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Chapter One

[image: ]


It was a dark night at North-bank 

What’s the first thing you think of when you see someone in a costume? Do you think they are a weirdo? Do you imagine they’re going to a costume party or some kind of event? Do you think they’re dangerous or think they’re being creative? 

Well for many, costumes are a way of life. For many, they can become what they wear. These people are Waratahs. They have lived a long time and they have amassed many enemies. Whatever costume they put on, they become. I am a Waratah. more specifically a Waratah Half Breed.  

My mother is a Middle-aged amateur Magazine owner named Karen who cares about a juicy story more than the truth and has dormant Waratahs genes within her. She is good at lying. And I was bird watching with my friend in the middle of the night in North-Bank park.

We were well off the track and the only light was starlight. Say what you will about North-Bank but the fact that it chose an anti-light pollution act over human’s desperate need to be surrounded by light at all times. Honestly, it’s scary the lengths that humans will go to be surrounded by light, but on this night it was quiet. 

Me and my friend Isaac from the comic bookstore were looking for a barn owl for this was the time they tended to lurk. Also, Waratahs have used their powers to supersize owls to make them into a mode of transport. it was really a cool way to travel. Trust me I was a Wiz at Waratah history. 

The sea breeze blew in from the north and the cold was palatable. But I was excited because I love bird watching. Even now though Waratahs like me used phones with both technology and magic. Basically, Waratah approved phones. 

There I was in my hoodie wandering around North Bank park looking for the unique wildlife of the night.  Isaac asked, “My friend said she’d meet up with us later.  She’s a Half Breed, I really think you’d like her”. I queried “So she's meeting us at the old wooden bridges?”. 

“Yep,” Isaac said back Swiftly. Dogs howl at the moon like dingos. I thought to myself what a beautiful night. we were approaching the wooden bridge now.  Isaac asked, “So why did you buy the cat-girl costume? It seems like a rather odd choice”. 

I responded, “Say what you will but a cat-human hybrid is a dangerous mix”. Two eyes peered at me from behind.  My Instinct stirred ahead of me and I unleashed a clawfoot directly at This person’s face. 

they jumped Back immediately and started putting on a mummy costumes. But I got out my bow which I had ever ready. I fired two rounds before Isaac yelled “Wait there the friends I was talking about! Don’t shoot”. We looked at each other warily.  Isaac introduced 

“Amy, Gwen; Gwen, Amy. Gwen I’m sorry Amy is a bit Trigger happy. She’s had to be”. The girl apparently named Gwen glared at me. She asked, “What the heck was with that claw to the face”. 

I responded, “I’ve grown to have to be very careful. As Isaac should have mentioned I am the daughter of the entity known as Lie. Basically, me and my twin sister monster attractant”. 

Her Sandman walked down from the bridge and said, “Like the story where Lie steals truth clothes and everyone would rather look at the clothed lie than the naked truth?”. I replied, “That’s the story that some guy thought would be funny to make real. And so here I am”.  They all looked at me kind of funny. 

I could clearly see that this girl was half-elf Waratah, and trust me, there were a lot of half elf half Waratahs these days despite laws about dating servants.  But Waratah’s age really slow.  It Literally takes us 118 years to reach maturity. Think about that next time you say you growing up too fast.  

This young Waratah Was only about in her 20s so effectively still a young kid. It took a while, but eventually, we started looking for the birds.  I had taken a few photos, the others barely managed to see in the dark.  Even though elves are supposed to see really good at night.  Eventually, I went home. 

I was wandering into the window only to find my sister wandering to hers. she ordered, “What do you want!”. I answered, “Did you just get like 12 years younger?”. I should probably explain.  When a Waratah is raised in a human background, most of the time they put on a mental costume that makes them age like a human. 

This costume can also be applied to the delusional Waratahs.  But the human-born Waratahs often age like regular humans until they decide they want to be their actual age.  And my sister was now let me take a guess 5, 3, 2 years old.  I couldn’t help but laugh. 

this was so ridiculous, my sister was wearing her bright purple t-shirt that was so expensive you could buy a table if you sold it, and she was using it as basically all she was wearing. She was probably too big for her regular clothes. She bellowed “HELP ME you little snot-nosed righteous, doofus”.  I just glared at her ever so happy. In her right hand, she was carrying her costume bag, clutching onto it with all her might. this was going to be fun.
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Chapter Two
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The Dangers of the Huntress

My sister explained the story to me and my mother in the morning while my little brother ran circles around us.  He kept yelling things like “who's the kid now?” or “Now you can’t do big girl stuff, now you can’t do big girl stuff”. 

My mum was ranting saying stuff like, “How am I going to explain this to my adoring fans?  How am I going to explain to the humans that read my magazine that my daughter has become a toddler again?”. 

In the meantime, I was asking questions like “What are you gonna do about your boyfriend?  That's gonna be awkward”. Or “Just one of the downsides of eternal youth”. Along with laughing. Yeah, I did a lot of laughing. 

The truth be told, both me and my little brother Timmy, by Waratah standards we’re born pretty close together. It's just that the mental costume made me age like a human for a few years. To understand a mental costume, you must understand there are two sides to a Waratah’s power. 

The first side is what it represembles, and the second is mental. Some beliefs are so powerful (like the society you grow up in) that a Waratah can generate a costume even without wearing one. Being killed is like a tear in the costume’s fabric, if you will, causing a ripple effect. 

My little brother finally asked me to take him back to the comic bookstore. Mainly he just wanted to take Silvia, my twin sister to the comic bookstore to see her reaction.  

So I walked up to the comic bookstore, and knocked on the front door.  I opened it, and we all walked inside. Now my twin sister was a lot younger than my little brother. I still had the mental costume, and my sister’s costume was broken. 

I contemplated relinquishing my own mental costume in empathy, and I figured it was probably time, but first I was gunna make fun of Silvia. I explained to Silvia “Silvia this is called a comic bookstore.  

It’s where kids go to get comic books. Would you like a comic book?  They have stuff for kids your age”. She kicked me in the knee, Which would have been intimidating if she weren't about the height of my knee. 

