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				My nightmare started like this. I was sitting on a wooden bench in an abandoned playground in the middle of the night. It looked like I was the only one in the park but it felt like someone or something was watching my every move. I could almost feel a set of eyes drilling into the back of my neck. I whipped around, only to find myself face-to-face with a bush. 


	Suddenly, the air around me started to heat up, sending huge heat waves towards me. Wait. I could actually see the heat waves. That shouldn't be possible. I squinted at the red ocean the waves were creating before my eyes......and..... WRRRRRRRP! The maroon sea snapped inwards and disappeared. It reminded me of those portals people walk through in movies. A dark figure stepped out of the shadows. The man had blackish-silveresh hair and shocking gold-black eyes that sparkled in the moonlight. He had a smooth, caramel complexion and was wearing black skinny jeans and a (you guessed it) black t-shirt that had a golden panther on it. 
	I was sure that I have never seen this guy in my life but something was familiar about him. I recognized his mysterious eyes, the curve of his smile. A distant memory tugged at the back of my mind- "Hello" A voice jarred me out of my thoughts. The strange man was now sitting right next to me on the bench.							
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				I felt so relieved, and for some reason, a little disappointed. Squuuueenngeeee! The world suddenly turned upside down and inside out. I could feel my dinner threatening to come out - and - krrrrrrrk! - as suddenly as it began, the world stopped spinning and stretching. I was back on the bench in the deserted playground with my father next to me. 
	My jaw dropped. He really was my dad. I have never told anyone those secrets except my mom. But, she promised not to tell anyone. He didn't say another word for the next five minutes, which I was greatful for, since, I was sure that if my brain took in any more information it would explode. In fact, it was a miracle it hadn't exploded already. I took a couple deep breaths to calm my nerves. 
	"Beautiful night," he remarked, gazing at the moon. For a moment I was too stunned to speak. I slowly regained my voice and confidence.
	"Who are you?" I tried to ask, but it came out more like a squeak : "Who you?" The queer man turned to me with a surprised look painted on his face.
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	"Why did you come to see me...dad?" I asked shakily.
	 "Well it's hard to explain in the amount of time we have -" POP! My father and the play structure were replaced by a desk and a dresser, and I was sitting in my bed drenched in sweat. It took me a moment to process my surroundings - and then it hit me - it was all a dream! 
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				"Whaajusappened?" I shrieked, still dazed from my sickening ride. "Ahh! Much better! I was getting tired of talking to you in a dream," said my dad. "So where were we?" he asked as though nothing had happened. "Explaining who in the world you are," I reminded him. "Ah, yes! Well - um - magic is real and I need you to help me save the universe," he said lightly, as though that cleared everything up. "I still don't know who you are?" I told him. "Okay, how do I put this? ...Um, well, I control darkness and shadows and stuff. You are my daughter which means you have inherited some of my power." - "But" - "I'm getting to that. Yes, there are more kids like you, and I'm going to take you to meet them." "Whe-" "Now, " he stated with a stern voice, those intimidating eyes fixed on me, and I knew there was no point in arguing. We were going. 



	"Who am I? Why, I am your father Reyna." I flinched when he said my name, not just because he knew my name, but because he used my full name. No one uses my full name. Most people just called me Rey. For some reason him saying my name lit a match inside me. I could feel my face getting hotter, my ears ringing. My thoughts raced at a hundred miles an hour. Who did he think he was? How can he just walk in here and claim he was my father? 
	"Your mother was an amazing woman," he stated. Me and my thoughts froze. "She was funny," he continued, "and beautiful". 
	"How do I know if you're my father? I don't have one." The man cleared his throat. 
	"You are afraid of butterflies and you still sleep with your stuffed animal."
	"I need more-"
	"You never knew how to tie your shoes intil fifth grade," he stated promptly. 
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	"WELL, WELL, WELL," he boomed. "Guess I'm gonna have a feast tonight!"
	Next to me, my dad was muttering, "No, No. Not good.  Bad News."
	Suddenly, his eyes lit up like he remembered something.  "Reyna, they've got a weak spot on their skin on their backs."
	In any other situation, I would have been furious with him for calling me Reyna, but I understood what he was saying.
	"I have a plan." 

	"So where do they live?" I asked. 
	"Chicago," he answered simply. "Wait. What? That's it? Just plain old. Chicago? Not some magical castle in a different universe?" I questioned, expecting something a little more magical. My dad raised an eyebrow and gave me a confused look like I was the crazy one. 
		"N-" SSSCCRRREEEECCCK!" We stopped dead in our conversation. POOF! I looked up to see where the sound was coming from and then realized that I was looking at the ground. I looked up and saw a chain wrapped around me from my wrist to my ankles. I looked to my right and saw my dad dangling next to me.	
	CLOMP! CLOMP! I turned my head as much as I could and almost screamed when I saw what was coming towards us. A thing that looked a little bit like a troll with an elephant trunk. In other words it looked disgusting.
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			About the Author

	Hi! My name is Sachi.  I am 9 years old, and am going into the 4th grade.  I reside in California with my mom and my dad.  In my free time, I love to paint, read, ice skate, go to the beach, bike, swim, and play the piano.  I also enjoy going to new places.  I love olives, mangoes, lemons, and pretty much all fruits.  I have also published another book called Opposite Day. I loved writing this book and I hope you enjoyed reading it.
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