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Prologue: The Spiral
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If anyone ever asks me how I ended up in the Galaxy Genre Stacks, I’ll tell them it wasn’t my fault. I was supposed to have a normal, chaotic day at my library. Cataloging cursed cookbooks, dodging the Archivist’s memos, and maybe arguing with Alexandria about shelving order. That’s my kind of chaos, where it’s predictable, manageable, and mine.

But the Archive had other plans. 

One second, I was fighting to keep the shelves from collapsing in The Unwritten Fallout. The next, the floor gave way beneath me. I didn’t fall, I was pulled through a spiral of light and numbers, through the smell of ozone and burnt paper, and through the sound of overdue notices screaming in my ears.

And when I landed, I knew two things:

	I wasn’t in my library anymore.

	I was in trouble.


______

The implosion had been sudden and violent. The Archive’s shelves twisted inward and collapsed like dominoes in reverse. Bonnie had reached for the nearest stack, but the wood dissolved into light beneath her fingers. 

A spiral had opened. It was a glowing decimal vortex, each number spinning like a gear in some cosmic machine. It pulled her in, dragging her body and breath into its current. She tumbled through corridors of fractured catalog entries, each one flashing past her: biographies rewritten mid-sentence, histories collapsing into footnotes, and novels dissolving into blank pages. The spiral carried her deeper, faster, until the Archive was gone.

Then came the landing.

Bonnie hit the ground hard and ended up sprawled across a surface that was shifting beneath her like living tile. She gasped for breath, pushed herself upright, and scanned the shelves around her. They were tall, strange looking, and humming faintly as if alive.

The silence pressed in, broken only by the faint hum of books whispering one to one another. Somewhere in the distance, voices echoed that were layered, resonant, and definitely not human.

Bonnie didn’t know where she was, but she knew this much: the Archive had spit her out, and whatever waited here, wherever here was, wasn’t going to play by her rules.

_____

Looking back, I should’ve realized right then that I wasn’t on Earth anymore, but denial is a powerful thing. I told myself it was just another library, and just another mess to shelve.

Spoiler: it wasn’t.
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Chapter 1: Landing in the Unknown
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Journal Entry #1

The first thing I noticed was the floor. Not the pain in my knees from landing so hard, or even the ringing in my ears, but the floor. It kept rearranging itself, like it couldn’t decide if it wanted to be tile, carpet, or a catalog card. Which, for the record, is not how floors are supposed to behave.

The surface glowed faintly beneath her boots, shifting into catalog entries that flickered and dissolved before she could read them. It was as if the library itself was trying, and failing, to catalog her arrival. Shelves loomed impossibly tall, stretching upward into shadows that bent at angles no architect would dare. Their outlines shimmered faintly, each book vibrating with suppressed energy. The air carried a low hum, steady and insistent, like voices whispering just beyond hearing.

Bonnie brushed dust from her jacket, muttering, “Nope, definitely not even close to being my library.”

Her eyes darted across the aisle. The spines were unfamiliar with titles written in alphabets she didn’t recognize, and symbols that seemed to rearrange themselves when she tried to focus. One book blinked at her, a single golden eye opening in its cover before snapping shut. Another shifted its title three times in as many seconds, as if indecisive about its own identity. She had seen cursed books before, rogue bookmarks, and even shelves that tried to eat their catalogers, but this was different. This wasn’t any kind of chaos she could wrangle; it was something much more alien.

She stood slowly, her boots clicking against the unstable floor. The sound echoed strangely, bouncing back at her with a delay, as though the stacks themselves were mocking her footsteps. She squared her shoulders and forced herself to breathe evenly. She wasn’t ready to admit it yet, but deep down, she knew this wasn’t Earth.

Journal Entry #2

Floors that rearrange themselves are bad enough, but when the shelves start breathing? That’s when you know you’ve wandered into the wrong section.

The corridor stretched ahead, alive with motion. Each step Bonnie took sent ripples through the floor, catalog entries flickering beneath her boots before dissolving into static. The sound of her footsteps echoed strangely, bouncing back at her with a delay, as though the stacks themselves were mocking her movements.

The aisles twisted without warning, opening into narrow passages lined with glowing terminals. Their screens pulsed with light, displaying fragments of text that rearranged themselves mid-sentence. One terminal scrolled through a biography in a language she didn’t recognize, then abruptly shifted into a recipe, and lastly into a fragment of poetry before collapsing into blankness.

Bonnie leaned closer, squinting at words that dissolved, and replaced by a constellation map that rippled away from her touch like liquid. She pulled her hand back quickly. “Okay, definitely not Dewey’s doing.”

