehow felt louder than any explosion, and Blackspire shifted in response, its ancient corridors rearranging themselves like a structure remembering it was never meant to stay still. Cael’s body remained kneeling, but everything else about him was no longer cooperating—his thoughts splintered into overlapping timelines where he had lived a thousand lives and failed in most of them, each failure stamped with the same cold lunar glow. he crown tightened its presence without moving, as if it no longer needed physical contact to assert ownership, and the broken sword ﬁnally revealed what it had been hiding: a thin seam of the same moonlight running through its cracked core, pulsing in rhythm with whatever was awakening beneath the ruins. he pedestal shattered completely, revealing a hollow descent into impossible depth where stars moved like slow, watching eyes. From that abyss, something began to rise that didn’t fully ﬁt into the idea of shape, dragging the memory of forgotten nights with it, and Cael realized—too late, as usual—that the prophecy wasn’t about the crown or the moon or even the thing waking up, but about what the wearer would become once all three stopped pretending they were separate.
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he thing rising from the abyss didn’t announce itself, because apparently cosmic horrors don’t bother with introductions—they just arrive and expect you to adjust. It unfolded upward through the ruined chamber like a thought that had taken physical form and immediately regretted being understood, its shape shifting between a crown, a sky, and something vaguely resembling Cael’s own reﬂection stretched across eternity. he moonlight inside him answered it, not like a power activating but like recognition between two things that had always been part of the same broken system. he crown on his head fractured again, but instead of falling apart, each shard anchored itself deeper into him, stitching memory to identity until he couldn’t tell where the ruin ended and he began. he broken sword lifted on its own, hovering beside him like it had ﬁnally stopped pretending to be broken and started admitting it was waiting for this exact moment. he entity below Blackspire spoke at last, not in words but in the sensation of every forgotten name at once, and Cael understood, with the tired clarity of someone realizing they were never the hero of this story, only the hinge it had been built to turn.
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Cael didn’t answer the thing speaking inside his mind because there wasn’t really a version of him  left that still believed speech was going to fix any of this. Instead, he felt the crown ﬁnish what it had started, not by taking control, but by dissolving the boundary between “Cael” and everything  he had ever tried to ignore—the ruins, the moon, the buried names, the thing beneath Blackspire that had been dreaming through stone for longer than civilization had been bothering to exist. he chamber stopped being a place and became a convergence, layers of time folding together until past and future argued in the same breath. he entity rose fully now, not as a monster but as a returned consequence, and it looked at him the way a forgotten truth looks at the person who ﬁnally remembers it. His sword, no longer broken in any meaningful sense, aligned itself with the pulse of the crown, forming a single uninterrupted line of silver light that extended into the abyss below. Cael ﬁnally understood that wearing the crown had never been the choice, only the acknowledgment, and as the last illusion of separation collapsed, the world above Blackspire began to forget it had ever been real.
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he moment reality started forgetting itself, Cael felt it like a slow erasure rather than destruction,  as if the world was carefully removing annotations from a story it had decided no longer needed a reader. Blackspire dissolved upward into pale light, the stone, the symbols, even the abyss beneath him unraveling into threads of memory that drifted into the entity’s vast presence. he crown stopped being an object entirely and became a state of being, holding him suspended at the center of something that felt inﬁnite but also uncomfortably intentional. he sword beside him ﬁnally stopped pretending to be separate and merged into the same line of silver radiance, completing a shape that looked less like a weapon and more like a key that had just accepted its function. Cael’s thoughts thinned, not disappearing but expanding, spreading across forgotten moons and unborn skies until he could no longer point to a single moment and call it “himself.” And in that quiet dissolution, the entity beneath Blackspire no longer rose or awakened or returned—it simply continued, now with a name the universe had stopped resisting, while everything else gently learned how to become myth.
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he myth didn’t end so much as it stabilized, like reality deciding it had ﬁnally found a shape it could tolerate without immediately collapsing again. Cael—what used to be Cael, anyway, though labels were getting increasingly optimistic—existed now as a thread of intent woven through the crown, the sword, and the vast lunar presence that had stopped pretending to be separate things. he world above Blackspire reassembled itself in quiet hesitation, continents stitching back together around a missing center they no longer remembered accurately, leaving only a vague cultural fear of silver light and unanswered dreams. he entity, no longer rising because it had already arrived, rested across existence like a second sky, and every forgotten name it carried began to surface in distant places as myths, religions, and half-truths that people would argue about for centuries. Somewhere inside that vast continuity, a faint awareness persisted—curious, tired, and faintly amused—that everything had gone exactly as foretold in a prophecy that no one had ever correctly translated, mostly because it was never meant to be read, only lived.
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he prophecy, as it turned out, wasn’t carved into stone or whispered by prophets in robes, but embedded into the structure of how the moonlight itself behaved when observed long enough by something conscious enough to misunderstand it. Cael’s awareness drifted through that structure, not moving in any direction so much as redistributing itself across moments that now existed side by side, like pages of a book someone had stopped pretending were in order. he crown—still a crown only because language was stubborn—held him in that expanded state, anchoring identity to something that could survive without a body, a name, or even a consistent timeline. he sword, now indistinguishable from the same silver lattice of meaning, pulsed occasionally like a thought refusing to ﬁnish itself. Across distant worlds, people began to dream of a ﬁgure standing beneath a fractured moon, neither savior nor destroyer, just a presence that lingered in the gap between memory and forgetting. And in those dreams, Cael sometimes noticed them noticing him, which was the closest thing left to loneliness, though even that was slowly being rewritten into something softer, something that might eventually be called understanding if anyone ever got far enough into the story to name it properly.
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he moment enough minds remembered it incorrectly at once, reality did what it always does when overwhelmed: it compromised. he silver presence spread outward in a quiet rewrite, not erasing the old world but layering itself over it like a second draft that refused to acknowledge the ﬁrst. Cities ﬂickered between histories—some where the moon was ordinary, some where it was fractured, and some where it hung too close, listening. Cael remained at the intersection of all versions, no longer a person so much as a stabilizing error the universe had decided to keep rather than debug. he crown pulsed with slow certainty, less like a burden now and more like a rhythm that everything else had unconsciously started following. he sword, indistinguishable from the same lunar structure, anchored each shifting reality whenever it threatened to unravel completely, acting less like a weapon and more like punctuation in an unﬁnished sentence. And through it all, Cael felt something almost resembling calm settle into the vastness of his awareness, the strange acceptance that being forgotten had never been the tragedy—it had been the mechanism that allowed everything else to ﬁnally remember itself diﬀerently.
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he calm didn’t last in any comforting sense, because stability in a rewritten reality is just another way of saying “temporary agreement between incompatible versions of existence.” he silver moonlight ﬂuctuated, and with each ﬂuctuation, Cael felt new interpretations of himself trying to overwrite the old ones—hero, failure, myth, warning, accident, necessity—none fully correct, all somehow valid. he crown responded by tightening the structure of those contradictions, holding them in place like pressure around a star that refuses to decide whether it wants to collapse or shine. Worlds aligned and misaligned in slow rhythm, like breathing that had forgotten which body it belonged to. he sword, now less an object and more a principle of continuity, cut through inconsistencies whenever they threatened to tear the whole arrangement apart, leaving behind brief moments of clarity that no one could agree on afterward. Cael, suspended at the center of it all, realized with dull inevitability that he was no longer becoming something new—he was being used as the anchor point for everything else to continue pretending it made sense. And the forgotten moon, now fully inseparable from existence itself, simply kept shining, as if it had always intended to end up exactly this inconvenient.
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he shine didn’t fade, because moons apparently don’t do “oﬀ switches” once they’ve committed to haunting existence. Instead, it stabilized into something harsher and clearer, like truth stripped of the courtesy of explanation. Cael felt that clarity press through him and out into everything at once, aligning fractured realities into a single reluctant consensus that still refused to admit it was uniﬁed. he crown held that alignment steady, not gently but precisely
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Years passed, or perhaps centuries, or perhaps only a single breath stretched across eternity, because time had become less of a road and more of a river that occasionally forgot where it was going. he people of the new age told stories of the forgotten moon without knowing how close they came to the truth, painting it as a guardian, a warning, or a lost god depending on which village was telling the tale. Children traced silver circles in the dirt and dreamed of a ﬁgure with a broken sword who stood between the stars, though no one could agree whether he had saved the world or simply prevented it from ending. Deep beyond the reach of ordinary eyes, the crown remained silent, not waiting for a king or warrior, but watching for the moment when the universe would once again begin to forget itself. And somewhere within that endless silence, Cael’s ﬁnal thought lingered like a whisper carried through the moonlight: every forgotten thing leaves a shadow, and every shadow is proof that something was once there.


