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Elliot Grey had always felt like he was living in the wrong world. While his classmates were glued to their screens, swiping through social media and chatting in endless threads, Elliot was content to lose himself in the pages of a good book. Today was no different. The rain hammered against the windows of his grandmother’s old house, and the wind howled, shaking the shutters. It was the perfect day to explore the attic.

The attic smelled like dust, old wood, and forgotten memories. Shelves groaned under the weight of time, packed with things no one had touched in years. Elliot wandered through the labyrinth of old furniture, his flashlight casting long shadows on the walls.

His fingers brushed over the spines of a dozen old books before he stopped at a strange, leather-bound volume half-hidden behind a stack of moth-eaten blankets. The cover was cracked, but the title caught his eye: Grimm’s Fairy Tales. The golden letters were faded, but still legible.

Elliot had always been fascinated by fairy tales. Not the sanitized, happy versions, but the originals—full of shadows and danger, where heroes had to outsmart witches, ghosts, and monsters. These were stories with a bite. The Brothers Grimm were famous for collecting tales that were dark, twisted, and full of ancient magic. Elliot had read a few of them online, but he’d never seen a copy this old.

He slid the book from its hiding place, brushing dust from the cover. It felt heavy in his hands, like it had been waiting for him. He opened it to the first story: Hansel and Gretel. The text was written in a delicate, flowing script, with margins filled with old notes in a language Elliot didn’t recognize.

Curious, Elliot began to read aloud, his voice barely a whisper in the attic’s silence. “There was once a poor woodcutter who had two children, a boy named Hansel and a girl named Gretel...”

The words seemed to hum on the page as he read, a strange feeling creeping into his bones. It wasn’t just the rain outside or the isolation of the attic. Something about the book felt alive. The hairs on the back of his neck prickled, and his heartbeat quickened.

Suddenly, a gust of wind blew through the attic, rattling the windows. The pages of the book fluttered wildly, as though they had a mind of their own. The wind howled, and then, before Elliot could react, he felt himself yanked forward, as if the book were pulling him into its pages.

"Elliot!" he gasped, but it was too late. His body was lifted off the ground, spinning wildly as the world around him seemed to twist and dissolve. The last thing he saw was the book—its pages turning frantically, glowing faintly, as if the story was alive and calling him to join it.

Elliot landed hard on the ground, the impact knocking the air out of his lungs. He groaned, his body aching. He blinked, struggling to make sense of the world around him. The attic was gone, replaced by a dark, dense forest. Tall trees loomed overhead; their gnarled branches twisted into unsettling shapes. The air was thick with the scent of wet leaves and damp earth. The wind still howled, but now it seemed to carry a sinister undertone.

"What... what is this?" Elliot muttered, rising to his feet, his head spinning.

He looked around in confusion. This wasn’t the forest from his grandmother’s house—it was a dark, unnatural place. The trees were taller, the undergrowth thicker. A deep silence hung in the air, broken only by the occasional rustle of leaves. It was as if the forest was holding its breath.

Elliot’s heart raced. His first instinct was to run, but then he remembered the book—the Grimm’s Fairy Tales. He glanced down at it, now clutched tightly in his hands. Its cover was still the same, but there was something strange about it. The pages glowed faintly, casting an eerie light on the dark forest around him.

“Okay... okay, calm down,” Elliot muttered to himself, trying to steady his breathing. He was about to make sense of what was happening when he heard a rustling in the bushes.

A girl stepped out, her face pale, her red hood pulled low over her eyes. She looked at him, eyes wide with fear, as though she had seen a ghost.

“You’re... you’re not supposed to be here,” she whispered, her voice trembling.

Elliot blinked, his confusion growing. “What do you mean?” he asked, taking a cautious step forward. “I—who are you?”

The girl looked over her shoulder, as if expecting something—or someone. She took a few quick steps backward, pulling a boy, maybe a year younger, close to her. The boy, with messy brown hair and a scowl on his face, looked at Elliot with suspicion.

"You’re... in the story," the boy said in a hushed voice. "You’re not supposed to be here."

Elliot’s stomach twisted. The story? He had been pulled into a fairy tale—Hansel and Gretel, to be exact. But how? Why?

“I’m Elliot,” he said, trying to sound calm. “I—I was just reading this book. I didn’t mean to—”

“Don’t you know?” the girl interrupted; her eyes wide with disbelief. “This is the story. You can’t just be here. The witch will find you.”

