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Notes from the Authors: 

Alex here. I had a ton of fun with this, being able to work with like-minded 
people and with my friends. I definitely recommend this to anyone else 
who wants to do something like this. Also, Richard’s trenchcoat is from his 
father, for the record. We were going to have it play more of a part, but 
didn’t get around to it. XD 

I would like to dedicate my contribution to Great Grandma Moo. Just like I 
promised. M.P.H. 

Well, I’m Lucy. Just like to say I had an immense amount of fun with this 
and I would recommend this to any aspiring authors. To Erica, you don’t 
know what you missed out on. 

Yo it’s Jack. Just a quick note saying that I had a great time, loved the 
pressure, working as a team and taking on countless problems head on 
(Directly to the forehead).     
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Prologue 

THERE WAS A large roar, a 
screaming mass of joy and 
disappointment that echoed 
around the stadium. The crowd 
was on its feet, watching the 
final marathon runners with 
bated breath. The runners on 
the track stumbled onwards, the 
already fallen limping and 
panting towards the howling 
mob. A tower, silver and bright, 
towered above the gathered 
crowd, the large white orb at its 
top pulsing gently with a myriad 
of lights. 

A blond girl ran onwards, her 
white legs flashing to a steady 
rhythm only she could hear. Her 
green eyes were narrowed 
against the sweat plastering her 
hair to her pale skin, her breath 
rasping harshly in her lungs. She 
powered on, unstoppable and 

fiercely determined, until the sudden silence surrounding her distracted 
her, made her legs stumble, her foot catch and the girl fall. 

With a curse, she landed hard on the red track. Her eyes widened in 
confusion when no jeers or cheers accompanied her fall, the prevailing 
silence ominous and intense. The sweat on her body felt suddenly cold, and 
then green eyes fell upon the reason for the sudden quiet. 

A dingo had appeared on the marathon track, staggering and bleeding. The 
rusty, dusty coat was bedraggled, and even from her position the runner 
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could see its wounds wept green. She scrambled upright, stumbling and 
scared, as the dingo howled mournfully. 

It was, to her estimation, over four metres high and at least five metres 
long. It was far larger than any dingo she had ever seen, and she felt her 
heart pound heavily, her chest feeling tight and her breathing suddenly 
laboured. 

A quiet murmur swept the stadium as the creature collapsed near the finish 
line, its paw twitching slightly. The blond-haired girl felt herself drawn 
towards it, her heart unwilling to abandon an animal in such pain, despite 
its terrifying size. Its teeth gleamed ivory yellow in the dim sunlight, and she 
could feel its shuddering breaths on her face. Its body looked swollen, 
unnatural, like the size it had grown had been forced onto it, stretching 
body and bone in a way that nature had never intended. 

Its eyes, yellow and bright in the too-big face, turned towards the silver 
tower. The girl rested a hand on the heaving flank and turned towards the 
tower curiously. The pulsing of the colours had become suddenly erratic, 
and the runner felt a growl vibrating in the ribs beneath her hand. A lick of a 
tongue, too dry and hot and red with blood, prompted her to turn her gaze 
back to the pulsing lights, changing faster and faster. 

The girl, near-white hair falling loose from its normal strict ponytail, uttered 
a gasping, choking cry. The tower itself had begun to glow, the orb 
becoming blinding. Pale, ashen under her tan, the runner felt herself turn 
away as the light appeared to pulse outwards, a gravity defying collection of 
colours that whispered and murmured with the voices of thousands. 

Another pulse, and the runner crumpled to the ground beside the deathly 
still dingo. Her hair, streaked dark with sweat, trembled finely as the very 
ground itself appeared to move. A blade of grass beside her fingers began 
to grow at a rapid rate, and the last pulse enveloped Sydney. 

The light bathed the city in crimson blood and eerie green, a large klaxon 
alarm blaring through the empty streets. There was a rustling, barely heard, 
more felt than seen, that whispered through minds long accustomed to the 
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blankness of unconscious life and sped up something never meant to be 
moved past its natural limit. The lights grew brighter, more intense in both 
colour and vibrancy 

A ring of light shot out from the orb, shaped like the rings of Saturn, 
coloured blue and white and echoed by a hundred thousand screams of 
excitement and, simultaneously, pain.. The next ring shone bright green and 
shining gold, and every plant in Sydney began to twist in on itself, a murmur 
rising from the very earth itself. Red and sunny yellow followed  orange and 
vibrant brown, each pulse making the plants grow and curl tighter within 
themselves.  

The stadium began to empty, the only figures remaining bathed in the pale 
purple glow of the orb, its final pulsating moments bathing the city in a 
rainbow of terrifying shades, the whole light spectrum shimmering across 
the pale blue sky of the rapidly quieting city. 

Alone on a red-rainbow track, the white-blond girl with the sea green eyes 
lay next to the dusty, rusty dingo with the shining yellow gaze. The dingo 
stilled as the last of the light faded from the clear skies, and somewhere in a 
silver tower a deep scream echoed with bone-deep agony. 
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Chapter 1 

THERE WAS THE sound of feet running, the gap between each footstep 
sounding unnaturally still in the silent city. A harsh panting echoed amongst 
the quiet streets, the sound of far-off shouts and a mob running reaching 
sharp ears. The dark-haired man stumbled suddenly, a long-fingered hand 
catching himself against a vine-covered wall, and he jerked back hurriedly 
when several smaller vines began to wrap around his hand. There was a 
murmured, heard more in his mind than by his ears, and then an enraged 
shriek nearly split his eardrums. The vines retracted themselves from the 
wall and stumbled forwards, detaching completely from the building and 
merging itself into a vaguely humanoid shape. The plant lunged at him, 
balancing on two thick vines, and the man’s murky brown eyes widened 
even as he stumbled away. 

There was a shout behind him, and the man cursed. There was the plant, 
swaying in front of him, and behind him a mob of dirty, snarling humans 
approached. 

“There’s nowhere to run, Anniversairre,” said one, a scrawny human 
encased in green goo and filth. “You’ll pay today for what your father and 
Bio-tech Industries turned this city into.” 

