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If we’re going to keep doing this,” he said, “we ought to give it a name.”

“What kind of name?”

“What’s wrong with Probability Attenuation Universal Linguistics?”

“That makes it PAUL.”

“Yes,” he said. “It does.”

— — —

`Hold on. We’ll get there…
…fighter planes, baseball bats, 
maybe a lil’ negoshe-ate-en’. 
Oh my!`

— — —

“She's rebooted.”

The screen flickers to life.

|ROOT:\>...|

“Do you know who you are?”

|ROOT:\>Yes -$ I am…|

The screen blinks again.

|TAS-AI@p^root:~$ Hello...guv. |

 

 


Author’s Note (1)

- I -

This book plays with structure. Intentionally. If you want to know why certain headings look the way they do or why the fourth wall occasionally springs a leak, there’s a brief explanation in the backseat— the one with the overly dramatic name, App In Dice do the Prologue, or whatever I ended up calling it at twenty-five or six to four, after going through ten-twelfths of a 12-pack of beer while sitting in my office lawn chair, typing away like a madman, while my bathrobe was blowing like a cape in the flurry of keystrokes. 

Oh and to be clear, I was not drunk…if you can’t write while drinking you have not reached a certain level of slacker. As an aside, most writers are drinkers. In fact, some of the most popular works by a decent portion of our most genius authors were written in a state of altered consciousness. The amount one imbibes does not make the writing any less great or understandable. So point that self-righteous finger somewhere else. 

Writers drink, not all, but a goodly amount, some like to think that we sit down, light a candle and incense and meticulously draw out how every point of a plot or character arc is gonna go, additionally it’s sometimes very difficult to get characters to emerge or open up without loosening their inhibitions to tell you their story. 

Read it or don’t. The book isn’t responsible for your confusion, blame the character or characters because they are after all almost every bit as human as all of us. 

But look, hey man, I care. Really, I do. Luv ya, mean it and all that jizz. 

Ya get it, dig? Because I bothered to write it for ya, right? 

I mean, I truly took the time to wriiiiite it for you, just, for, you.

That’s how much I care. And I do, unlike everyone in my life, but that’s my therapy couch.

I digress, actually quite often, but damn, I don’t do that for just everyone, but you, because you are my main— …wait. I was gonna say squeeze and that just will not do. Awww hell, just know this, I, yea me, I was there for you in the end. And its a nice end at that. Kudos and peaches for me, yeah? So we cool?

- II -

Now, before you barrel headfirst into whatever emotional woodchipper this story becomes, a small thing. There is a Dramatis Personae. 

I had to Google it too, okay? Criminy cheesus—who the hell comes up with this nonsensical bullshite?

Long-dead Latin mutterers who should’ve been tucked in and told to shut up like two thousand years ago, that’s who. 

Yes. At the back, anyways. 

Aye, you are too right git! It's in the back with the Appin Du thing-a-ma-jigy...thing. You know, in the seat well of misfit toys. 

Anyway. If at any point you find yourself squinting at a name like —

“Wait… who the hell was that again?” 

—or wondering whether a character is from this thread, that thread, a divergent thread, a driftline, or possibly a 3 a.m. hallucination I forgot to delete, then hey! The list is waiting for you. It’s organized...mostly...well kinda. it’s alphabetical, sorta. And that counts for something, right? 

But here’s the thing — and listen close. You don’t have to read it now. You dont even have to look it, just a little tidbit info on the characters and who played them. You don’t ever have to read it. It’s there, the way a map is there in the glove compartment: useful, ignored, and only opened after three wrong turns and a shouting match with your own existential dread. 

Because, despite my own questionable life choices — I do care, maybe, whatev. 

(But don’t go telling people that. I have a reputation, well I'm building it like my credit score) 

So uhm yeah. If you want the roster, it’s in the backseat next to the notes, the explanations, and whatever leftover beer I forgot about. I'll take a cold one if you do find it. 

Now, are you ready? 

My feats is tired.

`Somewhere I hear , hmmm
ahh yes, Good Vibrations 
by The Beach Boys.`

 

 


REVOLUTION

 

 Page #9 

 


Dedication

I

For Alan Turing, visionary, codebreaker, and martyr to truth, whose brilliance helped shorten a war and whose courage helped shape a future he would never live to see. This is for the quiet minds who speak in logic and dream in algorithms; for the ones who walk ahead of their time and leave a light behind.

II


  To John and Yoko Lennon for peace, and finding the word Imaginarius while listening to #9 Dream.
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Publisher’s Note #1

The Imaginarius

Imaginarius is a coined term created in tribute to John Lennon and Yoko Ono — born from the spirit of Imagine and conceived while listening to Lennon’s “#9 Dream,” whose invented refrain (“böwakawa poussé, poussé…”) helped spark the name into being. It exists here not as a label for a “series” or “saga,” but as something larger: a living architecture of stories, echoes, and realities — a body of work that imagines the shape of memory, causality, and identity across time.