Elliot’s mind raced. The witch? This was Grimm’s Fairy Tales—the dark, twisted versions of the stories he’d read. He had no idea how he had gotten here or how to get out, but there was one thing he was sure of: he had to figure it out before it was too late.

Before he could ask another question, the ground trembled slightly, and a strange, cackling laugh echoed from deep within the forest.

“I smell children...” a voice crooned, sending a shiver down Elliot’s spine. The laughter grew louder, closer.

The children’s eyes went wide with terror. "The witch," Hansel whispered. “We have to hide.”

Before Elliot could respond, the boy grabbed his hand and pulled him into the underbrush. The forest closed in around them, the trees pressing in like silent sentinels. The air was thick with the scent of decay, and Elliot’s heart pounded in his chest. He was in the story, and things were about to get a lot worse.
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The forest was suffocating. The trees, thick with dark foliage, pressed in from all sides, their gnarled limbs reaching like claws. The sound of the wind had shifted—it was no longer a comforting rustle of leaves, but a foreboding howl, like the whispers of ghosts caught in the branches.

Elliot could barely keep up with the children as they led him deeper into the forest, the ground uneven beneath his feet. His breath was heavy, his heart thudding in his chest. What had happened? How had he been sucked into this world of shadows and nightmares?

Gretel’s red hood bounced as she moved swiftly, her expression one of barely contained panic. Hansel, despite his fear, moved with determination, gripping his sister’s hand tightly.

"Do you think the witch saw us?" Hansel whispered; his voice strained.

Gretel shook her head, her face pale. "She’s always watching. Always listening. We can’t stay out here for too long."

Elliot opened his mouth to ask more questions, but the look in Gretel’s eyes stopped him. She was terrified, and he could see why. The trees seemed to close in around them, the sky above darkening unnaturally, as though the world itself was holding its breath. The only light came from the faint glow of the book still in Elliot’s hand, its pages now flickering erratically, as if responding to the growing tension in the air.

As they moved deeper into the woods, the smell of wood smoke began to fill the air, a sharp, acrid scent. Elliot’s mind raced. Was this where the witch lived?

Then, they came to a clearing.

In the center of the clearing stood a small, dilapidated house—if you could call it that. It was made of gingerbread, with frosting dripping from the eaves like melted snow, and candy hung from the windowsills. It looked sweet—too sweet—but there was something unsettling about it. The house seemed to pulse with an unnatural energy, as if it were alive and waiting.

"This is it," Hansel whispered, pulling Elliot toward the bushes at the edge of the clearing. "We have to hide. The witch’s house is always watching."

Elliot felt a cold chill run down his spine. He had read about the witch’s house, the one made of sweets to lure children, but seeing it in person was something else entirely. It felt wrong—dangerous, even.

Suddenly, a door creaked open.

Elliot froze, his heart leaping into his throat. He didn’t dare breathe, barely daring to move. From the doorway emerged a hunched figure—a woman with stringy white hair, a crooked nose, and eyes that gleamed with malevolent joy. Her smile was wide, too wide, showing rows of sharp, yellowed teeth. She was cackling to herself, as though she had just made a brilliant, wicked plan.

"Come, my little ones," she crooned. "I have plenty of food inside. Plenty of sweets for you to enjoy. I’ll take good care of you... just step inside."

Elliot felt a sickening chill settle in his stomach. He knew this was the moment when Hansel and Gretel were supposed to be tricked. The house, the witch—everything about this scene was so familiar. But it was different. He was part of it now. If he did nothing, he might end up just like the children in the story—trapped and at the mercy of the witch.

“Don’t listen to her,” Gretel whispered urgently, pulling him back into the underbrush. “She’s trying to trick you. She’s always trying to trick you.”

Elliot swallowed, his mind racing. He wanted to scream at her—What do you mean, she’s trying to trick me? I’m not part of the story! I’m just trying to survive here! But before he could say anything, the sound of the witch’s voice drifted into the clearing.

"You can’t hide forever," she said with a mocking laugh. "You’re all mine now."

Elliot’s stomach churned. He knew what was coming next. The witch would find them, and when she did, there would be no way out. He needed to think. Fast.

But before he could act, something strange happened.