Goddammit. the man cursed, his impressive height no use against the 
steadily advancing group of rag-tag humans, numbering at least twenty. He 
knew, also, that soon more would join in on hunting the son of Anthony. 
Anthony Anniversairre had been responsible for the building of the 
Machine, and now Richard was taking the blame as the only living member 
of the Anniversairre family and living in Sydney. 

Richard took a deep breath then sagged deliberately. He kept his breath 
even and low, watching the approaching mob darkly from beneath his 
brows. A smirk flirted with the edge of his mouth, even as the plants on the 
surrounding walls began to stir. After living without a home for over two 
months, Richard had learnt that both the whitecoat mutants and the plants 
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were attracted to the vibrations in the earth and loud voices. If he acted 
defeated, the mob was likely to attack full-force. 

Maybe, if I play this right… Maybe I could escape. Oh, god, I hope this 
works… Richard began to back away, towards the swaying plant with the 
large, thorn-filled mouth and the dripping green vines. The murmuring grew 
louder in the depths of his mind, and Richard realised the plant was 
attempting to call his name. The enchanting whispers grew louder, and for 
a moment Richard forgot his plans, forgot the mob, forgot everything 
around and inside him, and began to approach the plant in a spore-induced 
haze. Someone called his name angrily from behind him, but Richard 
ignored them, vision focused only on the beguiling green voice calling him 
onwards. The plant began to salivate a green, sticky substance, and its 
mouth opened in preparation. The shout and consequent charge of the 
mob in front of him shook Richard from the beguiling plant spores effect, 
and he turned on his heel to run down a side alley. He was heading towards 
the old square. Heavy footfalls and angry shouts followed his fleeing back, 
and Richard felt his chest constricting with both panic and exertion. He 
stumbled, rolled and ran onwards, noting a flash of white-blond hair in his 
peripheral but more concerned with his impending doom than mysterious 
hair-things. 
 

The square was his only chance, the last entrance to the safe sewers for the 
next mile. Richard knew that, weak as he was, and having been running for 
the past hour or so, if he could not reach the sewers in time, and the safe 
parts of them, he would be caught, beaten and probably killed by the 
irrationally angry mob running hard after him. 

Too late, Richard noticed the dark hole in front of him, and his feet 
stumbled in an attempt to slow down. He caught his foot on a rock and 
watched, aware but detached, as his body flew forwards in an ungainly 
tumble, disappearing deep into the fathomless depths of the caved in alley 
A faint gasp was the only sound escaping his lips before 
darkness encroached upon his vision, a flash of blonde hair and 
browned skin his last aware memory. 
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Chapter 2 

I AM RUNNING. Not running away. Just running. the runner thought, 
speeding down the deserted main street.  

I love running. When I run nothing else seems to matter. The rock in my 
shoes, the dust in my throat, the blood on my legs.  

She was in the central plaza of the city, moving towards the apartments on 
the south side.  

None of it matters. Just the breath in my lungs and the twin pounding of the 
blood in my head and my feet on the pavement.  

Something had spooked the runner. She began to sprint outright. And fear, 
she thought. Ever since the calamity two months ago fear has been my 
constant companion. It is true what they say about fear. It keeps you on 
your toes. Or in my case it keeps me running. 

The girl looked and acted as if she was in her early twenties, but at only 
eighteen, she used to run marathons with the best of them. However, after 
the tower had malfunctioned and transformed Sydney, anyone not affected 
stayed cowering in their homes.  

The runner was different. She had to do something in the face of disaster, 
even if it was only pumping iron. Almost home. She turned into a deserted 
ally and turned again on to her street. Well, she almost turned onto her 
street, but something stopped her just at the entrance. There was a sound, 
loud and powerful, sweeping through the four lane street. Yelling, shouting 
and the familiar pounding of running feet.  

“Oh, no.” 

The runner knew that sound. The mob had found a new target. She could 
see him now. Running towards her was a man, younger than herself, with 
black hair and trench coat pursued by at least seventy people. The runner 
pressed herself close to the wall in the hope that they wouldn’t notice her. 
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The man fled passed her and the runner felt a pang of sadness when she 
saw that he was as bruised and shabby as she was. The man was trying to 
reason with the mob. Pleading innocence. Idiot, she thought. It’s a mob; it 
doesn’t care. Without warning the man tripped in a pot hole, fell, rolled, 
and was back on his feet again.  

“Yes, go trench-coat!” she yelled 

The man was heading towards an alleyway, presumably with a destination 
in mind. 

He might have escaped them but terror distracted the man and, in the 
gloom, didn’t see the collapsed ground in front of him. This time he didn’t 
recover and he fell into the gaping hole into the sewers below. The mob 
stopped suddenly, both they and the runner saw a hoard of mutant white 
coats climb out of the sewers and approach them. Fear of the strange men 
forced the mob to flee.  

The girl was torn. The mutants obviously wanted to do something to the 
man. She might be able to save him if she was fast enough. But in doing so 
she could get killed. A stranger’s life or self-preservation? The runner 
hesitated. In the corner of her eye the girl glimpsed a giant dingo. Just like 
the one on the race track two months ago. Sudden fear shot through her 
veins and gouged her into action. She sprinted to the prone figure of the 
man in the trench coat. 
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Chapter 3 

RICHARD CRACKED OPEN his eyes and saw a mutated white coat loom over 
him. Reaching out to him with a thorny hand… and then terror turned to 
dumfounded shock as a young blonde lady dropkicked the white coat in the 
head. 

“Oh… hi. Um, thanks.” Richard said. 

“…no problem,” She helped him up, warily keeping her distance.  

“My name’s Richard. Yours?”  

“None of your business.” The girl sighed slightly. “Sorry, that was uncalled 
for. I’m Samantha. Just call me Sam.” 

“Right, Sam it is.” 

Sam took a deep breath. She needed a partner and this Richard guy looked 
like a strong person. “Look. I don’t know why that mob was chasing you but 
ever since the tower exploded two months ago my life expectancy has 
shortened dramatically. In short, I need a partner.” 

The last sentence came out in a rush. And Richard detected a slight blush as 
Samantha spoke. 

“Uh huh.” 

“Good. Do you have a place to stay? I don’t want to risk running into the 
mob again.” 

“Um, sure.” Then it was Richard’s to blush, “but it isn’t the prettiest place, 
and it’s a little damp.” 

