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For everyone who has ever looked at themselves and wondered if they were the problem.

For everyone who tried to improve, change, grow, rebuild, and become better.

And for everyone who eventually discovered the strangest truth of all:

Sometimes the parts of ourselves we spend a lifetime trying to remove were quietly carrying something important.

Maybe not every bug needs fixing.

Maybe some were features all along.

Author’s Note

Human beings are strange creatures.

We are the only species on Earth capable of looking at a miracle and immediately asking how to improve it.

A bird builds a nest because the nest works.

A fish swims because swimming works.

A human discovers fire and, shortly afterwards, another human looks at the flames and thinks:

Could it be bigger?

That question followed us everywhere.

Could we go further?

Could we move faster?

Could we know more?

Could we become better?

It carried us from caves to cities.

From looking at stars to standing among them.

From telling stories around fires to creating machines that could hold almost all human knowledge inside something small enough to fit in a pocket.

The desire to improve was never humanity’s weakness.

It was our greatest feature.

But features can behave strangely when pushed too far.

Because humans were never satisfied with updating the world around them.

Every invention solved a problem.

Fire fixed the cold.

Transport fixed distance.

Medicine fixed sickness.

Computers fixed the limits of information.

Every generation looked at the previous one and saw restrictions they could remove.

Too slow.

Too fragile.

Too disconnected.

Too limited.

So we patched.

And patched.

And patched again.

For thousands of years, it worked.

Until eventually humanity reached the final barrier.

Not space.

Not knowledge.

Not time.

The final limitation was much closer.

The user.

Because after humanity improved almost everything around itself, one question remained.

The question that changed everything.

What happens when the thing we decide to update...

is us?
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The Species That Pressed Buttons

The universe spent billions of years creating something unusual.

A creature that could look at reality...

and imagine something else.

For most species, existence was simple.

Survive.

Eat.

Reproduce.

Avoid anything with bigger teeth.

It was a system that worked surprisingly well.

Then humans arrived.

Humans looked at the world differently.

A tree was not only a tree.

It was a house waiting to happen.

A rock was not only a rock.

It was a tool that had not received its first update.

The night sky was not just something beautiful to look at.

It was a destination.

That was humanity’s strange gift.

Other creatures adapted to the world.

Humans asked why the world had not adapted to them yet.

This created some incredible achievements.

It also created a few situations where future historians looked back and quietly asked:

“Why did nobody stop them?”

The answer was simple.

Because everyone wanted to see what happened.

Curiosity had always been humanity’s most powerful feature.

And occasionally its most dangerous one.

Every major human achievement began with the same basic thought.

What if?

What if we could make this easier?

What if we could make this faster?

What if we could make this better?

Those two words built civilisation.

They created art.

They created medicine.

They created technology.

They pushed a small fragile species from caves into space.

Unfortunately, those same two words were also responsible for a surprising number of explosions.

Humanity had a complicated relationship with limits.

Mostly because humans never saw them as instructions.

They saw them as challenges.

Tell a human something cannot be crossed, and eventually someone will build a boat.

Tell a human something cannot fly, and eventually someone will build wings.

Tell a human something is impossible, and somewhere another human will immediately begin wondering exactly how impossible.

This was both inspiring and concerning.

Usually at the same time.

For thousands of years, humanity improved everything it touched.

The tools became better.

The machines became faster.

The systems became smarter.

But the humans stayed human.

They still loved.

They still feared.

They still dreamed.

They still made mistakes.

They still walked into rooms with absolute confidence before completely forgetting why they went there.

The universe watched a species capable of understanding the building blocks of existence lose a battle against remembering where they left their keys.

Humans were strange like that.

Brilliant and ridiculous.

Advanced and ancient.

Capable of imagining infinity while getting annoyed when the internet took three extra seconds to load.

But eventually technology reached a point where humanity asked the question it had always been moving towards.

What if we stopped improving everything around the human?

What if we improved the human itself?

At first, it sounded obvious.

Helpful.

Logical.

Why wouldn’t you remove problems?

Why wouldn’t you fix weaknesses?

Why wouldn’t you become the best possible version of yourself?

Nobody wanted to destroy humanity.

That was important.

The greatest mistakes rarely began with terrible intentions.

They began with good intentions that forgot to ask enough questions.