The book in his hands began to glow brighter, its pages fluttering rapidly. Elliot’s pulse quickened. It felt like the book was alive, like it was pulling him, guiding him. His fingers tightened around it, almost instinctively.

“I have to do something,” he muttered under his breath. He could sense the children’s fear, but he couldn’t let himself get consumed by it. He had to figure out how to change the story. He wasn’t supposed to be here, after all—this wasn’t his story to tell.

Gretel looked at him, her eyes filled with worry. “You can’t change it. The story has already been written. We must follow it. But you...” She trailed off, her expression uncertain. “You’re different. Maybe you can do something.”

Elliot’s mind was spinning. Could he really change the story? Could he rewrite it from the inside?

But before he could process that thought, the witch’s voice boomed again, louder this time, and closer.

“Enough hiding,” she hissed. “I know you’re there. I’ll find you.”

Elliot felt the ground beneath him tremble, and a shadow passed over the clearing. He knew they didn’t have much time.

“Run!” Hansel hissed, tugging at his sleeve. “Now!”

They dashed into the trees, the witch’s cackling fading as they put distance between themselves and the clearing. Elliot’s heart pounded in his chest, his breath coming in sharp gasps. He had no idea how to escape the witch’s trap, but one thing was certain: He couldn’t let this story play out the way it was supposed to.

Somehow, he had to change the ending.
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The dense forest seemed to close in around them, its twisted branches casting eerie shadows in the dimming light. Elliot’s heart still hammered in his chest as he raced alongside Hansel and Gretel, trying to outrun the witch’s pursuing gaze. The book in his hand flickered erratically, the pages turning faster now, almost as though it were urging him forward.

“Where are we going?” Elliot panted, trying to catch his breath. His legs burned from the constant sprinting.

“We need to get to the clearing where the breadcrumbs are,” Hansel replied, voice tight with fear. “If we leave a trail, the birds can’t find it.”

Elliot’s mind was spinning. Breadcrumbs? Birds? He wasn’t sure if he understood the full weight of what Hansel was saying, but he didn’t have time to ask. The sound of the witch’s laughter echoed behind them, cutting through the trees like a knife.

Focus, Elliot. Focus.

He had to do something. He had to change the course of events. But how?

The book in his hands pulsed again, and this time, the words inside began to glow—strange and unfamiliar words that felt like a riddle. Elliot tried to make sense of them, but it was impossible. It was as if the story was alive, and he was just a pawn being moved across the chessboard.

"We can't keep running forever," Gretel said, her voice trembling. "She’ll find us. She always finds us."

Elliot's fingers tightened around the book. If he could just find a way to rewrite this—*to change it—*maybe he could save them. But as they dashed through the forest, his mind raced. He didn’t know the rules of this world. He didn’t know what could be rewritten, or if the witch was even part of the story he could change.

“Do you understand this?” Elliot asked, showing the glowing pages to Gretel, who glanced down at the cryptic words.

“It’s... part of the book,” she said, voice shaky. “The real story. The one we’re trapped in.” She shuddered and turned away. “We can’t escape it. No one ever does.”

The air around them seemed to thicken with an almost tangible presence. The trees creaked, their branches twisting into grotesque shapes, and the ground felt as if it were shifting beneath their feet. The witch was near—Elliot could feel her dark presence pushing against the air itself.

Suddenly, a shrill cackle echoed from behind them.

“There you are!” The witch’s voice sliced through the forest, sharp and terrifying. “I can smell you, my little treats. Come closer... come closer to me.”

Elliot’s pulse quickened. This was it. She was getting closer. They were running out of time.

Before he could think, he grabbed Gretel’s wrist, pulling her and Hansel toward a nearby thicket, the thick bushes hiding them from view. Elliot pressed his back against the trunk of a tree, holding his breath as the witch’s footsteps grew louder. The witch’s dark laugh echoed in the clearing, and for a brief moment, Elliot wondered if they’d been found.

But then, something strange happened.

The book in his hand began to glow even brighter. The words shifted and transformed, letters spinning into something new—something powerful. Elliot could hear a whisper in the back of his mind, as though the book were speaking to him directly.

You cannot change what is written, but you can rewrite it.

The words made his heart skip a beat. Rewrite it? The thought was so absurd, so impossible, but he couldn’t ignore the feeling inside him—the sense that this was his only chance.