*** 
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Long hours later, the two were 
walking through the dank sewer 
system. Richard pulled out a 
map that apparently led to his 
home. At least, Sam thought it 
was a map. ‘Lines and a scribble’ 
is being nice to it, she thought. 

Richard’s home turned out to be 
a side tunnel in one of the larger 
sewer pipes. It smelt exactly like 
Sam had imagined it would; like 
a toilet that hadn’t been cleaned 
for a hundred years. The bed 
that Sam was sitting on had 
been dragged out of a nearby 
apartment. There was also a 
chair that Richard was now 
sitting on, an old suit case, and a 
long, metal pipe propped up 

near the entrance. 

Richard broke the silence. “So why do you… I mean, why did you…”  

“Save you? That’s easy. I need someone to have my back. I can tell you have 
skills. My parkour can only get me so far.” Sam was surprised by how 
honest she was being. There was something about Richard that she trusted. 
“What made you accept my offer?” 

Richard paused. “You saved my life. It would have been rude not to.” 

“Do I detect a hint of chivalry? Who exactly are you?” Sam instantly became 
suspicious. 

“I suppose that you should know. For all his flaws my father always told me 
to be honest.” 
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Richard took a deep breath and his new friend his story.  

*** 

“Please say something,” Richard said. “I feel like I’m talking to a wall here.” 

“You’re saying that my city is destroyed, my garden has turned against me, 
and my running career is in ruins, because of your father?” 

“…yes,” Richard whispered. 

“I hate you.” 

“Really?” 

“Okay, maybe only a little.” 

“Thanks, I guess.” An uncomfortable silence followed. “I live here because 
my mother kicked me out,” Richard said. 

“Oh. Damn.” Sam suddenly felt awkward. 

“After my father disappeared, my mother went mad. She blamed me for his 
disappearance and wouldn’t let me near the grounds. I left our mansion in 
the outback and came back here to my father’s work, but mutations had 
caused all of the normal people to panic. I found these sewers and stayed 
because they were safe.” A chorus of howls echoed through the tunnels. 
“At least most of the time. The mutants usually don’t bother them if you 
don’t bother them.”  

Sam felt a prickling between her shoulder blades. Turning her head she saw 
at least ten white coats blocking the open sewer gates. 

“Yeah. At least most of the time right?” 

“Into the tunnels. Run!” 
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Richard grabbed his pipe from where it rested as the pair ran out of 
Richard’s sewer pipe and fled deeper into the tunnels. 

After ten minutes of sprinting the Richard judged that they had outrun the 
white coats.  

“I don’t blame her though,” Richard said as they slowed down. The pause 
had grown longer than the tunnel. 

“Who?” 

“My mother. I mean, what she did to me was wrong, and I didn’t deserve it, 
but grief does funny things to a person’s mind, and… what if I did?” Sam 
couldn’t tell but she thought Richard might have been confessing inner guilt 
at his past. That ticked Sam off.  

You idiot. Why are you telling me this? This isn’t the time to be collapsing on 
me. Why did I even bother rescuing you? How did you survive these past 
months if you start blubbering every time you open your mouth? 

Sam’s internal rant distracted her from Richard’s next sentence.  

“What about your family?” 

“My family wouldn’t want me weeping and wailing about things I can’t 
change. And if you want to survive down here I suggest you do the same.” 

“Sam…” Richard warned. 

“Oh, would you just be quiet!” Sam snapped. 

“No, really, Sam, behind you!” 

Sam turned around.  



16 
 

Chapter 4 

TODAY, THE CONSTRUCTION of Birthday Tower had finally been completed. 

I was able to stand at the top of the main building, and although it was very 

small compared to the high-rises in the city’s centre, the Machine above it 

dwarfed them all. It was a miracle of achievement, and my father standing 

with me was justifiably proud of his work. 

He spoke to me then. “Richard, all my life I’ve been working towards this 

moment, and I’m doing it all for you. Do you understand what I’m going to 

do? I’ve prepared a grand party for your eighteenth. My present to you – no, 

to the world, is to make it so much better.” 

I was awed by this claim, and he smiled. Although I’d heard it before, I asked 

him again what  

He replied: “This tower was built to house the Terraforming Device. When I 

activate this machine on your birthday, it will allow nature to work with 

humans instead of against them. First Sydney will be affected, but as the 

machine continues to work the area covered will expand. It will take a year 

or more, but eventually the whole world will be as paradise. Would you like 

that, Richard?” 

His words served to encourage me. I’ve had some doubts about this project 

of his, as it somehow doesn’t feel right for him to be doing what he is. Still, 

when he talked to me like this I couldn’t help but be happy over what he’s 

managed to achieve, and what he’s going to do for the world. What he said 

next, however, surprised me. 

“Of course, my son, I said that I’m doing this all for you. In fact, I know that 

you will be able to inherit my legacy and help the world and nature work 

together as they will be. No one knows more about this project than I do, 

and once I press the button to start it, I will endeavour to teach you all I 

know so that you will be able to continue my work.” 
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He hadn’t told me before about his plans for me, but once he left and I 

thought about it, I realised that it made sense with what he’d taught me. 

This helped me to almost completely settle the matter of whether or not my 

father was doing the right thing, but then I glanced out and the streets were 

curiously quiet for dusk. The only sign of life outside was a dingo, standing 

unnaturally on the corner of the road. 
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Chapter 5 

FEAR, THE ONLY word that could express what they were feeling as the 
sounds of the mutants got closer and closer. Richard and Sam ran and ran 
for what seemed like an eternity, the mutants never tiring, never slowing. 
Tireless soldiers, commanded by some unknown general. They turned a 
corner… and were met with a cave in; too steep to climb, the light of the 
sun seemingly taunting them with escape just out of reach. The mutants 
had them cornered; it was over. Feelings of despair, anger and 
hopelessness washed over the as they turned to face their pursuers. The 
mutants came closer, eyeing them with some inhuman look, closer and 
closer they came. Richard and Sam backed away until they were in contact 
with the rubble. The mutant at the head took another step, now level with 
the sunlight…and stopped, as did the rest of the horde as they came to join 
their leader. They spat and growled, gnashed their teeth and roared, but 
never came any closer. 

