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Thank you for reading!

	Graveyard Gretel is a story of wonder, horror, and adventure. There’s a whole world to explore and engage with. Remember that problems will often have more than one solution, but not all options lead to a happy ending. It’ll take a little intuition, a little wit, and a little luck to navigate. If you happen to make a bad move, don’t worry! You can always try again. 

	Trigger warning for some readers: This is not a children’s book. It features many heartwarming moments, but also contains monsters and dangers of every sort. Some deaths will be gruesome. Expect occasional graphic violence, zombification, gore, ritual sacrifice, clowns, and just a hint of cannibalism.

	For a proper experience, your reader should be set to Single Page or Single Column viewing. If you aren’t quite familiar with how Choose Your Own Adventures work, go here for a quick guide. Otherwise, enter the Graveyard.

	 


What is a Choose Your Own Adventure?

	A Choose Your Own Adventure is a kind of story where you, the reader, play a part in the outcome. Rather than linear chapters, it features sections connected through links. 

	Every so often, the story will arrive at a pivotal point. When this happens, a page with options will arrive for you to determine what Gretel does. Some decisions will take the story in a new direction or even present new options, and some will lead to an untimely end.

	The world of Graveyard Gretel encourages exploration. Some places you find will provide clues to help you progress, but be careful. Not everything is as it seems and some secrets have teeth.

	The book’s link system also allows you to determine where Gretel goes. Unlike traditional novels, you can backtrack and explore at your own pace, or skip areas altogether. The story is ultimately up to you.

	Get started on the next page. Good luck! 

	 



	- Enter the Graveyard 



	 


The Graveyard

	Our adventure begins where you might expect: a graveyard. This particular yard of graves lies beneath a sky of perpetual shadow dotted with the occasional stalactite. Beyond gravestones and effigies, past shattered temples and garrisons of soldiers who had once fought, died, zombified, fought again, and died again, there lies a distant void of featureless darkness broken only by isolated firelights. 

	Here, the graveyard is grey and barren. An eerie glow settles over everything as if the light of a full moon shone overhead where clearly there is none. All is silent. Not a beast nor bird lingers to disturb the slumber of the dead. 

	Footsteps echo from a toppled cathedral nearby. Its stone walls echo the rapid pitter-patter of running shoes and the panting of a little girl. Out through a hole in the cathedral’s brickwork leaps someone who skids to a stop, then doubles into a sprint toward the graveyard. 

	This little shape is a dot of color in the dull landscape—blue for her oversized shirt, a pair of stained and tattered auburn trousers, two ruined brown shoes dashing over rocks, and a green hoodless cloak flying like a flag from her shoulders. Her frantically searching eyes are the same sandy brown as the thick ponytail that sways back just past the edge of her cloak, a bit darker than the sun-starved hue of her skin. She’s human and very much alive despite her pursuers’ efforts.

	“You little thief!” bellows a gnarly voice from the cathedral, followed by what sounds like the violent breaking of a statue. “I’m gonna gut you with a spoon and use your skull as a teacup! You hear me, Gretel?”

	Gretel leaps over a knee wall and accidentally kicks through a skeleton’s rib cage on her way into the proper graveyard, not wasting a moment before catching the side of a larger gravestone and swinging into a kneel behind it. The gravestone is easily two Gretels tall and wide, perfect for her to hide behind. Her heart is racing and she tries to quiet her burning breath. After a moment, she risks a peek. 

	The large hole in the cathedral that she escaped through is plainly visible from here. Something moves within its shadow and looks out. In the distance, she hears another voice calling, “I think she went this way!”

	A loud blast quakes the ground. Smoke and rocks flood the dry air before settling, revealing a second, slightly smaller hole right beside the one Gretel had hopped through. Out through that second aperture step two heavy individuals who closely resemble each other, but not much else. 

	The most striking thing about these two is the deep, mournful blue of their bodies beneath surprisingly well-maintained clothing. They’re tall, especially compared to their prey, with strong sloping shoulders that droop into arms with fists as large as a man’s torso. Both of their bald heads appear to be missing a full half—one’s left and the other’s right—leaving them with one eye and ear each. 

	The fellow with a leftward face stands glaringly grumpy as he looks around. Behind him lingers the other with a nervous and preoccupied demeanor.