She whispered in my ear, “You better not talk down to me, after all I just got stabbed by a Waratah hunter. You should know dying flipping hurts!”. It was true, I hadn’t died  before. But I probably would someday... possibly more than once.

––––––––
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So, my retort was “you don’t know what it’s been like to fight off monsters from the age of 6!”. My brother ran over to his favourite section.  the action figure section.  Isaac’s dad run the place and he wanted to get Isaac ready to inherit the business. He was working up front. 

He asked, “Who’s the little girl, is she a neighbour or something?”. I answered whispering in his ear “Waratah hunters. They killed her but they didn’t count on her having a mental costume. Thankfully she got away with her life”. 

Isaac stuttered “Waratah hunters, last night, the night when Gwen Lockblood was out and about. That's not good”. I asked, “why?”. Isaac’s answer was dangerous.  

He explained “She’s the daughter of Simon Lockblood! The Waratah Councilman in charge of law enforcement”. I thought aloud “Good thing we’re in the forest.  If we weren't they might have spotted us in the town. 

They stabbed my sister, and her mental costume bled away. She's that kid over there”. he looked at me stunned.  He didn't know what to make of it.  Eventually, I just brought a comic.  My sister asked “what the heck is makeup doing in a comic book store?”.  

We had to explain to her that, that makeup is cosplay makeup. For dress-ups and costumes and when she asked why it was more expensive than actual makeup, we explained it had to be because it was better quality.  So, she brought makeup, and I led her out of the store. 

She was angry.  She bellows out to me as we walked through North-bank, “You know you’re the exact same age I am”. I whispered, “I know but they don't”. The next part of the day we spent at the museum, North Bank Museum.  I thoroughly humiliated my sister at that one. 

Timmy was even helping, my absolute favourite part of the day, was when we bumped into Silvia’s boyfriend in the museum. Her face turned so red that you could cook a pancake on it. Robert said to me “Hey babe,  what's up? Did you dress in your sister’s clothes again?”.

I answered, “I’m Amy not Silvia” And his face turned red, but only slightly. He was getting pink cheeks, Silvia was getting full red faced with embarrassment.  I explained, “Oh yes Silvia, she's stunk up the bathroom so bad that mum sent her to boarding school”. 

Robert stuttered, “She’s at boarding school, What happened...  wait did you say she’s stunk up the bathroom so bad she was sent away!”. Timmy piled on “Mummy had to get a new bathroom”. 

My sister took out a toy gun.  this one was just another toy space gun you can get at Kmart. But in the hands of a Waratah, It was a deadly weapon. My sister aimed at me as it turned real. 

But I kicked her hand, and the weapon went falling to the floor. She went to attack me using fists,  but she Tripped over her own feet. and with that,  I grabbed her and said “It’s nap time...  sorry about this Robert”. we explored the rest of the museum in an awkward silence.

then we went to the river, the Swan River. The river with is filled with dog walkers at this time of day. The Shadows of the buildings stretched far across the water. There was a tonne of dogs walking with their humans. I Kept my costumes in my bag, specifically my bum bag. 

I had placed an enlargement charm on the bag make it bigger on the inside. Sweating after that we went home. My mother was waiting for us. She said to us as we had just walked in the door “I texted you to be home before now. 

What kept you”. I lied“ sorry didn't hear my phone buzz”. Silvia yelled, “she embarrassed me in front of my boyfriend!”. My mother ordered, “take a seat or!”. 

We all sat down and the chairs that were too expensive to be comfortable. Karen, our mother said “Silvia, Amy you two are going to Waratah daycare. This Daycare is the Tri-spear Waratah school. It's the best school for Waratahs in 3 countries. 

To make it Waratahs literally bent space to create a piece of land from three separate counTries. To tell you the truth I only care about it because it pumps out continuously successful Waratahs. I applied today and you're in” Silvia asked “what kind of school is it?”.  Karen answered “no idea, all I know is that it’s great”.  I asked “ is it a daycare for kids our age?”.  

My mum replied, “You’d probably know better than me I just signed you up for it”.  She continued “I told them about your hybrid status, and they were really interested to have half breed of your status join their prestigious school. Now if you’ll excuse me, I have to go and work on some business”.  Translation, she means wine and ice cream. 

She has a secret stash of ice cream that I steal from her sometimes.  Also, I replaced wine with grape juice  one time, boy was she ticked.  The next few days were spent getting all our school supplies.  We stopped off at the Waratah markets in Perth. 

It was rather strange to go in there during the day. It felt odd looking at the stores all open and not having to break into them. I kept that sort of quiet and just pretended I had never been here before.  

I looked at the stores, then there was everything from costume stores or as Waratahs call them Body shops, 2 food concession stands. There are a whole bunch of different people here which I definitely wasn’t used to.  

My mother’s approach was the same as normal.  She said to us as she handed her elven servant about five separate shopping bags.  She handed me a list of school supplies, and wandered off while speaking. 

“Amy look after your brother, everything you need is on that list, and Silvia get yourself some ice cream while they finish up getting your stuff”. I sighed in exasperation.

I knew what to expect by now but this was nuts. I walked from store to store buying school supplies.  I brought an info pad from the info pad shop. From there, it was straight to the bookstore.  I wandered into the store with my little brother in tow.  He was still so chaotic yet so young.

I had forced my twin sister to come along with me instead of eating ice cream. Between my little brother who was even younger than we were, my twin sister Silvia who my mother had spoiled completely rotten, and my mother who only enjoyed her work because she got to make fun of people she didn’t like...  

I had to be the responsible one since I was about 10 years old.  And to put that responsible into context, I go out at night and fight monsters on the regular. We arrived we’re in the bookstore.  I looked up on the list and it said; 

“History of elf and sandman enthrallment...

How to fight a Waratah

Little Waratah goes to a party

Sun Su the art of war

A beginners guide to Aussie Waratah history

And basic costume use”

I handed the man the list. He replied, “You be school students do ya?  These are some fine titles. I guess you be going to Tri-spear academy?”.
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Chapter Three
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A dragon in a bookstore, what could possibly go wrong

I was buying books in the bookshop, that we’re required for my new school or should I say daycare. 

