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    For my daughter, Jeanette— Who is always curious and unafraid to take an adventure. While I couldn't give you the magic of this book in real life, I gave it to you in these pages, as Ellie. You are my inspiration, and this story is for you.

      

    



  	
        
            
            Page Master (noun): To be a Page Master means you can leap into the pages of a book and bring its tales to life—but beware! Sometimes, the stories leap out, too...
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Chapter 1: The Hidden Door
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The library was one of Ellie’s favorite places in the whole world. She loved how quiet it was, like the books were holding their breath, waiting for someone to open them. Most days, she stayed in her favorite spot by the big windows. But today felt different. Today, she wanted to explore.

Ellie wandered into a part of the library she had never gone to before. It was in the back corner, where the shelves were taller and darker. The air smelled like old paper, and her footsteps echoed softly on the wooden floor. Dust floated in the light coming through the high windows.

As Ellie ran her hand along the books, she stopped. There was a gap on one of the shelves—an empty space that didn’t seem right. She leaned closer, squinting at it. That’s when she saw something strange.

The back of the shelf had hinges.

“Hinges?” Ellie whispered to herself. She reached out and touched the wood. It was smooth and cool. This probably isn’t anything, Ellie thought, biting her lip. But the shelf felt different under her hand, almost like it was waiting. She hesitated for just a moment before giving it a little push. At first, nothing happened. Then—click. The shelf moved, swinging open like a door.

Ellie’s mouth dropped open. Behind the door was a narrow staircase, leading down into darkness. She hesitated, her heart pounding. For a moment, she thought she heard a faint rustling behind her—like someone flipping pages. She froze, her heart racing. When she looked back, there was nobody there, so she turned to the empty staircase stretching into the darkness. Swallowing hard, Ellie took a careful step forward, her curiosity stronger than her fear.

The stairs creaked as Ellie made her way down. She held the railing tightly, her breathing the only sound in the cool, musty air. At the bottom, she stopped and pulled out her phone to shine her flashlight ahead.

What she saw made her gasp.

It was another library. This one seemed magical. Shelves stretched as far as she could see, glowing faintly like they were lit from the inside. The books shimmered, and some of them even floated a few inches off the shelves. Little lights bobbed through the air like fireflies.

Ellie’s eyes went wide. This wasn’t just a library—it was like something out of a dream. The shelves stretched on forever, glowing softly. Some books floated, just hanging in the air like they didn’t care about gravity. Little lights danced around her like fireflies, and everything felt... extraordinary.

She reached out to touch one of the books. Its cover was old and leathery, and it felt warm, like it was alive. She opened it, and a soft hum filled the air, like a faraway song.

“Eleanor...” a voice said, clear and sharp.

Ellie jumped, her hand slamming the book shut. She spun around, but there was no one there.

“Eleanor!” the voice repeated, this time with a sigh, as if it were annoyed. “That is your name, isn’t it?”

“Uh... I go by Ellie,” she stammered, her heart pounding. “Who—who’s there?”

“Ellie,” the voice said, as if tasting the word and finding it bitter. “Fine. But really, Eleanor is much more fitting.”

The shadows near the shelves seemed to ripple, and Ellie blinked, thinking it was a trick of the light. But then, with an elegant flick of a tail, a sleek black cat stepped forward. His green eyes glinted in the soft, golden light, and his tail flicked like he was impatient. He sat down gracefully, curling his tail around his paws as if he had all the time in the world.

“Who are you?” Ellie whispered.

The cat narrowed his eyes, as though deciding whether she was worth answering. Finally, he spoke. “I,” he said with a dramatic pause, “am Percival. And you, Eleanor, are exactly who I was told would come next.”

“Told by who?” Ellie asked, her voice trembling slightly.

Percival yawned, showing sharp teeth. “Well,” he said, sitting up straighter, “if you are who you’re supposed to be, you will certainly figure it out for yourself.”

Ellie’s mind raced. What did he mean, “who she was supposed to be”? She was just... Ellie. Ordinary Ellie, who loved books and got nervous during class presentations. But as she stood there, clutching the glowing book, a small spark of something stirred inside her. Hope, maybe? Or something else entirely. She wasn’t sure.

All she knew was that she had to find out what Percival meant—and why this magical library felt like it had been waiting for her.

Ellie took a step closer. “So... Percival, right? Who exactly are you? I mean, besides the whole talking-cat thing.”

Percival let out a soft huff, his tail flicking. “I am more than just a ‘talking-cat thing,’ as you so eloquently put it,” he said, the slightest edge of annoyance in his voice. “I am a guide. Of sorts.”

“A guide?” Ellie frowned. “For what?”

“For you, of course,” Percival replied, his tone making it sound as though the answer should be obvious. “You wouldn’t be here if you weren’t meant to be. Though I must admit,” he added, eyeing her up and down, “you seem... different than I expected.”

Ellie felt her cheeks flush. “What’s that supposed to mean?”

Percival didn’t answer right away. Instead, he stretched lazily, his claws glinting in the soft light of the library. “It means,” he said at last, “that you have much to learn, Eleanor. And the sooner you begin, the better.”

Ellie opened her mouth to protest, to ask what he meant, but Percival was already walking away, his tail swishing behind him. “Come along, then,” he called over his shoulder. “The books won’t wait forever.”

Ellie hesitated. Her nerves and curiosity were wrestling with each other, but curiosity was starting to win. She glanced back at the staircase one last time, wondering if she should just leave and pretend none of this had ever happened.

But then she looked at the shimmering shelves, the magical lights floating above, and the strange, sharp-eyed cat waiting for her to follow. No, she couldn’t turn back now. Not when the library—this impossible, incredible library—had chosen her. Taking a deep breath, Ellie hurried after Percival.
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