
Once upon a time there was a world filled with every single fairytale we’ve known. But there was a twist… the fairytale characters have had many great adventures.”
Yet before those adventures were written, before kingdoms rose and curses fell, before saviors were born and darkness learned to whisper, there were two brothers standing at the edge of a world not yet broken.
Jacob and Wilhelm Grimm grew up in the quiet village of Steinau, where shadows stretched a little too long and the morning light shimmered with secrets. Even as children, they sensed things others could not — Jacob felt the hum of truth in every beam of light, while Wilhelm heard the soft, dangerous promises hidden in the dark. They were bound by blood, by wonder, and by a destiny neither yet understood.
But destiny rarely arrives gently.
The storm came without warning — a violent, twisting force that split the sky and swallowed Wilhelm whole. When he returned, he was alive… but changed. Darkness clung to him like a second skin, whispering ancient names and forgotten prophecies. Jacob saw it immediately: the brother he loved was still there, but something else had come back with him.
Something old.
Something powerful.
Something waiting.
Across the realms, magic stirred. Fairies woke in their gardens. Wolves lifted their heads to the wind. Sorcerers felt their spells tremble. And in the spaces between stories — the places where forgotten tales slept — shadows began to move.
This was the moment the world shifted.
This was the moment the stories began to unravel.
This was the moment light and darkness chose their champions.
And the brothers, once inseparable, would soon stand on opposite sides of a war that would shape every tale ever told.
Because every curse, every kingdom, every hero and villain — from Nimue’s fall to Emma Swan’s rise, from Cora’s ambition to Regina’s redemption — would trace its beginnings back to this single fracture:
Two brothers.
One touched by light.
One claimed by shadow.
And a world about to remember its magic.
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Morning sunlight spilled across Storybrooke like a warm enchantment, soft and golden, stretching over rooftops and drifting lazily across the harbor. The ocean glittered as if sprinkled with diamonds, each wave catching the light and tossing it back into the sky. Ships rocked gently at their docks, their sails fluttering with the kind of calm that only came after years of chaos finally settling.
The town breathed peacefully.
Children darted between market stalls, their laughter echoing through the streets. Vendors opened their shops, sweeping their steps and greeting early customers with warm smiles. Even the air felt lighter, as if the whole realm had taken a deep breath and finally exhaled.
Inside the palace, Emma Swan walked slowly down the decorated hallway, taking in every detail. Enchanted lanterns floated overhead, glowing in soft pinks and golds. Ribbons shimmered with tiny sparks of magic, drifting like fireflies whenever someone passed beneath them. A long table near the wall was already stacked with presents — some wrapped in shimmering paper, others tied with enchanted bows that wriggled playfully.
Emma paused, pressing a hand to her chest. She should’ve felt nothing but joy. Hope’s fourth birthday was tomorrow, and the entire palace buzzed with excitement. Snow had spent the morning organizing games. Charming had been testing the enchanted bubble machine. Even the dwarves had promised to behave.
But something tugged at Emma’s heart.
A quiet, uneasy feeling she couldn’t explain.
She moved to a tall window overlooking the harbor. The sunlight danced across the water, bright and beautiful, but the uneasy feeling didn’t fade. It sat in her chest like a whisper she couldn’t quite hear.
“Come on, Emma,” she murmured to herself. “It’s just nerves. It’s her birthday. Nothing is going to ruin that.”
She tried to believe it.
She really did.
But the feeling lingered — a shadow at the edge of her thoughts, waiting.
Far from Storybrooke’s calm shores, the Jolly Roger cut through the open sea like a dark arrow. The waves rolled gently beneath her hull, rocking the ship in a steady rhythm that would’ve lulled any other sailor into comfort. But Killian Jones wasn’t just any sailor.
He stood at the helm, one hand gripping the wheel, the other resting on the polished wood beside him. The wind tugged at his coat, carrying the scent of salt and distant rain. Normally, this was where he felt most at home — the open water, the endless horizon, the quiet that only the sea could offer.
But today, something felt off.
Not wrong.
Not dangerous.
Just… off.
Killian narrowed his eyes at the horizon, as if the answer might be hiding in the waves. “You’re gettin’ jumpy in your old age,” he muttered to himself, though he didn’t believe it.
A sudden thud echoed from below deck.
Killian froze.
Another thud — softer this time, like something shifting on the wooden floor.
He straightened, instincts sharpening. “Brilliant,” he sighed. “If that’s a bloody rat, I swear—”
But he knew it wasn’t a rat. He’d spent too many years on too many ships not to recognize the difference between a scurrying creature and something… placed.
He descended the steps slowly, boots tapping against the wood. The lower deck was dim, lit only by a lantern swaying gently from a beam. Shadows stretched across the crates and barrels, shifting with the lantern’s movement.
Killian scanned the room.
Nothing seemed out of place.
Until he saw it.
A small, folded piece of fabric sat neatly on top of a crate — too neatly. The lantern’s glow revealed soft blue stitching, worn edges, and a pattern he hadn’t seen since he was barely old enough to walk.
His breath caught.
“No…” he whispered.
He stepped closer, reaching out with a trembling hand. The fabric was warm from the lantern’s heat, but the memories it carried were cold and sharp. His baby blanket. The one he’d lost decades ago. The one he thought had been destroyed long before he ever became Captain Hook.
“How in the hell did you get here?” he murmured.
He lifted it gently, as if it might crumble in his hands. The familiar weight of it hit him harder than he expected — a punch straight to the chest.
Then he noticed something else.
A faint glint on the floor.
Killian crouched, brushing aside a few shards of glass. A broken picture frame lay shattered, the wooden edges cracked. He picked up the photograph inside, careful not to cut himself on the glass.
His heart stopped.
There he was — younger, smiling awkwardly. Liam stood beside him, proud and steady as always.
But between them stood another boy.
A boy with dark hair, bright eyes, and a grin that didn’t match any memory Killian had ever held.
A boy he had never seen before.
Killian’s voice came out barely above a whisper. “Who are you…?”
He stared at the photo for a long moment, the ship creaking softly around him. The sea outside remained calm, but inside Killian’s chest, a storm was beginning to form.
He slipped the photo into his coat, tucking the blanket beneath it.
Whatever this meant, he wasn’t ready to tell Emma. Not yet. Not until he understood it himself.
He rose to his feet, casting one last look around the dimly lit deck.
Something — or someone — had been on his ship.
And they wanted him to know it.
The Jolly Roger glided into Storybrooke’s harbor just as the sun began dipping toward the horizon, painting the sky in streaks of orange and rose. Killian secured the ropes with practiced ease, though his mind was far from the task. The weight of the blanket and the photograph pressed against his chest beneath his coat, heavier than any anchor he’d ever hauled.
He stepped onto the dock, boots thudding softly against the worn planks. Normally, returning home filled him with warmth — the promise of Emma’s smile, Hope’s excited squeals, the comfort of family waiting for him.
But today, every step felt slower.
More cautious.
More uncertain.
He made his way toward the palace, passing townsfolk who waved cheerfully. He forced a smile back, but it didn’t reach his eyes. His thoughts kept circling the same impossible question:
Who was that boy?
As he approached the palace gates, the air shimmered faintly — a sign of protective magic woven into the walls. Killian barely had time to take another step before a familiar voice cut through the courtyard.
“Well, well. Look who finally decided to return.”
Regina Mills stood at the top of the stone steps, arms crossed, dark hair perfectly in place despite the breeze. Her expression was sharp, but her eyes — those always saw more than he wanted them to.
Killian cleared his throat. “Good to see you too, Your Majesty.”
Regina descended the steps slowly, heels clicking with purpose. “You’re hiding something.”
Straight to the point. Typical Regina.
Killian forced a smirk. “A man can’t walk into a palace without being interrogated?”
“Not when that man is you,” Regina shot back. “You’re practically radiating guilt.”
He stiffened. “I’m not guilty of anything.”
Regina stopped in front of him, tilting her head. “Killian… I know what you look like when you’re lying.”
He swallowed. Hard.
For a moment, neither of them spoke. The courtyard was quiet except for the distant sound of waves and the rustle of enchanted banners fluttering above the palace entrance.
Regina’s voice softened — something rare, something real.
“You don’t have to face whatever this is alone.”
Killian looked away, jaw tightening. “It’s nothing. Truly.”
Regina didn’t believe him — he could see it in her eyes — but she didn’t push further. Instead, she stepped aside, gesturing toward the palace doors.
“Emma’s inside. She’s been waiting.”
Killian nodded once, grateful for the escape, and walked past her.
Inside the palace, the warm glow of lanterns greeted him. The scent of vanilla cake drifted through the halls, mixed with the faint sparkle of magic. He followed the sound of soft humming until he reached the sitting room.
Emma sat in a velvet armchair, Hope curled asleep in her arms. The little girl’s dark curls spilled over Emma’s shoulder, her tiny hand clutching her mother’s shirt. Emma looked up as Killian entered, her face lighting up instantly.
“There you are,” she whispered. “Welcome home.”
Killian’s chest loosened for the first time since he’d found the blanket. He leaned down, pressing a gentle kiss to Emma’s forehead, then brushed a hand over Hope’s hair.
“Aye,” he murmured. “Wouldn’t miss our lass’s big day.”
But even as he held his family close, the photograph in his coat seemed to burn against his skin — a silent reminder that something was coming.
Something he wasn’t ready to face.
Morning arrived with a burst of color and sound.
The palace courtyard was transformed into a festival of magic — banners in soft pinks and golds fluttered overhead, enchanted balloons drifted lazily through the air, and tiny sparkles of light danced around the stone pathways like playful fireflies. Guests from every corner of the United Realms had begun to gather, their carriages lining the palace grounds in a rainbow of styles and cultures.
Inside the grand hall, the celebration was already in full swing.
Tables overflowed with food — enchanted pastries that refilled themselves, fruit platters arranged in the shapes of animals, and a towering cake decorated with swirls of frosting that shimmered like stardust. Musicians played soft, cheerful melodies, their instruments glowing faintly with magic.
Hope stood in the center of it all, her eyes wide with wonder.
Her dress — a soft lavender gown Snow had enchanted — sparkled every time she moved. Her dark curls bounced as she ran from guest to guest, greeting them with the kind of excitement only a four‑year‑old princess could muster.
“Papa! Look!” she squealed, tugging Killian’s hand as she pointed toward a group of dwarves attempting to stack themselves into a pyramid. “They’re doing tricks!”
Killian chuckled, ruffling her hair. “Aye, love. Let’s hope they don’t topple over and crush the cake.”
Emma joined them, slipping her hand into Killian’s. “She’s having the time of her life.”
Killian smiled, though the weight of the hidden photograph still pressed against his chest. “She deserves nothing less.”
Emma studied him for a moment, her brow creasing slightly. “You alright?”
He forced a grin. “Never better, Swan.”
Before she could question him further, Snow approached with a bright smile. “It’s time! Everyone, gather for the crowning ceremony!”
Guests began to move toward the front of the hall, forming a wide circle around the raised platform. Regina stepped forward, holding the small ceremonial crown — a delicate piece of gold shaped like intertwining vines, enchanted to glow softly when placed on the head of a future leader.
Hope bounced excitedly, gripping both her parents’ hands. “Mama, Papa, is it my turn?”
Emma knelt down, brushing a curl from Hope’s face. “It is, sweetheart. Ready?”
Hope nodded so hard her curls shook.
Killian lifted her gently, setting her on the platform beside Regina. The crowd quieted, the music faded, and the soft glow of lanterns illuminated the room.
Regina smiled warmly at Hope. “Princess Hope Jones, today we honor your fourth birthday and the bright future you bring to the realms.”
Hope giggled, clearly more excited about the crown than the speech.
Regina lifted the crown—
And then the doors slammed open.
A violent gust of wind tore through the hall, extinguishing candles and sending ribbons whipping through the air. The enchanted balloons burst one by one, scattering sparks of magic across the floor.
Dark gold and red smoke poured into the room, thick and swirling like living fire. Gasps echoed. Children clung to their parents. Even the musicians froze, instruments trembling in their hands.
Emma instinctively stepped in front of Hope. Killian drew his sword in a single motion.
Regina’s face went pale.
“No…” she whispered. “It can’t be.”
A laugh — sharp, cruel, unmistakable — echoed through the smoke.
A figure stepped forward, grin twisted and wicked.
“Hello, dearies,” he purred. “I’m back.”
Wish Rumplestiltskin had returned.
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Rain fell steadily over Storybrooke, soft but unrelenting, turning the graveyard soil dark and heavy. The sky hung low with gray clouds, as if the heavens themselves were mourning. Rows of umbrellas dotted the cemetery, each held by someone who had come to say goodbye to a man they once feared… and eventually learned to respect.
Rumplestiltskin — the true Rumple, the one who died a hero — lay in a polished casket carved with symbols of both light and darkness. A reminder of the life he lived, the choices he made, and the sacrifice that redeemed him.
Emma stood with Killian beneath a shared umbrella, Hope held close against her side. Regina stood at the front, her black coat soaked at the shoulders, but she didn’t seem to notice. Her eyes were fixed on the casket.
One by one, Rumple’s closest friends — and even some who had once been enemies — stepped forward.
Killian approached slowly, rain dripping from his hair. He rested a hand on the casket, his voice low.
“Rest easy, crocodile. You earned it.”
Regina followed, placing a single white rose beside him. Her voice trembled, but she kept her chin high.
“You were complicated. Infuriating. Impossible. But you were also brave… and in the end, you chose the right path.”
Others came — Snow, Charming, even Archie — each offering a quiet farewell.
When the final words were spoken, Regina stepped forward to address the gathered crowd. The rain softened, as if listening.
“Rumplestiltskin was once the Dark One,” she began, her voice steady. “He carried more darkness than most of us could imagine. But even then, there was goodness in him — buried deep, but real. And in the end, he proved that even the darkest heart can choose the light.”
A hush fell over the graveyard.
Emma squeezed Killian’s hand. Hope leaned her head against her mother’s shoulder, not fully understanding, but sensing the sadness around her.
The ceremony ended. People drifted away, umbrellas bobbing through the rain. The graveyard grew quiet again.
But far below Storybrooke…
The Underworld stirred.
Down in the Underworld, a thick red mist rolled across the River of Lost Souls. The water churned, glowing faintly with trapped spirits. A small rowboat emerged from the fog, drifting toward the shore with eerie silence.
A shadowy figure sat inside.
As the boat scraped against the rocky bank, the figure stepped out — tall, thin, and unmistakably familiar.
Rumplestiltskin.
But not the hero who had just been buried.
This was Wish Rumple.
His grin curled wickedly as he looked around the Underworld’s crimson landscape. “Home sweet home,” he muttered.
Two figures waited for him at the edge of the shore — Nimue, the first Dark One, and Fiona, the Black Fairy. Their eyes gleamed with anticipation.
“Are you ready?” Fiona asked, her voice smooth and cold.
Wish Rumple nodded once.
Nimue stepped forward, pulling something from her pocket — a small, ancient object wrapped in dark cloth. She placed it in Wish Rumple’s hand.
“Then let’s begin.”
But they weren’t alone.
Hidden behind a jagged rock formation, a figure watched them carefully — trying to understand what the trio was planning. The Underworld was full of secrets, but this… this felt dangerous.
A pebble slipped beneath the spy’s boot.
Wish Rumple’s head snapped toward the sound.
“Someone’s listening,” he hissed. “Find them.”
The shadowy figure turned and sprinted toward a nearby cave, boots echoing against the stone. Wish Rumple followed, magic crackling at his fingertips.
Inside the cave, the spy stopped — and slowly turned around.
It was Rumple.
The real one.
The hero who had just been buried above.
But he wasn’t alone.
Cora stepped out from the shadows.
Robin Hood appeared behind her.
Graham emerged from the darkness, bow drawn.
Together, the “Under‑Heroes” surrounded Wish Rumple.
“You’re not going anywhere,” Rumple said quietly.
But far across the Underworld, Nimue and Fiona felt the shift in magic — and they were already tracking him.
The Underworld trembled.
A pulse of magic rippled through the crimson air as Nimue and Fiona followed the trail of Wish Rumple’s energy. The deeper they walked, the darker the landscape became — jagged rocks, rivers of glowing red, and the faint cries of lost souls echoing through the caverns.
Nimue’s eyes glowed faintly gold. “He’s close. I can feel the Dark One’s power… even if it’s twisted.”
Fiona smirked. “Good. We’ll need him if this plan is going to work.”
They reached the entrance of a hidden cavern — the one the Under‑Heroes used as their refuge. The air inside was thick with old magic, the kind that clung to the skin like dust.
Nimue stepped forward first, her cloak brushing the stone floor. She scanned the room, her gaze sharp and predatory.
“Cora’s been here,” she muttered. “I can smell her magic.”
Fiona raised a brow. “And?”
“And Cora never travels without her treasures.”
Nimue moved quickly, rifling through a leather satchel left on a stone table. She pushed aside vials, enchanted herbs, and a cracked mirror — until her fingers brushed something ancient.
A scroll.
Bound in black ribbon.
Sealed with a familiar symbol.
Nimue’s breath hitched. “The Dark Curse…”
Fiona’s eyes widened. “Cora had that?”
Nimue unrolled the scroll just enough to confirm it. The parchment pulsed with dark energy, the ink shifting like living shadows.
“This,” Nimue whispered, “is exactly what we need.”
Fiona stepped closer, her voice low. “But the Dark Curse requires a sacrifice. A heart. The heart of the person you love most.”
Nimue rolled the scroll back up. “Then we change the rules.”
Fiona blinked. “Change… the rules?”
Nimue’s smile was slow and dangerous. “We make the curse stronger. Strong enough to break its own limitations. Strong enough to bring the dead back to life.”
Fiona’s expression shifted — fear, excitement, hunger. “You mean… send Underworld souls into the United Realms?”
“Exactly.”
Fiona tapped her chin thoughtfully. “I know just what to do.”
She raised her hand, summoning a swirl of dark blue smoke. Two figures materialized from the mist — tall, pale, and dressed in Victorian coats.
Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde.
Hyde bowed mockingly. “You called, my lady?”
Fiona stepped forward. “I need a serum. Something powerful. Something that can enhance a curse beyond its limits.”
Jekyll adjusted his glasses nervously. “You mean… the Elixir of Life?”
Fiona smiled. “Exactly.”
Hyde cracked his knuckles. “We’ll need rare ingredients. Dangerous ones.”
“Then get them,” Fiona ordered. “Now.”
The two men hurried off into the Underworld’s twisting tunnels, their footsteps echoing.
Nimue watched them disappear. “If they succeed, the curse will be unstoppable.”
Fiona nodded. “And no one will be able to stop us.”
But they weren’t alone.
A shadow moved behind a pillar.
A bowstring tightened.
And before Hyde and Jekyll could return, a figure stepped out of the darkness — hood up, eyes sharp.
Robin Hood.
He snatched the glowing vial from Hyde’s hand in one swift motion.
“Sorry, lads,” Robin said with a grin. “But this little potion isn’t going anywhere near your hands.”
Hyde roared. Jekyll panicked. Fiona’s eyes blazed with fury.
But Robin was already gone, disappearing into the maze of tunnels with the Elixir of Life tucked safely under his arm.
Meanwhile…
Nimue turned to Wish Rumple, who had been silently watching from the shadows.
“It’s time,” she said. “Find a way to cast the curse without a sacrifice. And make it stronger.”
Wish Rumple’s grin widened, wicked and eager.
“With pleasure.”
He raised his hands, dark magic swirling around him as he began crafting the second curse — one powerful enough to tear open the barrier between life and death.
The Underworld was never quiet — not truly — but as Wish Rumple began weaving his magic, the entire realm seemed to hold its breath.
He stood in the center of a wide cavern, jagged red crystals jutting from the walls like broken teeth. Shadows twisted unnaturally around him, drawn to the dark energy gathering in his hands. The air crackled, humming with power that didn’t belong in the land of the dead.
Wish Rumple grinned, eyes glowing gold.
“Oh, this is going to be fun.”
He raised his hands higher, letting the magic swirl into a vortex of black and crimson. The cavern floor trembled. Loose stones rattled. Even the River of Lost Souls outside began to churn violently, as if sensing what was coming.
Nimue watched from the entrance, arms crossed.
“He’s enjoying this far too much.”
Fiona stepped beside her, cloak brushing the ground. “Let him. The more he enjoys it, the stronger the curse becomes.”
Wish Rumple’s voice echoed through the cavern, layered with dark enchantment.
“By shadow and flame… by the power of the Dark One’s line… let the veil between realms weaken…”
The magic pulsed outward, slamming into the cavern walls. Cracks of glowing red spread across the stone like lightning.
Nimue’s eyes widened. “He’s pushing too hard.”
Fiona shook her head. “No. He’s doing exactly what we need.”
But the Underworld itself disagreed.
A deep rumble rolled through the realm — not from Wish Rumple’s spell, but from the land beneath them. Souls wandering the crimson streets looked up in confusion. Flames flickered. Buildings shook. The sky darkened from red to nearly black.
The Underworld was reacting.
Rejecting.
Fighting back.
Wish Rumple only laughed. “Oh, don’t be so dramatic! I’m just bending the rules a little!”
The vortex of magic grew larger, swirling faster, pulling in dust, debris, and even the faint whispers of lost souls. The air grew colder. The cavern lights flickered.
Nimue stepped forward. “Enough! You’ll tear the realm apart before the curse is ready!”
Wish Rumple lowered his hands — but the magic didn’t stop. It spun around him, wild and unstable, like a storm refusing to be contained.
He frowned. “Well… that’s new.”
Fiona’s eyes narrowed. “You’ve awakened something.”
A distant roar echoed through the Underworld — ancient, furious, and powerful enough to shake the cavern.
Wish Rumple blinked. “That wasn’t me.”
Nimue’s expression hardened. “The Underworld has guardians. And they don’t like when someone tries to break the natural order.”
Fiona stepped closer to the swirling magic, studying it. “We need to stabilize the curse. Now.”
Wish Rumple smirked. “Then stop talking and start helping.”
Nimue raised her hands, channeling her own dark power into the vortex. Fiona followed, weaving her magic into the spell. Slowly, the storm began to calm — still dangerous, still unstable, but no longer threatening to rip the cavern apart.
The roar faded.
The Underworld quieted.
But the damage was done.
Cracks of glowing red spread across the realm like veins, pulsing with dark energy. Souls whispered nervously. Shadows moved where they shouldn’t. The air felt heavier, colder, as if something ancient had awakened beneath the surface.
Wish Rumple lowered his hands, breathing hard.
“Well… that was exciting.”
Nimue glared at him. “You nearly destroyed us.”
“Nearly,” he corrected with a grin. “But I didn’t.”
Fiona stepped forward, eyes gleaming. “The curse is forming. But it’s not complete. We still need the final piece.”
Nimue nodded. “The wand. And the Elixir.”
Wish Rumple cracked his knuckles. “Then let’s finish this.”
But far across the Underworld, Robin Hood clutched the stolen vial to his chest, running deeper into the tunnels.
And above them, in the world of the living…
The first cracks of the curse began to shimmer faintly across Rumple’s gravestone.
Robin Hood sprinted through the twisting tunnels of the Underworld, the glowing vial clutched tightly in his hand. The Elixir of Life pulsed with a faint blue light, illuminating the jagged walls as he ran. Behind him, Hyde’s furious roar echoed through the cavern.
“THIEF!”
Robin smirked under his hood. “Bit ironic coming from you, mate.”
He slid behind a pillar just as Hyde’s footsteps thundered past. Jekyll followed, breathless and panicked, muttering apologies to no one in particular. When their footsteps faded, Robin slipped deeper into the tunnels, heading toward the Under‑Heroes’ hideout.
Inside the cavern, Rumple paced anxiously, his brow furrowed. Cora leaned against a stone pillar, arms crossed, while Graham kept watch near the entrance, bow drawn.
“We can’t stay here,” Rumple muttered. “Nimue and Fiona will find us.”
Cora rolled her eyes. “They already have found us. We’re just lucky they didn’t bring the entire Underworld guard.”
Graham nodded. “We need a plan. And fast.”
Before Rumple could respond, Robin burst into the cavern, panting. “I’ve got it!”
He held up the vial triumphantly.
Rumple’s eyes widened. “The Elixir… You actually stole it.”
Robin grinned. “Stealing is such an ugly word. I prefer ‘borrowing from villains.’”
Cora snatched the vial from his hand, examining it closely. “This could be the key to stopping them.”
Rumple shook his head. “Or it could be exactly what they need to complete the curse.”
The cavern trembled suddenly — a deep, rumbling quake that sent dust raining from the ceiling. The Under‑Heroes froze.
Graham steadied himself. “What was that?”
Rumple’s face darkened. “Wish Rumple. He’s begun the second curse.”
Another tremor shook the cavern, stronger this time. Cracks of glowing red spread across the floor, pulsing like veins. The air grew colder, heavier, as if the realm itself were groaning in pain.
Cora stepped back. “The Underworld is destabilizing.”
Robin frowned. “Meaning…?”
Rumple looked toward the ceiling — toward the world above.
“Meaning the barrier between life and death is weakening.”
Above them, in the world of the living…
Rain still fell over Storybrooke, but something had changed.
Rumple’s gravestone — the one freshly placed in the cemetery — began to glow faintly. Thin cracks of red light spread across the stone, pulsing like a heartbeat.
Emma, walking with Killian and Hope toward the palace gates, stopped suddenly.
“Did you feel that?” she whispered.
Killian frowned. “Aye. Like a shift in the air.”
Hope tugged on Emma’s sleeve. “Mama… the ground feels funny.”
Emma knelt, placing a hand on the wet grass. A faint vibration hummed beneath her palm — subtle, but unmistakable.
Magic.
Dark magic.
Killian’s jaw tightened. “Something’s wrong.”
Emma looked toward the cemetery, her heart sinking.
“I think Rumple’s death… wasn’t the end.”
Back in the Underworld, the cavern shook again — violently this time. A crack split open across the ceiling, revealing a sliver of blinding white light.
Robin shielded his eyes. “What is that?!”
Rumple stepped forward, eyes wide with realization.
“The curse is tearing open a path. A doorway between realms.”
Cora’s voice trembled. “If they finish it… the dead won’t stay dead.”
The light flickered, pulsing in time with the cracks spreading across the Underworld.
Wish Rumple’s laughter echoed faintly through the tunnels.