To be honest it was going pretty good. Apart from the two gentlemen having an argument in the same shop. But I managed to get what I needed relatively quickly. Silvia was obviously quite angry About de-ageing, but all in all, she was taking it better than I expected. I was buying books over in an aisle behind 2 men who were arguing. 

It appeared they were arguing about their favourite duelling teams. The Perth Dagger’s versus the Sydney Lions. The one wearing a Sydney lions baseball cap and singlet bellowed “the Perth Daggers lost five World Championships to Sydney’s 2. The fact that you would even compare them is outrageous”. 

The other man in a red singlet and a purple hat ordered “The Perth Daggers have two of the best duelists this side of anywhere! Your lions might as well be the Martian’s. Suck that team!”. The first guy bellowed back “I think we shall see whose fans are superior”. 

And with that he punched his fellow dueling fan in the face, as the punchee spat “Alright then traditional dueling rules. Shall we play by 18th century or 19th century rules?”. The other guy quickly put on a dragon suit as his foe put on a mage costume. But the thing about becoming a dragon Inside a bookstore is that Dragons are fairly big. 

And the dragon completely broke the store and I was thrown into a wall. I reached into my costume bag and Tried to get out Anything that could help. I peered through the shelves or in this case broken shelves. One was poking into my rib.

I saw the dragon smash into his opponent, going in for a fire blast, Teeth bared. I managed to get out my trusty bow. But I couldn’t really use it in such a close tight squeeze. My sister and brother were both stuck on the other side of the store drowning in books.

The fight raged on for roughly 5 minutes, as most of the shopping mall burnt down. They became more and more tired as the fight dragged on. they were clearly going through their energy reserves faster than  they could afford. 

The fire was getting closer, and that was when the Waratah enforces came in. They quickly put the fight down in about 30 seconds. 

The Waratah enforcer Ripped the bookshelf off of me. He was in a superhero costume, and that’s essentially what Waratah enforcers are, Superheroes. He bellowed “are you OK now young one?”. I replied, “Now I am”. As I fired 6 ice shafts from my bow. They put out the fire that was getting ever closer to my brother and sister. 

From there, I put on my Amber Bloodstone costume and used a levitation spell to lift the shelf off the ground. My brother ran up and hugged me. Silvia looked on in excitement, I realized that I was only my current size because of the Amber Bloodstone costume. 

My sister yelled, “Not so fun now that you’re a kid is it?”. I replied, “I don’t know yet, too early to make a judgement”. I looked out on the world, granted, I was still in my Amber Bloodstone costume. I assisted with the rescue efforts. 

––––––––
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It was kinda bonkers having this happen but also sort of my normal. I mean this is the stuff I deal with usually. Or at least more often than most people. So, I turned to the door behind the desk, blocked by the roof that had fallen down. 

I pointed Amber’s dueling wand, and fired a blast with a chant of “ember” and blew apart all the broken roofing glass that was in between me and the people looked in that backroom. 

Everything blew out in an instant. The two trapped employees came running out, and I set my eyes on the store next door. The Waratahs enforcer thought what the heck and continued working. 

Eventually, the chaos swerved down, and the shopping resumed. I bumped into what was left of the servant store. (Apparently a Sandman or an elf was mandatory for schooling) which I flat out hated. but as far as I knew, it was standard procedure. Anyway, I walked into the store my face red. My mother was ranting outside how about God knows what. She demanded the men got long-term prison sentences. 

She spat barely coherently “I am going to my magazine now. and you can believe this will be the top story in Waratah news. This will get out and ruin this entire centre. My daughter lost her I have no idea what it is some kind of, anyway she was a teenager and now she's a toddler again! this is unbelievable!”. 

In the meantime I was in the serving room. I looked around and explained “personally I find this practise barbaric but it's required for my education. Is barbaric really the right word? Do you prefer barbaric or Romanistic? 

Because I definitely prefer Romanistic. This definitely feels like something the Romans would do. With the primordial deity Nix as my witness, I'm sorry.

This is pretty stupid but I have to do what I have to do”. The man said, “So you wanna sand-man or an elf?”. I responded, “let's just get it over with”. A girl just walked in, a bright big smile on her face. She smelled my arm and I smelled hers. A common social practice in Waratah society. 

Kinda like how the French kiss as a greeting. Or the forehead cuddles of so many native Tribes. Most of all let us know everything we needed to know about the person we were interacting with. I knew from smelling her she was 25. 

She clearly had a bit of an idea about me too. She had an expensive singlet on, which is really saying something because Waratahs often had to discard clothes. Whoever this Waratah was, was loaded. She said to me “you're going to Tri-spear too. Not bad not bad. but just so you know, my name is to be on the wait list since I was born. Can you get a Sandman or an elf?”. 

I answered, “it's required of me for Tri-spear”. the girl looked at me inTrigued. she asked, “are you one of those Fur is murder loonies?”. I answered “not exactly” as she got ever closer as I walked away, further into the store. She queried “you just gotta get an elf. They are the higher quality servants, some attack huh? Bet this will make the papers”.

What exactly did she notice when she sniffed me? she obviously got my age, and most used costumes... but she must have got some other details. I definitely smelt but she was around powerful Waratahs a lot. In fact she had the smell of teachers on her. 

She may have been a preteen Waratah, but I got the sense that given a bit of age, she could go toe to toe with some of the deadliest Waratahs on the planet. The man said, “I deal with your type a lot.

It's often easier for them just to get one picked at random. So, here's the Sandman, he’s yours for six dogs”. Let me explain, us Waratahs have a bit of a different type of currency. 

instead of coins, we have metal figurines brought to life and used as currency. You can buy 10 Cats with a dog, and ten dogs for every human. It's a fairly effective system of currency. Since they can talk, they make fairly good historic records. And your money can tell you, if it’s stolen! I handed him the money and walked out.

I whispered to my new Sandman, “look buddy, I only need a partner for Waratah school. once that's done you can go free and rebel all you like, buy farmland or become a wandering warrior I really don't care what you do after I finish school”. the sad man said, “thank you my mistress”. I ordered “my name's Amy. call me that... whatever you want just don't call me mistress”. My mother looked at me, my mum walked down and dragging me by the ear.