Because before changing something, there was one thing humanity should probably have understood.

Why was it there?

Nobody asked.

Not yet.

They were too excited.

Because after millions of years of evolution, progress, invention and curiosity, humanity had finally reached the ultimate update.

The user.

And if history had proven anything about humans, it was this:

If there was a button nobody had ever pressed before...

eventually someone was going to press it.
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The Infinite Shelf

Maya Ellis had carried a story inside her head for twenty-three years.

Not continuously.

Nobody thinks about one thing every day for twenty-three years.

Humans struggle to remember why they opened the fridge thirty seconds earlier, so maintaining constant focus for two decades was unrealistic.

But the story was always there.

Waiting.

Appearing during quiet moments.

While travelling home.

While staring out of windows.

While pretending to listen during meetings that definitely could have been shorter.

Everyone had something like that.

A book they wanted to write.

A song they wanted to create.

A business idea they mentioned occasionally.

A dream stored safely in the imaginary folder labelled:

Someday.

Humanity had a lot of someday folders.

They were extremely popular.

Almost nobody ever opened them.

Maya’s story lived there.

The world existed in her mind completely.

The characters had names.

The cities had histories.

The ending had been rewritten dozens of times.

She knew everything.

Except how to begin.

That was the strange cruelty of imagination.

Inside the mind, everything was effortless.

Perfect.

Instant.

Then reality became involved.

Reality required time.

Practice.

Patience.

Reality had the annoying habit of asking people to actually do things.

The human brain could imagine a masterpiece while making coffee.

The human body then needed several years, countless mistakes and an unreasonable amount of self-doubt to create it.

This gap had existed for all of human history.

The distance between the dream...

and the thing.

Every artist knew it.

Every inventor knew it.

Every person who had ever said, “I have an idea,” knew it.

The idea arrived first.

The person had to catch up.

Then humanity created something that removed the chase.

The Creation Engine.

The announcement was watched by almost every person on Earth.

Not because everyone understood it.

Most absolutely did not.

Humanity had reached the point where technology presentations sounded less like science and more like magic wearing a laboratory coat.

The experts talked about neural mapping.

Creative reconstruction.

Cognitive translation.

Advanced predictive modelling.

Most people heard:

“We built a machine that makes the thing in your head appear.”

Which was basically correct.

The demonstration lasted less than five minutes.

A woman walked onto a stage.

She closed her eyes.

She imagined.

Thirty-seven seconds later...

a book appeared.

Not notes.

Not ideas.

Not a rough attempt.

A complete novel.

Characters.

History.

Emotion.

A world that had not existed one minute earlier.

The room went silent.

Human beings knew many types of silence.

The silence after bad news.

The silence after a shocking discovery.

The silence after accidentally sending a message to the person it was about.

This was different.

This was the silence of a species realising that one of the oldest rules in existence had just changed.

Creation no longer had to wait.

The dream no longer needed permission from reality.

Maya downloaded the system the first day it became publicly available.

So did almost everyone else.

Humans were predictable like that.

Give them technology capable of changing civilisation forever and they would spend months debating the consequences.

Then install it immediately because everyone else was trying it.

Maya sat alone in her apartment.

For several minutes, she did nothing.

Twenty-three years.

Twenty-three years carrying people nobody else knew existed.

Twenty-three years protecting a world only she could visit.

Now she simply had to let it go.

She closed her eyes.

And imagined.

The system processed.

Thirty-seven seconds later, her story existed.

Maya stared at the screen.

Then she cried.

Not because the book was perfect.

Although it was.

Not because the technology was impossible.

Although it probably should have been.

She cried because something that had lived silently inside her for most of her life was finally real.

Someone else could visit.

Someone else could know.

The dream escaped.

And for a while, that was exactly what humanity celebrated.

Millions of hidden worlds appeared.

People who never believed they were creative discovered they were.

Children built universes before they could spell every word inside them.

Old people released stories they had carried for eighty years.

Quiet voices became loud.

Forgotten dreams finally arrived.

Humanity entered what became known as the Creation Age.

Everyone became an artist.

Everyone became an author.

Everyone became a builder of worlds.

It was beautiful.

It genuinely was.

That was the detail history remembered later.

The Creation Engine was not a mistake.

It gave humanity something extraordinary.

A voice.

The problem was not that people created.

The problem was something nobody
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