The shelves themselves seemed alive. One rippled like water when she brushed against it, sending a shiver up her arm. Another emitted a faint metallic grinding, as though gears were turning inside the wood. Somewhere deeper in the stacks, voices echoed. They were layered, resonant, not English, and really not anything she could place. They rose and fell like a chorus, overlapping in rhythms that bent around her ears. She couldn’t make out words, only tones, but the cadence carried authority. Bonnie froze in place and listened. The sound wasn’t coming from any single direction. It was everywhere, woven into the walls, the shelves, and the air itself.

Journal Entry #3

Rule of thumb: if the catalog starts giving you warnings about time travelers, you’re officially out of your depth.

Bonnie slowed as she approached a glowing terminal. Its screen pulsed with shifting languages, cycling through alphabets she didn’t recognize. Then, abruptly, it settled into English: PLEASE DO NOT RESHELVE THE TIME TRAVELERS.

She blinked, not sure she heard it right. “Excuse me?”

The shelves around her seemed to respond, humming louder, as though amused by her confusion. One book shifted its title three times in as many seconds: The History of Tomorrow, Yesterday’s Future, The Present That Was. Another emitted a faint ticking sound, like a clock buried inside its spine. Bonnie’s stomach tightened. This wasn’t just a library full of strange books, it was a library with rules she didn’t understand that implied the patrons weren’t just readers, but... anomalies. She muttered, “Great. A library with policies even I don’t understand.”

The voices in the distance swelled, layered and echoed, carrying a cadence that bent around her ears. She couldn’t make out words, but the rhythm was unmistakable: order, ritual, enforcement. Bonnie squared her shoulders. She had survived cursed cookbooks and rogue bookmarks, so she could survive this, but her thoughts kept creeping back that this wasn’t Earth. And whatever passed for “time travelers” here, she had no intention of reshelving them.

Journal Entry #4

You know that scene in Men in Black where Will Smith walks into the headquarters and realizes the universe is way weirder than he thought? Imagine that, but swap the aliens for librarians, and instead of cool suits, they’re wearing robes stitched out of what looks like constellations.

The corridor widened suddenly, spilling Bonnie into a vast atrium. The ceiling arched impossibly high, studded with lights that looked suspiciously like stars. Shelves floated in spirals, drifting upward into what looked like wormholes that opened and closed like breathing lungs.

The place was alive with motion. Patrons moved among the stacks, humanoid, but unmistakably not human. One had elongated limbs and translucent skin that shimmered like glass. Another wore robes that looked like the fabric was as if the stars themselves were sewn into the seams. A third had a head shaped like an open book, its pages fluttering as it turned to glance at her.

“Okay,” she muttered. “Definitely not Kansas, or Earth, or anywhere I signed up to be.”

The atrium pulsed with activity. Patrons exchanged glowing slips, debated in languages that bent around her ears, and gestured toward shelves that rearranged themselves at their command. A group of robed figures clustered around a floating desk, apparently arguing over a catalog entry that kept rewriting itself mid-sentence.

Her eyes darted from one figure to the next. It was overwhelming and surreal, like she’d walked straight into the intergalactic branch of the library system nobody told her existed. She squared her shoulders and forced herself to breathe evenly. “Fine,” she said under her breath. “If this place wants me to play tourist, I’ll play. But I’m not dying in space. Not today.”

Journal Entry #5

Libraries are supposed to be quiet. Whisper-level, shush-the-kids, don’t-eat-chips-in-the-stacks quiet. This place? It was more like a tournament. Cataloging wasn’t a job here, it was a sport, and everyone was playing to win.

The atrium throbbed with rhythm. Shelves slid into new formations with a grinding roar, as if the stacks themselves were competing for attention. Patrons darted between them, trading glowing slips that pulsed like living currency.

Bonnie watched as a robed figure slammed a tome onto a floating desk. The book’s cover split open, spilling light across the atrium. Another patron countered with a gesture, summoning a spiral of stars that rearranged themselves into a ledger. The crowd around them cheered, their voices overlapping in cadences that sounded less like study and more like a debate scored to music. She edged back, trying to stay unnoticed, but the noise pressed in, and felt relentless. Every gesture carried weight, every exchange seemed to rewrite the rules of the place. It seemed like it was a performance theater of cataloging where the stakes were higher than she could guess.

Rubbing her temples, she thought, If this was their idea of order, I don’t want to see what chaos looks like. She felt like she was utterly out of her depth. But beneath the weight of confusion, defiance sparked. “Tourist or not, I’m keeping my library card, and if this place tries to revoke it, we’re going to have words.” Rule #100: If the library starts enforcing its policies with actual lightning bolts, duck first, and ask questions later.

The atrium’s hum shifted. A glowing kiosk near the shelves flared, its text rearranging into a warning: VIOLATION DETECTED.