“Elliot,” Gretel whispered, her voice full of awe. “What did you just do?”

“I—don’t know,” he breathed, staring at the book. “I think I changed something. I think I have to change everything.”

“But how?” Hansel asked, his brow furrowed. “How do you stop her?”

The witch’s voice called out again, her cackling growing louder. “You can run, but you can’t hide forever. You’ll be mine before the night is through.”

Elliot’s mind raced. What was the witch’s weakness? How could he stop her?

He thought back to the story—the original tale. She had lured Hansel and Gretel into her house with the promise of food, only to trap them. She had planned to fatten Hansel up to eat him and had forced Gretel into servitude. But in the original version, it had been the children’s cleverness that saved them, not some great hero who had come to rescue them.

I can’t be the hero, Elliot thought. But maybe... maybe I can give them the tools they need to be the heroes themselves.

Elliot’s heart raced with determination. He opened the book, staring down at the glowing pages. The words seemed to rearrange themselves, slowly forming a new sentence:

The witch’s power lies in the candy she weaves into her lair. Destroy it, and she will lose her hold.

Elliot didn’t hesitate. He glanced up at Hansel and Gretel.

“Listen, you two,” he said quickly, “I think I can stop the witch, but I need your help. There’s something about the candy in her house—something about the way she’s trapped you. If we destroy the candy, we destroy her power.”

Gretel looked at him with wide, uncertain eyes. “The candy?” she repeated, her voice barely a whisper. “But... the house is made of it. The whole house!”

“I know,” Elliot said, swallowing hard. “But if we don’t try, we’re never getting out of here. We need to destroy it.”

Hansel nodded, determination in his eyes. “Then let’s do it. But how do we get to the house?”

Before Elliot could answer, the trees seemed to tremble again, and the witch’s shadow appeared, growing ever closer.

“You can’t hide from me!” the witch screamed, her voice full of rage. “You think you can outsmart me? You’ll regret that.”

Elliot glanced down at the book, his mind scrambling for a plan. It had to be done now.

“Follow me,” he said, pulling Hansel and Gretel into the brush. “I think I have an idea.”

As they crept toward the clearing, Elliot felt a strange energy building around him, the power of the story beginning to bend to his will. He could feel the weight of the book in his hands, a tether to this world that was more real than he could ever have imagined.

It was time to rewrite the ending.
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The witch’s voice was all around them now, thick with malice and fury, echoing from every corner of the forest. The ground trembled beneath their feet, as if the very trees themselves were groaning in response to her rage. The shadow of her dark presence loomed ahead, a palpable force pushing against them as they crept through the underbrush.

Elliot’s pulse raced. The weight of the book in his hand felt heavier now, the words inside flickering like flames as he tried to concentrate. He couldn’t afford to hesitate—not now, not when they were so close.

"Do you remember what I told you?" Elliot whispered to Hansel and Gretel, as they crouched behind a dense thicket, hiding from the witch’s searching eyes. "The candy. The house—it’s her power. We have to destroy it. Every bit of it."

“But the house... how?” Hansel’s voice trembled. “It’s... it’s everywhere. The windows, the roof, the walls. It's made of candy.”

“I know,” Elliot muttered, glancing at the glowing pages of the book again. The words inside flickered as though they were guiding him, giving him a path to follow. He could almost hear a voice, distant but urgent, urging him to move quickly. Do not waste time, boy. The witch grows stronger the longer you delay.

They had to act fast.

From their hiding spot, they could see the gingerbread house in the clearing ahead, its sugary walls glistening in the moonlight. The air around it shimmered with an almost magical aura, a siren call that beckoned them closer, luring them with the promise of sweetness and warmth. But Elliot knew better now. The house was more than just a trap—it was a prison. And if they didn’t destroy it, they would never escape.

Elliot looked at Hansel and Gretel, his mind racing with the weight of their situation. “We need to get inside the house. I don’t know how, but once we do, we need to destroy the candy. Every single piece of it. That’s how we stop her.”

Gretel’s eyes darted nervously to the candy house, the temptation clear in her gaze. “But... the witch. She’ll know. She’ll come for us.”

Elliot shook his head, trying to steady his own nerves. He wasn’t sure how this was all going to unfold, but he had no other choice. They had to take the risk. If I can manipulate the story just a little more, I can change it.