She bellowed “I'm going to work right now. tomorrow's daily Karen, two sports fans trash historic shopping market”. I replied, “I think it's only been up 20 years. This venue has only been around 20 years I'm sure of it”. My mother simply brushed it off, she now had Timmy back on his lead. a lot of people keep kids only if there just that over energetic, but I really don't like the idea, it's inhuman. 

The following months went off rather quickly. I was a kid again of course, so mum had to take me to the comic bookstore again. Timmy was loving it. he loved having two more kids in the house. He would constantly taunt Silvia with her being a child once more. Karen spent more time at her media headquarters. 

Somehow she managed to buy off a few talk shows. She bought us all the best school supplies, and I had to call my job at the bookstore and tell them I was moving to another country! because I couldn't exactly show up in toddler the form. Me and Isaac still hung out although it was a bit different. I was glad that I can still turn teenager if I put on a costume. and well it was good to be a kid again on some level. 

I was genuinely enjoying myself, getting to do crazy stuff again. and for once I didn't have to be the voice of reason. O.k I guess there really wasn't much getting out of that. Karen took me down to her magazine a few times, she would introduce me to all the hot gossip before people got to read it themselves. although from experience I knew half the gossip was fake.

I had everything I would need for Tri-spear Academy. but thanks to logistics, we had to travel all the way to Perth, in order to get on a boat, so we could go to the Academy underwater even though we live just down the street from its Australian side and go there we did we did. There were literally hundreds of kids. Close to 1000. and these were only the kids arriving today! There was a boat in Elizabeth Quay, people didn't know what it was for. I guess they assumed we were just another group of tourists. 

Anyway, I got on the boat, and bumped into the girl from the servant store. She gave me a smirk, and then a look. a look that could freeze stone. The boat driver was the Waratah wearing a sea captain’s hat to get the experience of a real sea captain. and then to my surprise, there was a photo of Isaac's dad. It said sponsored by the Doom family, and he was holding the most forced thumbs up I've ever seen him do. 

I wandered onto the boat and wandered into the lower compartment. One of the Elven guides said, “first year kindergarteners to the bottom of the boat please. Look for section beginning of beginning”. I dropped down the stairs bumping into hundreds of other Waratahs. I even think I saw a Waratah without eyes. With those googly-eye glasses on his head, just waiting to come to life. 

I wandered down to the bottom of the boat and wandered to the very back. Everything was just so humongous now. Silvia had been clutching my arm the entire time. She was absolutely terrified, even more kids were getting on after us, and I could hear the stirring beneath the glass floor of the boat. Kids are pushing into each other. 

Eventually, I took a seat by a window, two rows from the very back. another girl in a full cloak,  had her head down in the cloak. I looked at her, then gave her a quick sniff. her nose flared a little. I asked “Gwen? Gwen Lockblood”. She whispered with a mighty Shhhh. She eyed me from under her cloak, telling me to reveal her at my own risk.
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The Boat Ride to Tri-Spear

There I was with a girl whom I had only met once, and she was clearly scared of people finding out who she was. I whispered to her through the cloak “so you're a half-elf, what's the big deal?”. I immediately saw the flaw in my logic. 

I guess not many people use the word half-elf and big deal in the same sentence, unless it's being a half-elf is a big deal. Which was actually her next couple of words. I spoke softly to her as she leaned closer so we could not be overheard “just don't tell anyone I’m a half-elf! 

Oh, and keep out the last name Lockblood as well”. I looked in one of the coat’s many pockets and saw the same Sandman as before. Right down to the crossbows on his arms, to the scar over his eye. I wonder how he got that scar. Any number of monsters would attack the eye. 

I whispered, “OK secret safe, but after we get there, you're telling me what the heck happened to make you this embarrassed”. The girl whispered harshly “I'm a beeping half-elf, isn't that reason enough?”.

“Not enough to want to hide your own last name. This is something else entirely. This isn't just species no this is family stuff”. She jabbed her nails into my hand, and whispered, “shut up”. I realize that two more people were wandering through the boat corridor, looking for a place to sit. 

They went to sit, just in front of us. They were directly in the seats in front of us. A Sandman came down and ordered, “alright, the captain says we're taking off. We’ll be there in around 30 minutes, so just sit back and enjoy the underwater scenery”. 

The engine had already started to power up, and the sea life and glass floors were spectacular. We got moving away from the docks, and the boat took off at nearly record speed! The Sandman then said “read the pamphlets in the back of the seat in front of you. They contain information about the school, fun fact” he said rolling his eyes “Tri-Spear is a school and more. 

It's also a very powerful government building. Tri-Spear is built on the land of three separate countries, brought together by the power of magic! Basically, it's one giant block of land with land from three separate continents, brought together by the most powerful Waratahs dressed as Mages. 

Read the pamphlets trust me it'll help”. I read it and something caught my eye. It was a cave formation underneath Tri-Spear! Apparently, it's a by-product of artificially bringing different parts of three landmasses together.

The caves were much weirder and incredibly dangerous, there were three founders one from each continent. Apparently, it's one of the best-protected fortresses on the face of the planet. It was then that I realized that I was so amazed by the fish swimming in the ocean, that I took my eyes off the pamphlet for a few minutes. It Was just so blue. 

I read that only a few people in history have ever managed to break in or out of Tri-Spear, and only about 12 have done it, and apparently it was founded in 1852! Not too many years off of the founding of Fremantle prison. Quite the curious time for WA. I looked over at the row of chairs, and one of the girls was sitting upside down. 

But oddly enough her magazine was the right way up. the boat was really getting going, I got the sense that it could go from country to country in a matter of minutes, but for now it was restricted to the speed limitations under human law in the Swan River. I myself had a, how can I put this.... 

hijacked a few boats in my time. In dire situations of course, but still, I like completely hijacked boats. There was a Waratah in a baggy shirt, and loosely fit jeans. This Waratah how was carrying a powerful-looking spear. 