The second curse had begun.
The Underworld was changing.
The cracks Wish Rumple’s magic had carved into the realm pulsed brighter with every passing minute, glowing like molten veins beneath the stone. Souls wandered nervously, whispering to one another as the ground trembled beneath their feet. Even the River of Lost Souls churned violently, its surface bubbling with trapped spirits.
Nimue stood at the edge of a jagged cliff, her cloak whipping in the unnatural wind. Her eyes glowed gold as she scanned the shifting landscape.
“The realm is rejecting the curse,” she muttered. “If we don’t stabilize it soon, the Underworld will collapse.”
Fiona stepped beside her, clutching the Dark Curse scroll. “Then we need the wand. Without it, the spell won’t hold.”
Nimue nodded once. “Then I’ll retrieve it.”
She raised her hand, summoning a swirl of dark smoke that wrapped around her like a serpent. When it cleared, she stood before the entrance of a towering obsidian fortress — the vault where the Sorcerer’s Wand had been hidden after Hades’ defeat.
The doors groaned open as she approached, responding to her Dark One magic.
Inside, the vault was silent.
Rows of enchanted artifacts lined the walls — glowing crystals, cursed mirrors, ancient relics humming with forgotten power. But Nimue ignored them all. Her eyes were fixed on the pedestal at the center of the room.
The Sorcerer’s Wand floated above it, spinning slowly, radiating a soft blue light.
Nimue stepped forward, her expression unreadable. “At last.”
She reached out — and the wand snapped toward her hand like a magnet, slamming into her palm with a burst of light. The force sent a shockwave through the vault, rattling the walls.
Nimue grinned. “Perfect.”
She vanished in a swirl of smoke.
Back at the ritual site, Fiona had begun preparing the spell. She stood in a wide clearing carved into the Underworld’s stone, the Dark Curse scroll unfurled before her. Strange symbols glowed across the ground, forming a massive circle of runes.
Wish Rumple paced impatiently nearby, tapping his fingers together.
“Are we ready yet? I’m dying to see the look on Regina’s face when I return.”
Fiona shot him a glare. “Patience. A curse this powerful requires precision.”
Wish Rumple smirked. “Precision is overrated.”
Before Fiona could respond, a blast of smoke erupted beside them — Nimue appeared, holding the Sorcerer’s Wand.
Fiona’s eyes widened. “You actually found it.”
Nimue handed her the wand. “Of course I did. Now finish the ritual.”
Fiona lifted the wand, its blue light reflecting in her eyes. “With this, the curse will be unstoppable.”
Wish Rumple clapped his hands together. “Then let’s get started!”
But the Underworld had other plans.
A violent tremor shook the ground, nearly knocking them off their feet. The cracks across the realm widened, spilling red light into the air. Souls screamed as the sky flickered between crimson and pitch black.
Nimue steadied herself. “The realm is collapsing faster than expected.”
Fiona tightened her grip on the wand. “Then we cast the curse now.”
Wish Rumple raised his hands, dark magic swirling around him. “Let the living world tremble.”
But before they could begin, a voice echoed from the shadows.
“Not if we stop you first.”
The Under‑Heroes stepped into the clearing — Rumple, Robin Hood, Cora, and Graham — weapons drawn, faces set with determination.
Wish Rumple’s grin widened. “Oh, this just got interesting.”
The Underworld shook again, harder this time.
Time was running out.
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The morning of Hope’s birthday dawned bright and warm, sunlight spilling across the palace like a blessing. Servants hurried through the halls with trays of food, enchanted decorations floated above the courtyard, and the air buzzed with excitement. Today was supposed to be perfect — a day of celebration, laughter, and family.
But Emma felt something else beneath the surface.
A tension.
A shift.
A whisper of magic that didn’t belong.
She tried to ignore it as she helped Hope into her birthday dress, smoothing the soft lavender fabric and brushing curls from her daughter’s face. Hope giggled, bouncing with excitement.
“Mama, is it time yet?”
“Almost,” Emma said, kissing her forehead. “Everyone’s waiting for you.”
Killian stepped into the room, smiling at the sight of them. “Our lass looks like a proper princess.”
Hope twirled proudly. “Papa, look!”
Killian laughed — but Emma saw the flicker of worry in his eyes. He felt it too. Something was coming.
Still, they walked together toward the throne room, ready for the crowning ceremony.
The hall was filled with guests from across the realms. Music played softly, enchanted lanterns glowed overhead, and the atmosphere shimmered with magic. Regina stood at the front, crown in hand, ready to begin.
Hope stepped forward, beaming.
And then—
A violent blast of dark gold and red smoke exploded in the center of the room.
Guests screamed. The lanterns flickered. The air crackled with dark magic.
Emma grabbed Hope instinctively. Killian drew his sword.
Regina’s eyes widened. “No… not him.”
The smoke parted.
And Wish Rumplestiltskin stepped out, grinning like he owned the world.
“Hello, dearies,” he purred. “Miss me?”
The room erupted into chaos.
Regina hurled a blast of purple magic. Zelena followed with a streak of green fire. Wish Rumple laughed, deflecting both spells with a flick of his wrist.
Killian shouted over the noise, “Emma! Get everyone out!”
Emma nodded, clutching Hope tightly. “Come on, sweetheart. Hold on to me.”
She guided the guests toward the back corridors as guards rushed in. Hope buried her face in Emma’s shoulder, trembling.
“Papa will be right behind us,” Emma whispered.
Killian stayed behind, helping the guards push people to safety.
Emma turned back just in time to see Regina and Zelena still fighting Wish Rumple. She rushed forward, joining the battle with a blast of white magic.
Wish Rumple only smirked.
“Oh, I’d love to stay and play,” he said, stepping back into swirling smoke, “but I have a message for you, Savior.”
Emma froze.
Wish Rumple’s grin widened.
“The end is coming.”
And with that, he vanished.
The palace war room had never felt so heavy.
Normally, the round table was a place of strategy, laughter, and the occasional sarcastic comment from Regina. But now, the air was thick with fear and confusion. Maps lay scattered across the surface, magical artifacts hummed faintly, and the lingering scent of smoke from Wish Rumple’s arrival clung to the walls.
Regina paced back and forth, her heels clicking sharply against the stone floor. “This shouldn’t be possible. We watched him die. We all did.”
Zelena leaned back in her chair, arms crossed. “Well, apparently death is more of a suggestion for Rumplestiltskins.”
Snow and Charming exchanged worried glances. Emma sat with Hope curled in her lap, gently stroking her daughter’s hair to keep her calm. Killian stood behind them, one hand resting protectively on Emma’s shoulder.
Emma’s voice was quiet but steady. “If Wish Rumple is back… then something brought him here. Something powerful.”
Regina stopped pacing. “The Underworld Curse.”
Zelena nodded. “Makes sense. A curse that drags souls back from the dead? Sounds like his style.”
Emma’s eyes widened suddenly — a realization hitting her like a spark of lightning.
“If he came back…” she whispered, “then our Rumple might have too.”
The room fell silent.
Killian’s jaw tightened. He didn’t like Rumple — never had — but even he knew what that meant. If the real Rumple was alive, he might know how to stop his twisted counterpart.
Charming leaned forward. “If Rumple is somewhere out there, we need to find him.”
Killian stepped away from the table, expression shifting into something determined — and secretive.
“I know where to start,” he said quietly. “But I need to go alone.”
Emma looked up sharply. “Killian—”
He shook his head gently. “Love, this is something I have to do myself.”
Regina narrowed her eyes. “You’re hiding something.”
Killian didn’t deny it. “Aye. And when I understand it, I’ll tell you. But not before.”
Regina opened her mouth to argue, but Zelena placed a hand on her arm. “Let him go. He’s stubborn enough to sneak out anyway.”
Regina sighed, defeated. “Fine. But if you get yourself killed, I’m not explaining that to Emma.”
Killian smirked. “Noted.”
Emma stood, Hope still in her arms. “Just… be careful.”
Killian cupped her cheek gently. “Always.”
He kissed Hope’s forehead, then turned toward the door.
But none of them noticed the faint movement in the corner of the room — a shadow slipping silently along the wall, watching them with unblinking eyes.
Someone — or something — was listening.
The Underworld was never silent — not truly — but the cursed version of Storybrooke had a stillness that felt wrong. The sky glowed a dim, unnatural red. The streets were empty, frozen in a moment that didn’t belong to the living or the dead.
Inside Mr. Gold’s Pawn Shop, a faint shimmer of magic rippled across the dusty floor. Shelves rattled. A lantern flickered. And then—
Henry gasped awake.
He sat up quickly, coughing as dust swirled around him. The shop looked exactly as it had in the real world — cluttered shelves, strange artifacts, the faint smell of old wood — but everything felt… colder. He rubbed his eyes, trying to make sense of where he was.
A soft groan came from behind him.
Henry spun around.
“Cora?”
Cora Mills pushed herself up from the floor, brushing dust from her dress. Her expression shifted from confusion to shock as she looked around the shop.
“This… this is impossible,” she whispered. “We were dead.”
Henry swallowed hard. “Then how are we here?”
Cora moved to the counter, running her fingers over the familiar surface. “The Underworld Curse. It must have pulled us back.”
Henry’s eyes widened. “So if we’re alive again… then Wish Rumple—”
“Is alive too,” Cora finished grimly. “And he won’t stop until he finds us.”
A tremor shook the shop, rattling the glass cases. Henry stumbled, grabbing the edge of a shelf.
Cora steadied him. “We can’t stay here. He’ll come looking.”
Henry nodded, fear tightening his chest. “Where do we go?”
Cora looked toward the forest beyond the cursed town — a place where the Underworld’s magic was weaker, harder for Wish Rumple to track.
“We hide,” she said firmly. “Until the time is right.”
She placed a hand on Henry’s shoulder, her voice softening. “Come. We need to move quickly.”
Henry took one last look around the pawn shop — the place where Rumple had once taught him, challenged him, and protected him — then followed Cora out into the crimson‑lit streets.
The cursed town felt alive around them, watching.
Waiting.
And somewhere in the shadows, Wish Rumple’s magic pulsed like a heartbeat.
The portal opened with a soft crackle of white and gold light, depositing Emma and Hope onto the quiet streets of Storybrooke. The town looked exactly as Emma remembered — the familiar storefronts, the lampposts, the faint smell of rain on pavement — but something felt off.
Too still.
Too quiet.
Like the town was holding its breath.
Hope clutched Emma’s hand tightly. “Mama… where is everyone?”
Emma scanned the empty street, her instincts prickling. “I don’t know, sweetheart. Stay close.”
They walked slowly past Granny’s Diner, its neon sign flickering weakly. The windows were dark. No movement inside. Even the wind seemed to avoid the place, leaving the air unnervingly still.
Then — movement.
A shadow darted across the street ahead of them, fast and silent.
Emma froze. “Did you see that?”
Hope nodded, eyes wide. “It was running.”
Emma’s heart pounded. She shifted Hope onto her hip and followed the figure, keeping to the sidewalk’s edge. The shadow slipped between buildings, heading toward a place Emma knew all too well.
The pawn shop.
Mr. Gold’s Pawn Shop stood at the end of the street, its windows dark, its sign swaying slightly in the breeze. The door creaked open as Emma approached, as if inviting her inside.
Hope whispered, “Mama… I don’t like this.”
Emma kissed her forehead. “I’m right here. Nothing’s going to happen to you.”
She stepped inside.
The shop was dim, lit only by the faint glow of a single lamp. Dust coated the shelves. Strange artifacts sat silently in their cases, watching. The air felt thick — like the room itself was aware of them.
Emma’s voice echoed softly. “Hello? Is someone here?”
Silence.
Then — a soft shuffle behind the counter.
Emma tensed. “Show yourself.”
A figure stepped out from the shadows, hood pulled low. Emma shifted Hope behind her, ready to summon magic at a moment’s notice.
The figure lifted his hands slowly — not in attack, but in surrender.
Then he lowered his hood.
Emma’s breath caught.
Her heart stopped.
“Graham…?”
The Sheriff of Storybrooke — the man who had once saved her life, the man whose death had shattered her — stood before her, alive, breathing, real.
Hope looked up at Emma, confused. “Mama… who is that?”
Emma couldn’t speak.
She could only stare.
Because the Underworld curse had changed everything.
And Graham was only the beginning.
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The Jolly Roger cut through the morning sea like a blade, its black sails stretched tight against the wind. The sky was clear, the water calm — too calm. Killian stood at the helm, one hand on the wheel, the other resting near the hilt of his sword.
He should’ve felt at home here.
He didn’t.
A cold prickle crawled up the back of his neck, the kind that came from years of surviving curses, monsters, and magic gone wrong. He scanned the deck. Nothing. The horizon. Empty. The sky. Quiet.
Still, the feeling wouldn’t leave.
Someone was watching him.
He exhaled sharply. “Bloody perfect.”
A sudden blast of wind slammed into the ship, snapping the sails and sending the crew stumbling. Barrels rolled. Ropes whipped across the deck. Killian gripped the wheel, steadying the ship with practiced force.
Then — silence.
The wind died instantly. The sea flattened into a glassy stillness. Even the gulls vanished.
Killian’s jaw tightened. “That wasn’t natural.”
He handed the wheel to Smee. “Keep her steady. I’m going below.”
Smee swallowed hard. “Aye, Captain.”
Killian descended the wooden steps into the lower deck. The lanterns flickered as he moved, casting long, trembling shadows across crates, coils of rope, and old barrels. The air felt colder down here — heavy, like the ship itself was holding its breath.
He walked deeper.
Something was wrong.
Very wrong.
Then he saw it.
A long, black body bag lying in the center of the floor.
Killian froze mid‑step.
“What in the bloody hell…?”
He approached slowly, boots creaking against the wood. The bag didn’t belong on his ship. It hadn’t been there when they set sail. And yet — here it was. Perfectly placed. Waiting.
His hand drifted toward his sword.
The body bag jolted.
Killian jumped back, drawing his blade in one swift motion. “Show yourself!”
The bag twitched again — harder this time, like something inside was fighting to get out.
Killian’s heart hammered. He stepped closer, sword raised, breath tight in his chest.
“Alright then,” he muttered. “Let’s see what devilry this is.”
He crouched, reached out, and grabbed the zipper.
His fingers trembled — just slightly.
He pulled it open—
Killian staggered back as the body bag fell open, the lantern light spilling across a face he never thought he’d see again.
Liam Jones.
Alive.
Breathing.
Real.
Killian’s sword clattered to the floor before he could stop it. His heart hammered against his ribs, a mix of shock, grief, and disbelief crashing over him like a wave.
“Liam…?” Killian whispered, voice cracking. “How— how is this possible?”
Liam blinked up at him, dazed, as if waking from a long sleep. “Killian…? Where am I? Why am I on your ship?”
Killian swallowed hard. “You’re supposed to be dead.”
Liam sat up slowly, rubbing his temples. “I was. But something pulled me back. Something powerful.”
Killian’s instincts flared. He stepped back, hand drifting toward his sword again. “Are you a trick? A shade? Some Underworld mockery?”
Liam raised both hands, calm and steady. “Easy, brother. I’m not here to harm you.”
Killian hesitated — then lowered his hand.
Liam took a breath. “Listen carefully. The Underworld Curse didn’t just bring back Wish Rumple. It brought back everyone who passed through the Underworld. But it’s not resurrection. It’s a reset.”
Killian frowned. “A reset of what?”
“Everything,” Liam said. “The realms. Magic. History. The curse is rewriting the world into something ‘normal.’ No magic. No realms. No separation between life and death.”
Killian’s stomach twisted. “And how do we stop it?”
Liam looked him directly in the eyes. “You need the Savior.”
Killian blinked. “Emma—”
“No,” Liam said softly. “Not Emma.”
Killian froze.
Liam’s voice dropped to a whisper. “The first Savior… is your daughter.”
Killian’s breath caught. “Hope…?”
Liam nodded. “And there’s more. We have another brother. A third Jones. I don’t know where he is — but we need to find him.”
Killian steadied himself against a crate. “Where do we start?”
Liam stood, his expression firm. “Take us to the New Enchanted Forest. Everything begins there.”
Killian stared at him, heart pounding.
Liam placed a hand on his shoulder.
“Killian… take us home.”
The bell above the pawn shop door jingled softly as Emma stepped inside, Hope pressed close against her side. The shop was dim, lit only by a single flickering lamp. Dust coated the shelves, and the air felt thick — like the room itself was holding its breath.
Emma’s magic tingled at her fingertips.
Someone was here.
Hope whispered, “Mama… I don’t like this place.”
Emma kissed her forehead. “Stay behind me, sweetheart.”
A shadow shifted near the back of the shop.
Emma raised her hand, ready to summon a blast of white magic. “Show yourself.”
The figure stepped forward slowly, hood still covering his face. He lifted his hands — not in attack, but in surrender.
Then he lowered the hood.
Emma’s breath caught.
“Graham…?”
The Sheriff of Storybrooke — the man whose death had shattered her — stood before her, alive, breathing, real.
Hope peeked out from behind Emma. “Mama… who is he?”
Emma swallowed hard. “Someone I used to know.”
Graham stepped closer, his expression soft. “Emma… it’s really me.”
Emma didn’t move. “How are you alive?”
Graham exhaled. “The Underworld Curse. It didn’t just bring back Wish Rumple. It brought back everyone who passed through the Underworld.”
Emma’s stomach twisted. “Everyone…?”
Graham nodded. “Nimue. Fiona. Souls who were trapped. Souls who moved on. The curse pulled them all back.”
Hope clung to Emma’s arm. “Mama… is that bad?”
Emma brushed her daughter’s hair gently. “It might be.”
Graham continued, stepping deeper into the lamplight. “But that’s only the beginning. The curse that revived us… and the curse that’s coming next… they’re connected.”
Emma frowned. “Connected how?”
Graham picked up a cracked hourglass Rumple once used. The sand inside glowed faintly red.
“The first curse brought us back to life,” he said. “But the second curse — the one Wish Rumple is preparing — will rewrite everything.”
Emma’s heart pounded. “Rewrite what?”
“Realms. Magic. History.” Graham looked up at her. “It will reset the world to something ‘normal.’ No magic. No realms. No separation between life and death.”
Emma felt the floor tilt beneath her.
Hope tugged her sleeve. “Mama… what about Papa?”
Emma knelt, holding Hope close. “Papa’s okay. He’s on his own mission.”
Graham nodded. “Killian will learn the same thing from someone else. The curse is spreading information to those who need it.”
Emma stood again, voice steady. “So what do we do?”
Graham’s expression darkened. “You stop the second curse. And to do that… you’ll need the Savior.”
Emma blinked. “I am the Savior.”
Graham shook his head slowly.
“No, Emma. Not this time.”
He looked down at Hope — really looked at her.
Hope’s eyes widened, sensing something important.
Graham’s voice softened.
“The first Savior… is your daughter.”
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The New Enchanted Forest was nothing like the one Killian remembered. The trees were taller, older, their branches twisting like ancient fingers toward the sky. Mist clung to the ground, curling around the boots of the two Jones brothers as they stepped off the path and into the nearest village.
The place was small — a cluster of wooden huts, smoke drifting lazily from chimneys. But something felt off. Doors were shut. Windows barred. Even the animals were silent.
Killian set down his pack. “This place looks like it’s expecting a war.”
Liam knelt beside him, helping unpack supplies. “Or hiding from one.”
They began setting up a small camp near the village edge. Killian struck flint against steel, sparks catching on the kindling. The fire crackled to life — and that’s when they heard footsteps.
A villager approached slowly, hands trembling, eyes darting between the brothers and the forest behind them.
“You… you’re new here,” the man said, voice thin.
Liam offered a polite smile. “Just visiting.”
The villager swallowed hard. “Then you should leave. Quickly.”
Killian straightened. “Why? What’s happened?”
The man hesitated, glancing over his shoulder as if afraid something might leap from the trees.
“There’s a boy,” he whispered. “A boy with a wolf. A great white wolf. They ransack villages, searching for something he calls ‘his home.’ He destroys anything in his path.”
Killian felt a chill crawl up his spine.
Liam, however, leaned forward. “A boy with a wolf… searching for home?”
The villager nodded. “He commands the wolves. Some say he’s half‑wolf himself. He’s dangerous. Wild. If he finds you… you won’t survive.”
Killian exchanged a look with Liam. “You think…?”
Liam’s voice dropped to a whisper. “It has to be him. Our brother.”
Killian hesitated — fear, hope, and disbelief swirling inside him. “After all these years…?”
Liam placed a hand on his shoulder. “We have to try.”
Killian exhaled slowly. “Aye. We find him.”
The villager backed away nervously. “If you go into those woods at sundown… you won’t come back.”
Killian sheathed his sword. “We’ve faced worse.”
But the villager only shook his head. “Not like this.”
As the sun dipped behind the trees, painting the forest in shades of gold and blood‑red, the two brothers stepped into the shadows — searching for the boy who cried wolf.
Sundown in the New Enchanted Forest was a different kind of darkness — thick, heavy, alive. The trees seemed to lean closer as Killian and Liam stepped beneath their branches, the last rays of sunlight bleeding away behind them.
Killian tightened his grip on his sword. “If this boy is truly our brother… he’s grown up in a hell of a place.”
Liam nodded. “Then we’ll bring him home.”
The forest floor crackled beneath their boots. Every sound echoed too loudly — every snap of a twig, every rustle of leaves. The deeper they walked, the colder the air became.
Then the howling started.
One voice at first — long, low, mournful.
Then another.
And another.
Until the entire forest trembled with the sound.
Killian stopped dead. “That’s… a lot of wolves.”
Liam swallowed. “Stay calm. We’re not here to fight.”
A growl rumbled behind them.
Killian spun around — but saw nothing.
Another growl. This time to the left.
Then the right.
Then—
A massive white wolf stepped out from the shadows, eyes glowing like moonlight. Its fur bristled, teeth bared, breath steaming in the cold air.
Killian whispered, “Bloody hell…”
More wolves emerged — dozens — forming a circle around them. But they weren’t alone. Figures stepped out beside the wolves — half‑human, half‑wolf, their eyes sharp and feral.
Wolf‑people.
Liam raised his hands slowly. “We’re not enemies.”
The largest wolf snarled — and the wolf‑people surged forward.
Killian and Liam were grabbed, disarmed, and forced to their knees. The wolves herded them deeper into the forest, through twisting paths and hidden tunnels, until the trees opened into a massive cavern carved into the earth.
The Wolves’ Den.
Torches lined the walls, casting flickering shadows across stone pillars and carved symbols. Wolves prowled along the edges, watching. The wolf‑people stood guard.
And at the far end of the cavern, sitting on a throne of roots and bones—
A boy.
No older than seventeen. Wild hair. Sharp eyes. A wolf pelt draped over his shoulders. And beside him, the great white wolf — watching with eerie intelligence.
The boy stood.
His voice echoed through the cavern.
“Why are you in my woods? My home?”
Killian and Liam exchanged a glance.
This was him.
The boy they’d been searching for.
The cavern fell silent as the boy stepped down from his throne of roots and bone, the great white wolf padding beside him like a shadow made of snow. His eyes were sharp, wild, and far too old for someone his age.
He circled Killian and Liam slowly, studying them like prey.
“Why,” the boy growled, “are you in my woods? My home?”
Killian kept his hands where the wolf‑people could see them. “We didn’t come to fight.”
The boy snapped his fingers. The wolves growled louder.
“Everyone who enters my forest says that,” he hissed. “Then they try to take what’s mine.”
Liam stepped forward carefully. “We’re not here to take anything. We’re here to find someone.”
The boy’s eyes narrowed. “Who?”
Liam took a breath. “Our brother.”
A murmur rippled through the wolf‑people. Even the wolves paused.
The boy scoffed. “I have no brothers.”
Liam shook his head. “You were taken from us when you were very young. We don’t remember everything — the curse wiped pieces away — but we know Alice tried to keep you. She was forced to give you up.”
The boy’s jaw tightened. His wolf, Wolfgang, let out a low growl.
Killian added, “We’ve searched for years. We didn’t know where you were. We didn’t even know if you were alive.”
The boy stepped closer, face inches from Killian’s.
“Names,” he demanded. “Tell me your names.”
Killian and Liam exchanged a look.
Then Killian spoke. “Killian Jones.”
Liam followed. “Liam Jones.”
The boy froze.
His breath hitched.
His eyes widened — not with anger, but with something rawer. Something he hadn’t felt in years.
Hope.
He stepped back, trembling. “No… no, it can’t be…”
Wolfgang nudged him gently, sensing the shift.
The boy whispered, voice cracking, “Brothers…? Is that y-you?”
Killian’s heart clenched.
Liam nodded softly. “Aye. It’s us.”
The boy’s face crumpled — and he rushed forward, throwing his arms around them. Killian and Liam wrapped him in a tight embrace, the three brothers holding onto each other like they’d been waiting their whole lives for this moment.
The wolves watched in silence.
The wolf‑people bowed their heads.
The boy pulled back, wiping his eyes. “My name… is Barren Wolfe. And I’ve been searching for you for many, many years.”
Killian placed a hand on his shoulder. “Then you’re not searching anymore.”
The Wolves’ Den slowly relaxed as Barren stepped back from the embrace, wiping his eyes with the back of his hand. Wolfgang, the great white wolf, nudged his side proudly, tail swishing like he approved of the reunion.
Killian studied the boy — their brother — really seeing him now. The wild hair, the wolf‑pelt cloak, the sharp eyes that had seen far too much for someone his age. A survivor. A fighter. A Jones.
Liam placed a steady hand on Barren’s shoulder. “We’re here for more than just finding you.”
Barren tilted his head. “What do you mean?”
Killian exchanged a look with Liam. This was the hard part.
“There’s a curse,” Killian said quietly. “A powerful one. It’s going to reset everything — the realms, the magic, the people.”
Liam continued, “It will erase everything we know unless we stop it. And to stop it… we need our family.”
Barren’s expression darkened. “A curse that resets the world…?”
Wolfgang growled softly, sensing his master’s tension.
Killian nodded. “Aye. And we don’t have much time.”
Barren paced, running a hand through his hair. “If the world resets… then everything I’ve built here… my pack… my home…”
Liam stepped forward. “That’s why we need you. You’re part of this, Barren. We’re stronger together.”
Barren stopped pacing. His eyes sharpened with sudden resolve.