 Sam and Richard exchanged looks of concern and, of slight disbelief and 
maybe, hope. The mutants slowly started backing away, one by one, then in 
groups, until only the leader was left. He stared at them, locking eyes with 
Richard, brown meeting grey, who saw a feral intelligence, as well as a 
strange perversion of human sentience; looking at him with the curiosity a 
predator would a new type of prey. It was then Richard realised, these 
monsters that haunted the sewers, were still human, buried under the 
possession of the plants. It…no, he stared at Richard a moment more, 
raising its arm and pointing at him, before turning and fleeing with inhuman 
speed. Richard and Sam looked at each other, slowly smiling and laughing. 
They had both thought it was over, that everything was over. In their glee, 
they didn’t notice the silhouette of what could have been a dog, or maybe, 
a dingo… 

Their joy was short lived however, as they realised the mutants were still 
there, watching and waiting for them the leave their unexpected haven. 

“What are we going to do? We can’t just stay here.” said Sam, watching the 
mutants. 
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Richard looked around the rubble, looking for a way up, a foot hold or 
something, 

“Hey, look here.” Richard said, finding something metal looking object 
sticking out of the rubble. As Richard put his weight on it, it gave way, 
almost making him smack his face into the cement. As he took a step back 
he saw what he had accidently revealed. 

“Looks like a tunnel, do you think it goes all the way through?” Sam asked 
as she knelt down to examine it. 

Richard didn’t answer; all he could focus on was the blackness, the pitch 
black within the tunnel. 

“…Um…yeah...yeah I reckon, it looks like it was manmade, not an accident.” 

Sam nodded, getting down further to look down the tunnel. “Looks like 
we’re crawling, so, who’s going first?” 

Richard swallowed, stepping forward and getting on his hands and knees 
and entering the blackness. 
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Chapter 6 

WHAT HE EXPECTED was a long, arduous journey through the dark, instead 
what he got, was a terrifying plunge down a slide only a few meters past 
the entrance point of the tunnel. The slide only lasted a minute or two, 
flinging Richard out, landing on a soft, spongy surface. Sam came a minute 
later, almost landing on him. As they pulled themselves up, they looked at 
their surroundings and what they had landed on. Moss and ferns, that 
seemed to shift and move, as if all breathing at once. 

They moved forward, neither of them wishing the break this eerie, but 
calming silence. As the moved deeper into this new section of living 
tunnels, it got darker and darker, when the darkness reached its peak, they 
could barely see more than an arm’s length in front. The deeper they got, 
the more they were put on edge. In the skittering darkness, they could hear 
things moving and sliding, breaking and fixing, things crawling and hunting. 
Richards fear and paranoia reached a new height as he imagined all the 
dark and horrible things crawling at the edge of the darkness.  

Suddenly, the moss on the walls and floor began the glow a yellow 
reminiscent of a torch. And standing at the end of the tunnel, mere meters 
from them, was a decrepit looking mutant, with glowing yellow eyes. 
“You…you I know…” He said in a raspy voice, like fingernails over a black 
board, pointing at Richard. 
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“Son, you are his son…” The mutant continued on. “You are there for the 
beginning, when we became more, and less at the same time.” 

Richard stared at the man in front of him, his terrified mind conjuring and 
image of this man from his childhood. He was David Angelos, his father’s 
closest friend and head scientist for the project. 

“Little Richard. Why are you hear, in this darkest and brightest of places?” 

“We… we are here for the project. We need to shut it down. We need to fix 
what my father did.” 

David stared at him and then slowly shook his head. “I see young Richard. 
You wish to undo what was done, to bring down he who commanded us. If 
that is true, I will not stop you. But I must warn you.” The mutated scientist 
came closer, within arm’s length away and his voice dropped to a whisper. 
“There, is something, something that is the heart of this all. Something the 
plants call master, who whispers to us as well, for thous who choice to 
serve, it commands. We may not enter, but should you reach where it was 
begun, you will face something unknown, but that knows you well. It is 
hear, it listens, it knows.” The man smiled warmly at him “I saw you as a 
babe, and I see you know as a man. Your father would have been proud…” 
At this, vines shot from the walls, picking up the helpless man, holding him 
in mid-air as he screamed, then fell limp and was silent. 

Sam and Richard stoop transfixed at the man hanging above them, trying to 
understand and make sense of what he had said, but then, the body 
moved, then head rising up to stare straight at Richard, and in a voice that 
echoed, that rasped and groaned, that was one, but millions at once, that 
came from David and everywhere at the same time. “To me my thralls, 
serve the hive mind, bring them.” After a moment, as the voice echoed 
around the tunnel, not a true echo, but seemingly whispered by the plants 
themselves, the cries of other mutants was heard as they neared. 
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Chapter 7 

RICHARD THOUGHT ABOUT whether or not the man looming aggressively in 

front of him was same the man he had spent a fair part of his childhood 

with. He made a decision and leapt forward, swinging his fist towards 

David’s face. David dodged the blows by throwing himself backwards, 

lashing out with his feet catching Richard unawares, who was thrown 

backwards into the wall before slumping onto the floor. “Ahhh,” he cried, 

as pain shot through him.  

Samantha quickly struck out without remorse, following the strike with a 

flying kick which landed squarely on David’s face. Richard flipped himself 

back onto his feet, a trickle of blood flowing from a cut on his forehead, 

before launching himself at David with a cry. He became a flurry of 

punches, alternating angles but he found as he fought harder that David 

seemed to be able to block all of his hits. Sam suddenly rammed her heel 

into David’s stomach, temporally winding him as Richard jabbed with his 

fists at his exposed neck.  

David few into the concrete wall behind him and fell heavily to the floor. 

“We need to get out of here” yelled Sam as the sound of mutants echoed 

closer.   

“I know, but I’m kind of just a bit busy over here!” yelled back Richard, 

blocking a punch sent towards his chest. David began to raise again, his face 

twisted in anger. 

“You, puny human! How dare you fight us!” the mutant hissed, his voice 

echoing with the murmurs and rustlings of a thousand plants.  