Bonnie froze as a patron across the hall stiffened mid-gesture. The book in their hands dissolved into static, and a beam of light pinned them in place. The crowd didn’t panic, all they did was watch with the detached interest of people who had seen this before.

The robed figures at the floating desk raised their hands in unison. The patron’s body shimmered and then fractured into text fragments that scattered across the floor like torn pages. Within seconds, the fragments reassembled into a new book, shelved neatly by invisible hands.

Bonnie’s stomach lurched. “All righty. So, the library eats rule-breakers, that’s good to know.”

The hum of voices resumed, casual, and unbothered. The atrium carried on as if nothing had happened. Bonnie pressed her back against a shelf, forcing herself to breathe. This wasn’t just a library with rules, it was a library that enforced them, and if she wanted to survive, she’d better learn fast.
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Chapter 2: How to Ask Questions Without Getting Shelved
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Journal Entry #7

Rule #101: When you’re trapped in a library that eats rule-breakers, don’t just panic, start asking questions. Because if you don’t figure out the rules, the rules will figure you out.

Bonnie edged away from the atrium’s chaos, scanning for anything that resembled a help desk, an index, or even a friendly face. The patrons moved with purpose, but no one spared her a glance. It was as if she wasn’t cataloged yet. She was invisible, unregistered, and a stray entry waiting to be filed.

A glowing kiosk pulsed between two spiraling shelves. Its screen rearranged itself into a prompt: INQUIRIES ACCEPTED.

Bonnie hesitated. The last terminal she’d seen had liquefied a patron into fragments, but if she wanted answers, this was her shot. She stepped closer, muttering, “Well, let’s see what passes for customer service in space.”

The kiosk flickered, rearranging its text into a question: STATE YOUR QUERY.

Bonnie swallowed hard. She had a thousand questions, but only one mattered right now. “What is this place?” she whispered.

The kiosk hummed, letters dissolving into a cascade of symbols. Then, slowly, words re-formed: YOU ARE IN THE LIBRARY. ALL WHO ENTER MUST BE CATALOGED.

Rule #102: Never let yourself become a book on someone else’s shelf.

The kiosk pulsed again, its text rearranging into a new prompt: STATE YOUR NEXT QUERY.

Rule #103: If the help desk glows ominously, assume the answers will be worse than the questions.

Bonnie crossed her arms. “Okay, fine. Who runs this place? Who’s in charge?”

The letters dissolved, reforming slowly: THE LIBRARY IS SELF-GOVERNING. ALL PATRONS ARE SUBJECT TO ITS LAWS.

She frowned. “Self-governing? So... wait. Are you telling me this place is... self-aware?”

The kiosk flickered, symbols cascading like falling dominoes. Then: THE LIBRARY IS SENTIENT. THE LIBRARY IS MEMORY. THE LIBRARY IS JUDGMENT.

Bonnie scribbled furiously in her journal, deciding to stop with the journal entry numbers because this seemed like it was going to be a very long day: Rule #104: Never argue with a building that thinks it’s alive.

The kiosk hummed louder, as if sensing her sarcasm. Its screen shifted again: YOU ARE UNCATALOGED. STATUS: PENDING.

Her stomach dropped. Pending. Like she was paperwork waiting to be filed.

Bonnie backed away, muttering, “Nope, that’s not happening, I’m not becoming a Dewey Decimal entry.” Rule #105: If someone looks way too comfortable in a nightmare library, follow them. They probably know the cheat codes.

A voice beside her drawled, “First time?”

She spun to find a patron leaning against a shelf, sipping from a mug that steamed with something that smelled almost, but not quite, like coffee. The liquid shimmered faintly, shifting colors as he stirred it. His robe was stitched together from overdue notices, the paper curling at the edges like they’d been plucked straight from forgotten stacks. “You’re drinking... what is that? Space coffee?”

He shrugged. “Close enough. The library brews it for me. It keeps me awake during cataloging trials. Much stronger than your Earth caffeine, but weaker than existential dread.”

“Trials?”

The patron grinned, pages fluttering from the hem of his robe. “Oh, yeah. You break a rule, you get shelved. You follow the rules, you get perks, like this.” He raised the mug. “Or, if you’re lucky, a bookmark that doesn’t bite.”

Bonnie scribbled furiously in her journal: Rule #106: Befriend the guy with alien coffee. He’s clearly unlocked the DLC.

The patron leaned closer, lowering his voice. “Word of advice? Don’t ask too many questions at once. The library doesn’t like nosy tourists, so pace yourself.”

Bonnie muttered, “Great, even the building has customer service etiquette.”

The patron raised his mug in salute. “Welcome to the stacks, rookie.”

Rule #107: If someone mistakes you for a cryptid, don’t correct them. Sometimes it’s safer to be legendary.