	“I think she got away, Mee,” reasons the meeker of the two.

	Mee looks back with a stark frown. “Keep your voice down, Yoo. I bet she’s in the yard. We’ll sneak up on her.”

	“But,” Yoo returns, “you blew a hole in the wall.”

	“Over here I did, but she doesn’t know we’re gonna start sneaking! Now keep your voice down!” barks Mee.

	While the two brothers bicker in the distance, Gretel clutches her pounding chest. Her leg is pulsing and sore from kicking through that rib cage, but she almost doesn’t notice as she watches her pursuers’ every movement. She’s got seconds, maybe minutes before they head this way. 

	Something rustles behind her. Out from the parched gravel emerges a decomposing hand, followed by an arm pulling up this grave’s sole resident. His dead, rotted face of gnarled teeth and green skin twists into a snarl as the black voids of his eye sockets turn to Gretel. A breathless hiss emanates from his abyssal maw. 

	Gretel puts a finger up to shush him, then returns to watching her pursuers.

	While the dead man groans and returns to his grave, Gretel’s eyes snap wide. The Bloo brothers, as they’re known, are already following her tracks into the graveyard. In fact, they’re almost here. 

	 


What should she do? 

	
	- Hide

	- Run for it!



	 


Run for it!

	It’s now or never! Gretel launches from the gravestone, swinging past another one to get clear. 

	A monolithic hand snatches her cloak with a “Gotcha!”, flinging her feet out from beneath her. Mee Bloo hurls her back and she slaps against the gravestone. She’s dazed, but her vision clears enough to see the Bloo Brothers towering over her.

	A slightly guilty giggle comes from Gretel as she shrugs. “Hey, guys. Fancy seeing you here.”

	Yoo returns a dull frown while Mee grimaces.

	Gretel winces, then pulls a plump rat out from beneath her cloak. “No hard feelings?”

	The brothers glance at each other, then grin. Yoo steps onto Gretel’s legs, pinning her against the ground. 

	She shrieks as Mee grips the top of the gravestone and yanks on it, cracking it at the base. The Bloo pulls that slab of rock to lean over Gretel while he gargles, “You been stealing our catches for years. That’s a lot of suppers you took from my poor brother Yoo’s plate. Look at ’im. Practically skin and bone.” 

	“Am not!” complains Yoo.

	“In fact,” grunts Mee, “you’ve given me a great idea for what we’ll be eating tonight. Mashed brat.”

	“Come on, guys! It’s just a rat!” shrieks Gretel. “Just one rat!”

	Yoo keeps his foot steady. “It isn’t just a rat.”

	Mee lowers the gravestone over the scrambling Gretel and concludes, “It’s our rat.”

	The stone presses down against her forehead. Her frantic instinct stops her from scraping at the dirt, instead urging her to push against the weight of the stone. There’s no room to breathe. She can’t move. The weight slowly compresses her shoulders and chest. It crushes the air out to where she can’t even scream. 

	Mee drops the gravestone completely, forcing a loud crunch as deep red splatters beneath it like the squashing of a bug.

	The Bloo Brothers wait a few seconds, then Mee grins and pats Yoo on the back. He starts away from the grave while delegating, “Alright, scoop up what’s left. Try to pick any rocks out.”

	“Eh, where are you off to?” complains Yoo.

	“I’m gonna start the stew cauldron!” answers Mee.

	Yoo scratches his head. “But the cauldron’s already—”

	“Be sure to get that rat too!” waves Mee, “and the squishy brain parts! I love the squishy brain parts!”

	Yoo looks glumly at his brother leaving, then grumbles as he gets to work.

	 



	- Retry



	 


Hide

	Gretel doesn’t move an inch. 

	Mee and Yoo creep over bones and gravel, flanking each side of the gravestone to prevent her from running. They stand behind that grave, their shadows and footsteps clearly revealing their presence, but it’s too late for her.

	Yoo quietly glances at his brother Mee, who puts up a hand to count down. Three. Two. One. 

	The two leap to the other side of the gravestone, hands raised to grab the little girl . . . who is gone. Gretel’s gone. The Bloo Brothers pause in confusion. Where their prey should be lies a ghoul partially buried in his grave. His arms, head, and part of his rotted torso stick out of the ground as if he were lounging in a bath. 

