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  Author's Note
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Dear reader, 

Just a friendly PSA: this series is based in Australia, and guess what? There are Australians in Australia. Many of us are foul-mouthed and use Aussie slang on a daily basis and this is reflected in this book. So heed my warning, all who enter here. There are a few F-bombs scattered within these pages. Don’t say I didn’t warn you! If you require clarification on any Australian terms, please reach out. I’d love to hear from you!

The Magic and Motherhood series incorporates names of real locations in Australia that are used for authenticity but fictionalised. Please ensure you do your own research if you decide to visit these landmarks. For example (and I feel this should be self-explanatory), there is no magica sanctuary beside Australia Zoo!

If you want to keep up to date with the latest news from me, make sure you sign up to my monthly newsletter.

https://altippett.com/latest-updates/subscribe/


Thanks for taking a trip down under with me!
A. L. Tippett






  
  Chapter one
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I was going to die. 
My lungs were burning, my legs were on fire, and I didn’t know how much longer I could keep running. I was pretty sure I was about to paint the ground a charming shade of pink. Whoever thought it was a good idea to eat strawberries and cream on pancakes before this ordeal needed to get their head looked at. I’d be having a stern chat with Nic about her breakfast choices – if I made it out of this cave alive. 
Another magica reared up out of the boulders to my right. It was a fire wyrm. If I hadn’t been doing my best to avoid being brutally mauled, I would have paused to admire its iridescent crimson scales as it slithered towards me. It might have been only a few metres long, but that didn’t stop my heart pounding even more loudly when its chest glowed orange as it prepared to breathe fire. Biting back a squeal, I dropped into a forward roll to avoid the flames it was spewing towards me. 
Speaking of spew… 
Nope, there was no time to be sick. I’d throw up once I’d finished not dying. 
Regaining my feet after my roll – albeit a little clumsily – I reefed open the zipper on the bum bag attached to my armour and snatched a bead from inside it. I only had four types for this exercise, so I breathed a sigh of relief when I managed to locate the smooth blue one on my first try. 
The wyrm bared its fangs and approached at speed. For a creature that had no legs, it was incredibly fast. I crushed the bead in my fist and threw up a magical shield of water just in time to protect me from a second jet of flame. The fire wyrm screeched its frustration but continued snaking forward, intent on eating me. 
Ignoring my instincts that were screaming at me to run in the opposite direction, I turned and barrelled towards the magica. The legless, wingless sub-species of dragon slowed its chase and an uncharacteristic expression of confusion clouded its eyes. Even the wyrm couldn’t believe what it was seeing. What an incredibly dumb move for its quarry to make – or so it must have been thinking. But I had a plan. 
I just hoped it would work. Otherwise, I really might get fried. 
I gritted my teeth with grim determination and plunged my hand back into the bum bag. The wyrm looked like it couldn’t believe its luck when I ran straight at its gaping maw. As I leapt towards its face, it opened wide and waited for dinner to deliver itself. 
Instead of handing myself over on a silver platter, I skidded to a halt in front of its snout and pulled out another bead. This one was metallic white. I smashed it between my hands and squeezed my eyes tightly shut, but even so the brilliant flash of white light it blasted out hurt my eyes. 
There was a thud in front of me. I opened my eyes and blinked furiously, desperately trying to restore my vision. Fuzzy shapes started to appear. After a few more blinks I could finally see properly. The wyrm was crumpled in front of me; when I looked more closely, I noticed that its eyes had turned opaque. 
All the adrenalin left my body and my legs turned to jelly. If I’d remembered my training right, it wasn’t dead but merely paralysed. I allowed my legs to give way and slumped down in front of the magica, the coolness of the rock beneath me a welcome relief. Holding out my shaking hand in front of its snout, I felt its deep and steady breaths. 
The fire wyrm was the third magica I’d battled that morning, and the most challenging. I was spent. Glaring at the camera in the corner of the training room that had been spelled to look like a cave, I shouted, “That’s quite enough for one morning, you f— frilled-neck lizards! Let me out of here!” 
