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The RJP Readers series provides graded reading material for students of English at 12 levels of difficulty.

🟥  A1.1  Beginner or Noob

🔴 A1.2  False Beginner or Learner

🟧 A2.1  Lower Elementary or Shopper

🟠 A2.2  Upper Elementary or Gamer

🟨 B1.1  Lower Intermediate 1 or Tourist

🟡 B1.2  Lower Intermediate 2 or Capable

🟩 B2.1  Upper Intermediate 1 or Competent

🟢 B2.2  Upper Intermediate 2 or Fluent

🟦 C1.1  Lower Advanced or Ace

🔵 C1.2  Upper Advanced or Master

🟪 C2.1  Lower Proficiency or Expert

🟣 C2.2  Upper Proficiency or Pro
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The Fall of Elias Grey
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Level: 🟩 B2.1 (Competent)

Story Concept

Elias Grey, a 22-year-old lifestyle influencer with millions of followers and a flawless online image applies an experimental editing plugin to one of his portraits with creepy results.

As his fame grows, the photo gets uglier. Elias keeps posting. His fame keeps rising. But behind the scenes, he spirals into recklessness, manipulation, and cruelty, obsessed with maintaining his image.
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Episode 1: Filtered
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Elias Grey had perfect skin, perfect teeth, and perfect lighting.

Every day, he posted something: a photo, a short video, a quote he’d never written but looked great beneath his face. His followers loved him. They called him real, raw, the future of fashion. His face trended more often than national news.

But Elias didn’t care about any of that.

He cared about the image.

And the image, lately, was starting to slip.

Not on-screen. In real life.

His manager, Micah, noticed first.

“You look tired,” he said during a brand shoot.

Elias rolled his eyes. “I look edited.”

“No, seriously. You’ve been partying too much. You barely sleep. Your voice is going hoarse.”

“I have a skincare deal coming up,” Elias muttered. “I’ll fix it.”

“You’re not a product.”

“Don’t be dramatic.”

Elias turned back to the camera and smiled. The light ring caught the edges of his jaw perfectly.

Click.

Then again.

Click.

Each frame was better than the last.

Even if, deep down, Elias felt worse.

That night, alone in his studio apartment, Elias sat in front of the mirror.

His face looked different than it did online. Pale. Hollow under the eyes. A faint tremble in his hand.

He opened his laptop and clicked through hundreds of pictures. Every single one of them: flawless.

But one stood out.

It was new. A test shot from earlier that day, processed through a new AI filter Micah’s friend had sent over.

The file was named ELIAS_REAL_FINAL.png.

He didn’t remember applying the filter, but maybe the editor had done it automatically. The image looked... sharper. Richer.

He zoomed in.

His jawline: perfect.

His eyes: bright.

Skin: smooth, clear.

Everything his reflection wasn’t.

He posted the photo at 1:37 a.m.

By 1:41, it had 12,000 likes.

By 1:45, it was on the trending tab.

“God-tier face.”
“Grey is immortal.”
“Stop aging. It’s unfair.”
Elias smiled, leaned back, and closed his laptop.

The next morning, he woke up to a message from Micah:

“You look insane in that shot. Keep whatever filter that was.”

Another message, this time from a luxury fashion brand:

“Saw your post. Let’s talk campaign.”

And one more, from a follower he didn’t know personally:

“Your eyes... are they glowing?”

Elias looked at the photo again.

His eyes did look a little unnatural.

He zoomed in.

The whites had a faint glow, almost silvery. Strange, but... not bad.

Just more him.

The real Elias looked worse.

After another party, another drink, another night of smiling too wide and thinking too much, his reflection showed bloodshot eyes and a cut on his lip he couldn’t remember getting.

But the photo?

Still perfect.

It wasn’t until three days later that he noticed something.

The file—ELIAS_REAL_FINAL.png—had changed.

Just slightly.

The corners of the mouth were sharper. Not quite a smile anymore.

And the eyes, once silver-bright, now had shadows beneath them.

Elias checked the original upload.

The posted photo still looked like day one.

But the file on his drive—what he now thought of as the photo—had evolved.

He tried to re-edit it.

Photoshop crashed.

He tried to rename it.

Error.

He tried to move it.

The file stayed where it was.

Micah called.

“You okay, man? Your voice messages sound off.”

“I’m fine.”

“Just checking. Oh, and by the way, the filter? The AI guy said he didn’t send it. Says he doesn’t recognise the file type.”

Elias frowned. “What do you mean?”

“He says it’s not from his system. He doesn’t know where it came from.”

Elias hung up without answering.

Then opened the photo again.

Now the face looked a little more strained. The smile, too wide. The teeth too white.

And something else.

