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Hello my name is Daphne Bluestone... I grew up in a place called the Omniversal Fable Hotel which has  given authors the power to make their worlds into reality  through wearable omniversal 3D printer technology. And then they start to buy houses in the different universes and then they turn those houses into parts of a hotel connecting each house they buy with wormholes.

But there are people like me who live in the hotel who don't have a lot of money or education options. So my mother had a choice to make about my education. She couldn't enroll me in a modern Fable Hotel School where I would be taught modern information, but the only Fable Hotel schools we could afford were an underfunded dump of a school.

But then there was another option.... We could go to an elite private school in some backwards era like the 1950s.

The only chance I had at a successful career was the 1950s school... The school that my mother decided on was a private school run by nuns and the church that was very, very strict. One event at this school shaped me more than anything else in my life. 

It was a rainy afternoon in the 1950s, my mother had dropped me at school via the hotel public transport. And I was humming away at my desk writing in a book I had created out of recycled paper. 

I had been working on this book all term, everyday after class I had snuck into the teachers recycling bin and taken out some slips of relatively unused paper. 

And with the power of a pen, I have written every word in that book. 

The teacher said to us as we were about to leave the school for the day... “Now girls, I want to emphasize the importance of moral character. 

This school will not stand for anything less than the perfect highborn female student... and some of the behaviour I have been seeing lately, such as running around in the halls and creating your own cards out of paper from the literal bin, with stupid made up monsters on them... this is on godly behaviour and I will have it squashed”

The teacher was at the front of the class with the cane in hand, she looked out over everyone and then she saw me writing away with my book. She grabbed my book off me and snatched it off my desk... 

I screamed at her “hey give it back”

This teacher, this nun stood up in front of the entire class and said “what is this trash?”...

Even today years later I can still hear that word ringing in my ears. She looked inside for a few moments and then said “this is rubbish”. 

She started tearing it up and I screamed in defiance. She yelled “I will ignore that outburst of Hysteria...”

She had torn the book into three pieces and threw it in the bin... I made a race for the bin to see what, if anything, could be salvaged... 

She snapped at me angrily “back to your seat now you're getting 10 lashes for that”

After school I stood up to the teacher still weeping after she had destroyed my book. She looked at me angrily... she said “you should know better by now Daphne...”

I wept as I started to say these words “that book was my pride and joy. I put an entire term of work into it... and you destroyed it in five seconds without thinking twice...” Tears were still streaming down my face. “You are a monster!”

She snapped “don't worry sweetheart, we’ll beat that out of you soon enough”

She hit me once with the lash on my hand. I told her she went for the second lash “I will become an author and get an author gauntlet. Just like H.G Wells. I will get that book out of the trash through whatever space time travel I have to do... and then I will make you remember what you did to me for the rest of your life... 

I will become an author and recreate that book if it's the last thing I do.”

A few years later I walked up to my friend's window, the night air was cold and I tapped on his window.

It was a cold morning in the Omniversal fable hotel. A leaf fell off of a tree outside the hotel room window. My half brother was sleeping soundly in his bed, snoring away happily. Then, someone crept in through the window furthest from his door.

Xavier slept, but his ear twitched slightly. Then, the figure wandered up to the side of his bed, and it said in his ear “Xavier, Xavier, come quick... I have news from the future” Xavier woke up, startled, and said “who the” and then pointed the multiversal eraser at me... I grabbed it out of his hands. He snapped, “I knew it... the little girl in the blue raincoat, it was you all along.”

I told him “don't worry about that persona now.... I have dozens of secret identities. You need to know the facts, I got us tickets in Xavier.... I got us both in....”

He asked “what, what the hell are you on about?”

I explained “an author gauntlet, the multiversal 3D printers that print your books as their own realities... I finally got one.”

“WHAT, you have a multiversal 3D Printer?”, asked Xavier?” I responded, “yes, and it is printing Waratahs of North Bank right now... and it is printing Storyverse... Those are two books that I wrote... I got you a coffee”

He said “thank you... I think... get out of my room”.