There was a shimmering in the cave wall to my right and a wooden door appeared magically out of thin air. Hoisting myself off the ground with a groan, I stumbled over to it. As I glanced behind me, I tallied my battles and smiled. I’d distracted the mimic-bird with a mirror, calmed the ice-hound with the scent of lavender, and paralysed the fire wyrm with a flash bead. A year ago, that wasn’t a sentence I’d thought I would ever say. 
A hand clapped me on the shoulder and pulled me through the doorway. Altan’s face split into a wide grin. “You did good. You should be proud. I know I am.”
If my face hadn’t already been red from the exertion I would have blushed at his praise. 
“Barry was watching the video from his office. I know he’ll have liked your work too. He wants to have a chat with you.” He beckoned me to follow him. 
As we walked through the halls of head office away from the battle chamber, Altan briefed me on what to expect. “Just a heads up, Barry will try to derail you with puns. Sometimes it feels like he’s the office father figure and he absolutely embraces that role, Dad jokes included. Feel free to ignore them, but he’ll like you even more if you have a pun for him in return. Some people say that working as an assessor over the decades has exposed him to a few too many magical attacks and addled his brain, but my theory is that he uses humour as a sort of armour. When people underestimate him, he always comes out on top.”
I was panting so much after my workout with the magicas and from matching the sphinx’s long stride that there wasn’t much point in trying to respond. I was more than happy to let him control the conversation while I focussed on breathing. It also gave me time for the pancake-related churning in my stomach to settle down. 
“Before we visit Barry, we’ll do a quick detour to the lunchroom. I’m going to introduce you to the others now that you’re finally at work on a weekday. Once that’s done and we’ve seen Barry, we’ll stop by Caroline to get your armour recharged.”
“Recharged?” 
“Yes. It works in the same way as wards on your home or car. Did you think the magic that allows it to switch between flexible and heavy duty lasts forever?”
“Erm… I hadn’t really thought about it.” 
Altan snorted. “Righty-oh, then. Just like your security wards around your house, your armour needs to be recharged frequently otherwise the magic will fade over time. It’ll vanish even faster if you’re taking damage all the time, so if you’ve had a few hits from magicas you’ll need to get it recharged sooner rather than later. Does that make sense?”
“I think so. If I’m getting beaten up by you or a magica multiple times a week, I need to visit Caroline sooner. If I’m just writing reports and interviewing people, I can wait a bit.” 
“That’s it.” 
“Do you know exactly how many hits I can take?” 
“No, not really. Could be three, could be ten. Depends on how big they are.” 
“Awesome,” I said sarcastically. “That sounds super specific and easy to manage.” 
He grinned. “That’s part of the fun.” 
“You and I have very different ideas of fun.” 
He chuckled but didn’t respond as he led me up another flight of stairs. Where was an elevator when you needed one? I glared at his back suspiciously. He’d better not be avoiding elevators in an effort to improve my fitness. 
We wound through the many halls of MagicAssess until we arrived in a large hall. Two long trestle tables pretty much filled the space, and there was a serving counter at one end with a large fridge filled with brightly coloured drinks beside it. I checked my watch: it was almost lunchtime. I’d been in the training session far longer than I realised. 
Three figures were sitting at one of the tables and they all turned their heads towards us as we entered. The green-haired pixie, Caroline, perked up when she saw me and gave an exuberant wave. The woman and man sitting opposite her appeared to be human at first glance, but I didn’t want to assume anything. 
My eyes were drawn to the woman as she stood. If there was ever a person who fit the description of ‘battle-hardened’, it was she. Leathery face, crow’s feet, callouses, muscles upon muscles; she wore them all like they were part of her uniform. Her hair had been shaved into a buzz cut and she was dressed in full armour. Although she was older than me by maybe a decade, she looked like she had the ability to kill me before I even thought about taking another step. 
When I’d taken on the job of insurance assessor, I had half-expected the soft middles and pale skin that were the usual fair for deskbound workers. I’d certainly never imagined warrior-princess vibes from my new colleagues.
My steps faltered as I approached. She was one intimidating lady. I didn’t even know if I was brave enough to call her a lady. She probably preferred to go by ‘ripper’ or ‘warrior’, or something equally frightening. 
Striding towards me, she thrust out her hand and I flinched before shaking it. Her grip nearly crushed my fingers. I resisted the urge to flex my fingers and check they weren’t all broken after she released me. “So,” she drawled, “this is the new recruit?” She had a distinct Kiwi accent; she must have been from New Zealand originally. 