The eyes weren’t looking at the camera anymore.

They were looking at him.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Episode 2: Mirror Tag
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Elias stared at the screen.

The photo was still open—ELIAS_REAL_FINAL.png—and now it had changed again.

His online face looked like a sculpture: perfect, icy, unreal. But beneath that surface, tiny flaws had begun to appear. Red veins at the edge of the eyes. A faint crease between the brows.

He hadn’t edited any of this.

In real life, he looked worse. Pale. Jaw slightly swollen. Two fingers on his left hand shaking.

He hadn’t posted anything in two days.

His fans were already asking questions.

“Try deleting it,” said Micah when Elias called him.

“I did.”

“Try again. Screenshot it. Flatten the layers. Re-export.”

“I can’t even copy the damn thing.”

Micah laughed nervously. “It’s just a file, dude. You’re being weird.”

“It’s not just a file.”

There was a silence on the line.

Then Micah said, “You need sleep.”

Elias hung up.

He tried everything.

He moved the photo to a different folder. It moved itself back.

He disconnected the internet. Rebooted the system. Opened the file on another device.

Same thing.

Not only did the image remain, it had updated again.

Now his eyes were rimmed red.

His lips slightly parted, like he was breathing hard.

He zoomed in and saw something in the background—barely visible behind the blur of shallow depth.

A mirror.

And in that mirror, a different Elias.

The reflection didn’t match.

The Elias in the mirror looked realer—messier, tired, afraid.

The Elias in the photo just kept smiling.

Three hours later, he posted a story.

Just a short clip of him at home, smiling, mug in hand.

The comments came in fast:

“You’re glowing again!”
“Filter king.”
“This man doesn’t age.”
“Who needs sleep when you look like this?”
He watched the numbers climb.

His chest felt hollow.

He checked the file.

Now his smile in the image looked... wrong. Like it had been stretched.

And the pupils—when he zoomed in—weren’t round anymore.

Micah showed up that night without warning.

“Dude,” he said, walking in and dropping a bag of food on the counter, “you haven’t left this apartment in four days.”

Elias was curled up on the couch, hoodie up, laptop still open.

Micah looked around. “Smells like batteries in here.”

Elias didn’t respond.

“What is this?” Micah asked, looking at the screen.

He clicked the file.

The photo opened.

Micah frowned. “Wait. That’s... not the one we posted.”

“No.”

Micah leaned closer. “Is this a render? Why does it look... off?”

Elias whispered, “It’s changing.”

Micah turned. “You mean you’ve been editing—?”

“No. It changes. It updates.”

Micah stared at him.

Then laughed, uncomfortable.

“You need to log off for a while.”

Elias shut the laptop.

“I think it’s watching me.”

That night, Elias dreamed he was inside the photo.

Stuck behind the glass. Smiling. Still. Unable to blink.

And someone—some other version of himself—was looking in.

Click.

Another pose.

Click.

Another perfect lie.

He woke up with a nosebleed and a burning throat.

Micah didn’t answer his calls the next day.

But a post appeared on Elias’s account.

He hadn’t written it.

It was a repost of the cursed photo, now labelled #throwback with the caption:

“Still flawless. Still Grey.”

The likes came fast.

The comments were louder.

And the file on his laptop changed again.

This time, the face in the image had a crack at the corner of the mouth—like porcelain starting to split.

And in the mirror behind him, the reflection was gone.
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Episode 3: Perfect Decay

[image: ]


Elias Grey was trending again.

Not for a scandal. Not for a comeback.

Just a photo.

The one.

People were calling it iconic. Next level. A new standard of visual branding.

And Elias hated it.

Because the longer the photo stayed live, the more it changed.

The crack at the corner of the mouth was now a full split, running through the cheek like shattered glass. The teeth underneath looked sharper. The eyes—still open, still silver—had started to drift slightly out of line.

It didn’t match him anymore.

The face online wasn’t just different.

It was wrong. 

In person, Elias looked nothing like his posts.

He’d stopped leaving the apartment.

His skin was sallow, grey at the temples. His hands shook so badly he couldn’t hold a glass of water without spilling it. The light from the screen gave him migraines.

But his page?

Still glowing.

Still growing.

Follower count: +82k in 3 days.
Brands were DMing him hourly.
A major fashion label sent him a full line of new samples, unrequested.
The photo worked harder than he did.

The photo had become him.

He opened his inbox.

Dozens of emails with subject lines like:

“Please tell me your secret.”
“Are you AI?”
“This is beyond human beauty.”
“How much would it cost for a custom filter?”
He closed the inbox.

Opened the file again.

This time, it didn’t just show his face.

It showed his apartment.

Behind the figure in the photo—the
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