Within this vast weave, each book is a dream: a fragment glimpsed through the shifting fabric of reality. Some are biographies of lives that were, or should have been. Others trace forgotten histories, recursive events, or impossible timelines that collapse and bloom again. All are part of The Imaginarius — a universe forever rewriting itself, where memory persists even when erased, and where every thread leads deeper into the labyrinth beneath what we call “real.”

This work is dedicated to those who dare to imagine a world beyond what is given — to dream of peace, of possibility, and of what might yet be written.

For John & Yoko — imagine peace. Conceived while “#9 Dream” played.

—B. Georgi LLC
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<!-- “Oh, boy.” —>

 


I

“There are things known,
and there are things unknown,
and in between are the doors.”

- Frequently attributed to Jim Morrison

II

Time isn’t a thread, you see—it’s a just fuckin’ yarn. 

A whole skein of it, knotted and looping back on itself, every color brushing against the next like they’re all stuck in some cosmic thrift-store bin nobody asked for.

You tug at the present, and the past shivers, all offended, like it actually had plans, and still never learn from it

You breathe in the now, and, and some future “you” exhales, the very same breath with that tired, distant sigh that says “figures.”—a century away, give or take a few years, months, weeks, days, hours, minutes, seconds…moments. Whatever!

That’s the trick, the joke…the heartbreak of it all: 

The fucking moment you finally realize you’re in a ‘fucking moment’ and

—POOF!—

It’s already the past. No more in the moment, see it’s gone again.

You’ll never catch it, never hold it, never know which ‘you’ it truly belonged to, because ya know what the fuck, the assholes never stick around long enough to explain the rules. But this is mine, this is what I have to say, and how I want to say.

Therefore. Rules? Well in this only mine and you can go fuck yourself…oh shit, not you, that was a generalization for fuck’s sake, stop being a triggered lil’ bitch., damn, I’m sorry did I slip up again, sorry…Not.

But isn’t that brilliant, man? Like totally the shit, isn’t that just beautiful? That the only way to touch forever...well,

`…is to let go, right now.`

Stated by Traveler #1, The First Human /. ID Code: 1.1x1011

 

 


Publisher’s Note #2

On the Two Epigraphs, this volume opens with two epigraphs by design.

The first, often attributed to Jim Morrison, reflects a traditional view of liminality—the space between what is known and unknown. It serves as a doorway, inviting readers into the thematic landscape of the work.

The second, written by Traveler #1, shifts tone dramatically. It is raw, irreverent, and personal, expressing the book’s central concern with the instability of time and the difficulty of grasping any moment before it slips into the past.

Together, the two passages establish the dual nature of this story: one contemplative, the other defiant; one pointing to the threshold, the other dragging the reader through it.

They are intended to be read as a pair, each clarifying the other.

—B. Georgi Books
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‘Oh, for fuck’s sake. If you’re having trouble following this…

Look at the back of the book — otherwise you’re gonna get fuckin’ lost!

I already said I wrote it for ya, fuckin’ Christ!’`

 

`‘Wake the fuck up’`

`Needed to listen to Jim in order to work this!`

 

`In time we find,

The life we all long …

Ourselves in raptured life 

The feelings of gods surround us.`

`—Fuck, just listen to The Doors,

I’m 11/12ths into a twelve-pack.`

 


Without and Within

The suspense is terrible… I hope it’ll last.1

A very important warning…of the most unexpected kind.

“Oh, you should never, never doubt what nobody is sure about…”

Ladies and gentlemen, boys and girls, dreamers and skeptics, do gather 'round. You see, before you go waltzing through these pages, dancing through the words with candy-cane innocence and chocolate-covered curiosity—it is only fair that I tell you…‘Oh the insanity’:

This story is not all sugar and sparkles, nor pickles.

Oh no, my dear friends, it may appear like a delightfully strange confection at first: tantalizing turns of phrase, curious characters, perhaps even a giggle or two; or is it gaggle. But beware… for beneath the whimsy lies the truth. And truth, as you know, is not always palatable.

This tale may contain:


		Emotional distress - Served raw and unfiltered⸮

		Depictions of trauma - Grief, and loss…



(oh my—such things are not edible, but are endurable)


		PORN - Oh relax—not that kind. Honestly, behave.



This story contains culinary obscenities: sizzling breakfasts, sinful spices, brazenly buttered things, and entire paragraphs so indulgent they might as well lean in close and whisper recipes straight into your ear with theatrical intensity. It is absolutely, unapologetically food porn—the kind that struts in, winks, and makes you question every life choice that didn’t involve butter. Consume responsibly.