I guess it was a replica of the actual Tri-Spear. The spear for which the school is named. The boy was going from row to row, asking if they had seen his white cat. They always responded with the same joke, “A white cat you lucky boy”. I asked out loud “What's so special about a white cat?”.

They all looked at me from all over this compartment. I stood up on the seat and I said “Don't look at me like I'm weird look at you like you're weird. Now what’s so lucky about a white cat? Oh, I get it the opposite of a black cat. Superstition, I get it”. 

The girl I had met at the market spoke in a commanding yet gentle tone “Black Cats are a symbol of danger. not the physical Black Cats that humans have, but the spectral ones that haunt us Waratahs”.

I didn't know whether it was intentional, to take the edge off me, but the girl who was reading upside down explained “Don’t diss black cats, I have a black cat in my bag. His name is furball and he can talk”. 

A lot of the people started to shift, as the elf ordered us to remain calm and maintain order. This girl and her black cat apparently made everyone shift at least one seat away from her. The regular conversation continued. All the pre-school age kids by Waratah standards talked to each other, probably having heard the same scary stories that I guess most young Waratahs have heard. 

Probably from a young age too. I looked at some of the fairy tales also in the back of my seat, the Jolly Barman and the Black Cat, and there was a bunch of stuff about humans. 

There was “The humans burn” which is apparently the title of a kid’s book that was apparently pretty popular. I found out, it was a medieval setting, and humans burnt Waratahs. 

I guess they thought kids need entertainment on their way to school. There was also, little Waratah wonders, which ended with the Waratah being beheaded by humans”. Looks like Waratahs still have the Brothers Grimm type stories. I looked further through the pile of stuff in the compartment. 

There was a book I had to get for this day-care, called “Little Waratah goes to a party”. I think it is about why Waratahs shouldn’t drink. The boat suddenly picked up speed as he went into the river proper. “These chairs aren’t good for my Autistic ass”. I thought loudly. 

The lights were dim if there at all, except for the stars. Eventually, a very pretty girl appeared directly in the glass window. All the boys immediately got up and ran towards the window. 

She waved to them and blew them a kiss. I knew she was trying to drain their life energy. Either that or collect him as a trophy, but I felt it was the staff's job to intervene, but I couldn't care less, I got on a ghost costume, and run out there to kick her butt. She was obviously startled, and I was at the ready. 

She launched a claw directly at me, as I phased right through it in my ghost costume. The boys started getting out weapons to blast open the compartment. A bunch of the girls are trying to stand in their way. Eventually, there was a full-out war between boys and girls. 

The ocean spirit struck at me, it honestly hurt. I struck at her freezing some of the water in the Siren’s body, some of the boys were waking up, because the Siren was occupied with me. 

I pulled out my bow and fired on mass. The Sirens are both spiritual and physical beings. So, it would be hard to land a decisive shot, but I fired anyway, she managed to avoid most of them, but an ice round hit her directly between the eyes. 

She flinched and struck with her claws, but I fired even more attacks directed at her body. With the ghost costume, I was able to keep up with her in a fight. she bit me though part of the costume broke off leaving my skin exposed. I eventually retreated inside to help with the struggle, now she could resume singing. An elf bellowed “Everyone back in your seats now!”. 

I possessed one of the boys hoping to overpower the song. He stuttered, mumbled and groaned. I used him to punch another boy, disabling a weapon. The boys couldn't see her teeth, all they could see was her unearthly beauty. When I started putting on one of the boy’s costumes. 

I was now, Scarface the Barbarian. I knocked out a few of their weapons, trying to keep all the boys back, but the captain fired a warning shot at the Siren. She descended deeper into the water. I walked out of the boy I gave a shiver from being in his body. 

That thing felt weird. He asked, “This might be a weird question, but did someone walk into my brain, and take me for a joyride”. Taking off the ghost costume I said “Yeah sorry about that. You are kind of hearing Siren songs”. The elf had to keep him off me. 

The captain bellowed out of the intercom, “Sorry, sorry about that all of ya. There was a minor skirmish below deck, but it's all been sorted out now. In other news we're approaching Tri-Spear Academy. Hope you're well, and the teachers can see to any psychic damage”. I just noticed something about the boy I possessed, he was blind. 

You know those glasses with the googly eyes that come out on the slinkies? He was wearing them, and he gave a grunt, but perhaps more concerning, the girl from the market still sitting steadfast in her seat. Like she hadn't even moved when the Siren played its song. 

An elf came down with another message, she said “Tri -Spear Academy apologises for any inconvenience regarding the Siren. Please note that most humanoid marine life is much safer and won't kill you. 

P.S, the marine humans are on full display in the underwater tunnels of Tri-Spear Academy, that is all”. We docked at almost the same time as another boat! 

This was interesting, the boat had gone underwater, and resurfaced inside the building. A teacher ordered, “We have another boat, starting with primary school kids please come out”. Me and the young half-elf were the first to get out. 

I'm pretty sure the girl with the black cat was still reading her magazine upside down and the girl wearing expensive clothes, who I had first met at the markets, just strolled out as casually as can be. The half-elf in the cloak hurried out with me. There was a teacher, and to me, he was humungous. He replied, “It’s ok. We get a bunch of scared day-care kids”. I replied, “I was a teenager a month ago... so this is kind of weird”. 

He replied, “Mental costume” as another teacher bellowed “You are in a delusional state believing you're a teenager?!?!”. Half the staff facepalmed themselves. I explained, “But the Waratahs that are raised by humans, they put on a mental costume, which makes them age and act like a regular human”. 

The teacher thought out loud “really, that's a funny thing, isn't it? So, Waratahs that are raised by humans have the same effect as mental patients. This is concerning”. The teacher who first spoke up explained “It's not a delusion if it's the reality they’re raised in!”. This teacher still seemed confused. 

another teacher, in the oddest-looking cloak you ever saw, replied “Don’t bother, she'll never understand”. An Elf came up to the group of kindergartners, and the teacher in the tweed jacket held up his arm to say wait. He said, “The principal has a few words first”. 

Everyone was out of the boat by now, and our principal, who seemed to have costumes on top of costumes, talked down to the students “I know you're probably all very excited, but I look out among you, and I see how governments miss taste”. He said referring to the wide array of half-bloods that had just arrived”.  