“Yup!” Caroline was endlessly enthusiastic and didn’t seem to notice the terror in my eyes. She danced over to me, stretched up onto her tiptoes and pecked me on the cheek. “Good to see you, lovely,” she chirped. “Everyone, this is Trix. Trix, this is everyone.” She gave a tinkling laugh, then took pity on me and pointed at the woman. “This is Rosalyn, one of the senior assessors at MagicAssess.” 
The woman wrinkled her nose and corrected the pixie. “Just call me Ros.” 
“T...Tr...Trix,” I stammered. My cheeks warmed and I cleared my throat before trying again. “My name is Beatrix, but everyone calls me Trix.” I glanced between her and the pixie. “But Caroline already told you that.” I was suddenly conscious that I probably stank from sweating through my ordeal in the battle chamber. So much for good first impressions. 
Caroline snorted. “Yeah, I did, but I failed to mention that Ros is the boss’s daughter.” She gave a wicked cackle at the death stare Ros gave her. 
I stared at my friend in horror. I would never feel safe laughing in that woman’s face. Ros crossed her arms and shook her head in disgust. “You know I hate it when you introduce me like that. Yes, Barry is my father, but just because I’m the boss’s daughter doesn’t mean I get any special treatment. You can bet your ass that I’ll be working as hard as the next person.” She spoke somewhat defensively, and I wondered what had happened in the past to make her so prickly about her relationship to Barry. 
Caroline grinned at her testiness. 
Altan smirked but, unlike Caroline, I was certain he could sense my apprehension. He said, “Trix has just impressed your dad in the battle chamber. Obviously, that’s all thanks to me and my impressive training skills.” He crossed his arms smugly. 
Ros looked me up and down and raised an eyebrow. I gulped: she was terrifying. 
I’d almost forgotten about the dark-haired guy who’d been standing off to the side but now he approached and held out his hand. He appeared to be in his thirties, and there was something about his face that instantly made me think of a slug. His grip was weak, especially compared to Ros’s, and I struggled not to judge him immediately. 
“I’m Dave,” he said with an air of authority. “I’ve just come back from finalising a job.” He put his hands on his hips and puffed out his chest. 
I noticed that his hair was carefully styled; I wouldn’t have thought that people who were regularly battling magicas would use that much product, but what did I know? 
“Got it all tied up in less than twelve hours. I think that might be a new record,” he gloated. 
Ros snorted. “You might have finalised your paperwork, boy, but did you actually do it right this time?” she countered. 
I saw his hackles rise at her condescending tone and he shot her a sullen expression. His attitude was worse than a teen – and I should know. My teenage daughter was a saint compared to him. 
“That wasn’t my fault,” he seethed. “If that woman had just accepted responsibility...”
“Ha!” Ros barked a laugh. “Like you can lecture about accepting responsibility!” She turned her back on Dave and returned her attention to me. “Altan gave me the lowdown about what happened in Bowen. Your first claim was pretty full on. How are you holding up?” 
Her accent was strong, but her warm tone surprised me. Maybe she was a softie at heart, like a Doberman. They might look as if they could eat you alive, but they were really just big teddy bears. 
“I was exhausted when we got back,” I said. “After we flew home, Altan made me use a healing bead and I slept for more than twelve hours. I was still lethargic the next day, so I spent my first day at home filling out the report and napping. But it was worth it to get to the bottom of it.” 
I paused, unsure how much I should open up to the boss’s daughter but then dismissed the thought; that was probably why she didn’t like to tell people about their relationship. “The claim itself was... Well, it was pretty overwhelming, but I learnt a lot.” I shrugged nonchalantly, doing my best to fit in with the cool kids. “Plus, I got to eat mango sorbet, so it was a win-win.”
Ros snorted. “Nice. Mango sorbet always makes life better.” 
Dave’s phone rang, interrupting the conversation. He excused himself to answer it. 
Altan squeezed my shoulder. “Sorry, ladies, but we must keep going. We’re off to have a chat to Barry, but since you’re here, Caroline, can you arrange to recharge Trix’s armour sometime this week?” 
The pixie gave a jaunty salute. “Certainly can, Altan.” 
“Perfect. Thank you. Trix, let’s go.” 
I gave an awkward wave to my new colleagues, then breathed a sigh of relief as we left the lunchroom. That could have gone much worse. My first official day at head office wasn’t turning out so badly after all. 






