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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: 🟪 C2.1  (Expert)

Story Concept:
Nora, a disillusioned university student, joins an activist collective fighting government surveillance. But once inside, she realises the group is not what it seems. Members vanish. Missions shift. And Nova discovers she’s not just watching the system — she’s being watched. By the time she uncovers the truth, she’s no longer sure what’s real — or who she really is.
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Episode 1: The Invitation
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Nora didn’t believe in revolutions.

Not anymore.

She’d spent her first year at university marching, signing petitions, plastering digital slogans on her social feeds. But after a while, it all blurred into a kind of noise—well-meaning, exhausting, and ultimately... ignored.

So when the invitation came, slipped between the pages of her borrowed ethics textbook, she didn’t know what to do with it.

It was handwritten. On uncoated black card, words in silver ink:

“We see you. Come find us. Thursday, 8:30 p.m. — Engineering Block B, Room 311. No devices.”

There was no name. No signature. Just a stamp on the bottom corner — a symbol that looked like a human eye, cracked down the middle.

Nora ran her fingers over it.

Something about it felt deliberate. Intimate.

A kind of surveillance, yes — but personal.

She considered throwing it away.

Instead, she pocketed it.

Room 311 hadn’t been used in years.

She passed locked labs, abandoned printers, posters half-peeled from the walls. The university’s engineering wing was mostly digital now. The physical labs had migrated to cleaner, newer buildings across campus.

At the door to 311, Nora hesitated.

She checked her phone: 8:28 p.m.

Then, almost automatically, she powered it off and slipped it into her sock. The instructions hadn’t said “leave it”—just “no devices.” That meant no tracking, no recording. But it also meant they were assuming she’d come.

She pushed the door open.

The room was dark, lit only by a red LED strip running along the baseboards.

About twenty people sat in a semi-circle — not students, not staff. At least, not visibly. The crowd was diverse, in every sense. Sharp clothes. Scruffy faces. Tattoos. Shaved heads. Hijabs. Boots. Sweaters. Nora felt like she’d stepped into a dream stitched together from every protest she’d ever been to — but with none of the posturing.

They looked at her.

Not with hostility.

With... curiosity.

One woman rose from a chair at the front.

Tall. Black leather jacket. Platinum buzzcut.

She didn’t smile.

“You’re late.”

Nora said, “I’m not.”

The woman nodded. “Fair enough.”

The meeting began without preamble.

The woman introduced herself only as Alix.

“Welcome to Subset,” she said. “We don’t do roll call. We don’t do names, unless we choose to. We don’t film. We don’t post. If you’re here to be seen, you’re in the wrong room.”

She looked around.

“We are not an activist group,” she continued. “We are a study in friction. We map the pressure points. We name what they won’t. We prototype resistance.”

Nora’s heartbeat quickened.

The room was still.

A man in the back raised a hand.

“They’ve been sweeping forums,” he said. “Six accounts gone this week. One arrest.”

“Which platform?” Alix asked.

He hesitated.

“PulseNet.”

A flicker of tension.

Alix turned to the group.

“Burn it. No one uses PulseNet again.”

Nora didn’t know what PulseNet was.

She didn’t ask.

The meeting broke into “nodes” — smaller circles. Nora was pulled into one by a guy with thick glasses and an inked throat.

“We’re drafting protocols,” he said. “For misdirection. You code?”

“A bit.”

“Good. Help us write noise-generators.”

He slid a pad toward her.

Nora stared at it.

Lines of code, full of conditional logic and randomisers. Synthetic user trails.

“Where did you learn this?” she asked.

“We didn’t,” he said. “We taught ourselves after the third blackout.”

Her mouth went dry.

“You were there?”

He looked up. “You weren’t?”

She shook her head.

He smiled faintly.

“You are now.”

—By 10 p.m., the room had emptied in silence.

No chatter. No socialising. Just quiet exits, one by one.

Nora lingered.

Alix approached her.

“First time?”

Nora nodded.

“You watched more than you spoke.”

“I usually do.”

“Good. You hear better that way.”

Alix looked at her for a long moment.

Then handed her something small — a circular patch, matte black, embossed with that cracked eye.

“Next time,” Alix said, “wear this on your skin.”

“What is it?”

“Trust.”

Nora took it.

It felt warm.

Back at her dorm, Nora lay awake, eyes on the ceiling.

She hadn’t told anyone where she was going that night.

Not even Elena, her flatmate and former best friend, who’d stopped asking questions after the protest arrest last spring.

She stared at the patch.

Then peeled off her hoodie and pressed it to her inner wrist.

