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				One day, in Plainsville, Mike was strolling to the town square to see who would get chosen to be one of the three candidates, who then would become the new protector of Plainsville. Of course, Mike could not be it. After all, he was just a young, wimpy, kid! But something big happened one day that would change the course of his life. You can probably guess what happened, but you’ll have to read on to find out! “Hear ye, hear ye!” the announcer cried. “The 384th protector’s candidates will now be chosen! And the first candidate is... Sir John Von Shortbottom!” the announcer exclaimed. “The second candidate will be your favorite lady.. Strong mcmuscle!” the announcer boomed, again.

	“The finally candidate will be ... Mike?” he finished, unsure.
	“Me? Why! I’m just a kid!” Mike asked.
	“Let’s see here.. umm... aha! Your great, great, great, great, grandfather’s cousin’s wife’s brother’s son was also a protector, like you. He turned out to be a very successful protector of Plainsville,” he stated. Mike was staring at the dirty, filthy, roof wondering how he had been so unlucky. It had been 10 hours, 46 minutes, and 16 secs since he last got called. Mike knew exactly what time it had been down to the second due to his unusual skill of knowing what time it was. The announcer told each candidate that they had to each be sent on a specific quest to bring Nightfire, the dragon of the Barren Land of Sour Oranges. 
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				Even though he didn’t want to, Mike knew that this was probably his only chance to become protector, so he just decided to do it anyways. After Mike woke up to the morning sun, he uncovered his thick blanket and strolled over to his kitchen. While making warm, toasty, bread for himself, he thought about what he was going to need to beat Nightfire. Knock! Knock! Knock! 
	“Who’s there?” the announcer asked.
	“It’s me, Mike! I need my gear!” Mike responded.
	“ Wait just a second!” the announcer shouted back. After hearing a long “clang!” and a loud “Crash!” The announcer came back with Mike’s gear. “Here you go!” the announcer called. After walking down bumpy roads, winding hills, and  crossing raging rivers, Mike finally reached the Barren WasteLands of Sour Oranges. All he could see was black dirt and black trees with sour oranges on them.


But as he walked, he saw a large, dark, mound in the middle of a clearing. “I guess I could sit and rest” Mike thought.
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				Getting closer to the mound, Mike got a closer look and what he saw was a scaly dragon, presumed to be the dreaded Nightfire! Before he had time to prepare, the dragon rose up  and Mike knew the battle had begun. Taking out his sword , he raised his sword high above his head and...    his visor fell down. Mike swung as hard as he could , Thunk! “Uh oh... I must’ve hit a tree!” Mike thought to himself. While our hero was trying to get rid of his visor problem, Nightfire was having his own problems too. He tried to spread his wings to scare Mike away, but he kept knocking down trees and yelping in pain. After a while they both ended up on their bottoms in a mud puddle. At first, it was awkward, but after a while, Mike started laughing and laughing and Nightfire joined in too.
	“You look so ridiculous sitting in a mud puddle!” Mike giggled.
	“ You too!” Nightfire chuckled.
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	After explaining his quest, Nightfire agreed to go back to Plainsvile. Although he also requested everyone not to call him Nightfire, and instead call him Mr. Fluffles. When they reached Plainsville, they were greeted by cheering crowds. “He’s done it! He’s really done it! Your new protector... MIKE!” the announcer cheered. After celebrating for 6 hours, Mike decided to ask that burning question he had.
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				“What happened to the other to candidates, Mr. Announcer?” Mike asked.
	“ Sir John von Shortbottom  was sent to take down Caroled the sorcerer, but he kept looking at his handsome self in the mirror that the sorcerer just turned him into a grape! And Lady Strong Mcmuscle charged into the Gnome Palace instead of promoting trades, and now they won’t even talk to us!” finished the announcer.

	“ But I thought they were strong and brave?” Mike asked.
	“ Not everyone is what they seem or look like,” the announcer explained.

			-The End-

		And Night Fire really did get called Mr. Fluffles in the end.
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