	“Uhh, evening,” grunts Mee.

	“Yeah, evening,” Yoo meekly chirps. 

	The ghoul just looks annoyed. 

	Mee scratches his half-head and asks, “You seen any rotten little brats running around here? About this tall,” he motions. “Live human. Green cloak, big hair. Kinda sickly looking.”

	The ghoul looks up at Mee and reveals the black void behind his teeth, matching those of his eye sockets. He replies with a breathless breath of unknowable meaning, steeped in the chill of inevitable oblivion.

	“Darn,” grumbles Yoo. “I told you she got away.”

	“Well, I told you to keep your voice down!” Mee snaps, and the brothers trudge out of the graveyard.

	“She was gone before that!” complains Yoo. “Aww, I really wanted some rat, Mee!”

	As the Bloo Brothers’ bickering subsides, the ghoul looks ahead with annoyance still etched across his undead face. A few more minutes pass, then he grunts.

	Out of the ground just beneath his hollow chest pops the head of Gretel. She releases her breath before looking around. The brothers are gone, so she flashes a big smile at the ghoul. “That was a close one!”

	The ghoul grunts again and uses his bony arms to help Gretel out of the freshly upheaved dirt. 

	A few pats to brush off the gravel and knuckle bones from her clothes, then she cheerfully waves farewell before scampering away. “Thank you! I’ll tell McGee about this!”

	Gretel dashes over grim hills and familiar walkways deeper into the graveyard. Now that nothing’s trying to kill her, she waves at a group of skeletons gossiping amongst themselves before passing a pack of rotting ghouls. The green, brown, and blue of the little human moves through the dead grey as she happily skips all the way home. 

	 



	- Go home





	







	Home

	A brilliant, beautiful sunrise is probably painting rays of violet and gold over a lush landscape somewhere, but the Cavern’s sky remains black when Gretel arrives at the inner reaches of the graveyard. Here, gravestones stretch to the farthest sight in all directions, save for a few ruins, dead trees, and a shanty ahead.

	It isn’t a terribly large structure; its walls are a patchwork of tent cloth and petrified boards within crude fortifications that had been breached long ago. Whoever built it has probably been dead for centuries, leaving it welcomingly vacant for a certain little girl to inhabit.

	Gretel leaps over a mass grave before rounding a toppled wall of shattered bricks, then comes to a far more comfortable halt at the shanty’s entrance. “Meat?” she calls. “Meat, I’m home!”

	No answer. 

	She takes a moment to herself and releases a cool, slow sigh. Fatigue surfaces across her face while she lets herself rest. She’s alone. She’s safe. Now still, she almost becomes a feature of this parched landscape. 

	Her shoes aren’t just ruined, but split wide enough to reveal little toes. The pale skin of her hands and arms is thick with abrasive scarring from a life spent in rugged terrain. Her ponytail sweeps past the frayed edge of her cloak across the ground and curls haphazardly upward. This girl’s face bears lines usually reserved for those who have already seen too much of life. Even so, an unmistakable gleam in her eyes lets this dead world know she’s still ready for anything. 

	She walks through the shanty’s aperture to a front room illuminated by holes in the patchy roof. A couple of doorless thresholds lead to a stuff room and another room full of clothing. This central room is dominated by one massive table covered with knick-knacks and useful junk. A small chest sits to her left while a large water jar waits to her right. Nobody else is here. 

	Gretel looks around, then grins before pulling a sizable rat out from beneath her cloak. It’s plump, fresh, and quite dead—totally worth almost getting eaten by the Bloo Brothers. She’s hungry right now, but there’s no telling how hungry she’ll be later.

	 


Does she eat it?

	
	- Eat it now

	- Save it



	 


Eat it now

	A little nibble won’t hurt. The very hungry Gretel flips the rat belly-up in her hands and digs in. A sound of squishing and ripping reverberates through the room.

	While she fills her stomach with rat stomach, a dark shadow overtakes the light behind her. A sound like harsh, muscular slithering shifts the gravel. Deep, visceral growls roll like the scraping of flesh against boulders. 

	Gretel pulls her mouth out of the rat and turns around to see something blocking the entrance. It’s not a ghoul, skeleton, or even one of the Bloo Brothers, but a thing made of shredded muscle and tendons melted into the shape of a giant snake with a dozen tails and spines. A blood-like sludge covers its body, giving it an unnatural sheen.