He continued “Waratah’s are the pinnacle of society, and this school produces the pinnacle of Waratah’s. I look out among you, and I know not what your careers will be but pick well, you may meet your life partner here. I met mine here as well. She was a nice Waratah from a dormant bloodline, very powerful, very strong, very pure. 

I took this job to make sure young Waratahs, became the strongest they could possibly be and to your kindergartners, even though you are still incomplete, I encourage you to take full advantage of all your academic opportunities. 

If you want to become powerful you must start young, as for the school rules, please refrain from sneaking out at night and if you do always take your school I.D. After all this is a government building, and without your student I.D they don't know you from a burglar. 

Very few people have ever snuck around here and lived to tell the tale. Classes are Monday to Thursday, please show up on time and I beg of you, do not befoul the name of this school, for then you'll befoul my name. 

We can't have that, can we?” He made a gesture of cutting his own throat with his finger as he said that last bit. He ordered “kindergartners follow the elf, oh and read the school bulletin board for outbound areas”. 

The teacher in the weird cloak, send to the principle “Sir you forgot to list off all the dangers this school might have”. He shrugged his shoulders and said “do you have any idea how many times I have to do this tonight. I would much rather be in bed, but politicians can't be choosers”. 

The rich girl looked at him and said, “You're not a politician you're a principle”. All the students who had been here, for more than 2 minutes gasped in terror. I got the feeling that this principle was a real piece of work. I also got the feeling that that crack about his wife, was a shot at half-bloods. And that meant I wanted to see this girl destroy him. 

the principal spat his eyes bulging “you dare” just as the teacher in the tweed jacket whispered clearly in his ear “she's the daughter of an Australian high council member”. 

All of a sudden he looked terrified. He gave a quick smirk, then said “let bygones be bygones, and children be children shall we? off you pop follow the elf”. Everyone went to follow the Elf who was leading us away from the cave. 

The teacher who had no idea about human Waratahs having mental costumes, each handed us our I.D cards. Saying “school I.D’s get them while they’re hot and don't lose them”. I grabbed mine, as I was led away by an elf. 

She ordered, “turn right at this corridor”. The kindergarteners were all following her. She led us down the hallway, across an Oval, and into a corridor, into a library, through a bookshelf and there we were. We were directly in the middle of a massive room. 

Or maybe it just seemed massive because I was so tiny. So, I looked again, it really was huge. I was tiny, and it was huge. the elf explained that she was on night guard and grabbed a staff that started to glow. The elf sat on a chair, appearing ever ready.

a teacher came in finally, she explained “OK, I’m Miss Andromeda, and I will be your teacher first thing tomorrow. Remember the caves are off-limits, and so are many parts of the school grounds. Tri-Spear library and all the other areas are also used by many political figures. 

All the off-limits areas have signage, all the government areas have gryphons on them. Keep your I.D's on you at all times, and remember, without your I.D we have no idea whether you're a student. Plus, they can get you into any assigned areas. 

There will be day Trips into, London, North Bank, and Vancouver. but don't go into any of these, without a student guide. Make sure you're always with a student age 60 or older. I have been sent to tell you that you will be sleeping on the main grounds tonight, sleeping bag should be included in your itinerary. Goodnight and I'll see you tomorrow”. She walked right out of the bookcase, and into the library. I knew at that moment, this was about to get good”.
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Chapter Five
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Ice Cream and a Trip Down the Drain

During the night, something happened that no one intended. 

At least consciously, I woke up the next morning at roughly 4 a.m and found myself hugging Gwen. We both jumped up and made is scared sound. she stuttered “this never happened!”. I wasn't happy this happened either. 

My sister and all the other kids were still asleep, and I asked, “do you wanna go to another room and talk about this?”. she whispered, “I don't think I want talk to you about anything”. I asked “I think I saw a fridge over by that door. Maybe they have icy poles?”. 

Her willpower crumbled, and she said “I would love an icy pole”. We wandered over to the fridge, and I grabbed a rope off the floor, and tied what appeared to be a puzzle piece into the rope, and with that, I threw the rope from the floor to the freezer’s handle. 

I pulled and it opened. Gwen took a Sandman out of her pocket. He unshrank, and he jumped up and grabbed two buckets of ice cream out of the freezer. I used the rope to close the door. 

Gwen thought “where did you learn to turn a puzzle piece into a grapple?”. I answered, “I've had to be pretty resourceful in my time”. Her Sandman looked at me, I asked his name, he told me “Tri, my name is Tri. I'm kind of Gwen’s bodyguard slash servant”. Gwen asked, “are you going to tell people what I am?”. 

I responded, “you're a half-elf not a vampire, Why're you this ashamed of having both Elvin and Waratah heritage?”. “You really don't know” she sighed. I replied, “actually no I don't”. She responded “fine you want to know the truth? My father is  Lockblood. Simon is one of the most influential figures on the Australian High Council of Waratah’s. 

He was respected, he was honoured, and had been married for 137 years, before he had me”. I suddenly realized why she was so testy about people knowing who she was. I didn't pay attention to politics, so I genuinely had no idea, but I could kind of understand why she wanted to have her origins covered up. 

In turn my demeanour had definitely changed. I stuttered “I, I didn't know the name Lockblood. So, if the other kids figure out that there's a half-elf with that last name, they’re gunna figure it out immediately”. 

She sighed, “that's the long and short of it”. I replied, “my mum runs a trashy teen magazine, and my other parent, is literally the manifestation of lies. I'm not exactly gunna fire missile in a glass house”. 

Tri, Gwen’s apparent bodyguard explained “you might be OK with your back story, but Gwen definitely isn't. Can you respect that?”. I responded, “I can, and I'm sorry for your father's actions. not that I'm saying I wish you weren't born”. 

Gwen seemed quite confused, she asked me “you mean you don't care?”. I responded, “I care but I'm judging your dad to high hell instead of you”. She seemed confused by this, as if this was a foreign concept. we both ate the ice cream, even though we weren’t meant to have it. 