“Then we don’t stay here,” he said. “We go home.”
He turned to Wolfgang. “Come, boy. We’re leaving.”
Wolfgang barked once — a deep, echoing sound — and the wolf‑people parted to let their leader pass.
Killian smiled faintly. “He’s got your stubbornness,” he murmured to Liam.
Liam smirked. “He’s a Jones. It’s in the blood.”
The three brothers walked through the forest, Wolfgang padding beside them. Barren talked the entire way — years of stories spilling out like water from a broken dam.
“I lived with the wolves for as long as I can remember,” Barren said. “They raised me. Protected me. Taught me how to survive.”
Killian listened, heart aching. “You shouldn’t have had to survive alone.”
Barren shrugged. “I wasn’t alone. I had Wolfgang. And the pack.”
Liam smiled softly. “You have us now too.”
Barren looked down, hiding a smile of his own.
As they neared the village, torches lit the path. Villagers stood in a tight formation, weapons raised — spears, axes, pitchforks. Fear twisted their faces.
One shouted, “The wolf‑boy! He’s brought his beasts!”
Wolfgang growled, stepping protectively in front of Barren.
Killian raised both hands. “Stand down! He’s not your enemy!”
Liam stepped forward, voice strong and steady. “He wasn’t attacking your homes. He was searching for his own. He was lost. Alone. Looking for his family.”
The villagers hesitated.
Barren lowered his hood, revealing his face — not a monster, not a beast, just a boy who’d been alone too long.
The tension broke.
Weapons lowered.
The villagers stepped aside.
Killian placed a hand on Barren’s back. “Come on, lad. Let’s get you home.”
They reached the ship. Barren climbed aboard, exhaustion finally catching up to him. Killian helped him onto a bed in the captain’s quarters.
Barren lay back, eyes fluttering.
Then—
His body jolted.
His eyes rolled back.
Wolfgang barked sharply, pacing in panic.
Killian grabbed Barren’s shoulders. “Barren! Lad, what’s happening?”
Barren gasped — a vision flooding his mind like a tidal wave.
Images. Light. Darkness. A sword. A heart. A Savior.
He shot upright, eyes wide, breath shaking.
“Killian…” he whispered.
Killian leaned closer. “I’m here.”
Barren swallowed hard.
“Killian… you’re the second Savior.”
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The Jolly Roger drifted across the open sea like a ghost returning home. The sky was a pale gray, the kind that promised a storm but hadn’t yet decided when to break. The waves were gentle, but the air felt heavy — as if the ocean itself sensed what was coming.
Liam stood at the helm, hands steady on the wheel, eyes fixed on the horizon. He’d been quiet since they left the New Enchanted Forest — not out of fear, but out of focus. He was steering them home, steering them toward a battle they didn’t yet understand.
But Killian wasn’t watching the sea.
He was watching Barren.
Barren lay unconscious on a cot they’d dragged up from below deck, his chest rising and falling in slow, steady breaths. Wolfgang lay curled at his side, the great white wolf refusing to leave him. Every so often, Wolfgang would lift his head and nudge Barren’s arm, checking, guarding, waiting.
Killian sat beside them, elbows on his knees, fingers laced together so tightly his knuckles were white.
He hadn’t moved from that spot since Barren collapsed.
Not even once.
The boy’s earlier words echoed in his mind like a curse he couldn’t shake:
“Killian… you’re the second Savior.”
Killian swallowed hard, staring at his brother’s face — the face of a boy who had survived wolves, curses, loneliness, and a lifetime of searching for a family he barely remembered.
A boy who still found the strength to warn them.
A boy who trusted him.
Killian brushed a strand of hair from Barren’s forehead, his voice barely above a whisper.
“I don’t want to be a Savior,” he said. “I just want my family.”
The wind tugged at his coat, carrying his words into the sea.
Liam glanced back from the helm. “You can be both, brother.”
Killian didn’t answer.
He wasn’t sure he believed that.
He wasn’t sure he could believe that.
Being a Savior meant sacrifice. It meant destiny. It meant losing things — people — he couldn’t bear to lose again.
He’d already lost too much.
He wasn’t ready to lose more.
Killian leaned back against a barrel, eyes never leaving Barren. “You’re safe now, lad,” he murmured. “I’m not letting anything happen to you. Not again.”
Wolfgang lifted his head, as if he understood, and rested it gently on Killian’s boot.
Killian managed a small smile. “Aye, you too, wolf.”
The ship creaked softly beneath them, the sails snapping in the wind. The world felt strangely calm — like the quiet before a storm.
Killian didn’t know what waited for them in Storybrooke.
He didn’t know what being a Savior meant.
But he knew one thing:
He wasn’t facing it alone.
Not anymore.
The bell above the pawn shop door slammed open so hard it nearly flew off its hinges.
Rumplestiltskin — the real Rumple, not the twisted Wish version — stumbled inside, breathless, coat fluttering behind him like a shadow trying to keep up.
“Graham! Gather your things, we haven’t a moment to—”
He froze.
Emma stood in the center of the shop, Hope’s blanket still draped over her arm, Graham at her side.
For a moment, the world stopped.
Rumple’s eyes widened, the frantic panic draining from his face. Emma’s breath caught in her throat. Neither moved. Neither spoke.
Then Emma stepped forward.
Rumple did too.
They collided in a tight, desperate hug — the kind that only happens when two people who have survived too much finally see each other alive again.
Emma squeezed her eyes shut. “Rumple… you’re really here.”
He held her tighter. “Aye, dearie. I’m here.”
But the moment didn’t last.
Rumple pulled back, urgency snapping back into his voice. “We don’t have time for reunions. The curse is accelerating.”
Emma nodded, wiping her eyes. “We know. Graham told me everything.”
Rumple turned to Graham. “You explained the Underworld Curse properly?”
Graham nodded. “Every detail.”
Rumple exhaled shakily. “Good. Then we need to move. Now.”
Emma grabbed her jacket. “Where do we start?”
Rumple’s eyes flicked toward the window — toward the town beyond it.
“By preparing for war.”
The lights flickered.
The floor trembled.
Something powerful — something ancient — had just entered Storybrooke.
Emma exchanged a look with Graham.
Rumple swallowed hard.
“It’s begun.”
The wind was calm on the cliffs overlooking Storybrooke, the kind of calm that made the whole world feel like it was holding its breath. Henry stood with his arm around Cora, the two of them watching the town below — quiet, peaceful, almost normal.
For once.
Cora leaned her head on his shoulder. “It’s beautiful when it’s still.”
Henry smiled softly. “Yeah. Makes you forget how crazy things get.”
But the moment didn’t last.
A deep, earth‑shaking BOOM cracked through the air, so loud it rattled the stones beneath their feet. Birds exploded from the trees. The cliff trembled.
Henry’s eyes widened. “That wasn’t thunder.”
Cora grabbed his arm. “We need to go. Now.”
With a swirl of purple smoke, they vanished from the cliff and reappeared in the center of Storybrooke — right in front of Emma, Graham, and Rumple.
Emma blinked. “Henry? Cora?”
Henry rushed forward, hugging her tight. “We heard the bang. What’s happening?”
Before anyone could answer, two more bursts of magic lit up the street — one green, one red.
Regina and Zelena appeared side by side.
Both ready to fight.
Both looking equally confused.
Cora gasped, hand flying to her mouth. “My girls… together?”
Regina turned, startled. “Mother?”
Zelena raised an eyebrow. “Well, this is awkward.”
But Cora didn’t hesitate — she pulled both daughters into a fierce hug, tears in her eyes.
“You’re not fighting,” she whispered. “You’re actually standing together.”
Regina smirked. “Don’t get used to it.”
Zelena nudged her. “Oh hush, sis.”
Henry laughed under his breath. “This is the weirdest family reunion ever.”
But the warmth didn’t last long.
The ground trembled again.
A cold wind swept through the street.
Rumple’s face went pale. “They’re here.”
Emma tightened her grip on Hope’s blanket. “Who?”
Rumple swallowed hard.
“Fiona. Wish Rumple. And Nimue.”
The air grew colder.
The shadows deepened.
And the real fight was about to begin.
The Jolly Roger sliced through the fog as Storybrooke’s coastline came into view. The town looked calm from a distance — too calm. Killian felt it in his bones, the same way he felt storms before they hit.
Barren jolted awake with a gasp.
Wolfgang barked sharply, tail stiff, fur bristling.
Killian leaned over him. “Easy, lad. You’re safe.”
Barren shook his head, breath ragged. “No… we’re not. We need to get to Storybrooke. Now.”
Liam didn’t hesitate. He spun the wheel, steering the ship hard toward the docks.
Killian steadied Barren as he sat up. “What did you see?”
Barren reached into his cloak and pulled out a curved, rune‑carved horn. It shimmered faintly, humming with ancient power.
Killian frowned. “What is that?”
Barren held it tightly. “A power‑draining horn. It can shut down magic — but only if you hit the right tune.”
He raised three fingers.
“One drains dark magic.”
“Two drains light magic.”
“And three drains… all magic.”
Killian’s eyes widened. “All magic?”
Barren nodded. “Only for a short time. But long enough to stop whatever’s coming.”
The ship slammed into the dock. The brothers didn’t wait — they sprinted into town, Wolfgang racing ahead.
Emma, Regina, Zelena, Rumple, Graham, Henry, and Cora stood in a defensive line as three figures stepped out of the swirling smoke:
Fiona.  
Wish Rumple.  
Nimue.
Three nightmares made flesh.
Fiona smirked. “Did you miss me, dearie?”
Wish Rumple twirled his cane. “Let’s end this little fairy tale.”
Nimue’s eyes glowed molten gold.
Emma tightened her grip on Hope’s blanket. Regina and Zelena summoned magic to their hands. Rumple stepped forward, jaw clenched.
Then—
Killian’s voice cut through the chaos.
“Barren — now!”
Everyone turned as Killian, Liam, and Barren sprinted into the square.
Barren lifted the horn.
Wolfgang howled.
Barren blew—
A deep, vibrating note shook the air.
Then—
He hit the wrong tune.
The all‑magic note.
A shockwave burst outward, rippling across Storybrooke like a tidal wave of silence.
Emma gasped as her magic flickered out.
Regina stumbled.
Zelena swore under her breath.
Rumple fell to one knee.
Even Fiona, Wish Rumple, and Nimue staggered.
Every spell.
Every spark.
Every ounce of magic—
Gone.
Just for a moment.
But long enough to change everything.
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The shockwave from Barren’s horn rippled across Storybrooke like a silent explosion.
Magic — every spark, every spell, every ounce of power — vanished.
Emma gasped as her light flickered out.
Regina stumbled, clutching her chest.
Zelena swore under her breath.
Rumple fell to one knee, eyes wide with horror.
And across from them, the villains staggered too — Fiona, Wish Rumple, and Nimue — their magic ripped away just as violently.
For a heartbeat, the world was still.
Then Nimue reached into her pocket.
Killian’s stomach dropped. “No…”
She pulled out a small glass vial filled with swirling gold liquid — a potion that glowed like molten sunlight.
A magic‑restoring serum.
Nimue smirked. “Magic may be gone… but not for us.”
She handed it to Fiona and Wish Rumple.
All three drank.
The ground trembled as dark magic surged back into their bodies, twisting and crackling like lightning trapped under their skin.
Barren’s face fell.
“I… I hit the wrong note,” he whispered, voice cracking. “I took everyone’s magic. I—”
Killian grabbed his shoulder. “It’s not your fault.”
But Barren didn’t believe him.
And then—
Nimue twisted her hand.
A flash of red light exploded outward.
Hope screamed.
Barren reached for Killian.
Killian lunged forward—
And both Hope and Barren vanished.
Gone.
Killian froze, staring at the empty space where his daughter and brother had been.
Then the fury hit.
Not at Barren.
Never at Barren.
But at losing him again.
At losing Hope.
At losing everything he swore to protect.
“NO!” Killian roared, voice breaking.
But they were already gone.
Hope and Barren hit the stone floor hard.
The dungeon was cold, damp, and silent except for the faint drip of water echoing somewhere in the darkness. Iron bars surrounded them on all sides, carved with runes that glowed faintly — anti‑magic symbols, old and cruel.
Hope whimpered, clutching Barren’s arm. “Where are we…?”
Barren pulled her close, wrapping both arms around her. “Rumple’s old palace,” he whispered. “The dungeon. I’ve heard stories.”
Hope trembled. “I want Mama…”
Barren swallowed hard. “I know. I know. I’ll keep you safe. I promise.”
Wolfgang wasn’t there.
Killian wasn’t there.
Liam wasn’t there.
Just the two of them.
And then footsteps echoed down the hall.
Fiona appeared, her silhouette sharp against the torchlight. Her smile was cold.
“Prepare the execution chamber,” she said to the guards. “The girl and the wolf‑boy will be dealt with at dawn.”
Hope gasped and buried her face in Barren’s chest.
Barren held her tighter, jaw clenched, eyes burning.
He wasn’t afraid for himself.
He was afraid for her.
Magic surged back into the heroes like a breath of air after drowning. Emma gasped as her power returned, sparks flickering around her fingers. Regina steadied herself, magic humming beneath her skin. Zelena exhaled sharply, relief washing over her.
Killian didn’t care about magic.
He cared about Hope.
He cared about Barren.
He slammed his fist onto the table in Emma and Killian’s palace. “We’re getting them back. Tonight.”
Regina nodded. “We need a plan.”
They gathered around the map of Rumple’s old palace — now taken over by Fiona, Wish Rumple, and Nimue.
Regina pointed. “We sneak in through the east wing. Someone distracts the guards. I’ll get Barren and Hope out.”
Emma nodded. “Good. We move at midnight.”
Killian’s jaw tightened. “We’re bringing them home.”
Everyone agreed.
But the night had other plans.
Midnight settled over Storybrooke like a heavy blanket, the streets quiet, the sky clouded over. Inside Emma and Killian’s palace, everyone slept lightly — except one.
Graham.
He slipped out of his room, boots silent on the stone floor. His hood was pulled low, his breath steady but his eyes full of something darker:
Determination.
Fear.
Acceptance.
He whispered to himself, “It should be me. Not them.”
He stepped outside into the cold night air, heading toward Rumple’s old palace — toward the place where Barren and Hope were being held.
He didn’t get far.
A shadow stepped out from behind a pillar.
Regina.
“Graham,” she said softly. “Stop.”
He froze.
Regina walked toward him, her expression a mix of anger and fear. “You don’t need to do this.”
“Yes,” Graham said quietly. “I do.”
Regina shook her head. “You’re not thinking clearly. We have a plan. We’re going together.”
“No,” Graham whispered. “If someone has to die… it should be me.”
Regina’s eyes widened. “Graham, don’t—”
He reached into his pocket.
“Graham—”
He threw the squid ink.
It splattered across her boots, freezing her in place instantly. Regina gasped, unable to move, her magic locked away by the ink.
“Graham!” she shouted, voice cracking. “Please— don’t do this!”
But he turned away.
And kept walking.
Minutes later, Emma, Zelena, and Cora found Regina, breaking the ink’s hold with a counter‑spell.
Emma rushed to her. “Regina, what happened?”
Regina’s voice shook. “Graham… he’s going to sacrifice himself. We have to hurry.”
They didn’t waste a second.
The heroes split into teams:
· Emma, Zelena, and Cora — find Regina and stop Graham
· Henry and Rumple — disguise themselves as guards to infiltrate the palace
· Killian and Liam — rescue Barren and Hope
Killian tightened his grip on his sword. “We’re bringing them home.”
Liam nodded. “And we’re bringing Graham back too.”
But deep down, Regina knew:
They were already running out of time.
The night air around Rumple’s old palace was colder than usual — the kind of cold that didn’t come from weather, but from magic. Dark magic. The heroes moved through the shadows, hearts pounding, breaths quiet.
Emma, Zelena, Cora, and Regina reached the outer courtyard first.
Regina pointed. “The dungeon is through there. If Graham made it inside already, we’re running out of time.”
Killian and Liam were already ahead of them, swords drawn, slipping through a side entrance. They moved fast — faster than fear could catch them.
Inside the dungeon, torches flickered weakly, barely lighting the stone walls.
Killian spotted them first.
“Barren!”
Barren looked up from where he sat on the floor, Hope curled in his arms. His face lit up with relief.
“Killian!”
Killian rushed forward, pulling both of them into a tight embrace. Hope clung to him, crying into his coat. Liam broke the lock with a single strike, and the three of them stepped out of the cell.
“You’re safe now,” Killian whispered, kissing Hope’s forehead. “Both of you.”
But something was wrong.
Someone was missing.
Barren looked around. “Where’s Graham?”
Killian’s stomach dropped.
Liam’s face tightened. “He went ahead, didn’t he?”
Before anyone could answer, Emma, Regina, Zelena, and Cora appeared at the end of the hall.
Regina’s voice trembled. “We need to hurry. Graham is going to sacrifice himself.”
Killian’s grip tightened around Hope. “Not on my watch.”
They moved quickly through the palace corridors, checking every room, every corner. The place was a maze of old stone and dark magic.
Then they found two guards standing stiffly near a doorway.
Killian raised his sword. “Move.”
The guards exchanged a look.
Then one whispered, “It’s us.”
Henry pulled off his helmet. Rumple did the same.
Emma exhaled in relief. “Thank goodness.”
Regina stepped forward. “Where’s Graham?”
Rumple’s face darkened. “He went deeper into the palace. Toward the ritual chamber.”
Henry nodded. “We tried to follow, but there were too many guards.”
Killian’s jaw clenched. “Then we run.”
They sprinted through the palace, boots echoing off the stone. Every second felt like it was slipping away too fast. Hope clung to Killian’s neck, her small hands trembling.
Regina whispered, “Please… please let us be in time…”
They turned the final corner—
And froze.
The chamber doors were open.
Torchlight spilled out.
And inside, they could hear voices.
Fiona’s.
Wish Rumple’s.
Nimue’s.
And Graham’s.
Regina’s breath hitched. “No…”
Killian handed Hope to Emma. “Stay behind me.”
They stepped into the chamber—
The heroes burst into the chamber.
Torches lined the walls, their flames flickering wildly as if they sensed the darkness gathering. The room smelled of old stone, smoke, and something colder — something final.
Graham stood in the center of a glowing ritual circle, chest rising and falling in sharp, panicked breaths. His hands were bound behind him, but his eyes were steady.
He wasn’t afraid for himself.
He was afraid for everyone else.
Fiona stood behind him, holding his heart in her hand — glowing, beating, trembling. Wish Rumple stood at her side, cane tapping against the stone floor. Nimue circled them like a predator, her eyes molten gold.
Emma gasped. “Graham!”
Regina’s breath hitched. “No… no, no, no…”
Killian stepped forward, sword raised. “Let him go!”
Wish Rumple smirked. “One step closer, pirate, and we squeeze.”
Fiona lifted the heart slightly, her fingers tightening. Graham winced, knees buckling.
Hope whimpered in Emma’s arms. Barren clung to Killian’s coat, trembling.
Regina took a step forward, voice shaking. “Please… take me instead. Not him.”
Graham shook his head. “No. Regina… don’t.”
His voice was soft, but it echoed through the chamber.
Nimue tilted her head. “How touching.”
She reached out her hand.
“Why squeeze…” she said softly, “when you can crush?”
Regina screamed, “NO—!”
But Nimue closed her fist.
The heart shattered.
A burst of red light flashed.
Graham gasped — a single, sharp breath — and collapsed to the floor.
Regina’s scream tore through the chamber.
“GRAHAM! NO!”
Emma covered Hope’s eyes.
Killian pulled Barren close.
Henry froze, tears streaming down his face.
Rumple bowed his head.
And Regina fell to her knees beside Graham’s body, shaking, sobbing, reaching for him even though she already knew—
He was gone.
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The chamber was silent long after Graham’s body hit the floor.
Regina knelt beside him, shaking, her hands hovering over his chest as if she could will his heart back into existence. Emma stood behind her, holding Hope close, tears streaming down her face. Killian wrapped an arm around Barren, who stared at the ground, guilt twisting in his stomach.
No one spoke.
No one breathed.
The villains were gone — vanished into smoke the moment Graham fell — leaving only the echo of Regina’s scream behind.
Killian finally whispered, “We have to go.”
Regina didn’t move.
Cora knelt beside her daughter, voice soft. “Regina… he wouldn’t want you to stay here.”
Regina closed her eyes.
Then nodded.
Slowly, painfully, they left the fortress.
The next day, Storybrooke gathered in the cemetery. The sky was gray, the air heavy with grief. Graham’s coffin rested beneath an oak tree, surrounded by flowers, candles, and the people who loved him.
Regina stood at the front, her hands trembling as she placed a single white rose on the coffin.
“He came back to us,” she whispered, voice breaking. “And we lost him too soon.”
Emma stepped forward next, placing a lily.
Killian placed a blue flower — Graham’s favorite.
Henry placed a small wooden carving he’d made as a child.
Even Rumple bowed his head, placing a golden rose.
One by one, Graham’s friends honored him.
Hope clung to Emma’s leg.
Barren stood beside Killian, eyes red.
Regina wiped her tears, but they kept coming.
When the last flower was placed, the coffin lowered into the ground.
Regina whispered, “I’ll finish this, Graham. I promise.”
And with that, the heroes knew:
The journey to defeat Wish Rumple, Nimue, and Fiona had officially begun.
Henry sat at his desk, scribbling notes with his Author’s pen. The room was quiet except for the scratching of ink. Across from him, Lucy sat cross‑legged on the floor, flipping through a thick book of their family history.
“Dad?” Lucy asked. “Do you think we can really stop them?”
Henry didn’t answer at first.
Then something clicked in his mind.
A memory.
A page.
A door.
A man trapped inside it.
Isaac.
The former Author.
Henry stood up so fast his chair fell over. “Lucy — get your coat. We need to go.”
Lucy blinked. “Where?”
“To the town square. We’re calling everyone.”
Within minutes, the heroes arrived:
· Regina
· Zelena
· Emma
· Killian
· Cora
· Hope
· Barren
· Liam
· Rumple
· Ella
· Lucy
They gathered around Henry, who held the Author’s pen and a glowing page with a door drawn on it.
Regina stepped forward. “Henry… what is this?”
Henry took a breath. “An old mistake. One we can fix.”
He tapped the page.
The door shimmered.
And slowly… it began to open.
The page shimmered like liquid gold as the drawn door slowly swung open. A gust of warm air rushed out, carrying the scent of ink, parchment, and something older — something ancient.
A figure stumbled out and fell to the ground.
Isaac.
The former Author.
He groaned, brushing dust off his vest. “Well. That was unpleasant.”
Regina crossed her arms. “Isaac.”
Isaac blinked at the crowd of heroes staring at him. “Oh. Wonderful. All my favorite people.”
Killian stepped forward. “We don’t have time for your attitude. We need answers.”
Isaac sighed dramatically. “Fine. What’s the crisis this time?”
Henry held up the Author’s pen. “We need to talk to the spirits of the Authors. The ones who came before me.”
Isaac’s eyes widened. “You’re serious.”
Henry nodded. “Dead serious.”
Isaac swallowed. “Then you’ll need the Realm of Authors.”
Deep inside the fortress, Fiona, Wish Rumple, and Nimue gathered around a glowing cauldron. The air crackled with dark magic.
Wish Rumple smirked. “One heart down. One step closer.”
Fiona nodded. “We need the curse ready by sunrise.”
Nimue lifted her hand, swirling the cauldron’s contents. “This curse will be unlike any before it.”
She spoke slowly, savoring every word.
“It will erase memories. Reset time. Turn the United Realms into a normal world. No magic. No fairy tales. No destiny.”
Fiona smiled. “Everyone will live new lives. Wrong families. Wrong loves. Wrong stories.”
Wish Rumple chuckled. “And the best part? Even we won’t remember who we were.”
Nimue nodded. “Fairy tales will only exist in books and TV shows. Nothing more.”
The cauldron glowed brighter.
Their plan was almost ready.  
Henry turned to the group. “There’s a realm where every Author who ever lived still exists. Their spirits stay there, guarding the stories.”
Lucy’s eyes widened. “Like… a library of souls?”
Henry smiled softly. “Exactly.”
Regina stepped closer. “And you think they can help us stop the curse?”
Henry nodded. “Especially the first Author. Jacob Grimm.”
Rumple raised an eyebrow. “The Grimm brother?”
“The very first,” Henry said.
He placed the page on the ground. The door glowed brighter, expanding into a full‑sized portal.
Henry took a breath. “Everyone ready?”
Killian squeezed Hope’s shoulder.
Regina took Zelena’s hand.
Barren stepped beside Liam.
Lucy held Ella’s arm.
Henry touched the door.
It swung open.
A warm, golden light spilled out.
“Let’s go,” Henry said.
And together, the heroes stepped through the portal—
The portal swallowed them in a warm, golden glow.
For a moment, there was nothing — no sound, no ground beneath their feet, no sense of direction. Just light. Endless, shimmering light.
Then the world snapped back into place.
They stood in a vast, endless library.
Shelves stretched higher than mountains, filled with glowing books that whispered as they passed. The air shimmered with floating ink symbols, drifting like fireflies. Quills wrote on their own. Pages turned without hands.
Lucy gasped. “This is… beautiful.”
Ella squeezed her shoulder. “This is where stories live.”
Henry smiled softly. “Welcome to the Realm of Authors.”
Regina looked around, awe softening her grief for a moment. “It’s like the heart of every story ever told.”
Rumple nodded. “Because it is.”
Figures began to appear between the shelves — glowing silhouettes, transparent but warm, like memories given shape. Some wore robes. Some wore armor. Some looked like ordinary people.
All of them watched the heroes with knowing eyes.
One stepped forward — a woman with silver hair and a quill tucked behind her ear.
“You seek the First Author,” she said.
Henry nodded. “Jacob Grimm.”
The spirits exchanged glances.
Then they pointed deeper into the library.
“Follow the ink.”
A trail of floating ink droplets appeared, drifting through the air like tiny stars.
The heroes followed.
The trail led them to a quiet corner of the library where an old man sat in a wooden chair, a thick book open on his lap. His beard was long and white, his eyes sharp and kind.
He looked up as they approached.
“Oh good,” Jacob Grimm said with a tired smile. “You finally came.”
The heroes froze.
Regina whispered, “You… know us?”