	The tails feed into a large upper mantle, which droops into a long, thick neck holding what appears to be a jawless skull twisted into a permanent snarl, with long saurian teeth beneath a canid-like nose cavity. The eyes, if they can be called eyes, are little more than lines of red flesh pulling out from the neck into two sockets within the skull. It’s some kind of twisted amalgam of eviscerated flesh given a ravenous form, and its attention is locked on Gretel. 

	Gretel loudly gulps down a mouthful of rat, then flashes a wide smile. “There you are! I called you, but you didn’t answer. Were you napping?”

	The creature, aptly called Meat, returns an unliving growl before slinking along its limbs towards the table. Up close, it towers over her with a skull the size of her entire upper body. Another growl rolls from somewhere within Meat.

	“Sorry,” Gretel says, adopting a slightly apologetic smile. “I only got the one. You can, um. You can have the rest if you want.”

	Meat bends to match her height as she presents the hollowed carcass like an offering. He tilts his head, then violently protrudes a gangly arm of raw bony flesh from the bottom of his mantle. 

	Gretel rests the rat in the palm of his claw and steps off.

	The creature looks down at the scrappy breakfast, then at the little girl. She looks hungry still, but wears a genuine smile. “It’s okay. I’m full anyway.”

	A sharper scrape almost comes from Meat, who pauses for a few moments. He protrudes another arm—this one ending in a nearly intact human skull covered in strings of muscle. The gaunt face opens a maw full of makeshift teeth and goes in for the rat.

	Gretel hides a grumble from her stomach as she watches Meat’s makeshift mouth rip the tail off the rat, then slurp it up like a noodle. Meat hands the rest of the rat back to Gretel.

	Her eyes light up with excitement as she takes the rat back. “You sure?”

	A rumbling growl returns from Meat, whose fleshy body slowly coils in a circle around Gretel. She leans back and flops into a seat against his side as if he were a sofa, chomping down the rest of her breakfast. 

	A few minutes pass as she takes everything she can off of the little morsel, down to the bones. Those rat bones she tosses out of the shanty’s front opening and licks the last scraps off her fingers before rolling onto her side, resting against Meat’s face. “Thanks,” she happily mumbles, “I wasn’t really full.”

	Meat lets out an ungodly purr, nuzzling his large teeth against her cheek. 

	She giggles and curls up into a ball, closing her eyes. 

	The creature gently pulls the green cloak over her like a blanket before resting a new limb over her shoulder. With her eyes closed and breathing softly, she drifts off while Meat lays his head on the ground.

	 



	-  Wake up



	 


Save it

	She can wait. Rather than taking a bite now, she tosses the dead rat into a bowl on the table. There’s no risk of infection or rot since no ghouls are around, so in a few days the rat will have dried into a perfectly edible and tasty flesh raisin. 

	Gretel picks up a stone cup and rubs her eye as she heads toward the water jar. With each step, the adrenaline fades until she finally lets out a big yawn as she sticks her arm into the jar. 

	She perks up, then frowns as she pulls her cup from the jar. There’s water, but only enough for one more cup after this. A faint hum escapes the girl before she drinks.

	While she drains the cup, a dark shadow overtakes the light behind her. A new sound like harsh, muscular slithering shifts the ground. Deep, visceral growls roll like the scraping of a carcass over boulders. 

	Gretel spins around to see something blocking the entrance. It’s not a ghoul, skeleton, or even one of the Bloo Brothers, but a creature made of shredded muscles melted together like a huge squid with a dozen crimson tendrils and spines. Its body is covered in a blood-like sludge, which gives it an unnatural sheen. 

	The tendrils feed into a huge mantle that droops into a long, thick neck, which holds what appears to be a jawless skull twisted into a permanent snarl with elongated razor teeth. The eyes, if they are eyes, are little more than lines of red flesh pulling back from the skull’s eye sockets into the neck. This thing is some kind of twisted composite of eviscerated flesh given a ravenous form, and its attention is locked on Gretel. 

	Gretel gulps down the last of the water, then flashes a wide smile. “There you are! I called you, but you didn’t answer. Were you napping?”