Eventually, we just put the ice cream box back in the freezer. now no one would know who tampered with it. I looked out of the window and saw the stars in the sky. I wondered just how infinite it was. And just how tiny I was. I looked at the sky and saw millions of different lights. And our light was only one. 

so, I walked into the library. It was really quite peaceful this time of night, and well it was only the first day, but eventually class would start. The teacher from before stood in the centre of the room. 

The time was nine o'clock, and I had a new goal. I was going to be the 13th person to be able to break in and out of Tri Spear Academy. I will add my name to that list, and I will be Legend. 

The teacher had to sit down on the mat. Apparently, all the teachers do a raffle to see who would be in charge of kindergarten every day because no one wanted the position. So, Miss Andromeda explained “now, who wants to learn how a Waratahs powers work?”. 

My hand was raised in the air so high, I almost pulled a muscle”. The teacher explained “you see the Waratah gene allows the body to produce what is known as unstable particles. These particles are kept in existence by the human body, These particles can literally become anything! 

They become whatever the Waratah is portraying at the time. Whatever you wear you become, but also whatever you believe you are, you become as well". I actually didn't know that. I thought there was no known scientific explanation for a Waratah’s powers. 

Honestly, I couldn't think of a scientific explanation, but this was a game changer. I got my powers from stabilized unstable particles. I put up my hand and asked, “just how many particles and what kinds are there?”. 

she answered “a little bit of everything really. hydrogen, nitrogen, copper, uranium, these particles rematerialize based on whatever the wearer symbolizes”. This was incredible, but the rest of the kids seemed restless. She wound up saying, “alright story-time in two hours. 

I'll be at the ready with the story, you kids have free time until then”. and let me tell you, I found out an ordinary day at a Waratah daycare, is like an ordinary day at The Simpsons house. except with more nuclear crazy. A boy came up to me and whispered, “hey kid, you wanna sneak out of here?”. I queried “why?”. 

He whispered “because, I've got a free pass, to a bunch of theme parks in London, and all we have to do is sneak out”. I got a vibe off of him, he seemed like the troublemaker but, not someone who was evil”. I queried “what's the plan?”. He whispered, “meet me by the fountain”. 

I shrugged my shoulders, thought what the heck, just as there was a volcano erupting inside. my little brother would've been proud. The girl who was reading the magazine upside down before, was playing a superhero versus supervillain game with a bunch of other kids. 

she bellowed “you can't defeat me Crimestoppers, I have the power now “as chunks from the mini volcano, broke out and smashed all over the place. the girl began to giggle maniacally, as lava started to flow and got dangerously close to the kids”. 

I was starting to see why not many teachers wanted to do the kindergarten lesson. and I hoped we’d have a qualified teacher each day. because it would take someone pretty good to stop all this chaos! 

I met the kid by the sink, and he whispered “I've got an anti-gravity belt, and a shrinking bracelet. If we go through this tap, we can make it to the theme parks in no time. I'll be punching a buzz lightyear in the nuts before lunchtime”. I thought out loud “Eh, there were worse ways to spend a Tuesday morning”. 

I grabbed the boy’s hand and all of a sudden we shrunk down to the size of an ant. I queried, “how do we get in the sink genius?”. He replied, “we do it the old-fashioned way, with an anti-gravity belt!”. I asked, “that's the old-fashioned way?”. “yes” he answered as he turned off gravity, and jumped upward.

It was roughly about 10 minutes before we reached the summit. The kid’s superhero fight amping up! Molten rock trapped this super-hero speedster in place for now as a human covered in green fire, launched the fireball directly at the girl I had met the night before”. A boy wearing weights became a hero with smash hands. 

the speedster vibrated his molecules out of the lava and punched his smasher into the fountain! the smasher got up, and the water was flowing onto the floor. I was about the size of an ant, so I didn't quite appreciate almost drowning. I gasped the air, as power thrashed across the room, and we went pouring into the drain on the floor.

I screamed at the top of my lungs, as we went plummeting over the edge. I fell faster and faster until I could fall no faster. The damp stink of the air stung my nose. 

I could smell the mold in the pipes, and the water splashing on my face, I could even drown in a droplet. This is bad because at this size, I was less likely to fall to my death, and more likely to drown in a single droplet of water! 

He got flushed further into the pipe, and honestly it was like the most dangerous waterslide I had ever been on! Not that I've been on a massive amount of water slides. Eventually we came to a halt, after twisting and turning for more than half an hour. The boy bellowed “woo we’re gunna miss story-time".

I asked, “are you serious, not only are we lost but we're in the microworlds now! A place for thousands of millions of creatures, who could all kill us in a mument. We need to become stronger than them, what's the most powerful costume you have?”. he answered “Super Dude do do do do”. 

I replied, “it'll have to do, put it on”. He asked “this is so cool, what are we going to do first when we get out of here?”. He said putting on his Super Dude costume. I answered, “is a big if not a when”. he grunted, and I put on my cat person costume. 

I looked off and saw a drain. I thought out loud “you know, I was pretty sure that this place would have anti size shifter defenses. Wouldn't they have to keep up with modern criminals?”. 

He smirked and said “you worry too much” as I did a cat jump, and fired a grapple arrow, which hit directly into the top and I started climbing. He flew up slowly, wondering what the heck I was doing. 

he asked, “want a lift?”. I answered halfway up, “yes please” as I jumped into his arms. He flew me up and I said “you know you're not so bad, I thought we were completely outclassed by the creatures at this size but, now I completely understand. You’re the most powerful Waratah I've ever met”. 

I went to kiss him, he leaned in. and just before our lips touched, I grabbed his shrink ray”. We were completely out of the drain, we'd come out just inside the North-B  ank Museum. He stuttered “what the heck" as I explained, “I got the shrink ray. And now we’re on my terms”. he ordered, “I could cut you in half with my laser vision”. I replied, “Perhaps, but then you go to jail”. He grunted and went to punch me but I flipped him over with ease. I replied, “you know we can still work together”, he went for another attack. But I dodged it despite having the less powerful costume. 

