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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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Level: 🟡 B1.2 (Capable)
Inspired by: Little Red Riding Hood (Grimm Brothers)
Setting: A dense city with quiet streets, closed doors, and secrets everywhere
Story Concept:

Seventeen-year-old Ruby is sent to deliver a package from her mother’s home to her sick grandmother’s apartment across town. Her phone is low on battery, the streets are quieter than usual, and her usual shortcut through the park is closed. She’s told not to look inside the package—but the further she walks, the stranger things get.
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Episode 1: The Shortcut
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Ruby didn’t like running errands for her mother. Especially not at night.

But when Nora said, “Take this to your grandmother.” Now, there was no choice.

The package was small—just a plain brown box, tied with red string. No label. No address. Only a post-it on top that read:
“For her. Do not open.”
Ruby held it in both hands. It felt heavier than it looked.

“She’s sick,” her mother said, pulling on a coat. “She needs it tonight.”

“What’s in it?”

Nora didn’t answer. She just looked at Ruby and said, “Go the long way. Stay out of the park.”

That was strange. The park was always the fastest route to Grandma’s place.

The streets were half-empty. The sky had already gone dark, and the wind smelled like rain.

Ruby walked fast.

Her phone buzzed—low battery.

She tucked it into her coat pocket and tightened her grip on the box.

At the corner near Baker Street, a boy leaned against a brick wall, tapping his shoe. He looked familiar.

It was Liam.

They weren’t exactly friends. He’d been in her maths class once, and he was always smiling in a way that made you nervous.

He looked up. “Hey, Ruby.”

She kept walking. “Hi.”

“You heading somewhere?”

“I’m delivering something.”

“To where?”

“Doesn’t matter.”

He smiled wider. “You always take the long way?”

“Tonight I do.”

“You should take the shortcut,” he said, nodding toward the alley by the bookshop. “Quicker.”

Ruby shook her head. “It’s closed.”

“It’s not. I just came through.”

She frowned. “You don’t live near here.”

“I do tonight,” he said.

Ruby didn’t like the way he said that.

She crossed the street and kept walking.

Behind her, Liam called out, “Hope the package doesn’t open by itself.”

The air felt colder now.

She pulled her hood up and walked faster.

The city was quiet in the strange way it gets when something is about to happen.

She passed a bus stop, a bakery with its lights off, and a small shop selling old keys.

All closed.

No people.

Only her and the box.

When she reached Maple Road, a woman was standing by the gate. Dark coat, large bag, red lipstick. She looked like someone from an old film.

“Evening,” the woman said.

Ruby nodded and tried to pass.

The woman stepped in front of her.

“You’re carrying something.”

“Yes,” Ruby said.

“For your grandmother?”

Ruby froze.

“How do you—?”

The woman smiled. “It’s a small town. People talk.”

“Do I know you?”

“No. But I know what’s in the box.”

Ruby stared at her. “No one knows what’s in the box.”

The woman’s smile changed—more like a smirk now.

“That’s the problem.”

Ruby stepped back.

“Who sent you?” she asked.

“No one. I just listen well.”

Then the woman turned and walked away without another word.

Ruby stood still for a moment.

Then she started walking again.

Faster.

Her phone buzzed again. 3% battery.

A message from Grandma:

“Be careful tonight. Things feel wrong.”

Ruby almost laughed.

Her grandmother was the strongest person she knew. She didn’t say things like “be careful.”

And now Ruby was really worried.

The package felt heavier in her hands.

She looked down at it.

Still the same. Plain. Untouched.

But her arms were getting tired.

She considered opening it.

Just a peek.

She stopped under a streetlight. Looked around. No one.

She untied the first loop of red string.

Then her phone buzzed again. One word.

“Don’t.”

No name. No sender.

She dropped the string and started walking again.

Her grandmother’s flat was still five blocks away.

And now she had questions.

About Liam.

About the woman.

About what exactly was in this box.

And why someone didn’t want her to know.
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Episode 2: The Wrong Door
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The rain started suddenly—hard and cold, like a warning.

Ruby ran toward the nearest awning, but it only covered part of the sidewalk. Her hood was already soaked.

She looked around for better cover.

Across the street, an old apartment building had its front door propped open. Yellow light spilled into the wet night.

Ruby hesitated.

It wasn’t Grandma’s building, but maybe she could wait inside for five minutes. Just until the rain slowed.

She crossed the street, held the box close, and stepped in.

The inside smelled like old carpet and something sweet, like cinnamon.

The lobby was small. A few potted plants. No people.

She looked for a security desk or mailboxes—anything to tell her where she was.