  
  Chapter two
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The soft glow of a fish tank was the first thing I noticed when we arrived outside Barry’s office. It was set into the hallway wall beside an open door that offered a glimpse inside the room. The blue LED light and soft current pushing the live coral around told me it was a saltwater tank. 
I admired the healthy-looking clownfish and blue tangs. It wasn’t many years ago that my daughter would have been gleefully telling everyone about how she’d seen Dory and Nemo. Of course she was too old for that now. 
I sighed. How quickly the years disappeared. It felt like only yesterday that Millie had been relying on me to survive, and now she was a young woman getting ready to forge her own path. 
I shook my head to stop my reminiscing and walked through the open door with Altan following behind me. I was immediately impressed by the wall-to-wall bookshelves. Some of the titles looked to be insurance-related textbooks, but quite a few of them were about spell craft and magica breeds. My mouth dropped open. What I wouldn’t give to chill out in here for a few days and do nothing but read. 
A large glass window took up the fourth wall behind the massive mahogany desk. The man sitting at the computer monitor stood. He looked to be in his sixties, with light stubble and silver flecks through his dark hair. As the boss, I’d half-expected him to wear a suit but he was dressed in the same style of armour as I was. 
As he closed in on us, his grey eyes exuded warmth. He stuck out his hand. “Nice to finally meet you, Trix. Altan’s told me all about you. I’m Barry Keeling, head assessor, trainer and safety officer at MagicAssess.” 
My eyebrows shot up. “That’s a lot of hats.” 
He chuckled. “I’ve always liked hats. My personal favourite is a fedora.”
I frowned. “Wait, what?” Glancing at Altan, I stage whispered, “Why are we talking about hats?”
Altan snickered then murmured, “Remember what I said.” 
A-ha: the dad jokes had already begun. But if this was a test to see how I tolerated them, I couldn’t let him derail me. I narrowed my eyes a little before waving my hand towards his armour. “I’m not here to talk about hats. But speaking of things we put on our bodies, I see that you are wearing armour. Are you heading out to a job?” 
His eyes twinkled at my redirection before he shook his head. “Always be prepared. It’s the assessor’s motto.”
“Ah, yes. Altan has drilled that one into me.”
Barry smiled. “I don’t doubt it. As I’m sure Altan has also explained to you, the industry is in crisis and we’re trying hard to employ more assessors to ease the load on the existing ones.” 
He cast a hand back towards his computer screen. The battle chamber where I’d been fighting magicas was still on display. “On that note, I’ve got to say not bad, kid.” He scrubbed a hand over his silver stubble. “Not bad at all.” 
His tone was complimentary and, combined with his Kiwi accent, made my insides feel all warm and fuzzy. Altan was right: Barry was like a father figure. 
“You’ve been training with Altan for a couple of months now, yeah?” he asked.
“Five weeks,” I corrected.
“You’re a quick study. Sure, there’s a lot of work to be done but it’s a solid foundation. Keep at it. Let me know if you need additional support and I’ll see what we can do. We’re a family here, and we look out for each other.” 
Altan piped up. “I’ve found her natural ability to assess danger and take instinctive action remarkable for someone with no prior training. Her skillset needs to be expanded and, as we discussed before she came onboard, her relevant job experience is non-existent but she did brilliantly with the missing mango claim. She’s an asset to the team.” 
I gave a bashful smile at his compliment and butterflies erupted in my stomach. I did my best to tamp them down; I should not be reacting this strongly to his compliments. 
Barry nodded slowly. “I can see that. I have high hopes for you, kid.”
“Thank you, sir.” 
“We don’t stand on ceremony here. Barry is fine.” He strode back to his desk and picked up his mobile phone. “Don’t go anywhere, I have a job for you both. But first…” He tapped the screen and held the phone to his ear. “Dave, get up here now,” he barked. 
I watched his demeanour change as he went from warm father figure to cold soldier in a matter of seconds. I shivered. Note to self: don’t get on the wrong side of this man. 
Barry hung up and put down his phone before picking up a thin manila folder and my work tablet from the desk. Altan and I shared a quizzical look. Why was Dave being summoned when we were getting a job? Had I done something wrong? Was he wanting someone else to train me? 
My stomach dropped. What if he ordered me to pair with Dave for the next job? The thought of not working with Altan was terrible, especially while I was still finding my feet. 
Barry passed the folder to Altan and the tablet to me. “Before we talk about this claim, I want to discuss your ongoing training, Trix.” 
He perched on the edge of his desk, but he didn’t invite us to take a seat, so I assumed we wouldn’t be there much longer. “Based on the video footage of your time in the battle chamber, I’d say your fitness is on track. It could certainly be improved, but considering Altan said you’ve been stuck behind a desk or at home with your kid for more than a decade, I’d say you’re doing pretty well. But don’t slack off. I need you to be able to outrun a harpy before the next round in there, okay?” 
I gulped but nodded anyway. Frick-a-fracking frog’s legs. I really didn’t want to face a harpy. 
“Considering how you dealt with the three different magicas in there today, your general knowledge about magical creatures appears to be solid. Keep studying, though. There’s always more to learn. You never know when a random piece of information will save your ass. However, I want you to do more combat training. You need a broad knowledge of ranged and melee weapons, as well as hand-to-hand.” 
He looked at Altan. “Maybe have her focus on your preferred combat style to start with. With the workload we have right now, you might need to train outside office hours. I’m sorry about that, but keep track of your extra hours and we’ll compensate you.”
I held up my hand. “Wait a sec. Are you saying you’re going to pay me to exercise?”