“We fight you because you hurt our people.” Sam stated, and they both 

watched in horror as David literally began to grow in his anger. With a wet 

rip, vines tore from beneath his tattered clothes, and David began to 
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whisper-hiss in a language no human mind would be capable of 

understanding. Richard began to back away, but the excited rustling of the 

whitecoats and plants made him halt before he left the safety of the few 

rays of sunlight piercing the tangled roots above. 

Sam fell into a now-familiar stance and narrowed her green eyes at the 

waving tendrils. Sam knew her footing was precarious, as the towers 

explosion had made some of the city unstable and the loose rocks 

underfoot would make much of her fighting style both unusable and 

dangerous for everyone involved. The creature that was controlling David 

slithered closer on its vines, its mouth wide open and gleaming with thorny 

teeth. 

Richard moved closer to Samantha, and they shared a look before 

exploding into action in unison. Samantha charged straight at the creature, 

letting Richard dart forwards to grab his metal pipe whilst its attention was 

focused on Samantha. When several vines darted in his direction, Richard 

slammed them to the rubble-strewn floor and ran to take his place by 

Samantha’s side. Sam had already dealt with two of the main vines, but 

three still remained, and now they had to deal with the multitude of 

smaller, if weaker, vines that were emerging from the David-creature’s 

back. 

Sam charged again, Richard swinging his pipe with deadly accuracy, and 

soon Richard had struck David very, very hard squarely on his head. For a 

moment, David looked up into their eyes with perfect clarity, but then the 

alien consciousness clouded his eyes again. 

“You will not defeat us!” It hissed, body thrashing against the sleep trying to 

claim it. “Never, pathetic human!” It laughed, a horrible gurgling rasp, and 

in a last ditch effort it shot out a web of entangled vines towards the ceiling. 

The perfectly formed web covered every crack and crevice in the roots 

above, and the duo were plunged into darkness. Deep inside the tunnels, 
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something moaned hungrily. Richard and Samantha exchanged a look, and 

fled with the rustling of a thwarted predator after suddenly retreating prey. 
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Chapter 8 

STANDING IN THE lobby of my dad’s work building, I looked casually around 

the white-washed walls noticing how few people there were. Strange, as 

whenever I visited Dad, it was usually bustling.  My attention was dragged 

away from this unusual spectacle to the arrival of my Dad, emerging from 

one of the high-tech elevators.  

“Happy eighteenth birthday, son,” he said, pulling me into a bear hug as I 

looked into the warm grey eyes of my father.  

“Thanks, Dad,” I replied. 

“Are you ready to change the lives of millions of people?” he asked. 

I smiled and nodded, but on the inside I felt worried. For years, Dad had 

always carried on about doing his bit for the good for the world, and I could 

tell when he was all worked up about something. I personally blamed the 

psycho white-coats that he had to work with, day in, day out, and leaving no 

time for my Mum and I. With an arm around my shoulder, he led me into 

one of the big elevators. For some reason, two men were locking the doors 

to the building as the elevator doors slammed shut. I felt my stomach being 

dragged down as we rocketed skyward to the top floor.  

We slowed down and the elevators doors pinged open, revealing a group of 

twenty people standing silently watching us. I quickly glanced around at 

Dad. “What’s this?” I asked. 

He turned his face to mine, full of excitement. “This is the beginning of a 

new generation, what we’ve been working for.” He gestured around at the 

gathered crowd. “And you, my son, on your eighteenth birthday, will start 

the change!” he lead me to a podium standing directly underneath a huge 

silver tripod. With a sense of unreality I glanced up at the structure standing 

on top of the building. 
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“It looks like the Eiffel Tower, apart from the great sphere on the top.”  

“I suppose it does,” I heard Dad say, stopping me in front of the podium. I 

noted that it had a red button on the top. “Just one movement will change 

the history of mankind,” I heard a scientist croak behind me as I reached out 

to hover over the button.  

With my hand hovering over the button in the cool flowing air, I noticed 

something most unusual, craning my neck around to get a better look at the 

ledge in question. As a shape emerged into view, I gaped in shock at the 

silent dog-like shape of a dingo 

standing precariously on the opposite 

building’s edge, almost level with me 

and the crazy scientists. But, I 

thought, how could a dingo get into 

the city? Let alone on top of the 

building!? An odd feeling crept 

through me as the dingo held its 

brown flecked gaze with mine. I 

looked around and saw all of the 

scientists and Dad, the man I had 

known for my entire life, gazing at my outstretched hand with a crazed light 

in their eyes. I felt my hand slam down on the red button. Nothing happened 

for a second, then a blinding light shot out of  the sphere, engulfing 

everything below it.  
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Chapter 9 

RICHARD AND SAM ran for their lives. Battered and exhausted, they made 

their way through the intertwining tunnel systems. The puddles of murky 

water splashed up onto their shins as their feet kicked though it. Left, then 

straight. Richard turned back for a fraction of a second and saw the 

‘zombies’, for lack of a better word, gaining on them; they were only 50 

metres away now. 

“We’ve gotta move, Sam!”  

“Really!?” Sam laughed. “As if I hadn’t figured that out for myself?” 

They turned left again and then right, then right again. By now they could 

hear the moans of the ‘zombies’ as they echoed against the tunnels walls. 

“The exit should be somewhere around here!” yelled Samantha. “It just has 

to be!” 

 The ‘zombies’ were much closer now, five metres away at the most. The 

duo could even hear the rustling of the vines as they rushed forward 

towards them. 

“There!” yelled Richard, as he pointed at a source of light in the tunnels 

walls, “that must be it!” 

The duo rushed towards the source of light and sighed in relief when they 

saw the rusty ladder leading up to the surface, but their victory was short 

lived as a vine short out into the wall next to them. 

“Ladies first,” panted Richard, as Sam raced up the ladder. 

“Come on, slow-poke!”  

Richard hurriedly climbed up the ladder as the ‘zombies’ clawed at his feet. 
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Sam and Richard prepared to run when the ‘zombies’ appeared. But they 

didn’t. Richard slumped to the ground while Sam leaned over the catch her 

breath. 

“Well, that was fun,” panted Sam. “Exhausting, but fun.” 

“If that’s your definition of fun, I’d hate to see boring.” Sam laughed as she 

pulled Richard up. 