Jacob nodded. “I’ve been waiting. There isn’t time to explain how.”
Emma stepped forward. “We need to know what the villains are planning.”
Jacob closed his book.
His expression darkened.
“Nimue, Fiona, and Wish Rumple are preparing a curse unlike any before it.”
The heroes leaned in as he continued.
“A curse that will erase memories. Reset time. Turn the United Realms into a normal world with no magic. No fairy tales. No destiny.”
Killian’s jaw tightened. “They want to rewrite everything.”
Jacob nodded. “Everyone will live new lives. Wrong families. Wrong loves. Wrong stories. And none of you will remember who you truly are.”
Hope clung to Emma’s leg. Barren swallowed hard.
Henry asked, “How do we stop it?”
Jacob stood slowly, leaning on his cane.
“You must split into three groups and travel to three realms.”
He raised three fingers.
“One: Asgard — retrieve the Magic Wand of the All‑Mother.”
“Two: The New Enchanted Forest — find the last Enchanted Tree. It can send two people to safety when the curse hits.”
“Three: Camelot — retrieve the Holy Grail. It can awaken the two Saviors after the curse takes hold.”
Regina frowned. “Two Saviors?”
Jacob nodded. “Yes. The second Savior is not who you think.”
Emma stepped forward. “Then who is it?”
Jacob opened his mouth—
But no sound came out.
He clutched his chest, shaking his head. “I… cannot say.”
He pointed to the door behind them.
“Go. Now. Time is running out.”
The library began to shake.
Books rattled. Ink spilled from the air. The portal behind them flickered violently.
Jacob whispered, “Good luck, heroes.”
And the portal swallowed them whole—
The heroes tumbled out of the portal and landed back in Storybrooke’s town square, the night air cold against their skin. The portal snapped shut behind them with a crack of golden light, leaving the group breathless and shaken.
Hope clung to Emma’s hand.
Barren leaned against Killian, still dizzy from the trip.
Regina wiped her eyes, Jacob Grimm’s warning echoing in her mind.
Three realms.
Three missions.
One chance to stop the curse.
Henry stepped forward. “We know what we have to do.”
Killian nodded. “Then we don’t waste time.”
They gathered around the fountain, the moonlight casting long shadows across the square.
Henry lifted the Author’s pen. “Jacob said three groups. Three realms.”
Regina crossed her arms. “Then let’s decide who goes where.”
Killian, Barren, Liam, Rumple
Their mission:
Retrieve the last Enchanted Tree, the only thing that could send two people to safety when the curse hits.
Killian rested a hand on Barren’s shoulder. “We’ll handle this.”
Rumple nodded. “The forest and I have… history.”
Liam smirked. “Let’s hope it’s friendly history.”
Regina, Zelena, Cora, Henry
Their mission:
Retrieve the Holy Grail, the artifact powerful enough to awaken the two Saviors after the curse takes hold.
Regina took Henry’s hand. “We’ll get it. No matter what.”
Zelena twirled her fingers. “Camelot owes us a favor or two.”
Cora smiled softly. “Let’s hope they remember that.”
Emma, Hope, Lucy, Ella
Their mission:
Retrieve the Magic Wand of the All‑Mother, a weapon strong enough to break the curse’s hold.
Emma tightened her grip on Hope. “We’ll be careful.”
Lucy grinned nervously. “Asgard… sounds intense.”
Ella placed a hand on her daughter’s shoulder. “We’ll face it together.”
The groups stood in a circle, facing one another.
Three paths.
Three destinies.
One united purpose.
Henry raised the pen. “On three.”
“One…”
“Two…”
“Three.”
Magic burst outward in three directions — gold, purple, and blue — opening three swirling portals.
The heroes stepped toward their missions.
Killian, Barren, Liam, and Rumple vanished into the New Enchanted Forest.
Regina, Zelena, Cora, and Henry disappeared into Camelot.
Emma, Hope, Lucy, and Ella stepped into the shimmering light of Asgard.
The portals snapped shut.
Silence fell over Storybrooke.
In the shadows of the square, unseen by any of the heroes…
A swirl of green smoke followed Regina’s group.
A trail of red embers followed Killian’s.
And a ripple of black magic followed Emma’s.
Fiona stalked after the Camelot group.
Nimue slipped into the New Enchanted Forest.
Wish Rumple stepped into the Asgard portal with a grin.
The villains had chosen their targets.
The hunt had begun.
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The portal burst open with a crack of blue lightning, and Emma, Hope, Lucy, and Ella stepped out onto solid ground. The air was crisp and cold, carrying the scent of metal, storms, and ancient magic.
They were in Asgard.
Tall golden towers rose into the sky, shimmering under a swirling aurora. The ground beneath their feet was smooth stone carved with runes older than any realm they’d ever visited.
But they weren’t alone.
A group of armored guards stood waiting — spears raised, shields gleaming. At their front was a tall man with silver armor and a stern expression.
Odin’s right‑hand man.
He stepped forward. “You four. Come with us. The All‑Father is expecting you.”
Emma exchanged a look with Ella.
Hope squeezed Emma’s hand.
Lucy whispered, “They knew we were coming…”
And they followed.
What they didn’t know was that behind them, hidden in the shadows, a swirl of red‑gold smoke slipped through the portal before it closed.
Wish Rumple.
He grinned to himself.
He had already set his trap.
The palace was enormous — towering halls, golden pillars, and murals of battles fought long before Storybrooke ever existed. As they walked, Emma felt a strange pressure in the air, like the realm itself was watching them.
Wish Rumple followed silently behind, invisible, smiling.
He had already done something terrible.
The throne room doors opened with a thunderous boom.
Odin sat upon a massive golden throne, his single eye glowing with power. His presence filled the room like a storm.
“Step forward,” Odin commanded.
Emma did.
Odin’s gaze hardened. “Why have you come to my kingdom? Speak the truth.”
Emma took a breath. “We’re here because a dark curse is coming—”
Odin slammed his staff on the ground. “Lies!”
The guards raised their spears.
Hope gasped and clung to Emma.
Lucy stepped in front of her mother.
Ella held both girls close.
Odin pointed at them. “You are the ones casting the curse.”
Emma froze.
“What?” Ella whispered.
Lucy shook her head. “That’s not true!”
Emma’s eyes narrowed.
Someone had framed them.
And she knew exactly who.
She lifted her hands slowly. “Yes. We are the ones casting the curse.”
Ella’s eyes widened — but she understood.
Lucy nodded.
Hope stayed quiet, trusting her mom.
Emma continued, “So if you want to punish us… take us to your dungeon.”
Odin frowned, confused by her calmness.
But he nodded.
“Very well. Guards — take them.”
As they were escorted away, Emma whispered to the others:
“Wish Rumple is here. He framed us. We need to expose him.”
Ella nodded. “Then we play along.”
Hope whispered, “Mama… I’m scared.”
Emma kissed her forehead. “I know, sweetheart. But I’ve got you.”
And the dungeon doors slammed shut behind them.
The dungeon was cold and dim, lit only by a few torches flickering against stone walls carved with ancient runes. Emma sat on the floor with Hope in her lap, Lucy and Ella beside her.
A guard stood outside the bars, arms crossed.
Emma stepped forward. “We’re being framed.”
The guard hesitated. “Odin believes the seer. He said you’re the ones casting the curse.”
Emma shook her head. “We’re trying to stop it. But we need proof.”
The guard frowned. “If you can prove it, we’ll take you to the court. Odin will listen.”
Emma nodded. “Then get ready. We’ll give you proof.”
The guard walked away, leaving them alone.
Lucy whispered, “Do you really have a plan?”
Emma smirked. “Oh yeah. And it’s risky.”
Ella raised an eyebrow. “Risky how?”
Emma leaned in. “I’m going to summon him.”
Hope blinked. “Who?”
Emma whispered:
“Wish Rumple.”
While the portal carried Emma’s group to Asgard, Wish Rumple swirled into smoke and appeared inside the Asgardian palace. His form shifted, twisting into a tall, robed figure with glowing eyes.
A seer.
A “trusted advisor.”
Odin approached him. “You sensed the portal. Who comes?”
Wish Rumple bowed. “A group of mortals. They bring a dark curse.”
Odin’s eye narrowed. “Are they the ones casting it?”
Wish Rumple smiled. “Yes, All‑Father. They are the threat.”
Odin’s jaw tightened. “And what of Wish Rumplestiltskin? Is he with them?”
Wish Rumple hid his grin. “No. He is not here.”
Odin believed him.
And the trap was set.
Hours passed.
Finally, the guard returned. “The court is ready. Odin will hear your case.”
Emma nodded. “Perfect.”
They were escorted through long golden halls into a massive courtroom filled with guards, advisors, and Odin himself seated on a high throne.
Odin slammed his staff. “Emma Swan. Explain why you have come to Asgard.”
Emma stepped forward.
“We’re here to stop a curse. And the one casting it is—”
She leaned in and whispered:
“Rumplestiltskin… Rumplestiltskin… Rumplestiltskin.”
The air cracked.
A burst of red‑gold smoke exploded in the center of the courtroom.
Wish Rumple appeared, startled.
Odin stood. “You!”
Emma pointed at him. “There’s your real caster.”
Wish Rumple’s smile faltered.
The guards surrounded him instantly, spears raised.
Odin roared, “You deceived me! You framed these mortals!”
Wish Rumple shrugged. “Well… yes.”
A guard stepped forward. “Take him—”
Wish Rumple swirled into a puff of smoke.
Gone.
Odin slammed his staff again, furious. “Coward!”
Emma exhaled. “Told you we were innocent.”
Odin looked at her for a long moment.
Then he nodded.
“My apologies, Emma Swan. You have my trust.”
The courtroom was silent after Wish Rumple vanished in a swirl of red‑gold smoke. The guards lowered their spears slowly, glancing at one another in confusion and embarrassment.
Odin stepped down from his throne, his heavy boots echoing through the chamber. His expression had softened — the storm in his eye fading into something calmer.
Regret.
He stopped in front of Emma.
“I misjudged you,” Odin said. “And for that, I apologize.”
Emma nodded. “We understand. Wish Rumple is… good at lying.”
Lucy crossed her arms. “He’s the worst.”
Hope peeked out from behind Emma’s leg. “He’s scary…”
Odin knelt slightly so he was eye‑level with her. “You are brave, little one. Braver than many warriors I’ve known.”
Hope blushed and hid her face again.
Ella stepped forward. “All‑Father… we came here because we need your help.”
Odin straightened. “Tell me everything.”
Emma took a deep breath.
“There’s a curse coming. One that will erase memories, reset time, destroy magic, and rewrite every story in every realm.”
Lucy added, “Everyone will live the wrong lives. Wrong families. Wrong loves.”
Ella nodded. “And no one will remember who they truly are.”
Odin’s expression darkened. “A curse of that magnitude… only the darkest magic could create it.”
Emma nodded. “Three people are behind it — Nimue, Fiona, and Wish Rumple.”
Odin clenched his jaw. “Then you will need a weapon strong enough to counter their power.”
He turned toward a golden pedestal at the far end of the room.
Resting on the pedestal was a long, elegant wand carved from shimmering white wood. It glowed faintly, as if alive. Runes spiraled along its length, pulsing with ancient power.
Odin lifted it carefully.
“This,” he said, “is the Wand of the All‑Mother. The most powerful artifact in Asgard.”
Emma stepped closer. “Will it stop the curse?”
Odin nodded. “If used correctly. But be warned…”
He looked each of them in the eyes.
“One mistake… and everything falls apart.”
Lucy swallowed. “No pressure.”
Ella squeezed her daughter’s hand. “We’ll be careful.”
Odin handed the wand to Emma. It hummed in her grip, warm and heavy with responsibility.
Hope whispered, “Mama… it’s pretty.”
Emma smiled softly. “Yeah. It is.”
Odin raised his staff. A swirling blue portal opened behind him, crackling with lightning.
“This will take you back to your realm,” Odin said. “Go quickly. Time is not your ally.”
Emma bowed her head. “Thank you. For trusting us.”
Odin placed a hand over his heart. “Good luck, Emma Swan. May your story continue.”
Emma took Hope’s hand.
Lucy grabbed Ella’s.
The wand glowed brighter.
Together, they stepped toward the portal.
Odin watched them go.
“May the realms be kind to you,” he said softly.
And with that, Emma, Hope, Lucy, and Ella vanished into the swirling light—
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The portal burst open with a swirl of green and gold light, and Killian, Liam, Barren, and Rumple stepped out onto soft grass. The air smelled like pine, fresh rain, and old magic.
They were in the New Enchanted Forest.
Killian looked around, hand on his sword. “It’s been years since we were here.”
Liam nodded. “Feels different.”
Barren stepped forward, eyes sharp. “I know where to go. Follow me.”
Rumple raised an eyebrow. “You sound confident, boy.”
Barren smirked. “I lived here for years. Trust me.”
They followed him down a dirt path lined with glowing flowers and tall trees that whispered in the wind.
But none of them noticed the swirl of red smoke drifting behind them.
Nimue.
She smiled wickedly.
“Let the games begin.”
They reached a small village tucked between two hills. Smoke rose from chimneys, and villagers hurried through the streets with baskets and tools.
Killian approached a man at a stall. “We’re looking for a map. One that shows the location of the last Enchanted Tree.”
The man stiffened. “Why would you want that?”
Liam stepped forward. “It’s important. For all realms.”
The man hesitated, eyes darting nervously. “That tree… it’s dangerous.”
Barren stepped closer, voice calm. “Please. We need it to save everyone.”
The man swallowed hard.
Then reluctantly handed over a rolled‑up map.
Rumple narrowed his eyes. “Something’s wrong.”
Killian glanced at him. “You feel it too?”
Rumple nodded. “This map… it’s been tampered with.”
But before they could question it, the man slammed his stall shut and ran inside.
Barren frowned. “We should move. Now.”
They followed the map into the woods.
And Nimue watched from the shadows, smirking.
“Perfect.”
The deeper they followed the map, the stranger the forest became.
The trees grew taller, their branches twisting like claws. The air grew thick and humid. Strange whispers drifted between the leaves, like voices calling from far away.
Liam frowned. “This doesn’t feel right.”
Rumple nodded. “Because it isn’t. This forest… it’s enchanted. And not in a friendly way.”
Barren stepped forward, sniffing the air like Wolfgang taught him. “Something’s wrong. Really wrong.”
Killian tightened his grip on his sword. “Stay close.”
They pushed deeper into the woods.
The map led them to a narrow path marked with a carved sign:
HIDDEN JUNGLE SECRETS  
Enter at your own risk.
Killian exhaled. “Well… that’s comforting.”
They stepped inside.
And instantly—
The ground beneath them glowed.
A pulse of magic shot upward.
The forest spun.
And the four of them were thrown into separate visions.
Rumple opened his eyes and found himself standing in a small cottage.
Milah was there.
Alive. Smiling. Healthy.
“Rumple,” she said softly, “Bae is waiting for you.”
Bae ran into the room, laughing, hugging his father tightly.
Rumple froze.
He wasn’t the Dark One.
He wasn’t a coward.
He wasn’t feared.
He was… happy.
Milah grew older, but peacefully.
Bae never left.
Belle appeared years later, kind and gentle, and Rumple married her.
His father, Malcolm, was alive too — not a villain, not a coward. Just a father.
Rumple whispered, “This… this is what my life could’ve been.”
A life without darkness.
A life without fear.
A life where he made the right choices.
Killian blinked and found himself on a sunny hill overlooking a small cottage.
His mother, Alice, stood in the doorway — alive, healthy, smiling.
“Killian! Come help with dinner!”
Liam waved from the yard.
Barren chased a dog through the grass, laughing.
And Brennan — their father — stood beside them, proud and present.
No abandonment.
No heartbreak.
No chaos.
Killian never became a pirate.
Never lost his family.
Never met Emma, Milah, or any of the people he loved now.
It was peaceful.
But empty.
Killian whispered, “This isn’t my life… not really.”
Liam found himself on a ship deck — but not as a captain.
As a brother.
Killian stood beside him, younger, smiling.
Barren sat on a barrel, swinging his legs.
Liam wasn’t strict.
He wasn’t controlling.
He wasn’t trying to be perfect.
He was kind.
Supportive.
Present.
He helped Killian learn to sail.
He protected Barren from storms.
He was the brother he always wished he had been.
Liam whispered, “I could’ve been better… I should’ve been better.”
Barren opened his eyes and found himself in a cold, gray house.
A man and woman stood over him — not Killian, not Liam.
Strangers.
They glared at him. “Why can’t you be normal?”
Barren felt small.
Alone.
Wrong.
He had no wolfpack.
No Wolfgang.
No Killian.
No Liam.
Every mistake he made was blamed on him.
Every emotion he felt was “too much.”
Every day was a reminder that he didn’t belong.
Barren whispered, “This isn’t my family… this isn’t my life…”
He hugged himself, shaking.
Before the group even arrived, Nimue had already teleported into the village. She disguised herself, slipped the villager a cursed map, and whispered:
“Send them into the jungle. Let them face their fears.”
But someone spotted her.
A villager gasped. “Nimue!”
She fled instantly, vanishing into smoke.
So she created five challenges in the jungle — illusions, traps, visions — all to slow them down so she could reach the Enchanted Tree first.
Hours later, the visions shattered like glass.
Killian gasped awake.
Liam stumbled to his feet.
Rumple clutched his chest.
Barren wiped tears from his eyes.
They were back in the forest.
Together.
Killian looked around. “What… what just happened?”
Rumple answered quietly. “Someone is trying to break us.”
Barren growled. “Nimue.”
Liam nodded. “She’s setting us up.”
Rumple straightened. “Then we don’t play her game.”
He held out his hands.
“Everyone hold on.”
They grabbed him.
Rumple smirked.
“Let’s skip to the end.”
Rumple’s magic swirled around them like a tornado of smoke and sparks. Killian grabbed Liam’s arm, Liam grabbed Barren, and Barren held on tight to Rumple’s coat.
“Hold your breath,” Rumple warned.
The forest blurred.
The ground vanished.
The world twisted—
And suddenly, they were standing at the end of the jungle path.
The final clearing.
The place where all five challenges were supposed to lead.
And waiting for them…
Was Nimue.
She stood in front of a massive glowing tree — the last Enchanted Tree — her arms crossed, her smile sharp and cruel.
“Well,” she purred, “that was faster than expected.”
Killian stepped forward, sword drawn. “We’re done playing your games.”
Liam glared. “You tried to break us.”
Rumple narrowed his eyes. “And you failed.”
Nimue laughed softly. “Did I? You all saw what your lives could’ve been. You all hesitated. You all broke a little.”
Barren stepped forward, chin raised. “Not enough.”
Nimue smirked. “Oh? And what makes you think you can stop me, little wolf?”
Barren’s eyes glowed gold.
He smirked.
“You brought an army?” Nimue teased.
“No,” Barren said. “I did.”
He let out a sharp whistle.
The forest rustled.
Branches shook.
And then—
Wolves.
Dozens of them.
Barren’s wolfpack burst from the trees, surrounding Nimue in a tight circle. They growled, teeth bared, eyes glowing with loyalty and fury.
Nimue’s smile vanished.
“You— you brought them?”
Barren shrugged. “They’re family.”
Killian grinned. “That’s my boy.”
Liam nodded proudly. “Smart thinking.”
Rumple smirked. “Impressive.”
Nimue tried to teleport — but the wolves lunged, snapping at her heels, forcing her back.
She snarled. “This isn’t over!”
She blasted a burst of magic at the ground, creating a shockwave that knocked the wolves back just enough for her to escape in a swirl of red smoke.
But she was gone.
And the heroes were alone with the tree.
The tree glowed with soft golden light, its leaves shimmering like stars. It was ancient, powerful, and beautiful — the last of its kind.
Killian stepped forward. “This is it.”
Liam nodded. “Jacob Grimm said it can send two people to safety when the curse hits.”
Rumple examined the trunk. “We need to send it home. Now.”
Barren placed a hand on the bark. “It feels… alive.”
Rumple raised his hand, magic swirling around his fingers. “Stand back.”
With a flick of his wrist, the tree shrank into a glowing orb of golden light — still alive, still powerful — and floated into Rumple’s palm.
He whispered an incantation.
A portal opened.
“Storybrooke,” Killian said. “Home.”
Rumple tossed the orb through the portal. It vanished into the light.
Liam clapped Barren on the back. “You did good today.”
Barren smiled. “We all did.”
Killian nodded. “Let’s get home.”
The portal widened, swirling with green and gold.
The four of them stepped through together—
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While the three quest groups were off in Asgard, Camelot, and the New Enchanted Forest, Henry stayed behind in Storybrooke, pacing with the Author’s pen in his hand. Every few seconds he checked the sky, the clock, the streets — making sure nothing was going wrong while the others were away.
But something still felt… unfinished.
He needed help.
Not from a hero.
Not from a villain.
From another Author.
Henry walked across town to a small cottage tucked behind the library — the home of Wish Henry, the Author from the Wish Realm. He knocked.
Wish Henry opened the door with a smirk. “Let me guess. You want to rewrite destiny again.”
Henry shrugged. “Something like that.”
They sat at the table, two versions of the same person, two Authors with two different lives. Henry explained everything — the curse, the villains, the danger, the three quests.
Wish Henry tapped his quill. “We could try rewriting our endings. Fixing everything.”
Henry nodded. “Let’s try.”
They opened their books.
They wrote.
They rewrote.
They changed scenes, shifted destinies, erased mistakes…
But nothing changed.
Wish Henry slammed his book shut. “It’s useless. The curse is too strong.”
Henry frowned. “Then we need something bigger.”
Wish Henry raised an eyebrow. “Like what?”
Henry took a deep breath.
“We write our past stories into the curse itself. We make sure that even if the curse resets everything… there will still be books about us. About the fairytales. About the truth.”
Wish Henry blinked. “That’s dangerous.”
Henry nodded. “I know.”
Wish Henry smirked. “Let’s do it.”
They gathered enchanted ink, blank volumes, and glowing quills. Together, they began writing six main books — books that would survive the curse, books that would keep their stories alive no matter what happened next.
And as they wrote, the magic around them hummed…
Until Henry froze.
He heard something.
A voice.
Wish Henry looked up. “What’s wrong?”
Henry whispered, “Did you hear that?”
Wish Henry shook his head. “Hear what?”
The voice came again.
Follow.
Henry stood up slowly. “We need to go.”
Wish Henry sighed. “This better not be a trap.”
Henry grabbed his arm. “Come on.”
And together, the two Authors stepped out into the night, following the mysterious voice that only Henry could hear…
Henry and Wish Henry followed the mysterious voice through the quiet Storybrooke woods. The trees rustled even though there was no wind, and the path beneath their feet seemed to shift, guiding them deeper and deeper.
Wish Henry muttered, “If this is a trap, I’m blaming you.”
Henry smirked. “You always blame me.”
“Because it’s always your idea,” Wish Henry shot back.
But even he could feel it — something ancient was calling them.
The voice whispered again, soft but clear:
This way…
Henry stopped at a wall of thick vines covering a rocky hillside.
Wish Henry raised an eyebrow. “A cave? Really? That’s where the creepy voice wants us to go?”
Henry pushed the vines aside.
Behind them was a dark entrance glowing faintly with blue light.
He looked at Wish Henry.
Wish Henry sighed. “Fine. But if something jumps out, you’re going first.”
They stepped inside.
The cave opened into a wide chamber filled with floating runes and swirling blue magic. The air hummed like a heartbeat.
And standing in the center…
Was the Sorcerer’s Apprentice.
His robes shimmered like starlight, and his staff glowed with a soft, steady light.
Henry froze. “You… you’re alive?”
The Apprentice smiled gently. “In a way. I exist where magic needs me.”
Wish Henry crossed his arms. “Alright, mysterious wizard. Why drag us out here?”
The Apprentice stepped closer.
“Because you two have a prophecy to fulfill.”
Henry blinked. “A prophecy?”
The Apprentice nodded.
“Yes. One that involves the Authors… and the Saviors.”
Wish Henry frowned. “What kind of prophecy?”
The Apprentice lifted his staff, and glowing images appeared in the air — Nimue, Wish Rumple, Fiona, and a swirling vortex of time.
“Nimue plans to open a time portal after the curse breaks,” the Apprentice said. “She wants to rewrite history. Rule every realm. Change everything.”
Henry’s eyes widened. “A time portal? She can do that?”
“She will,” the Apprentice said. “And she will betray Wish Rumple and Fiona to do it.”
Wish Henry muttered, “Called it.”
The Apprentice continued:
“Only the two Authors… and the two Saviors… can stop her.”
Henry swallowed. “Two Saviors… Emma and… who?”
The Apprentice shook his head. “You will know when the moment comes.”
Henry felt a chill run down his spine.
Wish Henry stepped forward. “So what do we do?”
The Apprentice pointed his staff at them.
“You must rewrite everything the way it was after the curse is broken. Restore the realms. Restore the stories. Restore the truth.”
Henry nodded slowly. “We can do that.”
Wish Henry smirked. “We’re Authors. It’s kind of our thing.”
The Apprentice smiled.
“Be careful. Both of you.”
A golden portal opened behind them, swirling with warm light.
Henry looked at Wish Henry. “Ready?”
Wish Henry shrugged. “As ready as we ever are.”
Together, they stepped through the portal—
Henry and Wish Henry stepped through the golden portal, the cave and the Sorcerer’s Apprentice fading behind them like a dream dissolving into morning light. The portal closed with a soft hum, leaving them standing right back where they started:
The edge of Storybrooke’s woods.
The night air was cool. Quiet. Almost too quiet.
Wish Henry let out a long breath. “Well… that was intense.”
Henry nodded slowly, still processing everything the Apprentice had told them.
A time portal.
A betrayal.
A prophecy involving the two Authors and the two Saviors.
It was a lot.
Henry clutched the Author’s pen tighter. “We have to finish the books. And we have to be ready.”
Wish Henry smirked. “I was born ready. Literally. Twice.”
Henry rolled his eyes. “Come on. We need to write everything down before we forget any details.”
They walked back toward Wish Henry’s cottage, the moonlight guiding their steps. The town was peaceful, unaware of the storm building across the realms.
Wish Henry glanced at him. “You think the Apprentice was right? About Nimue betraying the others?”
Henry nodded. “Yeah. She’s the strongest of the three. And the most unpredictable.”