It stuck. Firm. Seamless.

Almost invisible.

As she touched it, her phone—still off—buzzed once from inside her sock.

She froze.

Pulled it out.

No new notifications. No recent activity.

Just a single new file in her gallery.

An image.

Of her.

Sitting in the circle.

Eyes forward.

Hands still.

From behind her.

Taken during the meeting.
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Episode 2: Misdirection
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Nora didn’t sleep.

She watched the image on her phone for hours. Her own face, caught in low red light, focused, still. A shot from behind—someone had been sitting directly behind her during the meeting, and she hadn’t noticed.

The image had no metadata. No timestamp. No sender ID. Just a file name: “WelcomeNora.jpeg.”

They knew her name.

She hadn’t given it.

She didn’t delete the image.

She didn’t reply to it either.

She just stared.

By morning, the patch on her wrist itched.

She peeled it off and held it to the light. No barcode. No texture. Just that cracked eye, barely raised.

Underneath, her skin was marked—a faint red circle. Not sore. Just... there.

Like her body had remembered something before she did.

Classes blurred.

Ethics, ironically, was first.

Professor Havel spoke about Kant and moral absolutes while Nora watched students pretend to care.

“Is lying always wrong?” he asked.

No one raised their hand.

Nora did.

Havel looked amused.

“Yes?”

She said, “Only if the truth was ever yours to give.”

Some students laughed. He didn’t.

“Do you believe that?”

“I don’t know,” she replied. “But I think systems lie more than people do.”

He gave her a long look.

Then moved on.

That night, another message came.

No notification.

Just a vibration.

She opened her gallery: another image.

A QR code, stylised like an origami shape.

Underneath: a time and place.

“22:00. Level -2. Library Annex.”

She knew the location. Or thought she did. The Annex hadn’t been used since a fire two years ago. Supposedly under repair. Most students assumed it was just storage now.

She checked her camera app. It wouldn’t open.

Her mic was dead too.

The patch, she realised.

She peeled it off again.

Her phone returned to normal.

She placed the patch face-up on her desk, staring at it like it might blink.

Then she got dressed.

The library was nearly empty.

Level -2 was blocked off with a plastic barrier and faded caution tape.

Nora stepped over it.

Down two flights of emergency stairs.

At the bottom: a steel door, propped open just enough.

She pushed it gently.

Inside: low light. Shelves gutted. The air smelled of old dust and ozone.

Alix waited beside an unplugged server rack.

“You came,” she said.

Nora shrugged. “Curiosity.”

Alix smiled faintly. “That’s a beginning.”

She handed Nora a folded device—flat, no bigger than a card reader.

“Signal wiper,” she said. “Blocks low-frequency scans. Don’t carry it through any security gates unless you want questions.”

“What does it protect me from?”

“Not ‘what,’” Alix said. “Who.”

Over the next two hours, Alix trained her.

Basic encryption. Physical trail disruption. Dummy routing.

Nothing she couldn’t find online if she knew where to look—but faster, sharper. Lean.

Then they practised “misdirection.” How to be seen and misread.

“Rule one,” Alix said. “They assume the loudest person is the threat.”

“Because they usually are?”

“No. Because the system is lazy. It reads heat, not intent.”

They ran drills in silence.

Walk past the same camera three times—but never look the same. Change posture. Change gait. Never form a pattern.

Nora didn’t ask who was watching the cameras.

She knew the answer.

Everyone.

After midnight, they left the Annex.

Alix didn’t say goodbye. She never did.

As Nora crossed the courtyard back toward the dorms, she felt it.

Eyes.

Somewhere on her.

She turned fast.

No one.

Still—her heart raced.

She walked faster.

Elena was in the common room when Nora returned.

Hoodie. Legs tucked under her. Watching a muted thriller on the university feed.

She looked up as Nora entered.

“Where’ve you been?”

“Library.”

“Closed early.”

Nora hesitated.

“Needed to think.”

Elena studied her. “You’ve been... off.”

“Just tired.”

“You still get those dreams?”

Nora froze.

They hadn’t talked about the dreams since the year before—when she’d wake up gasping, hand gripping the edge of the mattress, unsure if she was real.

“Sometimes,” she said.

“You should talk to someone.”

Nora nodded.

Then went to bed.

She didn’t dream.

But when she woke, there was another file.

Not a photo this time.

A short video.

Footage of her walking across the courtyard.

Zoomed in. High angle.

At the end of the clip, the camera panned sideways—to the top floor of the history building.

There, in a lit window, stood a
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