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    to my buddy cooba, you are awsome... hopefuly through since i can pull a frankenstine and bring you back!
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I’m Awake at 3:02 in the Morning

When a book is written a pocket, universe is made to witch the characters are born into. These universes are linked together in a pan-dimensional web. This is called the Storyverse. Only a being called an interpreter can enter the Storyverce. An author in possession of binding rings can use the power of all the worlds they’ve made.

But who am I? My name is Tessa Storm. This story is starts in my bed room at 3:02AM. I never wake my mum up before 5:00AM. It’s important to set boundaries.

Last year my mentor, Missy tried to make a very powerful artefact. This artefact Is known as a Ring of Everything. It grants it’s wearer the power of every fictional universe. It combines the powers of the 5 forbidden books. These books were written by Shakespeare’s daughter. Abagail Shakespeare. The forbidden stories were found buried under Fremantle Prison on summers turn. They were dug up and published. They are dangerous beyond all recognition. A ringlet (a ringlet is a tiny person who can run on land, water or air. They deliver massages for interpreters) came running at next to the speed of sound and smashed into my window. The glass shattered and I jumped. I replied “by god, you scared me. Do you know how much it will cost to fix the window? The ringlet replied “I delivered the message. Your window is just collateral damage.

I yelled “what is the package! WHO IS IT FROM!” the ringlet replied “it’s from Snow’s family they sent your mother a dinner invitation. But they sent you something..... a baby sitting request. They thought Snow might need some backup. He turned a tiny parcel into a big parcel. Like a shrink ray. Ringlets can shrink or upsize anything accept themselves. I grabbed the parcel. It said 

Dear Miss Storm.

We would appreciate it if you could babysit our youngest daughters Petal and Petra this Friday. The job pays $50 an hour. Sincerely 

Natalie Moon.

Fifty dollars an hour, that is a lot of money for a baby sitting job. But why would they pay so much? I called Snow on my cell phone. She answered “hi, this is Snow. What’s up Tessa? I told her “your mum wants us to babysit your youngest sisters this Friday. I thought since my mum was going out Friday we could babysit Ted, Todd, Petal and Petra together. Snow replied “sure. I am really appreciative of the help. I need every ounce of help I can get. You don’t mind explosions, sonic attacks, lasers, falling from great heights or being chased around the house with a lawn mower do you?” I told her “we dealt with a highly powerful witch trying to forge the most powerful artefact ever. What are four little kids”. Snow answered “you’ll find out” Snow hung up. Then I heard a scream from my mum’s room. I rushed through the hallway. I opened my mum’s door. It turned out my window wasn’t the only one the ringlet broke. Shattered glass filled the air. My mum’s bed side window had been shattered. The ringlet who was apparently named Cedric yelled “I don’t know why you humans worry so much about the broken windows. I delivered the package did I not?”. My mum read the letter “

Dear Mrs Storm.

As you know my daughter Snow has befriended your daughter Tessa. I would like to have dinner at your place next Friday. I’ve already arranged baby sitters. They could take care of your youngest Ted and Todd. 

Sincerely Natalie Moon.

I replied, “hey mum, guess who’s there babysitter?”.
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Snow’s Sisters are Insane.

Eventually Friday came. I had faced unspeakable odds before. But nothing compared to this. I would have to babysit Petal and Petra. I knocked on the door. Ted and Todd stood behind me. There house wasn’t what I expected. Snow didn’t act like a rich kid. But her house wasn’t big by neighbourhood standards. but her house had 6 story’s, a backyard the size of a football field and enough land to safely house 100 people. You don’t want me to describe the other houses in the neighbourhood. Their front lawn was a garden. One which I sensed a lot of Storyverse protection around the house. They had a rock monster guarding the window. They had 3 gargoyles patrolling the perimeter and defence tech that probably came from a spy base in some spy movie. Add all of that with magical defences and monster body guards. I told Ted and Todd “this place is heavily guarded. There are monsters guarding the door. I think I can penetrate them, but you need to be the little, smart, insane, geniuses you were born to be. I am authorising any and all devious means to get inside that house”. You should have seen the cheeky smile that crept across their faces. I took the first step into the garden. Nothing happened. I was about 5 meters in when something crazy happened. A scorpion monster jumped out. If I hadn’t jumped into the flight or fight position I might have died. I yelled “STORY FIRE!!!!” a rainbow coloured fire burst out of my hand and cut the scorpions tail off. The pincers came attacking in vengeful fury. I saw a guard enchantment coming up. It wouldn’t explode a scorpion watch dog. Or at least not without a little help. I took off one shoe. I jumped over the trap. The scorpion stepped onto the trap but since it was here to protect the house the enchantment was designed to leave it alone. So, I threw my shoe onto the guard enchantment.

KABOOM

The scorpion was turned to pulp. Bits of it were everywhere. I heard a voice coming from the house. It said “dear god. I am so sorry about the houses protective measure’s. I’ll shut them off right away. The garden made a path for me. I ran through it. I saw a woman in her early 30’s dressed in a black bath robe with a suit underneath it. I greeted “you must be Natalie. How nice to finally meet you”. Natalie responded “you must be Tessa. I can’t say I approve of you making my daughter fight the insane fugitive known as Missy but most interpreter’s would have died before they got that far into the garden. You must be powerful”.  Ted and Todd rushed in. They stood right next to me. Natalie gave me a talisman. She said “wear it around your neck at ALL times. Without it you can’t let anyone in or out of the house. Don’t let either of the kid’s get it. Ok good bye”. She frantically rushed out the door as if she wanted to get out before the house exploded. Snow walked up to me, she replied “I take it mum didn’t tell you why she pays baby sitters $50 dollars an hour”. I told her “I know, they are huge trouble makers. But I’ve babysat Ted and Todd. Picture a shark. Now give that shark legs and a twin. Id rather baby sit the shark”.

Snow responded “ok. Imagine, Ted and Todd with the power of a small god. They are half Anatharachian. Anatharachians were from a book a kid wrote for school back in the 1950s.  After the teacher threw them in the bin they escaped and multiplied”.

I asked, “where are they now?” Snow replied “I have no idea. But remember, there is no messing with pure evil”. I saw two faces peek around the corner. They looked innocent. But these were the dreaded Petal and Petra. Petra asked “are you our baby sitter? You know what happened to our last baby sitter?” Snow shivered “they are somewhere on the surface of the moon”. Then Petal asked Petra “Wanna have some fun with them? What game should we play?”

Petra said, “shrink them and chase them around like giant’s.” “nah” replied Petal.

Petal asked, “make them into dolls?” “nah”, argued Petra. Ted suggested “hunt us
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