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By day, Talia Willows lived an ordinary life—so ordinary it bordered on deliberate. She worked quiet mornings at the Greenridge Library, where the air smelled of dust and paper and time moved slowly enough to be forgotten. She shelved books, stamped return cards, and smiled only when required. Patrons remembered her vaguely, if at all, like a detail from a dream that slipped away upon waking.
She lived alone in a faded blue house at the edge of town, where evenings arrived early and silence pressed against the walls. The neighbors would have told you she liked tea, disliked storms, and followed the same routine every day without fail. They would not have mentioned the attic, or the careful way Talia locked her door each night, checking twice before turning the key.
No one ever asked what she did after dark.
Every night, when the house creaked and the world outside settled into uneasy stillness, Talia climbed the narrow attic steps. Beneath the desk, hidden under loose floorboards, lay her secret: dozens of handwritten journals, their pages warped and heavy with words that seemed almost alive.
Talia did not simply write stories.
She entered them.
The first time it happened, she believed she had finally lost her mind. She had opened a forgotten journal—one she did not remember writing—and the attic dissolved around her. She stood in a forest washed in golden light, the air warm and pulsing as if breathing. Leaving whispered her name. Something unseen watched her with knowing eyes.
She learned the rules quickly, because breaking them hurt.
She could only enter stories written in her own hand. She could never alter an ending once it was complete.
And she could never tell anyone—not without unraveling the magic entirely.
So each night, Talia escaped into worlds shaped by ink and intention. She crossed deserts beneath violet skies, walked cities built from bone and crystal, ruled kingdoms where her voice carried weight and her name mattered. Within her stories, she was brave. She was feared. She was alive.
In the waking world, she remained invisible.
Until the night she wrote the wrong ending.
The story began innocently enough: a girl standing at a crossroads at the edge of a dying forest. One path led toward safety and familiarity, the other toward the unknown, where whispers promised transformation. Talia’s pen hesitated above the final line. Her chest tightened, her pulse racing as if the choice belonged to her as much as the girl on the page.
Outside, thunder rolled. The attic lights flickered.
Finally, Talia wrote: She chose to stay.
The air dropped ten degrees.
The journal’s pages shuddered violently, flipping back and forth as though searching for escape. Before Talia could react, the attic folded inward, walls collapsing into ink and shadow. Words fractured. Light drained away.
She stood inside the story—but something was wrong.
The forest was colorless, brittle. as if it had been drained of meaning. The crossroads lay behind her, cracked and abandoned. Ahead stood the girl from the page, pale and hollow-eyed, her expression eerily calm.
“You trapped me here,” the girl said.
Talia staggered back. “I didn’t mean to,” she whispered. “I thought I was protecting you.”
The girl tilted her head. Her smile didn’t reach her eyes. “You chose fear for me. You decided my ending.”
The world trembled. The trees warped, their branches bending inward like grasping hands. Talia felt something pulling at her chest, as if the story itself was trying to digest her.
“Endings matter,” the girl said softly—and stepped closer.
The collapse came all at once.
Talia woke in the attic, gasping, the journal pressed against her chest like a living thing. Her hands were ink stained. Her heart pounded for hours afterward, refusing to slow, as though it remembered something she could not forget.
That night, she did not open another journal.
But the story did not stay contained.
In the days that followed, Talia caught glimpses of the girl in reflective surfaces—between bookshelves, in darkened windows, standing at the end of empty aisles. Whispers followed her through the library. Sentences formed on blank pages without her touch.
You’re still choosing her me.
Sleep abandoned her. Reality felt thinner, less reliable. And slowly, she began to understand the truth she had avoided all along: her stories had not escaped.
They were mirrors.
So one morning, trembling but resolute, Talia did something she had never done before. She spoke—to a stranger. Then another. She stayed in conversation longer than comfort allowed. She let herself be seen, imperfect and uncertain.
The girl’s voice grew quieter.
Weeks later, Talia returned to her attic and opened a blank journal. She wrote about a woman who learned that magic did not live in hidden worlds, but in choosing courage without knowing the ending. Her hand hovered above the final line, link trembling at the tip of the pen.
This time, she stopped.
She closed her journal and hid it beneath the floorboards.
Some stories, Talia Willows finally understood, were not meant to be controlled.
They were meant to be lived.
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