He fired a few punches, but I sized us both up with the Shrinking bracelet. He bellowed “we’re finally outside” Only for a janitor to just walk by and say, “You know this is a museum right?”. The boy grunted “A museum, I went outside only to get stuck in a freaking museum. That bites man!”. I whispered, “Who’s that over there?”. 

I bolted after them, racing to catch up with them. I didn’t wanna lose them, apparently, there were two of them. One of them ran into a closet, the other one tripped up. I looked at the person who was on the floor, it was Gwen. 

Her Sandman stood with one of his arms pointing directly at me. It would be a lot less threatening if he couldn’t shoot out sleepy dust right at me, or have the equivalent of a ballista on his arm.

I asked, “What are you doing here?”. Tri answered “Not everyone wants to play superhero. We thought we would join in with you and play microworlds”. I asked, “How many people decided to play microworlds?”. Tri replied, “Only us and glitch”. 

I queried, “how the heck did we manage to escape? Shouldn’t they have better security on the pipes?”. Tri explained, “ Their pipe security is brilliant. Many size shifters tried to get in, but we managed to sneak around because of our student ID’s”. 

It was lucky I took the teachers advice, and took my ID with me. Gwen explained “ a lot of the officials sneak through the pipes when they need to. But everyone knows exactly who they are and where they’re going”. While we were talking, I heard someone sneak out of the closet. I asked, “Who just ran out of the closet?”. They both looked at each other. Tri asked, “ Who ran out of what

closet?”. 

My costumed putty tat nose flared, and I saw exactly what the others couldn’t. Someone was under an invisibility sheet. I whispered, “O.K for the next 10 minutes we all have to trust each other”. Gwen stuttered, “What’s happening? Are you just making stuff up?”. I whispered, “ There’s someone in this room with us. Not Waratah, not human”. 

They all understood. Tri even seemed to be a bit nervous. I pounced, hitting someone who was beyond sight. Or as you might know it “invisible”. This person was in a dark cloak, but even the all black of that cloak, couldn’t escape the radiating blue light coming from this person. Tri’s face looked like it might fall off. He looked at her again and again, like he didn’t understand what he was seeing. 

Tri stumbled and spoke as if he didn’t really believe he was there “This thing, It shouldn’t exist”. He raised his arm ballista without even realising. He didn’t even realise it was up. Maybe it was because he was a Sandman. But he knew something that we didn’t. I got warier than i’ve ever been. It was clear to everyone involved, this was a standoff!
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Chapter Six
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Stand-off

––––––––
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Whoever this strange girl was, she clearly possessed a lot of power. My feline-human costume wasn’t going to cut it when it came to power, but I didn’t have time to get changed. 

But on the flip the more power a waratah wielded while in costume, the quicker they tired out. Gwen was going to get tired pretty quickly with her costume. So, this form would have to do. Meanwhile, Gwen was getting into another costume. She had immediately become, a green-skinned sorcerer. 

And I could sense a powerful aura coming off of this costume. It was clear this costume was her ace in the hole. Her answer to a battle of gods!”. 

Whatever this girl was, she pulled out a scythe out of the non-being. Which is one of the only things Waratahs can’t do. Pull something out of nowhere. The standoff intensified, I eventually worked up the courage to ask, “who are you?”. She explained, “I can't say”. With my feline eyes, I noticed her robe had the word “Nightlight” in big capital letters, this made me wonder a bit.

who was she, and even though the letters were capital, they were very, very small and carefully placed. She made a bolt for the exit, me and Gwen went in for the chase! She cut through an exhibit, she had entered the space exhibit. she threw the scythe right at Gwen. Gwen ordered, “I've got this”.

I responded, “I've never had backup before, what the heck. I hope you’re better at this than you are at birdwatching”. Gwen’s new form quickly opened a portal and quickly got in front of the whatever this being was. Gwen was using portals to counter the scythe and block them like an expert. 

Gwen was about to get the upper hand, when the girl switched forms, to that of a superpowered alien. This being’s fist went directly through the portal, and short an energy blast, which Gwen was hardly able to block.

but I showed up jumping from side to side and fired an arrow at the energy blast. Gwen was dry at the mouth from using her powers. She would have more endurance as she got older. It blew up and clearly drew the attention of the museum staff.

everyone was rushing to see what the explosion was, we all portalled out with Gwen's costume. We were on the streets now, and I whispered, “we should probably sneak back in”.

As I activated the shrink-ray and guided us through the water once more. We made it back just in time for story time, Tri who was in disguise as a Waratah student, peered up at the photo board. Miss Andromeda explained, “I am going to give you the best advice you will ever get! Don't ever have a glass of wine, I know it's annoying waiting 118 years, but there's a good reason you have to!”. 

My sister yelled at Miss Andromeda “humans get to do it!”. Miss Andromeda eyed Silvia, she gave her strong retort “humans can't level a city block, if they wear the wrong clothes! Always remember your power”.  My sister stayed silent even though she was angry. She hated being a toddler again, she hated every minute of it. Every second, she wanted to be a teenager once more, but it just wasn't in the cards.
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Chapter Seven
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The Advice of May, and the Words of Lie

––––––––
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Later that night me, Gwen and Tri, had all gathered in the library. Gwen had asked Tri, who was seemingly still in shock, to explain to her why the heck he stayed out of the fight. She asked over and over, but Tri seemed to still be attempting to comprehend what had happened. 

Tri explained, “the Sandmen had come up with a theory Once Upon a time, a theory of a being. A Binary-Demi species, a quantum mechanical entity, that is both half something, and two of something”. I spoke up “if I had to guess, I would say half-human............ half streaming service or something like that”.

Tri looked at me impressed. He explained “it might be a little hard to tell people considering several 100 distinguished scientists said something like that could never exist. But I know what I saw, and I can't ignore it”. I felt an immense understanding for what Sandman culture must be like. They are warrior people, proud people.

people of science. but the existence of a Binary-Demi species was troubling. I asked, “is there a teacher we could go to, outside of the normal circles?”. Then I realised one person I could possibly go to. I admit I had a better relationship with her than I had with my own mother. Well, my human mother, but my point still stands. If I were to delve into that resource, it would be incredibly hard for anyone but
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