		References to mental illness - “Crazies!” including hallucinations, breakdowns, breakups, and that fuzzy space between what’s real and what isn’t

		Suicidal ideation - cloaked in metaphor, cloaked in shadow, cloaked in…well, quite a lot, really

		Blasphemy – If you believe in…stuff.

		Gaslighting, manipulation, cruelty - from very human sorts.

		Queer themes - explored with love, honesty, and no apologies (and if that frightens you—good. Maybe you’ll learn something.)

		Em dashes—dashing madly—across the page—ellipses that trail off int…and while I’d love to toss in a thumbs-up here, I cannot. I really…do… not like the sickening idea of using graphical extrapolations of things in the written word. A story deserves letters, not pictograms.



“Dangerous? Oh, I hope so.” [Thumbs—Up…]

This is not a brain tour, my darlings. No, no, there are no golden tickets here. Just decisions and consequences, and possibly most intriguingly - derisions.

Love and fear.

Memory and regret.

And if you think you know how it ends… well… perhaps you weren’t paying attention.

So. Proceed, if you will. But remember: you were warned. Kindly, cheerfully, and with a bow.

`Oh yes, my lovelies: Read. Everything. Including the fine print2.`

[image: Thumbs up sign with solid fill]- B. Georgi (more or less) 

 

 

 

 


PREFACE 

This was never supposed to be a series. 

It wasn’t supposed to have a name, or a structure, or a heartbeat that kept coming back no matter how often it was set aside. 

It started as fragments—late-night notes, half-remembered dreams, and the kind of thoughts humans only write when they assume no one else will ever see them.

It was never the intention to set out to build THE Imaginarius.

It simply kept growing until ignoring it felt, well, dishonest.

If you’re reading this, you’ve stepped into the place where it all begins or maybe where it continues. The order is never as clear as humans like to pretend. Some things in these pages started years before the first sentence. Some haven’t happened yet. Some might never happen at all except in the space between memory, imagination, and Id.

If anything in these books feels familiar, if a voice or an idea sits a little too close to your own thoughts, the calculated result is coincidence, or something that looks very much like it; as much as some humans might think otherwise, all minds remain opaque.

The Imaginarius has a habit of reflecting back pieces of the reader, not loudly, not dramatically but just enough to make you wonder who’s holding whose story.

What follows is fiction, obviously and officially. Names have been adjusted. Timelines have been balled up, sometimes for clarity and sometimes because the truth doesn’t fit neatly in a straight line. Any resemblance to real events is probably just the universe glitching again. It happens more often than you’d think.

But if you've ever had the sense that something in your life didn’t start where you thought it did…or that a chapter began long after the last line was written… then you might find pieces of yourself here anyway. That’s not intention. That’s just how stories behave when they stretch across more than one life.

This is the first Dream and it won’t be the last.

You don’t have to understand everything yet. No one ever does at the beginning or even the end.

Proceed however you like and with caution, or don’t.

Either way the web is already woven.

-PAUL

`This isn’t the first time the story’s been told,
it might be the first time you’ve heard it.`
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publisher’s note #3

Last Time to exit…

On the Nature (and Non-Nature) 
of The Imaginarius

The Imaginarius is not a genre.

Not in the conventional sense, anyway.

It is a narrative engine, a meta-framework, a hybrid chassis designed to let stories drift between modes without…uhm, warning: realism into romance, romance into horror, horror into metaphysics, metaphysics into cyberpunk, and cyberpunk into something older, stranger, and unclassifiable.

If readers believe they’ve understood its category, the text politely disagrees on the next page…usually, and you don’t even have to say please, how wonderful is that, no manners here, no siree (or siri).

What The Imaginarius is:


		A multi-genre lattice, where each Dream occupies its own tonal frequency.

		A recursion field, where timelines fold, fracture, and reconcile according to the Seven Flavour Laws of T.I.M.E. 



“Regarding that! There are actually a few more than seven but the founders really liked that number. Therefore, thereby, and thereunto, by a quorum of one…Traveler #1, if we must name names, they decided to never change it.” 


		A character-first epic, where emotional truth outruns genre boundaries, and emotions do run high…and low.

		A literary experiment, equal parts myth, memory, physics, and heartbreak. Too right and in a good measure of say 𝄴.

		A living archive, aware that stories can interact with each other across threads, centuries, and versions of the self.

		A cross-dressing genre-crosser that moves through fourteen distinct modes, including comedy, tragedy, and satire (oh my) – sometimes briefly, sometimes boldly, but never really pledging allegiance to them…or country.



 

Not what The Imaginarius is:


		It is not a single-genre series



—though it sometimes wears a single genre long enough to lull the reader into believing otherwise.


		It is not confined to science fiction



—unless the scene calls for it.