Nothing.

Just a hallway, and a dark red door at the end with a small brass number: 4A.

She checked her phone.

Still 3%. Still no signal.

A voice called from upstairs.

“Hello?”

Ruby looked up.

A man stood at the top of the staircase. Late 40s maybe. Grey hoodie. Calm face.

“You alright?” he asked.

“Just waiting out the rain,” Ruby said.

He nodded. “Big storm coming.”

She clutched the package tighter.

“You live here?” she asked.

He smiled. “No. But I know the place.”

That didn’t make sense.

He walked down the stairs slowly, hands in pockets.

“You carrying something important?”

“Yes.”

“For someone close?”

“Yes.”

He nodded again. “Then you should be careful where you step.”

Ruby backed up slightly. “I’ll go soon.”

He tilted his head. “You sure you’re going the right way?”

“I know the city.”

“Cities change.”

A sharp clap of thunder shook the windows.

The man looked toward the door.

“Storm’s louder than usual tonight.”

Then he turned and walked down the hallway, past the red door marked 4A, and into the shadows.

He didn’t open a door. He didn’t speak again.

He just disappeared.

Ruby stood frozen.

Her shoes were wet. Her coat was dripping. But she was suddenly very warm.

She didn’t like this building.

She stepped toward the red door.

Just to see if there were names on it.

There weren’t.

But there was a note, pinned to the centre.

In red ink:

Not every door is for you.

Ruby didn’t knock.

She turned around, walked quickly to the entrance, and stepped back into the street.

The rain had stopped.

The street was empty.

She checked her phone again.

1%.

Still no signal.

Back on the sidewalk, she looked at the building.

It had no number above the door.

No name on the buzzer.

She stepped back another few feet.

The lights inside went out.

Completely dark.

She turned and kept walking.

Grandma’s street was only three blocks away now.

But it felt further.

She walked fast.

Held the box tight.

And didn’t stop to check the message that arrived just as her battery died.

They’re watching the box. Not you.
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Episode 3: The Man in the Window
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The rain had stopped, but the wind was still sharp.

Ruby turned onto her grandmother’s street. The trees shook above her, dropping cold water down her back.

Only three buildings now.

She passed the one with the blue door, then the tall white one with the broken light.

Her grandmother lived in the brick building at the end—Apartment 2B.

Ruby stopped in front.

The windows were dark.

That wasn’t unusual. Grandma often went to bed early.

But tonight, one light was on.

Upstairs.

The window above 2B.

Apartment 3B.

Someone was standing there.

It was a man.

Just a shadow, really—but tall, still, facing out.

Watching.

Ruby froze.

Was he watching her?

Or just looking outside?

She took a step back.

The light flicked off.

She turned and looked up and down the street.

Still no people.

Still no sound except the wind.

Her phone was dead now. No way to check in.

No one to ask.

She held the package tight and walked to the front door.

Buzzed 2B.

Waited.

No answer.

She tried again.

Still nothing.

Then someone buzzed her in.

But not from Grandma’s button.

The door clicked.

And opened.

Ruby stepped inside.

The hallway was warm and smelled like toast.

The light over the stairs buzzed softly.

Everything looked normal.

But her heart was racing.

She walked down the hallway to Apartment 2B.

Lifted her hand to knock.

Then stopped.

There was something stuck under the door.

A note.

She picked it up.

Red ink again.

You’re early. He’s still here.

She dropped the note.

Knocked hard.

No answer.

“Grandma?” she called.

Nothing.

She checked the door.

Locked.

Behind her, the stairs creaked.

One slow footstep.

Then another.

Someone was coming down.

She didn’t turn around.

Not yet.

She whispered, “Grandma?”

No reply.

She turned.

It was the man from the window.

He wasn’t smiling.

He wasn’t angry.

Just... watching.

He stopped halfway down the stairs and said, “You’re holding it wrong.”

“What?”

“The package. It’s upside down.”

Ruby looked down at the box.

The red string had slipped. The post-it was curling at the edge.

She hadn’t noticed.

“Don’t open it,” the man said.

“I wasn’t going to.”

He stepped down one more stair.

“She didn’t send you, did she?”

Ruby blinked. “Who?”

“Your grandmother.”

“Of course she didn’t. My mother did.”

The man looked almost amused.

“And she told you not to take the shortcut, didn’t she?”

“Yes.”

“I did.”

Then he turned around and walked back upstairs.

Ruby didn’t know what to do.

She stood there, heart pounding, for a long time.

Then she knocked again.

Still no answer.

So she sat down beside the door and waited.

Holding the box like it might speak.
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