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A Note from the Dreamer

There are stories we write... and stories that write us.

This book began not as a plot, but as a question:

What happens to the dreams we forget?

Do they disappear into dust? Or do they find others—quietly waiting to be remembered?

The Dream Architect was born from sleepless nights, wandering thoughts, and those moments between dusk and dawn where nothing feels real... and yet everything matters.

This isn’t just a fantasy.

It’s a mirror of every moment you almost gave up.

It’s for the people who feel too much, who wonder what their purpose is, and who walk this world feeling like they left something behind in a place they can’t name.

Jeck’s journey isn’t about saving the world.

It’s about saving a part of himself—

The part we all lose when we stop believing in wonder.

If you’ve ever had a dream that clung to you longer than it should’ve...

If you’ve ever felt the ache of remembering something you never lived...

Then this story is yours too.

Welcome to the place between sleep and memory.

A place where forgetting is dangerous...

and remembering is everything.

— Moodykhan
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CHAPTER 1: THE GLASS DOOR
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Opening Scene

The city shimmered—no skyline, just endless mirrors floating in silence.

Jeck Ashford blinked, disoriented. The air was thick with whispers, but there was no wind.

Each mirror reflected not his face, but pieces of people he didn’t remember. A child’s hand. A woman’s eyes. A broken watch ticking backward.

He’d been here before.

His bare feet made no sound as he walked across the obsidian path, the only solid thing beneath him. In the distance: a door made of glass, its frame breathing with light.

It pulsed—like a heart that remembered too much.

The Door

As Jeck stepped closer, the mirrors began to shatter one by one behind him, but silently—as if the world feared waking something.

He hesitated at the door. His hand trembled. Touching it felt like betrayal.

Still, he reached out.

The moment his fingers brushed the glass, memories rushed in like lightning bolts:


●  A dark room.

●  A girl laughing with feathers in her hair.

●  A man with no face, whispering: “You’re not real.”



Blood dripped from his fingers.

He gasped. Pain was real.

And then—

He woke up.

Back in Reality

Sweat soaked his pillow. His hand was bleeding—same spot, same wound.

He stared at it, heart racing.

This wasn’t the first time.

On his nightstand, a journal. Scribbled inside:

“The Glass Door again. But this time... I bled.”

He flipped the page—yesterday’s dream. Same symbols. Same city.

And a note from himself, underlined three times:


“Don’t forget the girl with feathers. She remembers.”



His room was silent. Outside, the hum of a too-quiet city.

Inside him: the growing sense that this wasn’t just a dream.

It was a message.

Closing :

He stood, walked to his desk, and began sketching what he saw.

This time, it wasn’t the door. It was a mirror showing his younger self crying in a room he didn’t recognize.

One word floated above it:

“Lyra.”
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CHAPTER 2: FRACTURED REALITY
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Opening Scene — “Ink and Symbols”

Jeck sat cross-legged on the floor of his room, the morning light fractured through dusty blinds.

His journal lay open, pages smeared with ink, symbols, and fragments that no longer felt like fiction.

He sketched the Glass Door again.

Below it, in jagged handwriting:


“I bled in a dream. It bled into me.”



He flipped back through the journal—three weeks' worth of entries. Symbols he couldn’t translate. Recurring mirrors. A name—Lyra—always written like a question he was afraid to ask out loud.

He whispered to himself, “What if it’s all real?”

Disrupted Routine — “Glitch in the Day”

That day felt off from the start.
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