Wish Henry sighed. “Great. A power‑hungry villain with trust issues. What could go wrong?”
Henry didn’t laugh.
He couldn’t.
Because he knew the truth now — the curse wasn’t the end.
It was only the beginning.
They reached the cottage, the six blank books still waiting on the table, glowing faintly with magic.
Wish Henry picked up his quill. “Ready to rewrite destiny?”
Henry sat beside him. “We don’t have a choice.”
They dipped their quills into enchanted ink.
And together, the two Authors began writing the prophecy, the warning, and everything the Apprentice had told them — preparing for the moment the curse would break, and the real battle would begin.
Outside, the wind shifted.
Something dark stirred in the distance.
But inside the cottage, two pens scratched across paper, shaping the future one line at a time.
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The portal opened with a burst of silver light, and Regina, Zelena, Cora, and Henry stepped out onto the familiar stone courtyard of Camelot.Waiting for them at the entrance was King Arthur, dressed in polished armor, sword at his side. But this time, he didn’t look arrogant or proud.
He looked… relieved.
“Welcome back,” Arthur said. “I’ve been expecting you.”
Regina narrowed her eyes. “Why are you helping us now? After everything you’ve done?”
Arthur lowered his head. “Because you were right. I was the one who lost my way. I was the one who caused the damage. And I intend to fix it.”
Cora crossed her arms. “We all have dark pasts. What matters is what you do now.”
Zelena cut in, impatient. “Great. Redemption arc. Wonderful. But do you know why we’re here?”
Arthur blinked, then nodded slowly. “Yes. You seek the Dark One’s Dagger.”
Henry stepped forward. “We need it to stop the curse.”
Arthur’s expression darkened. “Then you must hurry. The dagger can now control any Dark One still alive.”
Regina froze.
“Rumple…” she whispered. “He can still be controlled.”
Zelena turned to Arthur. “Is that true?”
Arthur nodded. “Yes. And if Fiona or Nimue gets the dagger… Rumple will be their puppet.”
Cora exhaled sharply. “Then we need to reach the vault. Now.”
Arthur motioned for them to follow. “It’s a long journey. Stay close.”
The group set off toward the forest path leading to the Dark One’s Vault, unaware that danger was already waiting for them.
Arthur led Regina, Zelena, Cora, and Henry through Camelot’s deep forest. The trees grew taller and darker the farther they walked, their branches twisting like claws reaching for the sky.
Regina kept glancing over her shoulder. “Arthur… you said someone was watching you. Do you still feel it?”
Arthur nodded. “Yes. The air has been wrong for days. As if a shadow is following every step.”
Henry tightened his grip on the Author’s pen. “Then we need to move faster.”
Cora pointed ahead. “We’re close.”
The path opened into a clearing surrounded by ancient stone pillars. At the center stood a pedestal carved with runes older than Camelot itself.
On it rested the Dark One’s Dagger.
Its blade shimmered with swirling black smoke, whispering softly like a heartbeat.
Zelena stepped forward. “I’ll grab it.”
Regina reached out. “Zelena, wait—”
But Zelena had already wrapped her fingers around the hilt.
The moment she touched it—
Her eyes went wide.
Her breath caught.
Her body froze.
A blast of dark magic surged through her, and visions slammed into her mind like a storm.
She saw the curse being cast.
She saw the realms collapsing.
She saw her family screaming her name.
She saw Storybrooke burning.
She saw the curse breaking—
And someone dying.
Someone important.
Someone she loved.
Zelena gasped and dropped to her knees, shaking.
Regina rushed to her. “Zelena! Hey—look at me. What did you see?”
Zelena’s voice trembled. “Everything… falling apart. The curse… it succeeds. And when it breaks… someone dies.”
Henry swallowed hard. “Who?”
Zelena shook her head. “I don’t know.”
Cora placed a hand on her shoulder. “You’re safe. Breathe.”
But before Zelena could speak again—
Arthur stiffened. “Someone’s here.”
A dark figure stepped from the shadows, her robe trailing behind her like smoke.
She pulled back her hood.
Fiona.
The Black Fairy.
Her dress shimmered with dark magic, her wings glowing faintly.
“Well,” Fiona purred, “isn’t this a lovely reunion?”
Regina stepped in front of Henry. “You’re not getting the dagger.”
Fiona smirked. “Oh, I think I will.”
She raised her hand, sending a blast of dark magic toward the pedestal—
But Zelena teleported the entire group, including Arthur, in a burst of green smoke.
They reappeared deep in the forest, breathless.
Arthur steadied himself. “You must leave Camelot. Now. She’ll be after you.”
Cora nodded. “We still need the Holy Grail.”
Arthur smiled faintly. “I have it.”
He pulled the Grail from his satchel — glowing, ancient, powerful.
“I’ll join the battle when the time comes,” Arthur said. “Camelot owes you that much.”
He raised his sword, opening a swirling portal back to Storybrooke.
But before they could step through—
Corrupted Camelot guards burst from the trees, eyes glowing with Fiona’s magic.
Arthur blocked their attack with his shield. “Go! I’ll hold them off!”
Regina hesitated. “Arthur—”
“Go!” he shouted.
They stepped through the portal just as Arthur broke free and slammed it shut behind them.
The portal snapped open in the middle of Storybrooke’s town square, swirling with purple and gold light. Regina, Zelena, Cora, and Henry stumbled out, breathless from the escape.
Before they could even steady themselves—
Another portal opened.
Then another.
Emma, Hope, Lucy, and Ella stepped out of the first.
Killian, Liam, Barren, and Rumple stepped out of the second.
All three groups had returned.
Henry ran to Emma. “You made it!”
Emma hugged him tightly. “So did you.”
Killian clapped Henry on the shoulder. “Good timing, lad.”
Barren grinned. “We got the tree.”
Lucy held up the Wand of the All‑Mother. “We got this.”
Cora nodded proudly. “And we retrieved the dagger.”
Wish Henry jogged over from the sidewalk, waving. “And we wrote six books. No big deal.”
Regina rolled her eyes. “Show‑off.”
But the relief was real.
For the first time since the curse began forming… they were all together again.
Henry held out his hands. “Give them to me. All of them.”
Rumple stepped forward first, handing over the glowing orb that held the Enchanted Tree.
Emma placed the Wand of the All‑Mother in Henry’s other hand.
Regina nodded at Zelena. “Zee… the dagger.”
But Zelena didn’t move.
Emma noticed immediately. “Zelena… what’s wrong?”
Zelena swallowed hard, her hands shaking. “I… I saw something.”
Everyone fell silent.
Zelena took a breath. “The curse will be cast. We can’t stop that part. And when it breaks… someone dies.”
Lucy gasped.
Hope grabbed Emma’s hand.
Killian’s jaw tightened.
Henry stepped closer. “Who?”
Zelena shook her head. “I don’t know. The vision didn’t show me.”
Regina placed a hand on her sister’s shoulder. “We’ll face it together. Whatever it is.”
Zelena nodded, then slowly pulled the Dark One’s Dagger from her cloak.
Rumple’s eyes widened. “You found it.”
Zelena held it out. “You’re connected to it. You’re the only one who can keep it safe.”
Rumple hesitated… then took the dagger, the blade humming with dark magic.
Barren whispered, “So… where’s the Grail?”
Cora answered, “Arthur has it.”
Regina added, “And he’s joining the battle.”
Henry nodded. “Good. We’ll need him.”
The group stood together in the center of Storybrooke — heroes, villains, family, friends — all united for the first time since the threat began.
Emma looked around at everyone. “We have the Wand. The Tree. The Dagger. The Grail. And the Authors.”
Killian smirked. “Sounds like we’ve got a fighting chance.”
Henry lifted the artifacts, their magic glowing in harmony.
“We’re ready,” he said. “Whatever comes next… we face it together.”
A warm breeze swept through the square, carrying a spark of hope with it.
For the first time in a long time…
It felt like they might actually win.
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Storybrooke was buzzing with tension. The heroes had returned with the artifacts, but one problem still hung over them like a storm cloud:
The Dark One’s Dagger still controlled Rumple… and Wish Rumple.
Emma paced in front of the group, the dagger glowing faintly in Rumple’s hand.
“We can’t go into this fight with two Dark Ones who can be controlled,” Emma said. “If Fiona or Nimue gets the dagger, they’ll use both Rumples like puppets.”
Killian nodded. “We need to free them from it.”
Rumple swallowed. “That’s… never been done.”
Wish Henry stepped forward. “Then we’ll be the first.”
Zelena crossed her arms. “So what’s the plan?”
Emma took a breath. “First step… we summon Wish Rumple.”
Henry blinked. “Are you sure that’s safe?”
Emma smirked. “Not really.”
She whispered the name three times:
Rumplestiltskin.
Rumplestiltskin.
Rumplestiltskin.
A swirl of red‑gold smoke burst into the room, and Wish Rumple appeared — annoyed, confused, and already plotting something.
Before he could speak, Emma slapped a magic‑blocking cuff on his wrist.
Wish Rumple froze. “Oh come on!”
Killian grinned. “That’s for everyone’s safety, mate.”
Barren crossed his arms. “And it’s not coming off.”
Wish Rumple groaned dramatically. “Fine. What now?”
Emma turned to the group. “Now… we figure out how to separate them from the dagger.”
Cora stepped forward, opening a thick spellbook. “There is a way. But it requires three rare ingredients.”
Henry sighed. “Of course it does.”
Emma looked at Killian and Barren. “You two are with me.”
Killian nodded. “Always.”
Barren smirked. “Let’s go.”
The three of them headed out into the forest to gather the ingredients — unaware that Fiona and Nimue were already watching from the shadows.
Emma, Killian, and Barren moved quickly through the forest, following Cora’s list of ingredients written in glowing ink. Each one was rare, dangerous, and tied to the power of the Dark One.
Barren read the list aloud:
· Moon‑shadow moss
· A phoenix feather
· Water from the Lake of Truth
Killian raised an eyebrow. “Easy enough. Only mildly impossible.”
Emma smirked. “We’ve done worse.”
They found the moss first — growing on a stone under the shade of a massive oak. It shimmered silver under the moonlight even though it wasn’t night.
Barren crouched down. “It’s alive.”
Emma nodded. “Careful. It bites.”
Killian blinked. “It what—?”
The moss snapped at his hook.
Killian jumped back. “Oh come on!”
Barren laughed and scooped it into a jar. “Got it.”
The phoenix circled above them, wings blazing like fire. It screeched, swooping low.
Emma held up her hands. “We don’t want to hurt you!”
The phoenix landed, tilting its head. It studied them… then shed a single glowing feather at their feet.
Killian exhaled. “Well. That was surprisingly polite.”
Barren picked it up carefully. “Two down.”
The lake shimmered like a mirror. Emma knelt and dipped a vial into the water.
The surface rippled — showing her reflection… then Hope’s… then Henry’s… then Killian’s.
Killian knelt beside her. “It shows what matters most.”
Emma sealed the vial. “Then let’s go save Rumple.”
Back in Storybrooke, Wish Rumple sat on a chair with the magic‑blocking cuff still on, grumbling loudly.
“I hope you know this is humiliating.”
Cora ignored him, flipping through her spellbook. “Good. Maybe it’ll humble you.”
Regina stirred the ingredients in a cauldron. “This serum will separate the bond between the dagger and the Dark Ones.”
Henry added, “But only if we do it exactly right.”
Rumple watched quietly, nervous.
Emma poured the lake water in.
Killian added the moss.
Barren dropped in the phoenix feather.
The mixture glowed bright gold.
Cora chanted a spell from the book — a spell that would make Nimue the only Dark One connected to the dagger.
The serum pulsed.
Regina nodded. “It’s ready.”
Emma stepped toward Wish Rumple. “This might sting.”
Wish Rumple groaned. “Everything you do stings.”
Emma poured the serum over his cuffed arm.
Wish Rumple gasped — light shot through him, swirling gold and white. The darkness inside him cracked, shattered, and dissolved like smoke in sunlight.
He collapsed forward, breathing hard.
Rumple rushed to him. “Easy… breathe.”
Wish Rumple looked up, eyes clearer than they had ever been.
“I… I’m free.”
Rumple nodded gently. “You were suffering. The darkness wasn’t you.”
Wish Rumple’s voice broke. “I hurt so many people…”
Rumple placed a hand on his shoulder. “And now you make it right.”
The serum glowed again — and Rumple’s own darkness lifted, leaving him powerless too.
Both Rumples were free.
Both were finally themselves.
Across the realms, in a dark cavern lit by blue fire, Fiona and Nimue felt the shift.
The dagger’s power changed.
Their control vanished.
Nimue’s eyes widened. “What did they do?”
Fiona snarled, wings flaring. “They freed them.”
Nimue clenched her fists. “Then we destroy them.”
Fiona’s voice echoed like thunder.
“Let the final battle begin.”
The light faded from the serum’s glow, leaving the room quiet — almost too quiet. Rumple and Wish Rumple both sat on the floor, breathing hard, their bodies still adjusting to the sudden absence of darkness.
For the first time in centuries…
They were free.
No dagger.
No curse.
No darkness whispering in their ears.
Just themselves.
Emma knelt beside Rumple. “How do you feel?”
Rumple looked at his hands, almost confused. “Light. I… I haven’t felt like this since I was a spinner.”
Wish Rumple rubbed his face. “I feel awful.”
Killian raised an eyebrow. “Physically or emotionally?”
“Both,” Wish Rumple muttered. “Mostly emotionally. I’ve done terrible things. Horrible things.”
Rumple placed a hand on his shoulder. “You were drowning in darkness. I know what that feels like. But you’re free now. And freedom means you get to choose who you become.”
Wish Rumple’s eyes softened. “You… forgive me?”
Rumple nodded. “We start over. Together.”
Barren smiled. “That’s what family does.”
Regina stepped forward. “And now that the dagger can’t control either of you, we have one less thing to worry about.”
Cora closed the spellbook. “And one more thing in our favor.”
Henry looked at the dagger, now humming with a different kind of magic. “Nimue is the only Dark One connected to it now. That means she’s the only one who can be controlled.”
Emma smirked. “Good. Because she’s the one we need to stop.”
Killian crossed his arms. “Let her come. We’re ready.”
Wish Henry added, “And we wrote everything down. The prophecy. The warning. The plan. Nothing will catch us off guard.”
Rumple stood, steadying himself. “Then we prepare for the final battle.”
Far away, in a cavern lit by swirling blue fire, Fiona and Nimue felt the shift again — stronger this time.
The dagger’s bond had changed.
The darkness had moved.
The Rumples were free.
Nimue slammed her hand against the stone wall, cracking it. “They broke the bond! They freed them!”
Fiona’s wings flared with fury. “They dare undo my work?”
Nimue’s eyes glowed gold. “Then we destroy them. All of them.”
Fiona stepped forward, her voice cold as ice. “The curse will be cast. And when it breaks… we will rule what remains.”
The cavern shook with their rage.
Back in Storybrooke, the heroes gathered in a circle — Rumple, Wish Rumple, Emma, Killian, Regina, Zelena, Cora, Henry, Wish Henry, Barren, Lucy, Ella, Hope, Liam, Arthur’s grail waiting for the final battle.
Emma looked around at everyone.
“We freed the Rumples. We have the artifacts. We have the Authors. We have each other.”
Killian nodded. “And that’s more than enough.”
Henry lifted the dagger, the wand, and the enchanted tree orb. “We’re ready.”
Rumple smiled — a real smile, small but genuine. “For the first time… I believe we are.”
The wind shifted, carrying a spark of hope through the air.
The heroes stood together.
United.
Strong.
Ready.
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The moment the dagger was fully engraved — shifting its bond from all Dark Ones to only Nimue — a soft glow spread across the room.
Wish Rumple stirred.
Then he opened his eyes.
But he wasn’t the same man who had arrived in Storybrooke full of tricks and schemes. His expression was calmer. Softer. Almost… human.
Regina stepped forward. “You okay?”
Wish Rumple sat up slowly. “I… feel different. Lighter.”
Rumple nodded. “That’s what freedom feels like.”
A few hours later, after wandering town and thinking deeply, Wish Rumple returned to the group with a determined look.
“I want a new name,” he said. “Something that isn’t tied to cowardice… or darkness.”
Emma raised an eyebrow. “Okay. What do you want to be called?”
He took a breath.
“Weaver.”
Killian blinked. “Like your cursed self from Hyperion Heights?”
Weaver nodded. “He was brave. He protected people. He made mistakes, but he tried. I want to be that man.”
Barren smiled. “Then Weaver it is.”
Weaver straightened. “And I remember something important. The curse… it ends badly unless we prepare. We need a place to put the enchanted tree and build the wardrobe.”
Regina frowned. “But who can help us build something that powerful?”
Weaver smirked. “I know someone.”
A portal opened behind him — swirling blue and gold.
The group stepped back, startled.
Emma whispered, “Who did you call?”
A figure stepped through.
A man with wooden memories and a brave heart.
August.  
Pinocchio.
Henry gasped. “August?!”
August smiled warmly. “Miss me?”
But he wasn’t alone.
Another figure stepped through the portal — bow on his back, green hood, confident grin.
Robin Hood.
Zelena froze.
Regina’s eyes widened.
Cora blinked in surprise.
Robin gave a small bow. “Sorry I’m late. I was on a mission.”
Zelena’s voice shook. “Robin… why now?”
August answered, “Because when the curse is cast, the two Saviors need a way to reset their lives safely. The wardrobe made from the enchanted tree is the only way.”
Weaver suddenly stiffened.
“Quiet,” he whispered. “Someone’s watching.”
Everyone froze.
Weaver continued, voice low. “Before I was freed, I had a plan… a terrible one. When the curse broke, I was going to go back in time and change everyone’s fate. Make myself the Sorcerer. Turn every realm into a dystopian nightmare.”
Regina frowned. “But you’re good now. Why is that a problem?”
Weaver looked at her, eyes serious.
“Because that plan wasn’t mine. It was Nimue’s. She can control Dark Ones… and she didn’t think about controlling our Rumple.”
Rumple swallowed hard.
“So she was using me.”
Weaver nodded. “And she still might.”
Emma exhaled. “Then we need a hideout. Somewhere safe.”
Cora snapped her fingers. “Merlin’s old cottage.”
Weaver nodded. “Perfect.”
They traveled there immediately. Weaver placed a shimmering barrier around the cottage — blocking sound, sight, and magic.
“No villain can see or hear us now,” he said.
Inside, they began carving out an underground chamber — a secret base where the enchanted tree could be shaped into the wardrobe.
But one question still hung in the air.
Regina turned to Robin. “Why did you come now? Not earlier?”
Robin reached into his satchel and pulled out a small vial of glowing dust.
“Because I was searching for this,” he said. “Fairy dust from one of Merlin’s companions.”
Henry blinked. “Which one?”
Robin smiled faintly.
“Wilhelm.”
The room fell silent.
Merlin’s old cottage sat deep in the woods, covered in vines and moss, untouched since the days of Camelot. The moment the group stepped inside, Weaver lifted his hand and whispered a spell.
A shimmering gold barrier wrapped around the cottage like a protective dome.
“No villain can see us,” Weaver said. “No one can hear us. Not even Nimue.”
Rumple nodded. “Good. We’ll need every advantage.”
Regina looked around the dusty cottage. “Alright. Let’s get to work.”
Cora tapped her staff on the floor. “The tree needs to be carved underground. It’s safer that way.”
Barren grinned. “I can dig.”
Killian smirked. “Of course you can, lad.”
With a wave of Regina’s hand, the floorboards slid aside, revealing a staircase that hadn’t existed a moment earlier.
“Let’s build ourselves a base,” she said.
The underground chamber grew quickly — carved by magic, strengthened by Cora’s spells, and lit by glowing crystals August brought from the Wish Realm.
Emma placed the enchanted tree orb in the center of the room. It expanded into a full‑sized tree, roots spreading across the stone floor.
August stepped forward, running his hand along the bark. “This tree is powerful. It can create a wardrobe strong enough to reset the Saviors’ lives safely.”
Henry nodded. “Just like the original one.”
Weaver paced slowly, thinking. “But this time, the wardrobe must be stronger. Nimue will try to interfere.”
Regina crossed her arms. “Then we make it unbreakable.”
Robin stepped beside her, holding the vial of glowing dust. “That’s why I brought this.”
Regina raised an eyebrow. “Fairy dust?”
Robin nodded. “From Merlin’s companion. Wilhelm.”
Cora blinked. “Wilhelm… as in the Grimm brother?”
Robin smirked. “The very same. Turns out he wasn’t just a writer. He was a guardian of magical artifacts.”
Henry’s eyes widened. “That explains so much.”
August added, “The dust will bind the wardrobe’s magic. Nimue won’t be able to corrupt it.”
Emma exhaled with relief. “Finally, some good news.”
But Weaver suddenly stiffened again.
“Quiet.”
Everyone froze.
Weaver lowered his voice. “Nimue’s plan… the one she planted in my mind… it wasn’t just about controlling Dark Ones.”
Rumple stepped closer. “What else was it?”
Weaver swallowed. “She wanted to open a time portal after the curse breaks. Rewrite history. Make herself the Sorcerer. Turn every realm into a dystopian nightmare.”
Regina frowned. “But you’re good now. Why is that still a problem?”
Weaver looked at her, eyes serious.
“Because Nimue still knows the plan. And she can still use it.”
Emma clenched her fists. “Then we stay hidden. We finish the wardrobe. And we get ahead of her.”
Killian nodded. “Aye. We’re not letting her rewrite anything.”
As the group continued working, Regina turned to Robin again.
“One thing still doesn’t make sense. Why come now? Why not earlier?”
Robin sighed. “Because I wasn’t just looking for fairy dust. I was looking for something else. Something Merlin left behind.”
Henry leaned forward. “What was it?”
Robin opened his mouth to answer—
Far away, in a dark stone chamber lit by blue fire, Fiona and Nimue stood at the head of a long rectangular table.
Around it sat eight powerful villains, each one more dangerous than the last:
· Peter Pan
· Mother Gothel
· Hades
· Dr. Facilier
· Jafar
· Isaac Heller
· Dr. Jekyll
· Mr. Hyde
Nimue smiled darkly. “The heroes think they’re safe.”
Fiona’s wings flared. “Let them think it.”
Pan leaned back in his chair. “So… when do we begin?”
Nimue’s eyes glowed gold.
“Now.”
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Blue fire crackled across the stone walls of the hidden chamber as the villains gathered around a long rectangular table. At the head sat Nimue, her eyes glowing with cold golden light. Beside her stood Fiona, wings folded tight, her expression sharp and calculating.
Around them sat eight of the most dangerous beings from every realm:
· Peter Pan
· Mother Gothel
· Hades
· Dr. Facilier
· Jafar
· Isaac Heller
· Dr. Jekyll
· Mr. Hyde
Pan leaned forward, bored and impatient. “So? What’s the plan? Sit around and wait for the heroes to finish their little tree project?”
Nimue slammed her hand on the table, the flames flaring. “No. We destroy the tree.”
Fiona nodded. “If the enchanted tree survives, the Saviors will escape the curse. We cannot allow that.”
Isaac smirked, tapping his pen against the table. “Then we don’t attack the tree directly. We trap the heroes.”
The room quieted.
Isaac continued, “We lure each hero into a separate trap. Once they’re caught, Weaver will have no choice but to lower the barrier around Merlin’s cottage.”
Gothel grinned. “And once the barrier falls…”
Nimue finished, “I destroy the tree myself.”
Fiona raised her hand and began assigning targets:
· Pan → Rumple
· Fiona → Weaver
· Gothel → Regina
· Hades → Killian, Liam, and Barren
· Jafar → Emma
· Facilier → Zelena
· Isaac → Oversees all traps
Nimue’s smile sharpened. “Use the same illusions Liam and his brothers faced. Fear. Visions. Confusion. They’ll fall right into them.”
Pan laughed. “They’ll never see it coming.”
The villains didn’t waste a second.
The moment Fiona finished assigning targets, the chamber erupted into motion. Each villain vanished in a swirl of their own magic — shadows, smoke, fire, ink — all heading toward Storybrooke with one purpose:
Trap the heroes.
Break the barrier.
Destroy the tree.
[bookmark: _s5kpw76lf3v]Pan’s Trap — Rumple
Rumple heard a familiar voice echo through the woods.
“Papa…”
Rumple froze. “Baelfire?”
He stepped forward — and the ground beneath him shifted into a swirling illusion. Pan’s laughter echoed as Rumple collapsed into a vision of his past.
[bookmark: _7xvx5rg8ux1q]Gothel’s Trap — Regina
Regina saw a flash of purple smoke — her mother’s voice calling her name.
“Regina… help me…”
She ran toward it, only to fall into Gothel’s illusion, vines wrapping around her like living chains.
[bookmark: _99dlux1bluhe]Hades’ Trap — Killian, Liam, and Barren
A blue flame flickered in the distance.
Killian drew his sword. “That’s him.”
Before they could react, the ground cracked open, dragging all three into a fiery underworld vision — Hades’ domain.
[bookmark: _7laqo6gvh5d6]Jafar’s Trap — Emma
A swirl of golden sand appeared in front of Emma.
“Show me your future,” a voice whispered.
She stepped closer — and the sand rose up, swallowing her into a vision she couldn’t escape.
[bookmark: _339qyaije3jw]Facilier’s Trap — Zelena
A shadow danced across the street.
Zelena narrowed her eyes. “I know that trick.”
But the shadow split into dozens, surrounding her until she collapsed into a dreamlike trance.
[bookmark: _8wfp57o5zjx6]Fiona’s Trap — Weaver
Weaver felt a cold wind behind him.
He turned — and Fiona stood there, smiling.
“You can’t hide forever.”
Before he could react, she flicked her wand, sending him into a vision of his darkest fears.
With every hero unconscious, Nimue teleported into the underground base beneath Merlin’s cottage.
The enchanted tree stood tall, glowing with pure magic.
Nimue approached it slowly, her fingers brushing the bark.
She whispered, “You will belong to me.”
Dark magic seeped from her hand into the tree, twisting through its roots like black veins.
The tree shuddered.
Nimue smirked. “Let them finish their precious wardrobe. When the curse breaks… it will serve me.”
She vanished in a burst of gold and shadow.
Moments later, the heroes woke up — dizzy, confused, unaware of what Nimue had done.