	The creature, aptly called Meat, returns an unliving growl before slinking along its limbs towards the table. Up close, it towers over her with a skull the size of her entire upper half. Another growl rolls from somewhere within Meat.

	 Gretel looks at the cup, then smiles and shrugs. “There’s still some left. I found the Bloo Brothers, but they only had a little rat. Maybe we can sneak in somewhere else and get more.”

	Meat remains stagnant, the permanent snarl of his skull face scrunching. He grinds out another growl.

	“It was just a little chasing,” she dismissively waves. “They almost caught me but didn’t.”

	Something about this affects Meat. He seems to sense something and examines the little human. Three arms of thick muscle and bone violently emerge from the underside of his body, their vicious claws gently prodding her arms and sides. 

	“I told you, they didn’t catch me,” she giggles. “You don’t have to worr—ah!” 

	Meat pauses. One of his mangled hands had barely brushed Gretel’s right shin, causing her to jolt away. He rolls up that trouser leg to reveal a fairly dark bruise around a wide scrape. The wound doesn’t look too severe, but it is deep enough to bleed onto her shoe.

	“Um, that’s been there,” she lies. 

	Meat snorts as his spines unbutton her cloak and toss it into the room full of scavenged clothes. A few other tendrils reach for the table, grabbing a rag and the water jar. The last of their water pours onto that rag while he coils in a wide circle around Gretel. He gingerly tugs her off the hurt leg to sit on his side, then dabs the scrape to clean the dirt while she reclines against his shredded flesh like a sofa. 

	Each dab causes Gretel to flinch, but she lets him work. She adopts a slight huff, still smiling as she assumes, “You aren’t going to let me go yet, are you?” 

	A brief snapping sound emanates from Meat. He cleans the last of the scrape before pulling her shoes off. 

	“Okay, okay. Can I at least read a bedtime story first?”

	Meat doesn’t look at her, but rather lets one of his tendrils stretch unnaturally long into the stuff room across the shanty. He searches for a few seconds, pushing past some useless items and toppling others.

	Gretel more openly rubs the bruise while she perks up and exclaims, “Ooh, get the one with the weird pictures! It’s my favorite!”

	As if expecting her to say that, he retrieves an ancient tome full of weird pictures from somewhere in the stuff room, then drops it into her lap. 

	This tome is roughly one Gretel wide and thick enough to be a trove of unnatural dark magics, forbidden spells, and knowledge not meant for mortal eyes—and that’s just what it is. 

	Gretel flips open the book while Meat rests. She turns to a random page somewhere near the middle. 

	The entry here displays an inking of some hideous demon surrounded by blasphemous sigils and inscriptions, followed by an entry detailing how to use such a creature to massacre an army of foes in exchange for the conjurer’s eternal soul. 

	“The story of the sneaky princess,” Gretel pretends to read. “Once upon a time, there lived a princess. This wasn’t just any princess, though. She was a sneaky princess. She had a castle, dresses, and a whole kingdom of people who all loved her.”

	Gretel turns the page, revealing a graphic illustration of a village burning beneath the wrath of the conjured demon. Drawings of little people run screaming between buildings set ablaze while a hellish figure grimaces in the background. 

	“One day, the princess was walking through her castle and looking for something to eat. She was very hungry from all the princess stuff she was doing, and really wanted a cake for breakfast. But to her surprise, she found two big blue bandits arguing in the kitchen. Those bandits were brothers and didn’t like the princess very much.”

	Gretel flips the page again, this time to instructions for a ritual sacrament to gouge the souls out of the demon’s slaughtered victims. 

	“Now the princess was sneaky,” Gretel pretends to read, “she decided that in order to get a cake from those big ugly bandits, she should distract them. So she hid behind a chair and loudly said that she was happy they had left the kitchen door open. The two bandits heard her and ran off to see where the voice came from, leaving her alone in the room. The sneaky princess grabbed a cake from the cake box those bandits had been guarding.” She looks dramatically at Meat. “But when she turned to leave, those bandits saw her!”

	Meat rumbles a leisurely response.

	Gretel flips to the last page in this entry, warning the reader to expect betrayal from the demon by illustrating a grotesque form of execution where the conjurer is more or less turned inside out.

