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			To that dang mosquito or something that bit me- your little bite gets a whole story in honor of it. Are you happy now?!?-K
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			"Papa? Can you tell me a story? I can't sleep."
Asked the young eight year old tan band-aid, hugging his amoeba stuffy, Amoeby. 
Although he had spent his day researching which one of the eighteen moons was brightest, he wasn't tired and he still hadn't found the answer to his question. 
His dad sighed, handing him his other stuffy, a little green mutant called Fitch who had large eyes, big ears, and a giant nose.
"Sure, kid, let me tell you the story of the Band-Aid territory, later the Great Band-Aid territory, and now the Barren Band-Aid Territory"
The young band-aid snuggled farther into his boring brown but very warm blankets
"What's that, Papa?"
The father got off his three legged stool and plopped down onto the kid's mattress
"Well...Once upon a time

[image: ]
[image: ]

			

		

	
		
			"Papa? Can you tell me a story? I can't sleep."
Asked the young eight year old tan band-aid, hugging his amoeba stuffy, Amoeby. 
Although he had spent his day researching which one of the eighteen moons was brightest, he wasn't tired and he still hadn't found the answer to his question. 
His dad sighed, handing him his other stuffy, a little green mutant called Fitch who had large eyes, big ears, and a giant nose.
"Sure, kid, let me tell you the story of the Band-Aid territory, later the Great Band-Aid territory, and now the Barren Band-Aid Territory"
The young band-aid snuggled farther into his boring brown but very warm blankets
"What's that, Papa?"
The father got off his three legged stool and plopped down onto the kid's mattress
"Well...Once upon a time

[image: ]
[image: ]

			

		

	
		
			There was a territory. It didn't have a name. It was just a territory. But one day, it became prosperous. The rocks disappeared, and in their place was a lively new kingdom. The city bloomed." The little band-aid perked up and interrupted, "How's that possible?"
The dad sighed again, "Nobody knows."
The kid furrowed his brow, thinking. His father waited until the youngling shrugged, then continued, "As I was saying, the city bustled and rustled and was always active, even when only one of the moons was up."
The kid wondered which one of the eighteen moons was brightest, a question he came back to often, but snapped back to attention when his dad continued, "Their merchandise was said to be the best of the best, even better than Onyxya."
The youngling gasped, "Better than Onyxya?!?"

[image: ]

			

		

	
		
			There was a territory. It didn't have a name. It was just a territory. But one day, it became prosperous. The rocks disappeared, and in their place was a lively new kingdom. The city bloomed." The little band-aid perked up and interrupted, "How's that possible?"
The dad sighed again, "Nobody knows."
The kid furrowed his brow, thinking. His father waited until the youngling shrugged, then continued, "As I was saying, the city bustled and rustled and was always active, even when only one of the moons was up."
The kid wondered which one of the eighteen moons was brightest, a question he came back to often, but snapped back to attention when his dad continued, "Their merchandise was said to be the best of the best, even better than Onyxya."
The youngling gasped, "Better than Onyxya?!?"

[image: ]

			

		

	
		
			The dad kept going, "The stalls smelled of delicious food, and nobles were kinder than any body else. That's why there isn't any poverty there. The king and queen were as kind and caring as all the nobles put together. Their servants ate like kings and queens, literally." The young healer looked bewildered. "And every day, the nobles and royals paraded around the city, making sure every single one of their subjects had enough money to live comfortably for the rest of their little loving life."

"Now, some times the land would randomly disappear for a day. Nobody knows how it happened or why it happened, but it happened. Then, about a day later, it reappeared, still bustling, the people as wise, kindhearted, caring, prosperous, loving, and alive as ever, the stalls still smelling of spices and cinnamon and scrumptious pastries and delicious curries. The land eventually started to be called the Great, Band-Aid Territory, or the G-BAT."
The youngling made a face. The father rolled his eyes and continued"I-".
The square tan little band-aid kid interrupted, "A kingdom can't just disappear."
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			The father, a dirty normal shaped band aid that used to be the same color as his son who was now a dirty shade of mahogany chuckled and replied simply, "This kingdom did."
The kid stuttered, then harrumphed. The dad ignored him. 
"Now as I was saying," he said, sharper than last time. "Although other kingdoms wanted to invade them for their economy, they could not invade without hurting the economy, and also because the G-BAT provided their food. Their most fearsome customer, the one that loved cinnamon, finally turned his gaze to the G-BAT, and Magnos the Twelfth."
The kid gasped.
"He was a fearsome plotter second only to Magnos the thirteenth, the one we have now. He was smart, but the G-BAT was prepared," the dad stated.

"They both knew this, and continued to plot. If Magnos pretended to invade from the south and sneakily come from the north, the defense promptly built a wall around their kingdom. As Magnos quietly brought his catapults, the B. A. T. made holes, piles, walls, and set up air control around their kingdom a making it hard if not impossible for the catapults to get in range of the wall. The uneven land grew like the null field did in that novel by Isaac Asimov, and Magnos was forced to retreat. He should have pushed further, though, because nine days after the ordered the retreat, the G-BAT disappeared."
In the father's opinion, the youngling gasped to much. "The walls of the palace sunk into the ground, giving way to orangeish sand and rocks. Not even a single lonely cactus grew in the desolate land of the Barren Band-Aid Territory."
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			The defenses were instantly covered in sand. The B-BAT is all that remains of the once-great B. A. T.
The kid scrunched up his face, thoughtful and asked, "But, Papa, if all the royals and nobles were Band-Aids..." He didn't finish. He didn't need to. 
The father nodded, remembering his time as a lord, and how he had gone on vacation just before his land disappeared. He had gotten a living outside of his old life.
"By the way, son, what happened to those hazeled pastries?" he asked his son.
The young Band-Aid stared out the window, the turned back at his father, looking guilty.
"I ate them," he admitted. 
His father chuckled and got up. As he walked out the door, he stated, "Good night, don't let Magnos dim your light." He clicked the light off. 
The young tan prince eventually drifted off, dreaming of Band-Aids and Onyxya.
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			K. R. T., the author of this book is currently writing another book with her friend. If you enjoyed this but are impatient, don't bother yourself about the next. But if you are willing to wait, then go ahead and check it out when it's published. Unfortunately, The author has no Idea when The Seventest Spies will come out. It will be on Amazon. The author usually prefers to stay anonymous, so the only thing she will say is: Don't underestimate a tween.
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