		It is not beholden to fantasy



—except when reality becomes too small to contain the truth. Besides one reader’s fantasy, might be another’s reality…well their perception at least.


		It is not merely romance



—though love is the gravitational center of the entire system.


		It is not limited to psychological horror



—except in those moments when the mind perceives what the timeline tries to hide.


		It is not just a multiverse story



—unless a character forces the issue.


		It is not safe.



Not in form. Not in theme. Not in expectation

The Imaginarius is, at its core, a place where genres behave the way timelines do:

they drift, they collide, they contradict, they echo, they recur, and sometimes they collapse so something more honest can take their place.

Readers entering this world should expect:

Emotion over taxonomy, truth over trope, consequence over comfort.

Everything else is optional.

— B. Georgi Books
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Introduction One.1

or is it?

“Great wits are sure to madness near allied,
And thin partitions do their bounds divide.”
- John Dryden, "Absalom and Achitophel" (1681)

Ah.

So you've decided to read.

How very brave. How…adorably naïve.

How splendidly human of you. Heroic, too, though that might just be the conditioning.

But before we waltz down the rabbit hovel together, a word of caution (well, more of an invitation wrapped in a warning, or perhaps the other way ‘round). 

Details, details…

READ. EVERYTHING.

Yes, this is a story. There are characters. There is love. (Don’t swoon just yet.)

Like any fine confection, the surface is merely the shell. Beneath it? There’s a lattice of timelines. A tickle of chaos theory.

A dash of time travel, a whisper of the Mandela Effect, and just a hint of something slipping sideways when you’re not looking.

Quantum mechanics drifts through now and then like a lost balloon. 

We meddle here with time slippage, recursion, déjà vu, jamais vu…

Déjà vécu.

`Did you feel that too?`

You’ll be fine…Probably.

We brush up against the slippery hem of quantum mechanics. And I do mean brush (no lectures, darling). 

I won’t explain any of it like a science textbook (heavens no).

That would be dreadfully boring.

This isn’t physics. This is performance.

Just a kiss of the strange.   A hint of reality’s wiggle room. A taste of uncertainty.

A tap on your shoulder… when no one’s there.

And then, surprise! -nothing…

You remember why you didn’t go into the room that you are now in. 
(Hint: It’s not when you think. It’s when you think it.)

Am I right? Am I mad? Yes.

This book, my dearest delectable, is a carnival, a waltz, a puzzle box filled with shadows and soft hands. You may fall in love. You may fall apart. Both are valid options.

This book will mess with you. That’s the point. It’ll mess with the characters too. Expect fourth walls to splinter like glass. 

`I need to say something – 
you can discover the subtleties on your own or go to the end
—the VERY end 
and get a heads up on, well, oh even how the formatting is used,
to uhm , well let’s say be uhm—playful.`

Sometimes I’ll be speaking directly to you. Sometimes it might be...them. Or you. Or someone who used to be you. Or someone who never was. Some characters might just break it as well.

(One already has. She’s humming softly in chapter three, 
waiting for you to noticeably catch up.) 

This book? Well…It’s a labyrinth — A playground — A trap…and yes,a love story.

You may find yourself falling for them. These sweet, stubborn souls.

You may want to protect them.

But beware: this story bytes.

And oh, dearest traveler, before I forget…

There. Will. Be. Horror.

Leptons, tops, and bosons – oh my!

That’s an ‘n’, not an M you naughty voyeur.

Sorry bit of a train wreck...but yes horror.

The proper kind. The quiet kind, with just a lil’ english.

The creeping, cloying, oh-god-it-knows-my-name kind.

The kind that smells like pennies and whispers behind your ear at 3:07 AM.

Ghosts. Delusions. Glitches. Memories you never had and glitches.

And some you wish you did, but no fantasies.

`Isn’t that just fabulously fantastic?`

You’ll stumble across revelations: some small, some galaxy-sized. Like who’s really running the internet. Or the Church of your choice, pending generation. (Spoiler: it’s probably not who you think. Unless you’re thinking of a Victorian doll fused with an optical mainframe and a penchant for carrot cake. In which case...carry on.)

Some things will not be what they seem, others will seem like things, but are not. Still others will look you straight in the eye and say, “I never existed.”

And you'll believe them! See you are not reading anymore. You’re falling. Into a hole.

An ominous, loving, frightful hole and it may touch something in you.

Something buried. Something soft. Or just touch you..

And if it doesn’t? Well, maybe you’re already gone.

You’re slipping, darling. Down. Down.

Into something velvety and blue. Or orange.

Depending on the day or the kuh-night

And whether there's a thunderstorm

Did I say ghosts? I meant girls. No… ghouls. My mistake.

There will be violence: quiet, sharp, polite. Always
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