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  Preface



Noctavar’s Dreamfall – The Sloth Gate

A fragment of “Seven Heavens Lost”




“Of all the sins, Sloth does not strike or seduce. It simply waits, until you stop being who you were meant to become.”




The Dream That Forgets Itself

There is a place between time and memory, between what once mattered and what was simply… forgotten.

You’ve been there. You may still be.

A moment when days blur. When your dreams—so vivid once—begin to dull around the edges. When the fire you carried flickers not with storm or sorrow, but with stillness. No great battle. No deep wound. Just… a soft pause that never ends.

This is the realm of Noctavar.

A place not born of darkness, but of fading light. Here, the soul does not die. It sleeps with its eyes open. It smiles with no joy. It forgets—not out of pain, but from silence. The kind of silence that wraps itself around purpose until motion feels meaningless.

This story follows Orin, a dreamcartographer—a rare traveler of broken memories and collapsing timelines. Once guided by maps of wonder and will, he now drifts through stilled realities, mapping worlds that no longer move. Until, one day, he finds a girl. She draws stars, over and over. And somehow… she remembers.

This tale is not about the monster in the dark. It is about the comfort that seduces you into stillness. About the gentle voice that says, “Just stop.” And how easy it is to listen.

But somewhere inside you, a small ember remembers. A whisper of the dream you once had. A reason you once moved forward. A purpose.

This is that story.

A journey into the quietest sin—the one that steals not your body, but your reason for becoming.

If you’ve ever lost your way… If you’ve ever forgotten the reason you began… If your soul once soared, but now merely floats—

Then open these pages.

For here, even in stilled time, a single spark may still awaken the sky.
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“If even one soul finds their way back because you kept walking… wasn’t that enough to matter?”




The Stillness Beneath

There are worlds not found on any map, landscapes that exist behind the eyes when they are closed just long enough to forget. These are not places bound by logic—they are felt, not found. Cradled between heartbeats, suspended between one thought and the next, lies a realm that does not move, because no one remembers how to.

Here, the sky never truly brightens nor falls to night. It rests in hues of amethyst and silver, the colors of memory softened by time. Forests of glass-blown leaves ripple without wind. Rivers hum low lullabies as they drift backward, carrying broken reflections that never quite belonged. Mountains hang upside-down in the distance, as if gravity too, has grown tired of purpose. Bridges stretch halfway across nothing, their ends forgotten in a fog that whispers like lullabies.

And beneath it all—beneath the dreaming hills and hollow seas, beyond the cities of sighs and the spires of ash—breathes a presence. Not watching. Not hunting. Simply waiting. Not with hunger, but with infinite patience—the kind that smooths edges, wears down resolve, and makes you forget that you ever meant to move at all.

This is the forgotten corridor of the multiverse. The last fold of dream where lost timelines dissolve, and abandoned versions of you wander in loops of once-was and never-will-be. Time doesn’t pass here. It pools. Pools in silent corners and murmuring hollows, thick and slow like honey left too long in the sun.

Most who enter do not notice. They arrive while sleeping, or slipping, or silently surrendering to apathy. They walk a path paved by half-remembered promises: a song never sung, a hand never held, a word once meant. They lay down to rest, just for a moment. And never rise. Their stories unravel not with a scream, but a sigh. Not a fall—but a forgetting.

Here, dreams are stillborn, not slain. Noctavar—the Slumbering One—does not feast with fire or fangs. He lulls. He lingers. He erodes. Not with cruelty, but with kindness. With comfort. With the gentle hand that says, “You’ve done enough.” With the lie that it’s okay to stop.

And most do.

But not all.

Somewhere amidst the labyrinth of unmoving stars and folded dreams, a soul stirs. One that has drifted for far too long. His name has worn thin, his past a scatter of glimmers across a fading map. But something calls to him—softly, stubbornly. A flicker in the haze. A girl drawing stars in the sand.

And though his limbs feel heavy, though purpose has all but left him—he steps forward.

Not because he remembers.

But because he wants to.

And in the land where even desire sleeps… That want is everything.

The final gate has not closed. Not yet.

It waits.

And somewhere, a dream breathes again.
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