The villains gathered once more around the long rectangular table, the blue flames burning higher than before. Their traps had worked. Every hero had fallen into an illusion, giving Nimue the perfect chance to corrupt the enchanted tree.
Now it was time for the next phase.
Jafar slammed a rolled‑up scroll onto the table. “We found it.”
Nimue unrolled the parchment. The letters glowed a deep, violent red.
TIME OF CHAOS
Pan whistled. “Now that’s a spell.”
Fiona’s wings twitched with excitement. “This is the one. The spell that will open the time portal after the curse breaks.”
Hades leaned back in his chair. “And once the portal opens… we rewrite everything.”
Isaac tapped the table with his pen. “We’ll need the ingredients. All of them. This spell isn’t simple.”
Nimue nodded. “Then we gather them. Quickly. The heroes are already building the wardrobe.”
Gothel smirked. “Let them. It won’t matter.”
Fiona’s eyes glowed. “When the curse breaks, the realms will fall into chaos. And we will shape what comes next.”
The villains all nodded in agreement.
The meeting was over.
The war had begun.
Back at Merlin’s cottage, the heroes slowly regrouped. They were shaken, confused, and exhausted from the illusions — but alive.
Regina rubbed her temples. “What even happened? One minute I was walking, the next—”
“Trap,” Killian muttered. “All of us.”
Rumple nodded. “They’re trying to force Weaver to drop the barrier.”
Weaver paced, thinking. “And they nearly succeeded.”
But Emma wasn’t listening.
She stood apart from the others, staring at the enchanted tree. Her hands trembled slightly — something no one else noticed.
Because Emma had seen something in her illusion.
Something she didn’t dare say out loud.
A vision.
A future.
A death.
She saw Killian — her Killian — falling, bleeding, gone.
Her heart twisted painfully.
She swallowed hard and whispered to herself:
“I won’t let it happen. I won’t lose him.”
But she didn’t tell the group.
Not yet.
Some secrets were too heavy to share.
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The villains returned to their hidden base with a sense of triumph humming in the air. Their traps had worked flawlessly. The heroes had been scattered, confused, and weakened. Nimue had already corrupted the enchanted tree. And now, the villains were ready for the next phase of their plan:
Preparing the Time of Chaos spell — the spell that would rewrite the future.
The chamber glowed with eerie blue fire as Isaac Heller stepped forward. He carried a plain, blank book under his arm. When he placed it on the center of the table, the flames flickered higher, reacting to the dark magic inside him.
The book trembled.
Then glowing black letters carved themselves across the cover:
THE TALES OF THE DARK EMPIRE
Pan leaned back in his chair, impressed. “Now that’s a title.”
Isaac didn’t look up. He opened the book and immediately began writing, the ink glowing red and black. Every stroke of his pen shaped the future Nimue wanted — a future where the villains ruled every realm, where the heroes never stood a chance.
Nimue watched him for a moment, satisfied, then turned to Fiona.
“Come with me,” she said.
Fiona blinked. “Where are we going?”
“To my old village,” Nimue replied. “The one Vortigan destroyed. There’s something there we need for the spell.”
Fiona nodded, trusting her completely.
The two vanished in a swirl of gold and shadow.
With Nimue and Fiona gone, the rest of the villains spread out across the base, each one preparing their part of the Time of Chaos.
Jekyll and Hyde stood over a bubbling cauldron of chemicals and enchanted liquids. The mixture glowed a sickly green.
Hyde smirked. “This serum will wake Nimue the moment the curse is cast.”
Jekyll added, “And when her cursed self is a teenager, this will restore her memories instantly. No delays. No confusion.”
They clinked their vials together like a toast.
Blue flames swirled around Hades as he opened portals to the Underworld.
“I’ll bring the souls into the curse,” he said. “They’ll be ready when chaos begins.”
The souls whispered through the flames, eager for release.
Jafar and Facilier stood over a massive map of the realms.
Jafar waved his staff. “We hypnotize villagers from every realm.”
Facilier grinned. “And send them to attack the heroes. A little chaos never hurt anyone… except them.”
Shadow magic and golden sand swirled together, forming a storm of enchantment.
Gothel flipped through a thick spellbook, muttering to herself.
“Ingredients… ingredients…”
She checked off the first one:
· A scale of a dragon — she already had it.
Then she read the next:
· The Dark One’s blood
She frowned. “We’ll need to get that.”
Then she reached the third requirement:
· The heart of the curse’s creator
Gothel froze.
“Whose heart is that?” she whispered.
She didn’t know.
And that terrified her.
Pan gathered the Lost Boys, all smirking and eager.
“Ready to cause trouble?” he asked.
They nodded in unison.
Pan grinned. “Good. The heroes won’t know what hit them.”
Meanwhile, Nimue and Fiona walked deeper into the forest, toward the ruins of Nimue’s old village — the one destroyed long before she became the first Dark One.
The trees grew darker.
The air grew colder.
The magic felt wrong.
Fiona shivered. “Why bring me here?”
Nimue didn’t answer.
They stepped into the clearing.
The remains of old huts lay scattered across the ground. Burned wood. Broken stone. The ghosts of Nimue’s past.
Fiona looked around. “Nimue… what are we looking for?”
Nimue finally turned to her, her expression calm and unreadable.
“You’ve served your purpose.”
Fiona blinked. “What?”
Nimue stepped closer.
“You were useful. Loyal. But now… you’re in my way.”
Fiona’s eyes widened. “Nimue—wait—”
But Nimue was faster.
A flash of gold.
A burst of dark magic.
Fiona gasped as Nimue reached forward—
And in one swift motion, Nimue pulled Fiona’s heart from her chest.
It still beat softly in her hand — alive, glowing, and now under Nimue’s control.
Fiona stared at her, horrified.
“Nimue… please—”
Nimue smiled.
“You’re mine now.”
Back in the villains’ hidden base, the atmosphere shifted the moment Nimue and Fiona vanished. Without their leaders present, the remaining villains moved with a sense of urgency — each one knowing exactly what their role was in the creation of the Time of Chaos.
The blue flames in the chamber flickered wildly as the villains spread out, each corner of the base filling with dark magic, smoke, and whispered spells.
Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde worked side‑by‑side at a long metal table cluttered with vials, enchanted herbs, and bubbling cauldrons. Their movements were synchronized — almost unnervingly so.
Hyde stirred a glowing green mixture. “This serum will wake Nimue the moment the curse is cast.”
Jekyll added a drop of shimmering silver liquid. “And when her cursed self appears as a teenager, this will restore her memories instantly.”
Hyde grinned. “No confusion. No hesitation. She’ll know exactly who she is.”
Jekyll nodded. “And exactly what she wants.”
The cauldron hissed, releasing a puff of smoke shaped like a serpent.
In another corner of the base, Hades stood before a swirling blue portal. Souls whispered from the other side, their voices echoing like wind through a graveyard.
Hades raised his hands, blue flames curling around his fingers. “I’ll transport the Underworld’s residents into the curse. They’ll be ready when chaos begins.”
The souls surged forward, eager, restless.
Hades smirked. “Patience. You’ll get your moment.”
Jafar and Dr. Facilier stood over a massive map of the realms, each region glowing faintly with magic.
Jafar tapped the map with his staff. “We hypnotize villagers from every realm.”
Facilier’s shadow danced behind him. “And send them to attack the heroes. A little confusion goes a long way.”
Jafar swirled golden sand into the air.
Facilier flicked his fingers, sending shadows swirling into the sand.
The two magics fused — a storm of gold and black.
“Perfect,” Jafar said.
“Beautiful,” Facilier added.
“Deadly,” they said together.
Mother Gothel sat at a stone table covered in scrolls and spellbooks. She flipped through the pages of the Time of Chaos ritual, muttering under her breath.
“First ingredient… a scale of a dragon.”
She smirked. “Already have that.”
“Second ingredient… the blood of a Dark One.”
Her smile faded. “We’ll need to get that.”
She turned the page.
“Third ingredient… the heart of the curse’s creator.”
Gothel froze.
“Whose heart is that?” she whispered.
She didn’t know.
And that terrified her more than she wanted to admit.
She slammed the book shut. “I’ll find it. I have to.”
Peter Pan stood outside the base, the forest wind blowing through his hair. The Lost Boys gathered around him — wild, eager, and loyal only to him.
Pan grinned. “Ready to cause trouble?”
The Lost Boys nodded in unison, their eyes glowing with mischief.
Pan twirled his dagger. “Good. The heroes won’t know what hit them.”
The boys cheered, their voices echoing through the forest like a warning.
Back at the table, Isaac continued writing in The Tales of the Dark Empire. His pen moved faster than humanly possible, pages filling with dark prophecies, rewritten destinies, and the future Nimue demanded.
Ink glowed red.
Words twisted like living shadows.
The book pulsed with power.
Isaac didn’t look up.
“The Dark Empire rises,” he whispered.
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The forest was silent after Nimue’s betrayal — not even the wind dared to move. Fiona lay motionless on the ground, her chest rising only slightly, her magic flickering like a dying candle. Nimue stood over her, holding the glowing heart that pulsed faintly in her hand.
The final ingredient.
The spellbook had been clear:
“The heart of the creator of the Dark Curse.”
Fiona had created the original curse.
And Nimue had sacrificed her to begin the new one.
Nimue placed the heart into a small treasure box carved with ancient runes. The lid sealed itself with a hiss of gold magic, locking the heart away.
She whispered, “Your sacrifice will build my empire.”
With a swirl of shadow and gold, she vanished.
The villains looked up as Nimue reappeared in the chamber. Isaac paused mid‑sentence, Jafar lowered his staff, and Pan tilted his head with a smirk.
“Where’s Fiona?” Pan asked.
Nimue didn’t blink. “Gone.”
Hades raised an eyebrow. “Gone as in…?”
“As in,” Nimue said calmly, “I am your leader now. Fiona is no more.”
The room fell silent.
Gothel’s eyes narrowed. “You… replaced her?”
Nimue stepped forward, her voice steady and cold. “She served her purpose. I lead now.”
No one challenged her.
No one dared.
She walked to a hidden alcove in the stone wall, whispered a spell, and a panel slid open. Nimue placed the treasure box inside. The panel sealed shut instantly, leaving no trace.
The heart was hidden.
Protected.
Untouchable.
Nimue turned back to the villains. “Prepare for the second phase.”
They obeyed.
Far from the villains’ lair, in the quiet graveyard of Storybrooke, Fiona gasped awake.
Her hand flew to her chest.
No heartbeat.
No warmth.
No magic.
But she was alive.
Barely.
She pushed herself up, trembling violently. The world spun around her, colors blurring, shadows stretching. Every breath felt like ice. Every step felt like walking through water.
But she forced herself to stand.
She had to warn them.
She had to warn her sons.
She stumbled forward, gripping gravestones for balance. Her legs shook beneath her, but she didn’t stop. She couldn’t.
Branches scraped her arms as she pushed through the woods.
Her vision flickered in and out.
Her lungs burned.
But she kept running.
“Nimue… betrayed me…” she whispered to herself, trying to stay conscious. “She has my heart…”
Her pace quickened — desperation giving her strength.
She had to reach Rumple.
She had to reach Weaver.
She had to reach the heroes before it was too late.
The trees thinned.
The cottage lights glowed in the distance.
Fiona stumbled into the clearing—
And collapsed to her knees, breathless, shaking, barely alive.
She opened her mouth and forced out one word:
“Son…”
Fiona collapsed at the edge of the clearing, her voice barely more than a whisper.
“Son…”
Rumple froze mid‑sentence. His breath caught in his throat. Something inside him — something old, something instinctive — recognized the voice instantly.
Weaver turned slowly, suspicion tightening his jaw.
And there she was.
Fiona.
Pale.
Shaking.
Barely standing.
Rumple’s eyes widened. “Mother?”
She stumbled forward, her legs giving out beneath her. Rumple rushed to catch her before she hit the ground, lowering her gently into his arms.
Weaver stepped closer but kept his distance. “This could be a trick.”
Fiona’s eyes fluttered open, cloudy and unfocused. “No… no trick… Nimue… she—”
Her voice cracked.
Emma knelt beside her. “Fiona, what happened?”
Fiona swallowed hard, her breath trembling. “She betrayed me… she has my heart…”
Rumple’s face fell. Weaver’s expression hardened.
Regina placed a hand on Fiona’s shoulder. “You’re freezing. We need to get you somewhere safe.”
Weaver hesitated — torn between caution and something deeper. Something he didn’t want to admit.
Rumple looked up at him. “She needs help.”
Weaver exhaled slowly. “Fine. But we stay alert.”
The heroes lifted Fiona carefully and carried her inside Merlin’s cottage, laying her on a soft blanket near the fire. Her skin was cold, her magic nearly gone.
She looked at her sons — both of them — with a mixture of fear and love.
“I don’t… have much time…”
Rumple squeezed her hand. “We’re here. Just tell us what happened.”
Fiona nodded weakly. “Nimue… she needed my heart. For the curse. For the Time of Chaos. She… she used me.”
Weaver clenched his fists. “We knew she was planning something, but this…”
Regina leaned in. “Why your heart? Why you?”
Fiona’s voice shook. “Because I created the Dark Curse. My heart… is the key.”
The room fell silent.
Emma whispered, “So she sacrificed you to start it.”
Fiona nodded.
Rumple looked devastated. Weaver looked furious.
But Fiona wasn’t done.
With trembling fingers, she reached into her pocket.
“I… brought something… something to stop her…”
She pulled out a silver cuff — glowing faintly with runes that pulsed like a heartbeat.
Weaver’s eyes widened. “What is that?”
Fiona placed it in his hand.
Her voice was barely audible.
“The Trigger.”
Regina leaned closer. “What does it do?”
Fiona whispered:
“If a Dark One wears it… their magic fails. Their darkness fades. They become… normal.”
Weaver stared at the cuff in shock.
Rumple whispered, “Mother… this could stop her.”
Fiona smiled weakly. “I believe in you boys… don’t let me down…”
Her eyes fluttered.
Her breathing slowed.
And she slipped into unconsciousness — not dead, but trapped in a deep, unmoving coma.
Rumple shook her gently. “Mother? Mother!”
Weaver knelt beside him, his voice low and shaken. “She’s alive… but barely.”
Rumple looked at Weaver, eyes full of fear. Weaver looked back — the same fear reflected in his own.
They had her.
But they were losing her.
Far away, in the villains’ lair, Nimue stood before a glowing glass sphere. Inside it, the image of Fiona lying unconscious flickered like a dying flame.
Nimue smirked.
“Still fighting, Fiona? Even without a heart?”
She raised her hand.
The heart inside the treasure box pulsed in response.
Nimue whispered:
“Sleep.”
Fiona’s body in the sphere went still — deeper into the coma.
Nimue turned toward the Round Villain Table.
“Fiona is no more,” she announced. “And now… we begin the second phase.”
The villains nodded.
The Time of Chaos was officially underway.
The cottage was silent.
Fiona lay motionless on the blanket, her breathing shallow, her skin pale as moonlight. The heroes stood around her in a circle — Rumple, Weaver, Emma, Regina, Killian, Henry, Zelena — all watching the woman who had once been one of their greatest enemies… and now was something else entirely.
A mother.
A victim.
A warning.
Rumple knelt beside her, brushing a strand of hair from her face. “She saved us,” he whispered.
Weaver stood behind him, arms crossed tightly, trying to hide the emotion in his eyes. “She tried,” he said quietly. “Even after everything… she tried.”
Regina placed a hand on Weaver’s shoulder. “She trusted you. Both of you.”
Weaver didn’t answer. He couldn’t.
Emma looked at the silver cuff — The Trigger — resting in Weaver’s hand. “This is our chance. If we get close enough to Nimue…”
Weaver nodded. “We end this.”
But his eyes drifted back to Fiona.
Rumple swallowed hard. “We can’t leave her like this.”
Regina nodded. “We won’t.”
The heroes carried Fiona gently through the quiet night, heading toward Regina’s manor. The cemetery behind it was peaceful, protected by old magic — a place where time slowed, where nothing aged, where no harm could reach those who rested there.
Regina led the way. “This place will keep her safe. She won’t age. She won’t fade. Not until we get her heart back.”
Rumple nodded, though his eyes were full of pain.
Weaver walked beside him, silent, carrying the coffin they had prepared — a simple one, carved from enchanted wood, lined with soft fabric. It wasn’t a burial. It was protection.
A promise.
When they reached the cemetery, the moonlight cast long shadows across the headstones. The air was cold, but still.
Rumple and Weaver lowered the coffin to the ground.
Rumple whispered, “Mother… I’m sorry.”
Weaver placed a hand on the coffin’s edge. “We’ll fix this. I swear it.”
Emma stepped forward. “We all will.”
Regina nodded. “She deserves that much.”
They lifted Fiona gently and placed her inside the coffin. Her face looked peaceful, almost like she was sleeping. Rumple brushed her cheek with trembling fingers.
Weaver stood beside him, jaw tight, eyes shining with emotion he refused to show.
Henry placed a flower beside her. “We’ll get your heart back,” he said softly.
Killian bowed his head. “You have my word.”
Zelena whispered, “Rest for now. We’ll handle the rest.”
Rumple looked at Weaver.
Weaver looked back.
Two sons.
Two pasts.
One mother.
Together, they lowered the lid.
The soft click echoed through the cemetery like a final breath.
Rumple placed his hand on the coffin. Weaver did the same.
The heroes stood behind them, silent, united.
Rumple whispered, “We’ll bring you back.”
Weaver whispered, “Don’t give up on us.”
And together, the two boys closed the coffin.
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The coffin clicked shut, sealing Fiona safely inside the enchanted chamber beneath Regina’s manor. The heroes stood in silence, the weight of what had just happened pressing down on all of them.
Weaver stared at the coffin longer than anyone else. His jaw tightened. His eyes burned with something sharp and determined.
He finally spoke.
“We’re out of time.”
Rumple looked at him. “What do you mean?”
Weaver turned toward the sky — and the heroes followed his gaze.
The clouds shimmered strangely.
The air felt thinner.
The magic in the world… flickered.
Emma stepped forward. “Magic’s weakening.”
Weaver nodded. “And when magic goes… memories go next. Then people. Then the realms themselves.”
Regina’s eyes widened. “Nimue’s starting the curse.”
Weaver clenched his fists. “Then we stop it before it begins.”
Far away, in the villains’ lair, the chamber glowed with swirling red and gold light. The villains stood in a circle, each holding one of the ingredients for the Time of Chaos spell.
Jafar held the dragon scale.
Hades held the vial of Dark One blood they had stolen.
Pan held enchanted sand.
Facilier held a shadow charm.
Gothel held Fiona’s wand.
And Nimue stood at the center.
Her voice echoed through the chamber as she chanted ancient words, her magic swirling like a storm.
The ingredients lifted into the air — spinning, glowing, merging.
All except one.
The treasure box containing Fiona’s heart remained untouched on a pedestal behind her.
Nimue smirked. “Not yet. The final piece comes last.”
The villains watched in awe as the spell circle ignited.
Phase Two had begun.
Back at the cottage, the heroes gathered around the table, urgency crackling in the air.
Regina slammed her hand down. “We need a plan — now.”
Emma nodded. “We can’t fight Nimue head‑on. Not with magic fading.”
Zelena crossed her arms. “Then we trick her.”
Killian smirked. “Aye. Give her a taste of her own game.”
Barren nodded. “We pretend to switch sides.”
Regina raised an eyebrow. “We fake being villains.”
Zelena grinned. “Wouldn’t be the first time.”
Rumple stepped forward. “I’ll sneak you in. I’ll pretend to be Weaver — still evil, still loyal to Nimue.”
Weaver nodded. “She’ll believe it. She wants to.”
Emma looked at Hope. “While they distract Nimue… we get behind her and put the cuff on.”
Hope nodded bravely. “We can do it.”
Henry stepped forward. “And we’ll distract the other villains.”
Liam, Lucy, Ella, Henry Sr., and Wish Henry all nodded.
Regina smiled softly. “Then it’s settled.”
Emma took a deep breath. “This is it.”
The heroes moved out.
Back in the lair, Nimue paused mid‑chant.
Something felt… wrong.
She turned to Gothel. “Go to Merlin’s cottage.”
Gothel blinked. “Why?”
“Use Fiona’s wand. Weaken the barrier protecting the cottage and the enchanted tree.”
Gothel nodded and vanished.
Nimue narrowed her eyes.
“They’re planning something,” she whispered. “I can feel it.”
She raised her hands.
A wave of dark magic pulsed outward — spreading across every realm.
Magic flickered.
Dimmed.
Weakened.
Nimue smiled.
“Let them try.”
The heroes moved quickly through the forest, each step echoing with urgency. Magic flickered around them like dying embers — sparks that once glowed bright now dimming with every passing second.
Emma felt it first.
A tug.
A pull.
A fading warmth in her hands.
“Magic’s dropping faster,” she whispered.
Weaver nodded grimly. “Nimue’s weakening the realms on purpose.”
Rumple clenched his jaw. “Then we move now.” 
Regina, Zelena, Killian, and Barren stepped forward, their appearances shifting with illusion spells — dark cloaks, harsher expressions, shadows curling around their forms. They looked like villains again.
Regina smirked. “Feels like old times.”
Zelena flicked her hair. “Let’s hope Nimue buys it.”
Rumple stepped between them. “Stay close. I’ll lead you in.”
Weaver adjusted his coat, preparing to play the role he hated most — the version of himself Nimue wanted him to be.
“Remember,” he said, “we’re pretending to betray the heroes. Nimue must believe we’re still on her side.”
Emma nodded. “And while you distract her… Hope and I get behind her and put the cuff on.”
Hope tightened her grip on the cuff — The Trigger — her face determined.
“We can do this,” she said.
Henry, Liam, Lucy, Ella, Henry Sr., and Wish Henry stepped forward.
“We’ll distract the other villains,” Henry said. “Give you the opening you need.”
Emma smiled at him. “Be careful.”
Rumple led the disguised group through the shadows, weaving through the forest until the entrance to the villains’ lair appeared — a swirling vortex of red and gold magic.
Weaver stepped forward first, his voice cold and sharp.
“Open.”
The vortex parted.
Inside, the villains turned as Rumple and the others entered.
Pan grinned. “Well, well. Look who crawled back.”
Jafar narrowed his eyes. “You brought… them?”
Weaver stepped forward confidently. “They were never with the heroes. They were using them. Just like us.”
Regina crossed her arms, playing the part perfectly. “We’re done pretending.”
Zelena smirked. “Time to finish what we started.”
Nimue stepped out from the shadows, her eyes glowing gold.
“Well,” she purred, “isn’t this interesting.”
Rumple bowed slightly. “We’re here to help you finish the curse.”
Nimue studied them — every expression, every breath.
Something in her eyes flickered.
Suspicion.
Outside the lair, Emma and Hope crept along the outer wall, staying low, staying silent. The magic cuff pulsed faintly in Hope’s hand.
Emma whispered, “We get close. We wait for the signal. Then we strike.”
Hope nodded.
Inside, Henry and the others burst into the lair from the opposite side, shouting and throwing enchanted smoke bombs.
“HEY! Over here!”
The villains turned, startled.
Pan snarled. “Lost Boys — get them!”
Hades summoned blue fire.
Jafar raised his staff.
Facilier’s shadows stretched across the floor.
Chaos erupted.
Emma and Hope slipped inside during the distraction, moving toward Nimue.
They were close.
So close.
Hope whispered, “Now?”
Emma nodded. “Now.”
They lunged—
Nimue didn’t flinch.
She didn’t turn.
She didn’t even blink.
She simply raised her hand.
A wave of dark magic exploded outward.
Emma and Hope were thrown across the room, crashing into the stone floor.
The cuff flew from Hope’s hand — spinning through the air.
Weaver dove for it.
Rumple reached out.
But Nimue flicked her wrist.
The cuff froze mid‑air.
Then drifted gently into her hand.
Nimue smiled.
“Oh, girls… did you really think I wouldn’t see this coming?”
Emma gasped, trying to stand. “No…”
Hope whispered, “We failed…”
Nimue held the cuff up to the light.
“The Trigger,” she said softly. “How thoughtful of Fiona to leave me a gift.”
Weaver’s face fell.
Rumple’s breath caught.
The heroes stared in horror.
Nimue had the one thing that could stop her.
And now she controlled it.
Magic flickered violently.
The ground shook.
The air thinned.
The heroes collapsed one by one — weakened by Nimue’s spell, drained by the fading magic.
Nimue laughed — a cold, echoing sound that filled the lair.
“You lose.”
She raised her hand—
And a swirl of purple smoke burst into the room.
Everyone froze.
The smoke twisted, curled, and then—
Someone stepped out.
A woman.
A familiar silhouette.
A familiar smirk.
Regina gasped. “No… that’s—”
The smoke cleared.
It was her.
Regina’s other half.
Her darker half.
The Evil Queen — but changed, balanced, no longer cruel.
“Miss me?” she said.
Before anyone could react, she grabbed Regina and the heroes nearest her and vanished in another swirl of purple smoke—
Back to the cottage.
The heroes stumbled into the cottage as the smoke cleared. Regina stared at her other half in shock.
“What are you doing here?”
The Evil Queen looked around, her expression serious.
“Magic is weakening. And when it goes… everything goes. Memories. Realms. Time itself.”
Emma’s breath caught. “We’re losing everything.”
The Evil Queen nodded. “Unless you stop her now.”
Back in the lair, Nimue watched the heroes through her glass sphere.
She smiled.
Then she laughed — a sharp, triumphant cackle that echoed through every realm.
“Let them run,” she whispered. “They can’t escape what’s coming.”
Magic flickered again.
Dimmer.
Weaker.
Dying.
The Time of Chaos had begun.
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The room fell silent after The Evil Queen finished explaining the truth — magic was fading, memories would soon follow, and the realms themselves were beginning to unravel. The heroes exchanged worried glances, each of them feeling the weight of what was coming.
Emma swallowed hard. “We don’t have long.”
Weaver stepped forward, his voice low. “Then we prepare for war.”
Rumple nodded. “A war we must win.”
Far away, in the villains’ lair, Nimue stood at the center of the round table, her golden eyes glowing with anticipation. The villains around her whispered excitedly.
Pan leaned forward. “So we start the war before the curse?”
Nimue smiled. “Exactly. We weaken them before the spell even hits.”
Jafar twirled his staff. “Let the chaos begin.”