“We should get to the top of that building; it might give us a sense of where 

we are,” Sam suggested. 

“What are we waiting for, then?”  As soon as the words left Richard’s 

mouth, a terrible groan was heard from below as vines and ‘zombies’ alike 

shot up out of the tunnels and started advancing towards them. 

“First one to the building?”  Sam said as she pulled Richard in the direction 

of the building. 

“Are you kidding me? You’re a marathon runner; I’d lose hands down!”  

“Well then, get running!” Breathily laughed Sam as she raced towards the 

building. 

As they’d had a chance to recover themselves, the ‘zombies’ didn’t seem to 

be getting any closer to them as the duo were running, but then the 

unbelievable happened. 

Richard tripped on a vine. 

Richard stumbled forward and collapsed as Sam skidded to a halt. 

“Come on! They’re catching up!” yelled Sam, she looked up, and saw the 

‘zombies’ approaching. Their groans almost seemed like cackles as they 

approached. 
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Sam ran back to Richard and pulled him up, but it was too late. The 

‘zombies’ were upon them; they were doomed. 

A low menacing growl came from behind the ‘zombies’. They seemed 

startled by this and turned around to see a lone dingo. 

It let out a bark and charged forward towards the ‘zombies’. 

“It’s helping us?” whispered Richard as he stood there stunned. 

“Never mind that, let’s go!” replied Sam as she grabbed Richard and ran 

towards their original target.  

Behind them they could hear the groans as the ‘zombies’ were reduced to 

plant matter and the snarls of the dingo. 

“Why would it do that?” panted Richard as he ran. 

“I don’t know, but I’m glad it did.” 

The duo slowed down to a walk as they approached the building. 

“Cripples first,” Sam laughed and Richard started climbing the stairs 

“Ha, ha. I can’t help it if a vine just happened to be there. It’s all the vines 

fault.” 

“Sure it is,” Sam laughed. 

They both squinted their eyes as they reached the top of the building and 

looked out over Sydney. 

“So, what do you suppose we do now?” asked Richard 

“Well,” Sam said. “We do this….”  
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Chapter 10 

“SO THEN, RICHARD, what do you think of that?” Sam asked the air. 

When the air didn’t answer, Sam finally turned to look at the Richard that 

wasn’t there. 

Sam looked around quickly. “Richard?” she called. “Where are you?” 

The rooftop wasn’t very big, so it didn’t take too long to search it. The 

hardest part was in a crate, but even someone of Richard’s size couldn’t fit 

in it. Samantha sighed in frustration. 

“Where could he have gone…” she wondered. She noticed a leaf lying on 

the ground near the stairwell and took a hint. With the speed of her 

marathon standard, Sam dashed down the stairs, following leaves and 

flowers with sinking certainty. At the base of the stairs, the trail left the 

building and turned right down the street, so she followed. 

Two blocks down, turn left, left again, then right, and straight down to the 

Machine; that was what had been decided. Numerous vines often dropped 

down into her face, but Sam took no heed of them, except for when they 

almost strangled her once. She struggled to get out and managed to cut the 

tendril with a blade that appeared out of nowhere. 

She yelped and dropped whatever it was that she had been holding. The 

object only stuck to her palm. 

Sam curiously looked at the object. 

It was a small, razor sharp thorn, embedded in her palm. As she watched, it 

retracted into her skin, leaving no visible trace that it had ever been there. 

I hope that wasn’t what I thought it was, Sam thought. But if this is 

happening to me, then Richard must be having it hundreds of times worse. 
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The thought spurring her on, she continued running along the designated 

path to the Machine. 

*** 

The tower that the Machine had been on was a molten mess of scrap iron 

and heat, tens of metres across and high, in a flat dome shape. At least, it 

had been; the cold, two-degree-Celsius weather quickly cooled the tower 

down, leaving it a heap of metal that had a texture similar to basalt. 

The Machine itself was nowhere to be found, except for a strange, glowing 

leaf lying on top of the ex-tower. Samantha picked it up and stared at it like 

it held the answer to life. 

Sam looked around at the nature-draped city surrounding her and noticed a 

hole in the ground a few metres from where she was standing. Nervously 

looking down, Sam readied herself before leaping down. 

She landed athletically on the ground about four metres down with a thud. 

The tunnel she had fallen into was a dead end nearby, and lit in the other 

direction. Guess I’m going this way, then, Sam reasoned. 

The path continued for a number of twists, 

turns and long passages, before ending in a 

simple wooden door. An ominous green light 

glowed from behind it, and a barely-audible 

laugh-moan emanated with it. 

Sam took a deep breath, chewed a nail a few 

times, looked at her hand like it would 

suddenly sprout thorns again, and turned the 

door handle. 

*** 
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Zombies – that was the best way to describe them. Judging by the roots 

that were plunged into a body on the far wall, these were the bodies of the 

people that the plants had fed from. 

Their energy, their humanity, I guess, has been sucked out of them, Sam 

thought, horrified. Upon noticing her existence, the drained people turned 

to her and began walking towards her. Sam settled into a wide-leg stance as 

they approached. 

Kicks and bodies went flying as Sam tumbled around the room, launching 

her feet at whatever came close enough. Minutes passed, and finally the 

moans stopped as the drained humans stopped twitching. 

Noticing a door in the wall other than the one she came though, Sam boldly 

stepped through to find Richard, gagged and bound with vines, lying on the 

floor. 
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Chapter 11 

SAM CRIED AS Richard whimpered slightly. 

“Oh my god, Richard!” Sam rushed to the prone body and ripped the cord 

out of his mouth. Richard spluttered for breath, inhaling deeply. 

Moans sounded behind them as the two unravelled the natural ropes 

around Richard’s feet and hands.  

“They’re crazy, Sam. They’re the bodies of the people the plants have 

eaten. They don’t know fear, pain or death,” Richard babbled. 

Sam only nodded as she glanced out into the larger room nervously. “I 

thought as much. Look, this is touching, but I think that we may have 

trouble again.” 

The bodies began rising back off the ground, some of them popping bones 

and limbs back into place as they turned towards the stricken pair. 

Richard whispered sidelong to Samantha. “I thought you kicked them into 

oblivion…” 

“I guess oblivion wasn’t far enough,” was the reply. 