The patron slurped his shimmering alien coffee, then straightened as if preparing for a lecture. “Alright, rookie, here’s the crash course.” He raised a finger. “Rule one: Don’t dog-ear the pages because the library hates that. You’ll get shelved faster than you can say ‘bookmark.’”

Rule #108: Respect the pages. Or else.

“Rule two: Always return borrowed texts on time. Late returns don’t just rack up fines, they rack up curses. I once saw a guy turned into a footnote for three centuries.”

Bonnie winced. “Okay, that’s horrifying.”

The patron grinned. “Rule three: Don’t ask the library too many questions in one sitting. It gets cranky. Think of it like a cosmic parent. It’ll ground you in the stacks if you push too hard.”

Raising her hand like a student, she asked, “So... what happens if it decides to catalog me?”

The patron’s smile faltered. He tapped the rim of his mug. “Then you’d better hope it files you under fiction. At least then you’ll get re-read.”

Rule #109: If you’re going to be cataloged, pray it’s in the fun section.

He leaned closer, squinting at her. “Wait a microsecond. You’re a human? Wow. I haven’t seen one of those in centuries. Thought you were extinct, like floppy disks.”

Bonnie blinked. “Excuse me?”

He shrugged. “The library usually files humans under mythology. So, you’re basically a unicorn with sneakers.”

Rule #110: If someone calls you a unicorn, don’t argue. Just hope they don’t shelve you in fantasy. 

The patron raised his mug in salute. “So, there you go. Survive the rules, enjoy the perks, and don’t get shelved. Easy, right?”

Bonnie muttered, “Yeah. Easy as surviving a blender set to ‘encyclopedia.’” 

Rule #111: If strangers start gawking at you like you’re a museum piece, resist the urge to charge admission.

Bonnie was still processing the “unicorn with sneakers” comment when a ripple of attention spread through the atrium. A cluster of patrons drifted closer, whispering in tones that sounded like rustling paper.

“Is that... a human?” one asked, their voice echoing like a card catalog drawer sliding open.

Another adjusted what looked like eyeglasses that flickered with shifting call numbers. “I thought they were extinct. I guess the library must have misfiled her.”

Bonnie folded her arms. “I’m standing right here, you know.”

The veteran patron smirked, sipping his alien coffee. “Told you. You’re a rare specimen. You’re basically the library’s equivalent of a limited-edition holographic trading card.”

Rule #112: If you’re a collector’s item, don’t let anyone put you in a plastic sleeve.

One of the gawkers leaned in, eyes wide. “Do humans really... eat sandwiches? With bread? And lettuce?”

“That’s your question? Out of everything?”

The crowd murmured, because they were fascinated by her. Someone pulled out a notebook and began sketching her like she was a field study.

“Fantastic. I’ve gone from rookie to exhibit. Next thing you know, they’ll put me in the Restricted Section between Dragons and Tax Law. I really need Scotty to beam me up.”

The veteran patron chuckled. “Careful, rookie, the library loves to catalog curiosities. And right now, you’re the biggest curiosity in the room.”

Rule #113: If you become the subject of a trivia contest, answer carefully. The wrong fact might get you shelved.

The crowd around Bonnie grew, notebooks and writing utensils at the ready. It was less a conversation and more a press conference.

“Is it true humans drink... water? Just plain water?” one patron asked, scandalized.

Bonnie raised an eyebrow. “Yes. Hydration. Revolutionary concept.”

Another leaned forward eagerly. “Do humans really sleep for eight hours straight? That sounds wildly inefficient.”

“Tell me about it.”

A third patron gasped. “And sandwiches, you confirmed sandwiches earlier. But do humans actually put cheese between bread? Isn’t that... dangerous?”

Rule #114: Cheese is apparently a cosmic hazard.

The veteran patron chuckled, sipping his alien coffee. “Careful, rookie, they’ll keep asking until you admit humans invented socks. That one always blows their minds.”

Groaning, she replied, “I really need Scotty to beam me up.”

The crowd erupted in whispers, jotting down her words as if they were sacred text. One patron even asked, “Who is this Scotty you keep asking for? Is he another human deity?”

Bonnie buried her face in her journal. Rule #115: Never let pop-culture references become scripture.

The trivia barrage finally slowed, the patrons scribbling down her answers like they’d just discovered fire. Bonnie rubbed her temples. “I really need Scotty to beam me up. Or at least beam me somewhere that doesn’t treat sandwiches like forbidden knowledge.”

The veteran patron chuckled, but his tone shifted. “Careful, rookie, the library doesn’t like being mocked. You keep tossing out jokes, and sooner or later it’ll decide you’re overdue.”

“So, what, I’m supposed to just sit here quietly and read until the end of time?”

He gave her a long look over the rim of his shimmering mug. “You ever see
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