Hades cracked his knuckles. “About time.”
Nimue raised her hand, silencing them. “Prepare yourselves. The heroes will gather allies. We must do the same.”
Back at Merlin’s Cottage, the heroes gathered underground where the enchanted tree once stood. The air shimmered with fading magic, the roots glowing faintly as if struggling to stay alive.
Regina looked around. “We need help. All of it.”
Emma nodded. “Everyone we’ve ever fought beside.”
Killian stepped forward. “Then we split up.”
And they did.
The heroes scattered across the realms, calling out to old friends:
· Snow White
· Red Riding Hood
· Merida
· The dwarves
· The fairies
· Aurora and Phillip
· Mulan
· Granny
· The Merry Men
One by one, they arrived at the royal palace, where the enchanted tree had been moved for protection. The palace courtyard filled with familiar faces — warriors, royals, rebels, and magic‑users from every corner of the realms.
Snow hugged Emma tightly. “We’re with you.”
Merida grinned. “Let’s take this witch down.”
Red cracked her knuckles. “Tell us where to fight.”
The dwarves lined up in formation. “We’re ready!”
The fairies hovered above, their lights flickering but determined.
Hope watched them gather, her heart pounding. This was real. This was happening.
A war for the realms.
Back in the villains’ lair, Nimue watched the heroes through her glass sphere. Her expression darkened.
“So they gather their friends,” she whispered. “Then I shall gather mine.”
She turned to her villain crew.
“Find them,” she commanded. “Bring them to me.”
Pan smirked. “Who?”
Nimue’s eyes glowed brighter.
“King George. Vortigan. Blackbeard. Anyone who has ever wanted the heroes destroyed.”
The villains vanished in swirls of smoke, fire, and shadow.
Nimue turned back to the cauldron.
“It’s time.”
Nimue sliced her palm, letting her blood drip into the cauldron. The liquid hissed and turned black.
She added Maleficent’s scale, which burst into green flame.
Then she walked to the hidden alcove.
The stone panel slid open.
Inside sat the treasure box.
Fiona’s heart glowed faintly — weak, but still alive.
Nimue lifted it gently, whispering, “Your sacrifice will make the curse slow… but unstoppable.”
She held the heart over the cauldron.
Closed her eyes.
And crushed it.
The heart dissolved into glowing ashes that fell into the cauldron like dying stars.
The ground trembled.
Magic screamed.
Nimue began chanting the Time Curse, her voice echoing through every realm.
“Activate… two to three days after the saviors break the curse…”
The spell sealed itself with a violent burst of golden light.
The curse was now alive.
Waiting.
Counting down.
The royal palace courtyard buzzed with energy as every hero from every realm gathered together. The enchanted tree glowed faintly in the center, its magic flickering like a candle fighting against the wind.
Snow White stepped forward. “We stand together.”
Merida raised her bow. “For the realms.”
Red nodded. “For our families.”
But before the leaders could continue, Emma stepped onto the platform with Regina, Killian, Barren, and Hope beside her.
Emma took a breath. “We tried to stop Nimue with the cuff. We failed. But we still have a chance to stop the curse.”
Hope stepped forward to speak—
And froze.
Her eyes widened.
Her breath caught.
Her body went still.
Killian reached for her. “Hope?”
But she didn’t hear him.
Her vision blurred.
The world around her dissolved.
And suddenly—
She was somewhere else.
Hope saw flashes — quick, sharp, emotional.
A boy.
A teenager.
Walking through a school hallway.
He looked overwhelmed, struggling to navigate the noise, the lights, the chaos. Hope felt his confusion, his frustration, his exhaustion.
Another flash.
The boy sitting alone at lunch, head down, feeling invisible.
Another flash.
The boy signing to someone — Deafblind, navigating the world with courage and difficulty.
Another flash.
A police officer misunderstanding him.
Another flash.
A hospital room.
Another flash.
A new school.
Another flash.
A therapist’s office.
Hope’s heart ached.
She saw the hard things:
· Feeling alone
· Losing his father
· Struggling with anger
· Lying to cope
· Feeling suicidal
· Believing in magic… but only halfway
But then she saw the good:
· A loving family
· Horseback riding therapy
· Friends who understood him
· Friends who didn’t understand him but still cared
· Two cats curled beside him
· A dog he once loved
· His passion for acting, stories, imagination, and art
The boy’s life was full of pain — but also full of hope.
Hope whispered inside the vision:
“Who are you?”
And then she heard it.
A name.
Gavin.
Hope gasped and collapsed backward.
Killian caught her instantly. “Hope! Stay with me.”
Emma knelt beside her. “Sweetheart, talk to us.”
Regina placed a hand on Hope’s forehead. “What did you see?”
Hope’s eyes fluttered open. “A boy… named Gavin. He’s part of the curse. I don’t know how… but he matters.”
Barren stepped closer. “Hope, what does it mean?”
Hope looked at him — really looked at him — and suddenly everything clicked.
“The savior,” she whispered. “The real savior… it isn’t you, Killian.”
Killian blinked. “Then who—?”
Hope turned to Barren.
“It’s you.”
Barren froze. “Me?”
Hope nodded. “You’re the savior. The first one.”
Emma’s breath caught. “Then who’s the second?”
Hope swallowed.
“I am.”
The courtyard fell silent.
Regina’s eyes widened.
Snow covered her mouth.
Henry stared in shock.
Killian looked between his daughter and Brother, stunned.
Barren whispered, “I’m… the savior?”
Hope nodded. “And I’m the second. We’re the ones who break the curse.”
Killian placed a hand on Hope’s shoulder. “You need rest.”
Hope nodded weakly. “Take me to my room.”
Emma and Killian carried her inside, with Barren and Regina following close behind.
When they returned to the courtyard, the heroes waited anxiously.
Emma stepped forward. “We know who the saviors are.”
Regina nodded. “And we must protect them at all costs.”
The crowd leaned in.
Killian took a breath.
“The saviors are…”
The entire courtyard held its breath.
“Barren Jones and Hope Swan‑Jones.”
Gasps echoed through the palace.
The war had changed.
Everything had changed.
Deep inside the villains’ lair, the cauldron roared to life.
Nimue stood before it, her eyes glowing gold, her hands raised as the swirling magic inside the cauldron turned from black… to red… to a violent, shimmering gold. The air crackled around her, shaking the stone walls.
The villains gathered behind her — Pan, Jafar, Hades, Facilier, Gothel — all watching with anticipation.
Pan grinned. “She’s really doing it.”
Jafar smirked. “The curse will be unstoppable.”
Nimue didn’t look at them. She didn’t need to.
She lifted her hands higher.
The cauldron exploded with golden light.
And the Time Curse awakened.
Nimue chanted the final spell, her voice echoing through every realm:
“Activate…
Two to three days…
After the saviors break the curse…”
The magic sealed itself with a thunderous crack.
The villains stepped back as the cauldron’s glow dimmed, leaving behind a swirling orb of golden smoke — the curse waiting, alive, counting down.
Nimue smiled.
“Let the heroes think they’ve won.
Let them break the curse.
And then…
Time itself will fall.”
She turned to her crew.
“Find the others. Bring me King George. Vortigan. Blackbeard. Anyone who hates the heroes.”
Pan bowed. “With pleasure.”
The villains vanished into the shadows.
Nimue looked into her glass sphere, watching the heroes gather.
She whispered:
“Let the war begin.”
Back at the royal palace, the courtyard was packed with heroes from every realm. The enchanted tree glowed faintly behind them, protected by layers of fading magic.
Emma stepped forward, her voice steady.
“We know who the saviors are.”
Regina nodded. “And we must protect them at all costs.”
Killian took a breath.
“The saviors are…”
The crowd leaned in.
“Barren Jones… and Hope Swan‑Jones.”
Gasps erupted across the courtyard.
Snow White covered her mouth.
Merida’s eyes widened.
Red whispered, “The kids…?”
Henry stepped forward. “Then we protect them. All of us.”
The dwarves raised their axes.
The fairies lit their wands.
The Merry Men drew their bows.
The heroes were ready.
But the realms trembled.
Magic flickered.
Time shivered.
And far away, Nimue threw her head back and laughed — a cold, triumphant sound that echoed through every realm.
The heroes were preparing for war.
But Nimue?
Nimue was preparing to end everything.
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The Time Curse pulsed like a heartbeat inside the villains’ lair — alive, waiting, counting down. But Nimue wasn’t finished. Not even close.
She stood before the cauldron, golden eyes glowing with power, her cloak swirling around her like living shadow. The villains gathered around her, each one eager, hungry, ready for the next phase.
Nimue raised her hand.
“Phase Three begins now.”
Pan leaned forward. “What do you need?”
Nimue smiled — slow, cold, confident.
“Eight ingredients… and one very special one.”
The villains exchanged smirks.
Nimue pointed at each of them in turn.
· Peter Pan — “Find dreamshade. Enough to fill a vial.”
· Mother Gothel — “Bring me the Golden Flowers.”
· Hades — “Fetch the liquid from the River of Lost Souls.”
· Dr. Facilier — “I require squid ink.”
· Jafar — “Retrieve the Shears of Destiny.”
· Isaac Heller — “Steal the Author’s Pen from Wish Henry.”
· Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde — “Create a memory spell strong enough to wake me when I am twenty‑seven.”
The villains nodded, thrilled by the challenge.
But Nimue wasn’t done.
She stepped closer to the cauldron, her voice dropping to a whisper.
“And I… will find Merlin.”
Pan blinked. “Why him?”
Nimue’s smile sharpened.
“Because I need his heart.”
The villains grinned.
The hunt had begun.
Far away in Camelot, the wind howled through the mountains near DunBroch. The entrance to a cave glowed faintly with trapped magic — and inside, Merlin sat against the stone wall, weakened but alive.
He called out, voice echoing through the cavern.
“Help! Someone — anyone!”
Footsteps approached.
A familiar voice answered.
“Who’s there?”
Merlin’s eyes widened. “Arthur! Arthur, is that you?”
King Arthur stepped closer, squinting into the darkness. “Merlin?”
“We don’t have time,” Merlin said urgently. “Nimue is preparing a new curse. You must free me.”
Arthur ran his hands along the cave entrance — sealed shut by ancient magic.
“It’s barricaded,” he muttered. “I can’t open it.”
Merlin pointed to the ground. “Look for a clue. There must be something.”
Arthur searched the rocks until he found a scroll wedged beneath a stone. He unrolled it.
A riddle shimmered across the page.
Arthur groaned. “A scavenger hunt? Really?”
Merlin sighed. “Just go!”
The riddle led Arthur to a nearby tower — tall, crumbling, and strangely familiar. He climbed the spiral staircase, reaching a dusty library filled with old books.
“The scroll said a button by a bookshelf…” Arthur muttered.
He scanned the shelves.
Then he saw it — a small golden button hidden behind a row of books.
He pressed it.
A secret door slid open.
Inside was a glowing piece of parchment — Page One of the spell.
Arthur grabbed it. “One down.”
Arthur returned to the cave entrance and slid the page through a small gap. Merlin grabbed it immediately.
“There should be three more,” Merlin said.
Arthur nodded and followed the next riddle — this one leading him underground, beneath the tower. He found a hidden chamber filled with old levers and dusty books.
One lever looked like a book.
Arthur pulled it.
The floor shifted.
A stone panel opened, revealing Page Three.
Arthur blinked. “Where’s Page Two?”
Merlin called from the cave, “The second clue is hidden near the riverbank!”
Arthur sprinted outside, found the river, and spotted a stone pedestal. Inside it was Page Two.
He returned to the cave and slid both pages through the gap.
Merlin pieced the pages together magically, binding them into a single spell.
He began chanting.
The cave trembled.
The rocks cracked.
Light burst from the entrance.
The door opened.
Arthur rushed inside and helped Merlin to his feet.
“I’m sorry,” Arthur said quietly. “For everything. For being selfish. For not listening when Emma became the Dark One.”
Merlin placed a hand on his shoulder. “We move forward. Together.”
Arthur nodded.
Merlin raised his staff.
“Let’s join the war.”
And with a flash of blue light, they teleported to the Enchanted Forest, where the heroes were gathering.
Regina gasped. “Merlin! Arthur! Finally!”
Merlin stepped forward, eyes serious.
“I have a plan. It may work… or it may not.”
The heroes leaned in.
The war was about to begin.
The villains’ lair shook with dark magic as Nimue finished giving her orders. The cauldron glowed like molten gold, pulsing with the beginnings of a curse that would restart everything — a curse more powerful than the original Dark Curse itself.
Nimue raised her hand.
“Go,” she commanded. “Bring me what I need.”
The villains didn’t hesitate.
· Peter Pan vanished in a swirl of green smoke, heading toward Neverland to harvest dreamshade.
· Mother Gothel disappeared into a golden flash, searching for the Golden Flowers hidden deep in the old kingdom of Corona.
· Hades opened a blue‑flamed portal to the Underworld to collect liquid from the River of Lost Souls.
· Dr. Facilier slipped into the shadows to find squid ink, the kind that could freeze even the strongest magic.
· Jafar teleported to Agrabah to retrieve the Shears of Destiny.
· Isaac Heller smirked and headed toward Wish Realm Storybrooke to steal the Author’s Pen from Wish Henry.
· Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde rushed to their lab to create a memory spell strong enough to wake Nimue decades into the future.
The lair emptied quickly.
Leaving Nimue alone.
She stepped toward the cauldron, her eyes glowing brighter.
“Merlin,” she whispered. “Your heart will complete the curse.”
She lifted her hand, summoning a golden sword of pure magic.
“Let the hunt begin.”
In the Enchanted Forest, the heroes gathered around Merlin and Arthur as they arrived in a burst of blue light.
Regina rushed forward. “Merlin! Arthur! Thank goodness.”
Merlin nodded. “We came as fast as we could.”
Snow stepped closer. “Do you know how to stop Nimue?”
Merlin hesitated.
“I have a plan,” he said. “It may work… or it may fail. But it is our only chance.”
The heroes leaned in, listening closely.
But before Merlin could continue—
A loud cough echoed through the courtyard.
Everyone turned.
Weaver stumbled forward, gripping a tree for support. His face had gone pale, his breathing shallow.
Rumple rushed to him. “Weaver? What’s wrong?”
Weaver tried to speak, but another cough shook his body.
Nook — Wish Hook — staggered beside him, clutching his chest.
Wish Henry collapsed to one knee, gasping.
Ella caught him. “Henry?!”
Lucy cried out, “Mom, something’s wrong!”
The heroes rushed to help, panic spreading through the courtyard.
Regina knelt beside Wish Henry. “What’s happening?”
Weaver forced himself to stand, his voice weak but steady.
“It’s… starting.”
Emma’s eyes widened. “The curse?”
Weaver nodded slowly.
“The curse… the sickness… the fading… it’s all beginning.”
The heroes froze.
The war hadn’t even started.
And already, the realms were dying.
The villains’ lair was nearly empty now, the echo of footsteps fading as each villain vanished into their realm of choice. Only Nimue remained, standing before the glowing cauldron like a queen before her throne.
The curse pulsed inside it — alive, hungry, waiting for the final ingredient.
Merlin’s heart.
Nimue lifted her hand, and the cauldron responded with a burst of golden flame. Her eyes glowed brighter, her magic swirling around her like a storm.
“Let them gather their armies,” she whispered. “Let them cling to hope.”
She smirked.
“It will make their fall so much sweeter.”
She turned toward the exit of the lair, her cloak trailing behind her like a shadow.
“Prepare the battlefield,” she commanded the empty room. “When the ingredients return… the war begins.”
Across the realms, the villains moved like a dark tide.
· Pan dipped his dagger into the roots of Neverland’s darkest tree, collecting dreamshade that glowed a sickly green.
· Gothel plucked Golden Flowers from a hidden valley, each petal shimmering with ancient healing magic.
· Hades filled a vial with the glowing blue liquid of the River of Lost Souls, the screams echoing inside the glass.
· Facilier captured squid ink from a monstrous creature lurking beneath the bayou.
· Jafar retrieved the Shears of Destiny, smirking as he tucked them into his robes.
· Isaac Heller stole the Author’s Pen from Wish Henry with a grin.
· Jekyll and Hyde brewed a memory spell so powerful it shook their lab.
Piece by piece, the curse was coming together.
And Nimue could feel it.
Back in the Enchanted Forest, the heroes gathered around Merlin as he explained his plan. The enchanted tree glowed faintly behind them, its magic flickering like a dying star.
But something was wrong.
Very wrong.
Weaver stumbled again, gripping his chest.
Rumple caught him. “Weaver—”
Nook collapsed to one knee, coughing violently.
Wish Henry gasped for breath, his face pale.
Ella held him tightly. “Henry, stay with me!”
Regina rushed forward. “What’s happening to them?”
Merlin’s expression darkened.
“The curse,” he said. “It’s already spreading.”
Emma’s eyes widened. “But Nimue hasn’t cast it yet.”
Merlin shook his head. “The preparation of the curse is enough to weaken the realms. Time is unraveling. Magic is fading. Those tied to alternate timelines or wish realms will feel it first.”
Weaver forced himself to stand, though his legs shook.
“It’s… starting.”
The heroes froze.
Snow whispered, “We’re running out of time.”
Merlin nodded grimly.
“We must prepare for battle. Nimue will come for me — and when she does, we must be ready.”
The wind howled through the trees.
The sky darkened.
And far away, Nimue stepped onto the battlefield she had chosen, golden magic swirling around her like a crown.
She smiled.
“Let the war begin.”
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The Wish Realm sky cracked like shattered glass.
Purple lightning tore across the clouds, and the ground trembled beneath the heroes’ feet. Magic flickered in the air — weak, unstable, fading like a candle in a storm.
Weaver stumbled first.
His body flickered, turning half‑transparent for a moment before stabilizing again. Wish Henry rushed to him, panic in his eyes.
“Weaver—what’s happening?!”
Weaver steadied himself against a broken pillar. “It’s the realm… lad. It’s collapsing.”
Hope gasped. “No… no, this can’t be happening.”
Wish Henry looked at the heroes, his voice trembling. “You have to leave us behind.”
Emma shook her head. “We’re not leaving anyone.”
Wish Henry’s form flickered again, his outline glitching like static. “You don’t have a choice. We’re tied to this realm. When it goes… we go.”
Weaver turned to Hope — and for the first time, he didn’t hide the fatherly warmth in his eyes.
“Hope… listen to me.”
Hope’s eyes filled with tears. “Weaver, please—don’t say goodbye.”
Weaver placed a shaking hand on her shoulder.
“Trust your visions. Trust your brother. Barren is the second savior. You saw it for a reason.”
Barren stepped beside Hope, nodding firmly. “I’m ready.”
Weaver smiled weakly. “I know you are.”
Then he did something none of them expected.
He reached into his chest — and pulled out his heart.
Hope gasped. Emma covered her mouth. Barren froze.
Weaver held the glowing heart out to Barren.
“Take it. Use it with the genie lamp. Save the Wish Realm.”
Barren hesitated. “Weaver… I can’t—”
“You can,” Weaver whispered. “You must.”
Hope sobbed as Barren gently took the heart from Weaver’s hand.
Wish Henry stepped back, his form flickering violently. “Go. Before the realm takes you too.”
Weaver nodded. “We’ll hold the line here.”
Hope hugged him tightly, tears streaming down her face. “I’ll fix this. I promise.”
Weaver smiled softly. “I know you will.”
Barren grabbed Hope’s hand.
And together, they ran.
Behind them, Weaver and Wish Henry stood side by side as their bodies flickered, fading into shimmering dust.
The Wish Realm was dying.
And they were dying with it.
The heroes ran through the collapsing Wish Realm, the sky above them cracking open like a broken mirror. Entire mountains flickered in and out of existence. Trees dissolved into dust. The air tasted like fading magic — thin, unstable, dying.
Hope kept looking back, tears streaming down her face. “Weaver… Wish Henry…”
Emma grabbed her hand. “Sweetheart, keep moving.”
Barren held Weaver’s heart tightly against his chest, the glow flickering like it was struggling to stay alive.
“We don’t have long,” he said. “The realm’s falling faster than we thought.”
They reached the ruins of the Wish Realm palace — once grand, now crumbling, its towers collapsing into shimmering ash. And standing near the broken gates was Wish Hook, swaying, pale, barely holding himself upright.
“Killian!” Emma rushed to him.
Wish Hook gave a weak smile. “Well… look who the storm dragged in.”
Regina stepped forward. “You’re fading too.”
Wish Hook nodded. “Aye. The realm’s dying… and so am I.”
Hope wiped her eyes. “We’re going to fix it. We’re going to save you.”
Wish Hook shook his head gently. “Lass… you can’t save what’s already gone.”
He coughed, flickering again.
“But… I can give you something you need.”
Barren stepped closer. “We’re looking for the genie lamp. Weaver said it’s the only way to save the Wish Realm.”
Wish Hook nodded. “Aye. It’s in the Cave of Echoes. Hidden deep in the mountains.”
Emma steadied him. “Killian… before we go… is there anything else we should know?”
Wish Hook hesitated.
Then he spoke softly.
“It’s Baelfire.”
Emma froze.
Wish Hook continued, voice cracking. “He’s gone. Again. The collapse… took him first.”
Emma’s breath hitched, but she forced herself not to break. “Thank you… for telling me.”
Wish Hook nodded. “Go. Before the realm takes you too.”
The heroes ran.
The mountains shook as they approached, entire cliffs collapsing into dust. The entrance to the cave glowed faintly — the last stable piece of magic left in the Wish Realm.
Inside, the cave was silent.
Too silent.
Their footsteps echoed like whispers from another world.
And there, on a stone pedestal, sat the genie lamp — glowing softly, untouched by the collapse.
Barren stepped forward. “This is it.”
He reached out—
The ground split open beneath them.
The cave ceiling cracked.
Emma shouted, “Grab it NOW!”
Barren snatched the lamp.
The entire cave began to fall apart.
Emma reached into her pocket, pulling out a glowing object.
Hope gasped. “A magic bean?!”
Emma nodded. “Our one way out.”
She threw it into the air.
A swirling blue portal exploded open.
“Jump on three!” Emma yelled.
“One—two—THREE!”
They leapt.
The portal snapped shut behind them—
And the Wish Realm collapsed completely.
They landed hard on the pavement of Storybrooke — their Storybrooke — the familiar smell of pine trees and ocean air washing over them.
Hope scrambled to her feet. “We made it!”
But Emma didn’t smile.
None of them did.
Because behind them…
The sky where the portal had been was empty.
Silent.
Gone.
The Wish Realm had vanished.
Not destroyed.
Not broken.
Erased.
Like it had never existed.
And with it…
Weaver.
Wish Henry.
Wish Hook.
Everyone tied to that world.
Hope fell to her knees, sobbing. “We were too late…”
Barren knelt beside her, placing a hand on her shoulder. “We’ll make it mean something. We have to.”
Emma looked at the lamp in Barren’s hands. “We still have a chance. But the realms are collapsing faster now.”
The ground trembled beneath them.
Regina looked around. “It’s starting here too.”
Barren stood, gripping the lamp tightly.
“We know what to do next.”
But before he could take a step—
The earth shook violently.
Buildings flickered.
Magic pulsed.
Time stuttered.
Hope whispered, “The realms… they’re falling.”
Far away, in her dark palace, Nimue stood before her magic globe, watching the heroes return home.
She smiled.
In her hand, she held something.
A heart.
Not beating.
Not glowing.
Not alive.
Just a thing.
Wish Rumplestiltskin’s heart.
Nimue whispered:
“One realm down.”
She tightened her grip.
“Many more to go.”
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The moment the Wish Realm vanished, the other realms began to tremble like they were connected by invisible threads snapping one by one. The sky over the Enchanted Forest dimmed to a sickly gray. The ground shook. Magic flickered like a dying heartbeat.
Merlin stood beneath the enchanted tree, weaving spell after spell, trying desperately to stabilize its roots. The tree glowed faintly — the last anchor holding the realms together.
He whispered to himself, “Hold on… just a little longer…”
A soft crunch of leaves behind him made him turn.
Too late.
A figure in a green, scaly cloak stepped out of the shadows. Before Merlin could raise his staff, a burst of green smoke swallowed him whole.
They vanished.
Merlin reappeared inside a dark chamber — Nimue’s palace. The air was cold, the walls covered in glowing runes that pulsed like veins. And standing before him…
Was Nimue.
Her hood fell back, revealing her glowing golden eyes and a smile that was both triumphant and broken.
But what froze Merlin’s blood wasn’t her expression.
It was what she held.
A heart.
Weaver’s heart.
Merlin’s breath caught. “Nimue… what have you done?”
She circled him slowly, her voice soft and dangerous. “Do you know why I want the curse cast? Why I want to restart time?”
Merlin tried to move — but Nimue flicked her fingers.
He froze in place, unable to move, unable to speak.
Only able to listen.
Nimue stepped closer, her voice trembling with old pain.
“I was once a normal villager. I had a home. A family. A life.”
Her eyes darkened.
“Until Vortigan destroyed everything. My village. My people. My world.”
Merlin’s eyes softened.
Nimue continued, voice cracking.
“When I met you… I thought I could become something more. A queen. A ruler. Your equal. Your wife.”
She looked away.
“But the heroes ruined everything. And so did you.”
A tear slipped down Merlin’s cheek.
“Nimue… I’m sorry.”
She didn’t look at him.
Merlin forced his voice through the spell, trembling. “It’s not too late. You can stop this. You can make a new future. New friends. A new family.”
For a moment — just a moment — Nimue hesitated.
Then her expression hardened.
“It was nice seeing you one last time.”
Merlin’s eyes widened.
“Nimue—don’t—”
RIP.
Nimue plunged her hand into Merlin’s chest.
He gasped silently as she pulled out his heart — glowing, ancient, powerful.
She held it over the cauldron.
“I loved you once,” she whispered.
And she crushed it.
The heart burst into golden dust, falling into the cauldron.
The curse roared to life.
And the realms began to fade.
Neverland.
Wonderland.
Arendelle.
Camelot.
One by one — dissolving into nothing.
Even Nimue herself flickered, her form shaking as the curse consumed everything.
Back at the enchanted tree, the heroes heard a puff of smoke — Merlin’s disappearance.
Rumple’s eyes widened. “Merlin’s in danger. I’ll protect the tree — go!”