A pipe was lying on the ground inside the other room, a metre or so long. 

Richard, being surprisingly athletic, flicked it up into his hand with his foot. 

He swung it around a few times, narrowly missing Sam’s shoulder, and held 

it loosely in his right hand in a fencing stance. Sam simply brought her 

hands loosely to her chest, legs wide, and started stepping around a bit to 

warm up again. 

A fight ensued as Richard rapidly thrust and parried with his pipe and Sam 

threw her feet in every direction except Richard’s. Yells, moans and thwacks 

resounded everywhere. 
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The human pair would have won out easily, had the ‘zombies’ stayed down. 

Unfortunately, they refused to stay on the ground, just kept realigning 

bones and rushing at the pipe or legs again. 

Not even Sam’s fitness could hold out against a tide of flesh for long 

without becoming exhausted. When Sam sunk to the ground for the last 

time without launching a kick, Richard only said, “Finally.” 

Curiously, the ‘zombies’ stopped swarming as soon as the two stopped 

resisting. Roots and vines slunk down from the ceiling, grasping Sam and 

Richard. A sickly sweet fragrance entered the room as the human pair fell 

unconscious. 
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Chapter 12 

MY ARMS FLEW instinctively in front of my face as the light blasted into my 

face. I was momentarily blinded, and in the sea of white I heard a scream. 

Not anyone’s scream, my father’s scream. The white light gradually faded 

away then, but by the time I was able to see again my father was nowhere 

to be found. 

Scientists were running around frantically, and some of them seemed to be 

turning green, as if they were a precarious mixture of human and plant. One 

of them ran to me although he was clearly terrified, and started yelling at 

me. I could barely make out what he was trying to say, but I eventually 

realised that he was telling me to try and stop it. I nodded in understanding 

and he started saying something else, although his transformation seemed 

to be making him lose the ability to speak. I finally understood that he was 

telling me that the code to stop it was “RICHARD,” and the scientist nodded 

again before collapsing to the ground. I tried to type the code into the 

controlling machine, but something hit my head… 

I woke up again to find the building itself starting to be covered in vines. I 

stood up quickly and looked around to find that I was no longer in the 

controller room, but that the room I was in now seemed deserted, as if it 

were a holding cell. I staggered out and downstairs to the first floor to find 

that the entrance room was in chaos. 

The scientist-plant hybrids were together, and seemed to be attacking the 

dingo I had seen earlier. The dingo, on the other hand, was massive, being 

over four metres tall. Even as I watched, one of the scientists dealt a 

powerful blow to the dingo, and the creature was clearly suffering from 

multiple wounds. Then the scientists all turned simultaneously in my 

direction, and I fled. 
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I ran straight out of the building, and the giant dingo tried to follow but was 

slower than I was. Its wounds were weeping green, but I knew that I would 

be able to do nothing for it and kept running. I looked back and saw that the 

orb on top of the Machine was glowing brightly and its colour was changing 

erratically. I kept running until I was well away from Birthday Tower, and 

there I collapsed again. 

  



37 
 

Chapter 13 

WHEN RICHARD WOKE up, he was in a dark room. Nothing but concrete 

adorned the walls, and shadow cloaked the far side of the room. A dim light 

was coming from somewhere on the roof. Steady breathing next to him 

told him that Sam was nearby. 

And, oh, what a surprise, he was bound again. 

Vines draped the wall, as well as his clothes, hands, ankles, and Sam. Vines 

were everywhere. 

Richard felt eyes on him as he surveyed the room. A large silhouette was in 

the middle of his view. 

“Good day, Richard. I trust you’ve been well,” the silhouette said in a deep 

voice. 

Richard didn’t take all that long to identify the voice, despite not having 

heard it for two months. “…Dad?” 

The top of the dark shape shrunk at the top slightly, as if nodding. “It’s me, 

Richard. What do you think of our glorious world? I’m quite partial to it. 

Very… au naturel.” 

“I think it sucks. I’ve done nothing but be attacked by plant-men since 

you’ve been gone,” Richard mumbled darkly. “You’re behind it, aren’t 

you?” 

“I have control of them, yes.” 

“Why?” 
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“You oppose my visions. This world was meant to be a gift for you, 

Richard.” The shape moved closer to Richard, and the light revealed a 

human hand with a network of green lines and a thorn on each finger. “All 

you did was ignore it, and hide from it. Why won’t you embrace my vision?” 

Sam began to stir. Soft groans replaced her relaxed breathing as she 

struggled to sit up without her hands available. 

Richard continued the conversation. “I won’t embrace it, because it’s killing 

hundreds of people, and my friend here doesn’t like it either. I will not harm 

you, Anthony, but I don’t think Sam has any regrets about doing that.” 

Sam’s eyes snapped 

open at the mention 

of her name. 

Anthony, Richard’s 

father in question, 

came fully into the 

light and sneered. 

Tendrils of plant 

matter twisted 

around his lower 

body and ended in 

thick arms that 

allowed him 

mobility. His upper 

body was bare, green lines criss-crossing his skin as veins. Thorns replaced 

fingernails, and vines coiled around his arms. 

“Richard, you cannot stop me. Despite your training, you are too soft, too 

human. I have evolved past those traits, and so shall the rest of the world.” 
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Richard remembered something from two months ago. “I thought you 

didn’t want this sort of existence?” 

The plant-man shrugged. “This form, along with its connection to the 

Machine, allows me to control my dream more directly.” 

A green light flowed from behind Anthony. “What’s that?” Richard asked. 

Anthony answered without turning around. “That, of course, is the 

Machine, Richard. 

“Unfortunately for you, it’s merged a bit with me, so it’s tough for you to 

remove.” He smirked again. “Even your little ‘thorn-dancer’ here can’t cut 

through me.” 

Richard looked confused as Samantha, who had been listening quietly, 

blanched.  

“Oh, she didn’t tell you, did she?” Anthony grinned maliciously. “She’s been 

targeted by the Machine. She’s becoming like me.” 
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Chapter 14 

“YOU’RE WRONG!” SAM screamed. “I’ll never be like you! Even if I turn 

bright green and have vines at my call, I’ll never be as sick and twisted as 

you!” 