Barry grinned, but Altan interrupted before he could respond. “Don’t get too excited, Trix. We’ll start off by learning Brazilian Jiu Jitsu for self-defence. Trust me, you’ll be cursing Barry and his overtime money for the first few weeks when you’re in constant pain from the new muscles you’ll be using.”
My head swivelled between the two men as I tried to figure out if they were joking. 
Before I could work it out, there was a loud knock at the door and Dave walked in. The temperature in the room dropped and the smile on Barry’s face disappeared. He crossed his arms and waited silently for Dave to stop beside Altan. Then he said abruptly, “We’ve got a problem, Dave. I want to talk about the claim for the fire damage at the magica sanctuary that operates beside Australia Zoo in Beerwah. Based on what I could understand of your notes, it appears you have ruled it as natural causes?” 
Dave shrugged dispassionately. “Yeah. It was a bushfire that broke the wards and caused some damage.” 
The icy glare that Barry directed at Dave had me shaking in my boots. “A bushfire,” he repeated slowly. “A bushfire that broke the wards that were placed there specifically to avoid fire damage.” 
He took a deep breath. “Having reviewed your report, I can see no reason why you dismissed it as natural. There is still a small chance that it was just a bushfire, but I see a lot more that suggests it was arson, possibly magical based. You didn’t even interview the employees.” 
The sullen pout on Dave’s lips made him even more unattractive. “It’s not my fault,” he whined. “The fire brigade ruled it as natural causes and the police aren’t suspicious, so what’s the problem?” 
Barry’s eyes narrowed and I was glad his disappointment wasn’t being turned on me. “The human beings, who have limited magical training, have ruled it as natural so that means you don’t need to do your job?” Sarcasm dripped from every word. 
Dave attempted to mimic Barry’s posture by crossing his arms and puffing himself up. “Just tell the insurer to pay the claim. What does it matter?” 
“Our job is to provide a comprehensive report on all claims that come through our door. Excellence in this job isn’t optional, it is expected. You know that.” 
“Piss off!” 
I flinched at the venom in Dave’s voice. How he dared to speak like that to the boss was beyond me. 
Barry frowned and took a step forward. “Careful, Dave,” he growled. 
“Nah, this is fucked,” Dave retaliated. “I’ve busted my ass for you for years. MagicAssess is losing people every year, meaning we all have to work overtime to keep up with the claims. We need more staff and all you’ve done is import this Pommie prick.” He glared at Altan. “And now you’ve taken on an unqualified and incompetent sheila! Fuck this. I’m taking my annual leave. Sort your shit out or I won’t come back.” 
He stormed out of the office, slamming the door behind him. A heavy silence hung in the air for a few long seconds. I realised my mouth was catching flies, so I hurriedly clipped it shut. 
Altan glared at the door and muttered, “He is a major problem.” 
Sighing, Barry rubbed a hand over his face. “He might be, but we shouldn’t be too tough on him. He took Jessica’s death harder than anyone else here.” He glanced at me. “She was the latest assessor to lose her life. And he does have a point. We do need more staff.” 
He suddenly sounded weary. “It’s a vicious circle. I need to employ more people but those people have to be properly trained and I don’t have the spare staff to focus on training new recruits. If we put on too many at once and don’t provide adequate training, the mortality rate among assessors will rise. We’re screwed if we do and screwed if we don’t.” 
He flopped down in his black-leather office chair. “This is why I’m hoping this experiment with you two will work: intensive on-the-job training so we don’t wind up with a backlog of claims while you get to learn the ropes under supervision.” He raised his eyebrows at me. “I really need to make this work so we can bring in new people. Please don’t die, Trix.”
I snorted. “I’m not planning on it,” I said. 
At the same time, Altan muttered, “I won’t let her.” 
Clearing his throat, Barry waved at the file. “Back to the claim.” 
I pressed the home button on my tablet while Altan opened the folder and examined the paper version. The file was already open on my screen, so I flicked through the few photos that Dave had snapped while Altan looked at the printouts. 
“I’ve reassigned the file to your account, Trix,” Barry said, “but I wanted to give a quick verbal handover about the claim. Last week, a fire broke out at the Magica Sanctuary of Queensland, damaging a boundary fence and some of the enclosures. No deaths or injuries of humans or creatures were reported, and nothing was stolen. As you heard, the fire service, the police, and Dave have all ruled the fire as having natural causes. 
“The claim that’s been lodged is only for property damage. We need to ensure it wasn’t started deliberately by the owners because the insurer won’t cover arson. We also need to review their policy to make sure there are no limits or exclusions to their cover. Lastly, we have to make sure that the figure they’re claiming is fair and reasonable for the damage sustained. The report that Dave has provided is very basic. I’ll admit he’s not my best employee, but this is scant even by his standards.” 
He shrugged. “Grief does funny things to people.” When Altan snorted, Barry gently reprimanded him. “Try not to judge him too harshly. Give him some time to get his head back on straight.”
“You’re too nice, Barry,” said Altan. 
“I’ll remember that next time you ask for annual leave,” our boss said with a grin. “There’s a small chance that Dave is right and it’s not arson, but my gut is saying it was. However, was it a random attack that the insurer will cover, or was it started by the owner or an employee? That’s what I need you to figure out.”
Feeling uncertain about the job, I blew out a steadying breath. I caught Barry’s eye and offered a tentative smile. His features softened. 
“Try not to stress too much,” he told me. “You’ve got Altan to guide you, and I’m here if you need anything else. So long as there are no dragons or drop bears hanging about, I’m sure you’ll be fine.” He flashed a smile. “Good luck! And remember what I told you.”
I frowned. “Which part?” 
“Don’t die.” 