The heroes sprinted through the forest, the ground shaking violently beneath them. Trees flickered. The sky cracked. Time stuttered.
They reached the clearing—
And froze.
Merlin lay on the ground.
Still.
Cold.
Gone.
Regina covered her mouth. “No…”
Emma knelt beside him, tears filling her eyes. “We were too late.”
Next to Merlin’s body lay Weaver’s heart, dim but intact.
Barren grabbed it carefully. “We have to get this back to Rumple.”
They ran.
The heroes sprinted through the trembling forest, branches flickering in and out of existence as the realms continued to collapse. Every step felt heavier, every breath tighter, as if the world itself was struggling to stay alive.
Emma was the first to reach the clearing.
She froze.
“Merlin…”
The others caught up behind her — Regina, Killian, Snow, Henry, Barren, Hope — and the sight before them stole the air from their lungs.
Merlin lay motionless on the ground.
Eyes closed.
Skin pale.
Magic gone.
Regina covered her mouth. “No… no, no, no…”
Hope shook her head violently. “He can’t be—he can’t—”
Killian knelt beside Merlin, checking for a pulse he already knew wasn’t there. His voice cracked. “We’re too late.”
Next to Merlin’s body, lying in the grass like a fallen star, was Weaver’s heart — dim, but still intact.
Barren stepped forward slowly, almost afraid to touch it. “This… this is all that’s left of him.”
Emma wiped her eyes. “We have to take it back to Rumple. Now.”
Barren nodded, picking up the heart gently, as if it might break. The moment he touched it, a faint shimmer pulsed through it — like a heartbeat trying to return.
Hope noticed. “It reacted to you…”
Barren swallowed. “Then we don’t have time to waste.” 
Back at the enchanted tree, Rumple stood guard, weaving protective spells around the roots. His hands shook — not from fear, but from the strain of holding the collapsing realms together.
When he saw the heroes returning, his breath caught.
“Where’s Merlin?”
Emma shook her head.
Rumple closed his eyes, pain flickering across his face. “I felt it… but I hoped I was wrong.”
Barren stepped forward, holding out Weaver’s heart.
“Rumple… this belongs to you.”
Rumple took it carefully — and the moment his fingers touched the heart, it shimmered.
A soft golden glow spread across Rumple’s hands, then across Barren’s.
Hope gasped. “It’s glowing again!”
Rumple stared at the heart, stunned. “This shouldn’t be possible…”
Barren stepped closer. “What does it mean?”
Rumple looked at him — really looked — and for the first time, there was no doubt in his eyes.
“It means you’re connected to it. To him. To the curse. To the realms.”
The glow around Barren brightened, swirling around him like threads of golden magic.
Hope whispered, “Barren… you’re glowing.”
Rumple nodded slowly.
“It’s not just a heart anymore.”
He stepped back, voice trembling with awe.
“It’s a key.”
Barren swallowed hard. “A key to what?”
Rumple’s eyes widened as the glow intensified.
“A guide,” he said. “A guide for the savior.”
The ground shook violently beneath them.
The realms were disappearing.
And Barren Jones had just been activated.
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The forest shook around them as Barren stood frozen in place, golden light swirling around him like a living aura. Rumple held Wish Rumplestiltskin’s heart in his hands, and the heart pulsed brighter every time it reacted to Barren.
Emma stepped closer, her voice barely above a whisper. “Why him? Why would his heart connect to Barren?”
Regina crossed her arms, confused and tense. “Wish Rumple never even met Barren. There’s no reason for this.”
But Rumple wasn’t looking at the heart anymore.
He was staring at Barren.
At the glow.
At the way the magic wrapped around him like it belonged there.
“It’s not connecting to him,” Rumple said quietly. “It’s choosing him.”
Hope’s breath caught. “Choosing him for what?”
Rumple swallowed hard. “For the curse. For the realms. For the savior’s path.”
The ground trembled beneath them, a reminder that time was running out faster than any of them wanted to admit.
Barren looked down at his glowing hands, fear and determination mixing in his eyes. “I don’t understand… Why me?”
Rumple stepped closer, lowering his voice. “Because the savior isn’t chosen by blood. Or destiny. Or prophecy.”
He nodded toward the glowing heart.
“It’s chosen by magic.”
Hope reached for her uncle’s hand. “Barren… whatever this means, we’ll figure it out together.”
But the glow around him only grew stronger.
And the realms shook again.
The heroes exchanged worried looks.
They didn’t have answers.
They didn’t have time.
But they had Barren.
And the heart that chose him.
The golden glow around Barren slowly faded, leaving him breathless and shaken. The heroes circled him, trying to understand what had just happened — and why Wish Rumplestiltskin’s heart had chosen him.
But far away, in the shadows of her dark palace, Nimue watched everything through her magic globe.
She smirked.
“So… the heart found its vessel.”
She stepped back from the globe and raised her hands over her cauldron. The curse was nearly ready, but she needed one more layer — one more safeguard to protect herself from the two saviors.
“Barren Jones… Hope Swan‑Jones…”
Golden smoke swirled around her fingers.
“In the real world, you will forget who you are.”
The smoke tightened, forming two glowing orbs.
“You will live normal lives. No magic. No memories.”
She paused — then smiled wider.
“But Barren… you will feel the truth. You will believe the curse. And no one will believe you.”
She flicked her wrist.
“And Hope… you will forget him.”
The spell sealed itself with a crack of golden lightning.
Nimue whispered, “Let the saviors be blind.”
Back at the heroes’ base, Barren sat on a fallen log, still shaken from the glow. Hope knelt beside him, squeezing his hand.
“Are you okay?”
“I… don’t know,” Barren admitted. “But I think I know what we need to do next.”
Rumple stepped closer. “What is it, lad?”
Barren looked at the heart in Rumple’s hands — Weaver’s heart — still pulsing faintly.
“What if we combine my heart with his?”
The heroes froze.
Emma blinked. “Combine… hearts?”
Barren nodded. “If Weaver’s heart is the key… maybe mine is the lock.”
Hope grabbed his arm. “Barren, that’s dangerous.”
He met her eyes. “Everything is dangerous right now.”
Rumple hesitated — then nodded slowly.
“It might work.”
He reached into Barren’s chest and pulled out his heart. Hope flinched, but Barren didn’t move.
Rumple pressed the two hearts together.
A burst of golden light exploded outward.
The hearts fused into one.
Rumple placed the new heart back into Barren’s chest.
The moment the heart settled inside him, Barren froze.
His eyes turned gold.
His body locked in place.
And visions slammed into him like lightning.
He saw:
· Nimue’s cursed self laughing beside Barren’s cursed self, the two of them best friends in the real world.
· Barren separated from Killian and Liam, living a life far away from his family.
· The Time Curse succeeding, swallowing the realms in golden smoke.
And finally…
Someone stepping into the enchanted tree in his place.
Someone sacrificing themselves.
· But the vision was too blurry to see who.
Barren gasped and collapsed.
Hope screamed, “BARREN!”
Killian caught him before he hit the ground.
Barren’s eyes fluttered open. “I… I saw everything…”
The ground shook violently.
Emma steadied herself. “We’re out of time.”
Killian lifted Barren into his arms. “We’re getting him to the tree.”
They ran.
Killian carried Barren through the trembling forest, the boy still weak from the visions that had slammed into him. The ground shook beneath their feet, trees flickering like they were caught between existence and nothingness.
Hope ran beside them, refusing to leave her uncle’s side. “Barren, stay awake. Please.”
“I’m trying…” Barren whispered, his voice thin. “The visions… they were too much.”
Rumple hurried ahead, clearing the path with bursts of magic. “We must reach the enchanted tree before the next collapse. The realms are falling faster now.”
Emma looked back at the others. “Everyone stay close. If the ground splits, jump.”
The forest roared around them — branches snapping, magic crackling, the sky tearing open with streaks of gold. It felt like the world was unraveling thread by thread.
Finally, they reached the clearing.
The enchanted tree glowed brighter than ever, its roots pulsing with unstable magic. Rumple stepped forward, ready to stabilize it with the fused heart’s energy.
“Bring him here,” Rumple said. “We need to see what the heart is guiding him toward.”
Killian lowered Barren gently to the ground. Barren’s eyes fluttered open, glowing faintly gold.
“I… I think I know what comes next,” he whispered.
But before he could say more—
A swirl of green smoke exploded in front of the tree.
The heroes staggered back.
Hope grabbed Barren’s arm. “No… not now…”
The smoke cleared.
And Nimue stepped out.
Her cloak shimmered like dragon scales. Her eyes glowed molten gold. Her smile was sharp enough to cut through stone.
She looked at the heroes one by one — Emma, Killian, Regina, Rumple, Hope, and finally Barren.
Then she stepped forward, her voice echoing through the clearing.
“The war,” she said, her tone calm and terrifying…
“…starts now.”
The ground cracked beneath her feet.
The tree pulsed violently.
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The world was ending in slow motion.
Not with fire.
Not with darkness.
But with disappearing light.
The ground beneath the Enchanted Forest cracked again, sending a shockwave through the trees. Birds scattered into the sky — only to flicker out of existence mid‑flight. Leaves dissolved into golden dust. The air itself shimmered like it was struggling to stay real.
One by one, the realms continued to fall:
Neverland — gone.
Wonderland — gone.
Arendelle — gone.
Camelot — gone.
Agrabah, Oz, The Underworld, The Wish Realm — all gone.
Only two realms remained:
Storybrooke  
and
The Enchanted Forest.
Emma braced herself against a tree as another tremor hit. “This is worse than the Dark Curse. Worse than the Final Battle.”
Regina scanned the sky, watching golden cracks spread like lightning. “If Nimue finishes the curse, these two realms disappear next. Everything ends.”
Killian tightened his grip on his sword. “Then we stop her before she gets the chance.”
But Nimue was already moving.
She raised her hand, and the enchanted tree — the last hope the heroes had — was swallowed in a burst of green smoke.
Gone.
Hope gasped. “She took the tree!”
Rumple’s face darkened. “She knows the saviors need it. She’s hiding it somewhere she thinks we can’t reach.”
Barren clenched his fists, the fused heart inside him pulsing faintly. “We need to find her. And fast.”
Another tremor shook the forest, harder than the last. A whole section of trees flickered, then vanished entirely.
Henry swallowed. “Guys… the forest is literally disappearing.”
Snow grabbed Charming’s hand. “We don’t have much time.”
Emma turned to the group. “We split up. Half search for Nimue. Half protect the saviors.”
Regina shook her head. “No. Nimue wants us scattered. We stay together.”
Hope looked at Barren, fear and determination mixing in her eyes. “We need a plan. A real one.”
Barren nodded. “We stop the villains before the curse hits. That’s the only way.”
Rumple stepped forward, voice low. “And we find the tree. Because without it… the saviors have nowhere to go.”
The ground trembled again — the strongest yet — and a massive crack split the earth between them.
Emma steadied herself. “Move! We can’t stay here!”
The heroes ran deeper into the forest, the last two realms shaking around them like they were taking their final breaths.
And somewhere far away…
Nimue watched.
Waiting.
Smiling.
Nimue materialized inside Merlin’s cottage, dragging the enchanted tree behind her with a wave of green smoke. The roots scraped across the stone floor, leaving glowing streaks of magic behind them. The cottage creaked under the pressure of the collapsing realms, dust falling from the ceiling like snow.
She descended into the basement, her cloak brushing against the ancient runes carved into the walls. The air was thick with old magic — Merlin’s magic — and she could feel it resisting her presence.
“Still trying to stop me, old friend?” she muttered.
The enchanted tree stood in the center of the room, its bark glowing faintly, its roots twitching like they were alive. Nimue circled it slowly, her fingers trailing along the trunk.
“I need to make sure the curse can’t break,” she whispered. “Not this time. Not by saviors. Not by hope.”
She pressed her palm against the bark, searching for anything Merlin might have hidden. Something he didn’t want her to find. Something he left behind when she kidnapped him.
Her fingers brushed against a strange shape — a branch that didn’t match the others.
A lever.
Nimue smirked. “Clever, Merlin.”
She pulled it.
A deep click echoed through the basement.
The trunk split open, revealing a hidden compartment carved into the heart of the tree. Inside was a scroll, sealed with Merlin’s symbol.
Nimue snatched it and unrolled it.
Her eyes widened.
“The Tree of Hope…”
She looked up at the enchanted tree — the very tree she had stolen.
“So this is what you were hiding.”
The scroll detailed everything:
How the tree was created.
How it could protect the saviors.
How it could break the curse.
How it could undo everything she had built.
Nimue’s jaw tightened.
“Not if I get to it first.”
But before she could read further—
A floorboard creaked upstairs.
Nimue froze.
The heroes.
They were here.
She quickly threw on her cloak, hiding her face and the scroll. She stepped toward the stairs, her voice echoing through the cottage like a warning.
“The war…”
She pushed open the door.
“…starts now.”
A burst of green smoke swallowed her as she vanished, leaving the basement empty — except for the tree, the open compartment, and the faint echo of her laughter.
The forest trembled like a living creature preparing for its final breath. Magic crackled through the air, golden lightning splitting the sky as the last two realms clung desperately to existence.
And in the center of a clearing—
Nimue appeared in a swirl of green smoke.
She slammed the enchanted tree into the ground with a burst of magic. The roots dug deep instantly, pulsing with unstable light. The tree groaned like it was alive, reacting to the collapsing realms.
Nimue lifted her hands.
“Come forth.”
The forest darkened.
Shadows twisted.
And her army emerged.
Jafar, staff glowing with venomous red magic.
Gothel, vines slithering around her like serpents.
Pan, grinning with cruel delight.
Hades, blue flames flickering in his palms.
Hyde, Facilier, Cruella, Maleficent, and dozens more stepped forward, forming a wall of villains.
Behind them, the enchanted tree stood like a trophy.
Nimue’s voice echoed across the clearing.
“Guard the tree. No one touches it.”
Her army obeyed instantly, forming a protective ring around the trunk.
Moments later, the heroes burst into the clearing — Emma, Killian, Regina, Snow, Charming, Henry, Ella, Arthur, Liam, Rumple, and dozens of allies from every surviving corner of the realms.
Hope and Barren stood at the front, side by side.
Barren’s fused heart pulsed faintly beneath his shirt.
Hope’s magic flickered at her fingertips.
Emma stepped forward, sword drawn. “This ends today.”
Regina’s hands glowed purple. “We’re not letting you destroy the last two realms.”
Nimue smirked. “You won’t have a choice.”
The ground shook violently beneath them, splitting open between the two armies. Golden dust rose from the cracks — the sign that the curse was nearly ready.
Rumple leaned close to the saviors.
“When the curse hits, I’ll give you the signal. That’s when you two enter the tree.”
Hope nodded. “We’ll be ready.”
Barren swallowed hard. “We have to be.”
Killian, Emma, Liam, and Arthur stepped forward, forming a protective line around the saviors.
The rest of the heroes tightened their grips on their weapons.
Across the clearing, the villains did the same.
Two armies.
Two sides.
One final war.
The air grew still.
The magic grew louder.
The tree pulsed like a beating heart.
Hope and Barren stood at the front of the heroes’ line.
Nimue stood at the front of the villains’.
And for a moment…
Everything was silent.
The calm before the storm.
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The moment the two armies collided, the forest erupted into pure chaos.
Steel clashed against steel.
Magic exploded in blinding flashes.
The ground shook so violently that trees toppled over mid‑battle.
The last two realms — Storybrooke and The Enchanted Forest — trembled on the edge of collapse. Golden cracks split the sky, widening with every second. If the heroes failed here, everything would vanish.
Emma swung her sword at a charging brute, sparks flying. “We need a path to the tree!”
Regina blasted three villains back with purple fire. “They’re guarding it too tightly!”
Hope ducked under a blast of green magic, her heart pounding. “We need a distraction!”
Barren looked at the tree — the only way to stop the curse — and then at his niece.
He made a decision.
A reckless one.
A desperate one.
A necessary one.
“Hope—hold on!”
Before she could react, Barren scooped her into his arms and sprinted toward the tree. Villains lunged at him, but he dodged, slid, and pushed through the chaos.
“Barren, wait—!”
He didn’t.
He reached the tree’s entrance and shoved Hope inside.
“GO!”
The tree sealed behind her instantly.
But Barren didn’t make it in.
A blast of green magic slammed into his chest, throwing him backward across the battlefield.
He hit the ground hard, the air knocked from his lungs.
Nimue stepped forward, smiling like she’d been waiting for this moment.
“You really thought I’d let you enter, little savior?”
Barren tried to stand, but Nimue flicked her wrist and pinned him down with magic.
“You’re a failure,” she hissed. “You should have never stood with the heroes.”
Her words cut deeper than her magic.
And then—
Everything changed.
Barren hit the ground so hard the world spun around him. His ribs ached, his lungs burned, and Nimue’s magic still crackled across his skin like static. He tried to push himself up, but his arms trembled beneath him.
Nimue stepped forward, her boots crunching over broken branches and fallen leaves. Her smile was cold, cruel, victorious.
“You’re a failure,” she whispered, her voice dripping with venom. “You should have never stood with the heroes.”
Barren clenched his jaw, refusing to look away.
Nimue’s eyes flashed gold. “You were never meant to be a savior. You were meant to be nothing.”
She flicked her wrist.
A blast of magic slammed into him, lifting him off the ground and hurling him across the battlefield like a ragdoll.
He crashed into Killian and Liam.
A sickening crack echoed through the clearing.
Barren screamed.
His leg twisted at an unnatural angle.
Killian’s face drained of color. “Barren—!”
Liam dropped to his knees, pulling his brother into his arms. “Stay with me, stay with me—!”
Barren gasped, pain shooting through him like fire. “I… I can’t… my leg—”
Killian’s rage boiled over. “NIMUE!”
But before he could charge, a shadow loomed behind them.
Vortigan.
He grabbed Barren by the collar and yanked him out of Liam’s arms. Barren cried out as his broken leg dragged across the ground.
Vortigan pressed a dagger to Barren’s throat.
“Move,” he growled, “and the boy dies.”
Killian froze.
His chest heaved with fury, but he didn’t take a single step.
“Let him go,” Killian said, voice trembling with barely contained rage.
Vortigan smirked. “Make me.”
Killian looked at Regina — and she understood instantly.
He needed a distraction.
Emma grabbed his arm. “Killian, no. It’s too dangerous.”
Regina hesitated… then nodded. “It’s the only way.”
Killian tightened his grip on his sword.
“For my brother,” he whispered.Regina’s magic exploded across the battlefield in a violent wave of purple fire, scattering villains in every direction. The blast forced Vortigan to shield himself, loosening his grip on Barren for just a moment.
It was all Killian needed.
He moved.
Fast.
Faster than anyone expected.
Faster than Nimue could react.
He lunged forward, sword drawn, fury burning in his eyes. Vortigan swung wildly, but Killian ducked under the blade and slashed him across the chest. The villain stumbled back, roaring in pain.
Barren collapsed into Liam’s arms, gasping as his broken leg throbbed with unbearable pain.
Killian didn’t stop.
He didn’t look back.
He didn’t hesitate.
He ran straight toward the enchanted tree — the last hope they had left.
Nimue screamed, “STOP HIM!”
Her army surged forward, but Killian fought like a man possessed. He cut through the chaos, dodging blasts of magic, blocking strikes, pushing through every obstacle in his path.
Emma shouted after him, “KILLIAN, WAIT—!”
But he didn’t.
He couldn’t.
He had already made his choice.
He reached the tree.
And without a second thought—
He dove inside.
The tree sealed shut instantly.
A heartbeat later…
It vanished.
Taking Killian  
and Hope  
with it.
The battlefield fell eerily silent for a moment, as if the world itself was holding its breath.
Liam cradled Barren against his chest, tears streaming down his face. “Barren—stay with me. Please.”
Barren’s breathing was shallow, his skin pale, his leg twisted unnaturally. He blinked slowly, trying to focus on his brother’s face.
“Liam… did they… did they make it?”
Liam nodded, voice breaking. “Aye. They made it. Killian got her inside.”
Barren let out a weak, relieved laugh. “Good… that’s good…”
He looked up at the sky — the golden cracks spreading faster now, swallowing the last pieces of the realms.
“Liam… no matter what happens in the curse…”
His voice trembled.
“I’ll always love you.”
Liam shook his head, sobbing. “Don’t say goodbye. Don’t you dare.”
But Barren’s eyes were already closing.
The ground shook violently.
Magic exploded around them.
The last two realms were seconds away from collapsing.
They were at the tip of the iceberg.
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The sky above the battlefield twisted into a swirling storm of gold and black. The ground trembled so violently that even the strongest warriors stumbled. The curse — Nimue’s curse — was seconds away from detonating.
Emma looked at Liam, both of them breathing hard, both covered in dirt and blood. They didn’t need words. They knew what was coming.
Nimue was winning.
And the realms were dying.
Across the battlefield, Nimue raised her hands, the magic around her spiraling into a massive cloud of golden smoke. Her smile widened as the curse reached its final stage.
“Let the world be reborn,” she whispered.
But far away — beyond the collapsing realms — two figures were already being pulled into the new world.
Killian.  
Hope.
They were entering the real world.
Not by choice.
Not by control.
But by destiny.
As they traveled through the magic of the tree, visions slammed into them like flashes of lightning.
The curse had begun.
Hope drifted through the magic of the tree like she was floating through a tunnel of light. Her body felt weightless, her heartbeat echoing in her ears. The world around her twisted into colors she didn’t recognize — gold, white, blue, and shadows of memories that weren’t hers.
Then the visions began.
They hit her all at once.
Flashes.
Images.
Pieces of a future she didn’t understand.
She saw a world that looked like the Enchanted Forest…
but different.
Buildings instead of castles.
Cars instead of horses.
People everywhere — human, ordinary, unaware of magic.
A world without spells.
A world without realms.
A world without the heroes she knew.
Hope gasped as the vision shifted.
She saw Killian — her father — also traveling through the magic tree, being pulled into the same new world. His face was determined, but confused, like he didn’t know where he was going… only that he had to get there.
Then another vision struck her.
A boy.
A boy with dark hair.
A boy with a quiet smile.
A boy who looked lost.
Barren’s cursed self.
Hope reached out instinctively, trying to touch the image, trying to understand where he was, who he would become. The vision showed her glimpses — a street, a school, a lonely room — clues on how to find him.
But then everything twisted.
The images blurred.
The colors warped.
The world around her spun violently.
Hope clutched her head. “Stop—stop—!”
The visions weren’t hers anymore.
They were being controlled.
Manipulated.
Nimue.
Hope felt the magic shift — dark, cold, invasive. Nimue was twisting the visions, hiding something, blocking Hope from seeing the truth about Barren’s cursed self.
Hope tried to fight it, but the magic was too strong.
Her final vision was the most terrifying of all:
A portal opening in the real world.
Barren standing at the edge of it, confused and scared.
Nimue behind him.
And then—
Nimue shoved Barren through the portal.
And stepped in after him.
Hope screamed.
The vision shattered.
Everything went white.

Killian drifted through the magic of the tree like he was sinking underwater. Everything around him was dark blue and gold, swirling like a storm he couldn’t escape. His body felt heavy, but his mind was sharp — too sharp — like something was pulling at his memories.
He tried to reach for Hope, but she was already far ahead, swallowed by the magic.
Then the visions hit him.
Not many.
Not like Hope’s.
Just a few.
But they were powerful.
The first vision was blurry — a house, a warm light in the window, the faint sound of laughter. Killian stepped closer, trying to see who was inside.
The image sharpened.
He saw one brother.
Not Liam.
Not Barren.
Someone else.
A boy he didn’t recognize — but felt connected to.
Then the vision shifted.
He saw two parents — a man and a woman — standing together in a quiet room. Their faces were soft, kind, familiar in a way that made Killian’s chest ache. He didn’t know them… but something inside him whispered that he should.
The vision flickered.
Killian reached out, trying to hold onto it, but the image dissolved into smoke.
Another vision tried to form — something about the new world, something about Hope — but it shattered before he could see it.
Killian gritted his teeth. “Show me more.”
But the magic didn’t listen.
His visions were short.
Fragmented.
Incomplete.
Almost like someone didn’t want him to see the truth.
He felt himself being pulled faster, the magic tightening around him like a current dragging him forward.
The last thing he saw was a flash of white light—
And then everything went dark.
The curse cloud expanded across the battlefield like a living storm, swallowing everything in its path. Golden smoke rolled over the trees, the ground, the sky — devouring the last pieces of the Enchanted Forest.
Emma and Liam stood side by side, both breathing hard, both covered in dirt and blood, both staring at the oncoming wall of magic.
There was no more running.
No more fighting.
No more time.
The curse had arrived.
Emma looked at Liam, her voice barely steady. “This is it.”
Liam nodded, tightening his grip around Barren’s limp hand. “Aye… this is the end of the realms.”
The golden smoke surged forward, faster now, roaring like a hurricane. The forest around them flickered — trees dissolving into dust, the sky cracking open with blinding light.
Snow and Charming held each other tightly.
Regina closed her eyes, whispering a spell she knew wouldn’t work.
Henry clutched the storybook to his chest.
Rumple stared at the tree’s last fading spark of magic.
The heroes exchanged one final look — a silent promise that they would find each other again, no matter where the curse sent them.
Then the smoke hit.
It swallowed Emma first.
Then Regina.
Then Snow and Charming.
Then Henry.
Then Rumple.
Then Liam and Barren.
Their bodies dissolved into golden dust, carried away by the storm.
The Enchanted Forest vanished.
Storybrooke vanished.
Every realm — every kingdom, every world, every piece of magic — was erased in a single breath.
And then…
Silence.
The curse rebuilt reality from the ground up.
Not with castles or enchanted forests.
Not with magic or monsters.
But with cities, towns, streets, and ordinary people.
A world without spells.
A world without realms.
A world without memories.
The heroes were scattered across this new reality — alive, but changed.
Their magic was gone.
Their stories rewritten.
Their identities replaced.
Some lived in quiet neighborhoods.
Some worked in busy cities.
Some were alone.
Some were surrounded by strangers who felt like family.
The villains were scattered too — hidden in plain sight, waiting for the right moment to strike.
The curse had reset everything.
A new beginning.
A new world.
A new story.
But deep within the magic that carried Hope into this world — before she was even born — a whisper echoed through the darkness.
A promise.
A spark.
A belief.
“I believe.”