The book’s pages shuddered in his hands, and he felt the pull of the fairy tale world tugging at his very soul. He glanced down at the glowing words, searching for any clue that might give him the upper hand.

To break the spell, one must use the sweetness against itself. Only by consuming the house from the inside can the walls of power be shattered.

"Wait a minute..." Elliot whispered, realization dawning on him. “We can eat it.”

Hansel and Gretel looked at him, confused. “Eat it?” Hansel repeated, eyebrows furrowed. “But the witch—”

“No, not in the way you think.” Elliot’s heart was racing now as the words clicked into place. “We need to consume the candy, but not the way she wants us to. We need to make it destroy itself.”

The wind howled through the trees, the witch’s presence growing stronger. The house seemed to pulse with an eerie glow, and a chill crept down Elliot’s spine. He could hear her footsteps now, slow and deliberate, drawing closer.

“Are you ready?” he asked, his voice low but determined.

Hansel and Gretel exchanged uneasy glances, but in that moment, they both nodded. “We have no choice,” Gretel whispered.

With no time left to waste, Elliot sprang to his feet and motioned for Hansel and Gretel to follow. They sprinted toward the house, weaving through the trees, every step bringing them closer to the heart of the witch’s power.

As they reached the house, the air around them seemed to hum with energy. Elliot could almost feel the magic swirling, thick and suffocating, as if the house itself was alive. He pressed his hand against the candy-coated wall, feeling the warmth of it under his fingers. The sugary surface was soft, but beneath it, he could sense something darker, more sinister.

This is it, he thought. I have to act quickly.

"Eat," Elliot urged, grabbing a chunk of the candy from the wall. He didn’t know if it would work, but he could feel the power of the book pulsing in his hand, urging him to do it.

Hansel and Gretel hesitated, but Elliot took a bite of the candy. He winced as the sweetness coated his mouth, but it was different now—sharp, almost bitter, as though the candy was fighting back.

Nothing happened.

For a moment, Elliot felt a surge of panic. Was it wrong? Was it too late?

But then, the ground shook beneath them. The air grew colder, and a dark shadow loomed over them. The witch’s voice, shrill and venomous, sliced through the night.

“You think you can break my power? You think you can change the story?” The witch’s cackling laugh echoed from all directions. “You’ll never succeed! The candy is mine!”

Elliot’s heart pounded. He had to try something else.

He closed his eyes for a brief moment, focusing all his thoughts on the book, willing it to show him what he needed to do. The pages seemed to flicker, faster now, as if the story itself was aware of his actions. Then, a new line of text appeared before his eyes:

The sweetness of the candy must be turned against itself. Only with the heat of the fire can the spell be broken.

Fire. It was so simple, yet so perfect. Without thinking, Elliot grabbed Gretel’s hand and pulled her toward the center of the house. He knew exactly what they needed to do.

The candy was sweet, but it was fragile. With a burst of energy, Elliot focused his mind and willed the fire to appear, his fingers sparking with the energy of the book.

Before the witch could reach them, the flames ignited.
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The fire roared, its bright flames licking the candy walls of the gingerbread house. The candy began to melt, softening and sizzling under the heat. The house, once a beautiful, magical prison, was quickly becoming a ruin. As the sugar walls collapsed, Elliot could feel the power of the spell starting to unravel, but it wasn’t over yet. The witch’s rage crackled through the air, making the ground shake beneath their feet.

"We need to get out of here—now!" Elliot shouted.

Hansel and Gretel hesitated, staring wide-eyed at the melting candy. The sweet scent of the house filled the air, but it was tainted now, thick with the bitterness of defeat. It was as if the house itself was grieving, falling apart with every second. And yet, the witch’s magic wasn’t finished—it was only getting stronger.

Elliot grabbed their hands, pulling them toward the door, but before they could make it, a blast of icy wind slammed into them, knocking them off their feet. The air around them seemed to freeze in an instant, the fire flickering as if it was being smothered by some invisible force.

“Fools!” The witch’s voice boomed, echoing from the ashes of the house. “You think you can defy me? This story is mine to control, and I will make sure you pay for your interference!”

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
iry Tales

Adventures
Fa

n






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png
GXO+—





OEBPS/d2d_images/image000.jpg
8=
mT
a B
o=
v
2
Do}

n Fa






OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