	She relaxes further into her story, sometimes not even looking at the book as she regales. “The sneaky princess ran right between those nasty blue bandits and out of the kitchen. ‘You little thief!’ one of them shouted. ‘I’ll gut you with a spoon and use your skull as a teacup!’ The princess didn’t want to be a teacup, so she decided to be sneaky. She knew those bandits would catch her if she ran all the way out of the castle, so she jumped into a flowerpot and dug all the way down in the dirt! Those bandits never saw her and went away.” 

	Gretel’s story slows as her eyes grow heavy, and she lets out a wide yawn. “Then the little sneaky princess hurried all the way home with her cake.” She closes the book with a satisfied, “The end.” 

	A light growl leaves Meat as Gretel yawns again. She rolls onto her side, breathing softly and closing her eyes. She only stirs when one of Meat’s tendrils covers her with a blanket rummaged from the clothing pile. As she curls beneath it, she softly smiles and drifts off to sleep.

	 



	-  Wake up



	 


Morning

	There’s really no telling when Gretel awakens. A benefit of having no living grown-ups around is that there are no bedtimes or early hours. Instead, she sits up into a long stretch.

	After a few seconds, she drops her arms and rubs some sleep out of her eyes, looking around. “Good morning.”

	Meat answers with a mellow grinding sound.

	Gretel hops off of the unliving flesh monster onto her unsteady bare feet. She tests her injured leg by easing onto it, then kneels to roll up the sleeve of her trousers. The scrape she got from kicking that rib cage yesterday is completely gone. 

	She looks back at Meat with a big ‘I caught you’ grin and says, “I thought you weren’t gonna do your healing thing anymore.”

	Something like a disembodied shrug comes from Meat before his mantle and skull lift from the ground. She tests her leg for a few steps, then briskly grabs a piece of old string from the room’s big table. A quick pull undoes her ponytail, causing her thick hair to poof out, and she pulls it all back before tying the fresh string around it.

	A handful of fine, sandy dirt from a bowl spreads over her face and hands, thin enough for her to rub and scrub the real dirt off. As she gets between her fingers and around her nose, she hums a little song to herself. A rough rag beside the dirt bowl scrapes off the dirty sand, leaving a relatively clean Gretel ready for the day.

	She spins around on one foot and chirps, “Okay! I think the Bloo Brothers should be off in their house by now. I was kinda hoping to see Bones McGee before his big concert. Do you think it’ll be okay if I see him a few days early?”

	Meat rests his skull face on a tendril and returns a sound like shredding viscera. 

	“Gift?” Gretel asks with a cocked brow, then her eyes go wide. “A gift! Ohmygosh, I forgot!” 

	Without a moment to lose, she bounces around the table and scurries into the stuff room. Meat leans around and watches her dive through piles of worthless stuff while throwing useless trinkets out of her way. “I got the best thing!” she calls back. “It’s this really cool skeleton trophy I lifted off a traveling merchant a couple of weeks ago!” 

	Meat hesitates, then barks something back. 

	Her head pops out from between the piles and she replies, “No, that can’t be right. I thought I saw it when we sold our last haul.”

	A more aloof gurgle leaves Meat.

	“Oh, right,” she mutters, then looks around. “Well, most of this is just junk. We need something worth a lot of teeth. What about the seeing stone I got from that witch doctor?”

	Meat grunts.

	“The golden scepter from that tomb we found?” 

	He chortles.

	Gretel adopts a flat frown, then more quietly tries, “Do you think he’d like a toupee?” 

	Meat huffs at her, causing her flat frown to droop while she wades out of the stuff room. “Well, nobody’s gonna want the rest of this! It’s all rusted music boxes and busted chairs.”

	The flesh monster sways while responding with a crunching sound, followed by an astute groan.

	Gretel perks up, then spreads a mischievous grin. “What we need is a haul. Whaddya say we visit the big city?”

	Meat rolls around the idea for a few moments. 

	 


Do they head to the big city?

	
	- Yes 

	- No



	 


No

	Meat replies with an unholy gurgle.

	Gretel looks off with a slight hum, then sighs. “Yeah, that’s fair. My feet are pretty tired. Maybe we can catch up with Bones tomorrow and just spend the afternoon with him. It’s not like he’s big on gifts anyway.”