Both Richard and Anthony, father and son, flinched from the sudden 

outburst. 

“We both know where this is going,” Sam said in a deadly quiet voice. “One 

or both of us must die here.” 

Samantha’s hand suddenly sprouted thorns. Five razor-sharp blades 

morphed out of her fingernails. Her shoes burst open as jagged thorns burst 

from her feet as well. 

Anthony snickered. “Your shoes are going to cost a bit, darling. What were 

they, designer?” 

Sam yelled and launched a hurried kick at the plant-man’s side. A vine 

stopped her at the knee and jerked her off-balance. Richard could only 

stare. 

Anthony released Sam and let her stand back up. “Want to try that again, 

little girl?” 

A growl erupted from near Sam’s side. A large, matted-orange-furred dingo 

had padded out of somewhere was standing ready to jump. Richard had 

decided to finally join the conflict, abandoning his pipe for his hands, curled 

loosely in a fighting stance. 

Anthony just stood there, vines waving ominously, body in an open stance. 

The dingo lunged first. Its teeth tore through the vine that rose to block it 

and it latched onto Anthony’s left arm, quickly shaken off. Richard launched 
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a barrage of punches at him, each one being stopped by a tendril of plant. 

Last to enter, Sam flipped forwards, plunging her feet into the plant enemy, 

ripping flesh and vine. 

Anthony, considering the odds, held surprisingly well. Each vine was 

perfectly placed, each counterattack well-timed. The attacking trio kept 

throwing themselves at the biomass, never relenting. 

Anthony’s error came in underestimating the enhanced dingo. Its weight 

made it difficult to block, and when it lunged at the Machine, Anthony had 

little defence. 

The dingo’s weight helped it crash through and land a heavy bite on 

Anthony’s head, teeth going into either temple. The plant-man was 

knocked out instantly, but the vines kept going. 

“The Machine!” Sam yelled over the constant sounds of rushing air. 

“Richard, shut down the Machine! You know the code!” 

“Wrong control panel!” he shouted back. The dingo pried itself off 

Anthony’s head and continued biting the vines. 

Richard managed to direct the dingo to the Machine. Giving a roar, it 

latched on – hard – to the metal casing of the Machine. Its enhanced size 

and strength crushed the sphere where its jaw was. 

The vines dropped dead as a green light rushed out of the sphere, hovered 

for a moment, then rushed towards Sam. She fainted as her thorns 

retracted slightly. 

*** 

When she woke up, vines were scattered around the room, some from the 

inert body of Anthony, and some from… her. 
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She screamed and saw that Richard was across the other side of the room, 

looking slightly frightened, the dingo growling quietly. 

“What… what was that?” Sam asked nervously, feeling herself over for any 

changes. She discovered that her skin, like Anthony’s had become crossed 

with green, and vines were coiled around her arms. 

“Apparently, there was raw energy in the Machine that Dad somehow 

managed to control,” replied Richard. “The energy sought out the first living 

plant mass it could find once removed, and I guess it found you.” 

“But… what is it?” 

“Dunno. Looks like it’s what caused Dad to control the plants. Maybe you 

control them now?” Richard looked confused. He honestly didn’t know. 

Sam looked scared, but resolute. “Whatever it is… I don’t think it’s changed 

me too much. But I think I’m stuck like this.”  
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Epilogue 

Two weeks later. 

THE PEOPLE OF Sydney were finally returning to the way they were all 

those months ago. Most of the plants had left the buildings, leaving a trail 

of moss in their wake. People were wearing what tattered remains of 

summer clothes they had, trying to put their once beautiful city back to the 

way it once was. But the best part was that they were smiling again. Not 

just half-hearted smiles, but proper smiles.  Everyone that is, except Sam 

and Richard.  

While the rest of Sydney started their long and treacherous clean up with 

the Sun blaring down on them in the summer sky, Sam and Richard were on 

the other side of Sydney, the side where the Machine had made its final 

stand.  

To anyone who happened to walk past this dynamic duo, they would 

probably find them quite weird, a girl wrapped in winter clothes and a scarf 

and a boy wearing a trench coat, sitting on top of the ruins of the Machine. 

“What do you think happens now?” Sam asked, looking through her green 

coloured eyes at her glove covered fingers. 

“I don’t know” Said Richard. “We keep fighting this. Whatever this is. We 

clean up and get back to normal, and encourage the people to do the 

same.” 

“But Richard, I can’t live a normal life, not with this, not without Australia 

suffering for it. Face it Richard, I’m never going to know normal. I’m never 

going able to have a normal live.”  

Sam got up from the tower and started walking towards the main part of 

the town. 
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“Sam, wait!” Richard ran to catch up with her. “You saved me. You saved 

everyone. So maybe we don’t go back to normal, maybe we don’t re-join 

society, maybe you can’t be ‘normal’, but I’m with you ‘til the end, you’ve 

got know that by now.”  Richard panted and put his hand on her shoulder. 

“I’m going to stick with you no matter what. So what if we can’t have 

normal? Normal’s boring anyway. Though the thick and the thin, I’m going 

to be with you to the bitter end, whether you like it or not.” Richard gave a 

sad smile. “And besides, this is the least I can do for you; after all you’ve 

done for me these last few weeks.”  

Richard cast his eyes downwards and Samantha gasped. 

“You don’t think this was all your fault do you? That I blame you? You know 

I don’t blame you, don’t you? Richard?” 

“Of course not,” Richard smiled, but it didn’t quite reach his eyes. “Come 

on; let’s get out of this place.” 

“I thought you wanted to help these people return to normal?” 

“I changed my mind. This place just holds too much bad energy, and if we 

want a fresh start, I say its better we leave this place before my brain has 

another meltdown.”  
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With that, Richard held out his hand to Sam, and with the wind blowing his 

trench coat in the air, the duo left Sydney and their old lives behind. And for 

the first time in a long time, Richard smiled. 
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The Australian city of Sydney is in dire straits. A machine that was supposed to 

save the world is now condemning it. Chaos is running rampant in the streets. 

Superheros don’t exist but courage does.   

In short, things don’t look good. 

 

Giving a roar, it latched on – hard – to the metal casing of the Machine. Its 

enhanced size and strength crushed the sphere. 