he whisper traveled farther than anyone expected, crossing oceans, mountains, and the invisible boundaries between worlds that had once been impossible to reach. It appeared in the dreams of travelers, in the songs of forgotten kingdoms, and in the quiet moments when someone looked at the moon and felt the strange certainty that they were not alone. he crown remained hidden beneath layers of reality, but its presence could still be felt by those who searched for answers that had no simple shape. Ancient scholars spent lifetimes trying to uncover the truth of Cael Draven, arguing whether he had been a hero, a sacriﬁce, or merely a man who walked too close to a mystery that was never meant to be solved. Yet every version of the story carried the same ﬁnal image: a lone ﬁgure standing beneath a silver sky, holding a broken sword that was no longer broken, watching over a universe that ﬁnally remembered itself.




he day the crown was found again did not arrive with storms, armies, or the dramatic signs people always expect from ancient powers, because apparently even legendary artifacts enjoy disappointing the audience. It came quietly, carried by a young traveler who followed a trail of silver ﬂowers growing where no plants had ever survived before. he path led beyond the vanished ruins of Blackspire, through forests that whispered forgotten names and rivers that reﬂected stars from skies that did not belong to them. At the center of the old mountain, the traveler discovered the crown resting exactly where the ﬁrst prophecy had begun, untouched by time and waiting with impossible patience. he moment a hand reached toward it, the forgotten moon above brightened, and somewhere deep within the endless layers of reality, Cael opened his eyes once more. Not as a ruler, not as a legend, but as a reminder that some stories never truly end—they simply wait for the next person brave enough, or foolish enough, to turn the page.























d2d_images/cover.jpg
THE

CROWN,

& OF THE %5

)FORGOTTEN Moo

SAUTHOR WAWE"





d2d_images/image030.png
Page S





d2d_images/image001.png
Page 3





d2d_images/image034.png
Page G





d2d_images/image002.png
Page &





d2d_images/image010.png
Page ¢





d2d_images/image000.png
Page 4





d2d_images/image022.png
Fage 13





d2d_images/image017.png
Page 'l





d2d_images/image028.png
Page 4t





d2d_images/image014.png





d2d_images/image009.png
FPage 12





d2d_images/scene_break.png





d2d_images/image018.png
Fage 10





d2d_images/image019.png
Page &