	She stretches while heading for the far end of the table where a small jar of crackers waits atop a haphazard pile of towels. She reaches in and pulls out a couple of crackers to munch on while Meat settles by the table. 

	She pops a few more bites into her mouth before clapping the crumbs off her hands, then hops back onto her meaty cushion. Steady breathing enters and leaves Gretel as her eyelids grow heavy, and she closes her eyes for a bit more sleep.

	 



	- The End



	 


Necropolis

	Necropolis is the closest thing left in the world to a big city, boasting the largest number of intact buildings and businesses in this part of the Chasm. Some even say there are five thousand people who live here, and most are relatively upstanding. And as they also say, you haven't visited Necropolis unless you stopped by Morgue Street. 

	Just across an avenue through the ancient ruins that surround Necropolis, past long lost battlefields and ghost towns, then left at the corner of Spear and Pike, two familiar newcomers approach.

	Gretel’s blown-out shoes pitter-patter on the ancient cobblestone street, a fresh cloak draped over her slightly cleaner shirt. A nearly empty leather backpack hangs almost hidden between her cloak and ponytail. If they’re lucky, it’ll be full by the time they head home. 

	Just behind her slithers Meat who somehow seems even larger than before. Out in the open, the unnatural sheen of his bloodlike sludge blends over the meat comprising him into smooth looking flesh tendrils and spines. 

	The two pause to take in the bustling Morgue Street. 

	A stark contrast lingers between the silent wasteland outside Necropolis and the sights and sounds along this avenue. Open market stalls stand between shops’ continuously ringing doorbells. Multitudes of ghosts, skeletons, witches, goblins, vampires, and monsters of every imaginable variety congregate and converse beneath lanes of eerie blue torch sconces that hover along the miles of Morgue Street. 

	Just now, a cluster of hooded specters exits a thrift shop while passing straight through a surprised nosferatu on their way. 

	Several floating heads sample teas around a table on a café balcony. A cackling witch on a flying broom snatches one before zooming off, and the remaining heads shout garbled curses at the witch before returning to their tea. 

	A suit of armor, which may or may not have a wearer, is currently standing guard outside a club entrance while two goblins loudly berate it with insults and pleas to get in.

	A black cat hops off a roof onto the street where some kind of giant toothy worm punches through a building wall and swallows it whole before retreating. After a few seconds of bloody thrashing, the cat struts out of the hole without a scratch.

	Gretel’s eyes sparkle as she looks up at Meat. “Ready?”

	Meat growls something and nods.

	Morgue Street has two general sections: the Upper stretch and the Lower stretch. Both stretches have shops and friends, but the Upper stretch is a bit more upkept. Just about all the spots are welcome to patrons, but not all are safe for little humans.

	 


Where do they begin?

	
	- The Butcher

	- Tricks and Treats 

	- Big Jim’s Potions



	 


Morgue Street

	The two walk back to Morgue Street’s Lower stretch, and the day is still young. 

	 


Where do they go next?

	
	- The Butcher

	- Tricks and Treats 

	- Big Jim’s Potions

	- Upper Stretch



	 


The Butcher

	The Butcher seems like a great and not at all terrifying choice. 

	One little girl and a flesh monster slip past hundreds of blood locusts before pushing on a thick wooden door that almost doesn’t want to open. It creaks a mournful groan before letting them in.

	Gretel eagerly leads Meat from the bustling scene outside into a chamber of near pitch darkness. Neither the walls nor the ceiling are visible in this shadow, and the only feature in clear view is an immaculate wooden counter about three yards in. No corpse-like stench permeates the air, but the chill of death is inescapable. 

	She runs to the shop’s counter while Meat follows closely behind. The door closes on its own behind them, leaving their surroundings virtually black.

	Soundless as a whisper, a shape that vaguely resembles a person emerges from the dark behind the counter. The closer it gets, however, the less personable it seems. Scar tissue and stitches run between sliced chunks of people in various states of decay, sewn together into a thick thing whose bare chest slopes directly into its neck and face, if it could be called that.

	Two round, white eyes stare blankly at the customers above a mouth roughly carved into a semicircle facsimile of a cartoonish grin. It has no ears or nose, and the creature’s arms appear to be empty sleeves devoid of function or flesh. As it steadily approaches the counter, a faint sound of clicking emanates from
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