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			Note to reader: If you don't read Harry Potter, some stuff might be confusing. Also, I didn't make  up these characters. So, don't give me all the credit. ;)
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			A few years ago I did something not so good. It made my masters mad. I felt very ashamed. I still do! Now, I will tell you what happened all those years ago. I definitely learned my lesson.

One morning I was waddling about the Malfoy's mansion. Totally minding my own business. But all of a sudden, I caught a whiff of something. It smelled SO good! It seemed to be coming from the kitchen. So I followed my nose to the smell. Whatever it was.

Hello. I'm Dobby the house elf. I know I'm a good elf. I obey my masters. The Malfoy family. I really hate them, and they really hate me. I live in their house and yet here we are. 
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			My eyes practically bugged out of my head when I saw what was on the kitchen counter. A humongous, beautiful, mouthwatering chocolate cake. AND on top of all that, I was starving. The only thing my masters ever gave me to eat was cold mush and occasionally stale bread. As if the cake had hypnotizing powers, it seemed to pull me towards it as if I were a mindless zombie.
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			Without thinking, I started shoveling cake into my eager mouth. It was soft, squishy, and the frosting melting on my tongue. Haven't had anything so delicious in a VERY LONG time. Besides the time the Malfoys gave me a cold meatball. It had squashed in the refrigerator. But when your a house elf and you're fed cold mush every day, ANYTHING else is delicious.
	I finished the whole cake with a few scoops of my hands. It was amazing cake, but I felt sick.

I did a quick clean up of the crumbs with my finger. Since I had gobbled up the cake so fast, I completely forgot about what my masters would do if they saw theirs cake missing. They would probably blame me first since they think I'm always up to no good.
	Then, it hit me. It was master Draco's birthday! Master Lucius was talking about it the other day. NOOOOOO... I probably just ate his birthday cake! He will KILL me.
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			Then I started sobbing like a baby. "Dobby, Dobby, Dobby, what have you done?" I wailed. "Dobby's mistress, what will she say?" I hyperventilated. "Dobby has never disobeyed, he swore by it!" I whimpered sadly.

I staggered out of the kitchen and hid myself under some pillows.
	"DOBBY!" I heard Master Lucious screech. "WINGARDIUM LEVIOSA!" The pillows I hid under lifted up into the air. Stupid magic. 
	After that, I was locked in my closet without food for the rest of the day. And night.



So after that incident, I learned that you must always obey your master. Because there WILL be consequences.

THE END (of part one)
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			PART TWO: playing pranks

This is another story about a house elf who did naughty things. Now, I will take you to Number Twelve Grimmauld Place, where Kreacher the house elf was sleeping soundly in a cupboard.

He woke up and rubbed his eyes. It had been a long night full of rats, spiders, and cobwebs. But Kreacher had very important mischievous work ahead of him.

His master was already awake, eating breakfast. Perfect, Kreacher thought. Now, for my plan. He staggered to the table where Sirius (his master) was eating. Kreacher did a sort of awkward bow in front of Sirius.
	"Master, would you care for some butterbeer?" He asked, smiling through crooked, yellow teeth.
	Sirius looked up from his bowl. Kreacher had never offered to do anything for him. 
	
	"Okay." He said raising his eyebrows. "Are you feeling alright? You seem perky."

	"Totally fine." Kreacher said in a fake, dreamy voice. He snuck into the kitchen, making sure he didn't make a peep of a sound before taking a mug. He laughed evilly to himself. Instead of butterbeer, Kreacher was going to fill it with Sleeping Draught. He poured the "butterbeer" into the mug.
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			Sirius drank the potion down with one swig. 

	"This butterbeer tastes funny." Sirius commented. He looked at Kreacher.

	"It's old." Kreacher fibbed.

	

Sleeping Draught takes about thirty minutes to really start working. So by the time Kreacher came back from cleaning the living room, the Draught started to kick in.

	"Oh boy," Sirius moaned, yawning."I don't think I got enough sleep. Kreacher can you please go get me a pillow for my bed?"
	"Sure." Kreacher replied. His plan was going smoothly.
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			 Kreacher lifted up the pillow in his cupboard and got out a box of lice. He found a pillow from the ripped up couch and poured them all over it. This should do it, he thought. He put the pillow on Sirius's bed and darted away.

He still had one last prank to play on his master.
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			About 2 hours later, Sirius woke up in a jumble of lice.
	"Why is my head so itchy?" He cried. He scratched furiously at his hair. Kreacher slipped away to his cupboard, playing innocent.

His next prank required nails and a hammer. Kreacher gathered his supplies and tiptoed to the front door. By the front door was where Sirius kept his shoes. Kreacher picked a nice pair of shoes Sirius particularly liked and got to work.
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			Sirius was taking a trip to Diagon Alley to get a book from Flourish and Blott's. He stepped into his nice shoes. 
	"Hey! Someone stuck my shoes to the floor!" He cried. "KREACHER..."
But it was too late. Kreacher had completely vanished.
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	THE END
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