I explained “this thing can let us do anything... we can do anything in my multiverses... and your first response is get out of my room? We live in the multiversal Fable Hotel Xavier, that's a hotel that brings cartoons to life, for freaking hotel rooms. We can do anything...

IT’S A FABLE HOTEL EPISODE”

“Please no”, said Xavier... “Wait! Does anything include ice cream for breakfast?”
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PART 2: ICE CREAM FOR BREAKFAST - 1\12\2016
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I looked at my half brother who was devouring the ice cream waffle syrup first. The author gauntlet is an odd device, that fits perfectly on my wrist. It is mostly white, with circuits coming out of it. And the device has a symbol on the top of the gauntlet. The symbol of the book it is printing. Xavier looked at me, and then said to me “so, that thing is literally printing a universe right now... like right now!!!”

“Yep” I said, taking a spoon full of waffles into my mouth. “It is printing a universe right now... and I have psychic control of that universe....”

I have spent years publishing books on my own, self publishing through a website. Making worlds of my own. 

But the teachers in the 1950s school were much harsher. I had spent an entire term  working on a book. I wrote it by hand, with paper, and put my heart and soul into it.

One of the nuns saw me drawing in class, she snatched it off me, and then called it garbage. She threw it in the bin, tearing it up. Saying to the class, and i can hear these words still in my brain “this filth is sinful... take note children”

Everything I have done in my author career has been to make that one moment right. To recreate that one book.

I told Xavier, “so, I finally did it... this is hard work!!!”

Xavier said “I like your Storyverse book.... The first one, where Tessa gets her powers”

I told him “I like it too... It is so cool. But I am a Storyverse and the Time Ghost Curse fan...”

I heard something scuttling around our feet so I looked at the ground. I couldn't see what made the noise but I made a mental note to  inspect this place for rats. Too many horror stories have been brought to life by the Fable Hotel.”

I told Xavier, “Beans gave me an invitation to the museum Bulla Bardip  if you want to go there at 9:00.”

Xavier asked me if I was working on any new inventions. I told him that I was working on the starter hunting gear from “The War of the Internet Trolls”... that was a pretty good Book by W.P Stonehill.”

The bartender came out from behind the counter and said “I don't know why I am serving ice cream and milkshakes at 1:00 a.m.... But can we please move this along? It's 1 AM and I am at work.”

Xavier asked, “so, what device can it do?”

I responded “you want to see what a homemade Author Gauntlet can do?”

2 MINUTES LATER

SOON ENOUGH, we had teleported into Beanz’s room. She said “don't wake me hoomans”.

I told her “we're not human... my dad is the wizard upstairs, and same for Xavier...”

Xavier said “you teleported into her room... that's crazy”

Beanz’s eyes opened... she instinctively said “cash is in the banks, art is on the walls, steal my dads Rollex please.”

We walked out of Beanz’s room, and wandered into her family's hallway. I said to Xavier “so, teleport”

We arrived at the museum Bulla Bardip. The time is 9AM... I told Xavier “so, sorry I woke you up at 1 in the morning... Neurotypicals need coffee right?”

“I need pancakes,” he snapped. And so, we stopped by a restaurant in the Waratah’s of Northbank world. TRI SPEAR Pancake House... the Waratah’s Pancake house”

Xavier said, “Can I have cream, ice cream, and honey, and maple syrup, candy sauce, and caramel.”

I told Xavier “just a few things... We are getting older. The Monstrum doesn't attack children. And even powerhouse empires like the Life Bringers, NeuroDiverse, the Dream Walkers, the Night Guard, the Cosmic Witches, all of them don't usually attack kids... but we are getting older. And we have to pick our side.”

A voice came from the front door, it said “sounds like an engineering issue”.

I told Beanz “I think you may be right... so, do you want to enter a story today?”

Beanz explained “foolish hoomans... I don't need pancakes, I need cream. Who needs dishes when you’re half cat.”
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