  
  Chapter three
[image: ]

“There’s no time like the present,” Altan announced as soon as we left Barry’s office. “Let’s head off now and take care of the initial interviews.” 
It didn’t take us long to navigate our way out of the city of Brisbane onto the M1, which we followed north. It would take close to an hour of driving on the highway to reach our destination. I wondered if we could head straight back home to Maroochydore from there since Altan had driven me to work that morning. 
My personal phone pinged with a text message.
Mum – Valerie Greenstone


I’ll see you and Millie later tonight.


Anger immediately curdled in my gut as I stared at the text from my mother. I hadn’t heard from her since she’d announced she was coming to visit after Altan and I had closed the claim for the Big Mango. I’d texted and called her to find out when precisely I could expect her and had no response. Now she was just breezing in with no notice and no thought of anyone else’s needs. 
I frowned as I reread the message. Was I supposed to pick her up from the airport? Was she meeting us at our house? “I’ve got to make a phone call,” I said to Altan. 
My call to my mother went straight to voicemail and I harrumphed as I waited for her recorded message to end. Finally I was able to ask her to call me back so I knew what the plan was, then I texted her and even followed through with an email for good measure. I stared at the screen for a minute but gave up when there was no reply. 
I threw my phone into my handbag a little more viciously than it deserved. Altan glanced at me before returning his focus to the road. “Do you want to talk about it?” 
“Nope,” I said curtly and stared sullenly out the window. 
The silence stretched between us for a few minutes. Finally, I pushed my worries about my mother out of my head. It wasn’t Altan’s fault that she was a flaky piece of poop, and I shouldn’t take my frustrations out on him. Clearing my throat, I said, “So, let’s discuss the claim. Where is this sanctuary? Did Barry say something about it being connected with Australia Zoo?” 
“Sort of. The Magica Sanctuary of Queensland, or MSQ, is its own entity but is situated beside Australia Zoo in Beerwah. The zoo handles the mundane animals while the sanctuary helps injured or ill magicas on their road to recovery and eventually to return to the wild.” 
“That’s awesome! I hadn’t heard about the sanctuary, but I love Australia Zoo!” I gushed. “I haven’t been there for years but it used to be awesome. That’s Irwin’s legacy. Everybody loved Steve.” 
I put on a stronger than usual Aussie accent and
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