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The First Story In A Book Is Always The Hardest

HELLO, DEAR READER. Welcome to my book of stories. I hope you enjoy them as much as I enjoyed writing them.

Well, maybe not all of them.

You see, writing stories is not easy. It takes a lot of imagination, creativity, and skill. It also takes a lot of courage, because you never know how your stories will be received by others.

But the hardest part of writing stories is writing the first one.

The first story in a book is always the hardest.

Why?

Because it sets the tone for the rest of the book. It has to grab your attention, make you curious, and make you want to read more. It has to introduce you to the characters, the setting, and the plot. It has to be original, engaging, and entertaining.

But most of all, it has to be good.

And that’s a lot of pressure for a writer.

I know because I’m one of them.

And this is my first story in this book.

And I’m freaking out.

I’ve been staring at this blank page for hours, trying to come up with something brilliant. Something that will make you say “Wow, this is amazing! I can’t wait to read the next story!”

But nothing comes to mind.

I’ve tried everything. I’ve brainstormed ideas, I’ve made outlines, I’ve written drafts. But nothing works. Everything I write seems boring, cliché, or stupid.

I’m starting to lose hope.

Maybe I’m not cut out for this. Maybe I don’t have what it takes to be a writer. Maybe I should just give up and do something else.

But then I remember why I wanted to write stories in the first place.

Because I love stories.

I love reading them, and I love telling them. I love how they can transport you to another world, make you feel different emotions, and teach you something new. I love how they can inspire you, challenge you, and change you.

I love stories because they are powerful.

And I want to share that power with you.

So I decide to keep trying.

I decide to write from my heart, and not from my head. I decide to write what I want to write, and not what I think you want to read. I decide to write for myself, and not for anyone else.

I decide to write a story that matters to me.

And that’s how I came up with this one.

The one you’re reading right now.

The first story in this book.

The hardest one of all.

But also the most honest one.

The most personal one.

The most meaningful one.

To me, at least.

I hope you like it too.

But if you don’t, that’s okay.

There are more stories in this book.

Maybe you’ll like one of them better.

Maybe you’ll like the next one more.

The second story in this book.

The easiest one of all.
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A Dream In Midnight Park
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He was an old hobo musician, wandering the streets of Toronto with his battered guitar and his ragged clothes. He had no home, no family, no friends. He had only his music, which he played for anyone who would listen, hoping for some spare change or a kind word.

He often went to the Midnight Park, a small green space in the heart of the city, where he could sit on a bench and strum his guitar under the stars. He liked the park because it was quiet and peaceful, and sometimes he would see young lovers dancing in the moonlight, holding each other close and whispering sweet nothings. He envied them, but he also admired them. He wished he had someone to love, someone to share his music with.

One night, as he was playing his guitar in the park, he saw a young couple walking hand in hand. They looked happy and carefree, laughing and smiling. They stopped near a fountain and kissed softly. The old hobo musician felt a pang of loneliness in his chest. He decided to play a song for them, a song he had written long ago, when he was young and in love.

He sang in a raspy voice, but with feeling and passion. He sang about love and dreams, about hope and happiness. He sang with all his heart, hoping to touch theirs.

The young couple heard his song and turned to look at him. They saw his old face and his worn guitar, but they also saw his eyes and his smile. They saw the beauty of his music and the sincerity of his gesture. They felt moved by his song and grateful for his gift.

They walked over to him and thanked him warmly. They asked him his name and where he came from. They told him their names and their stories. They invited him to join them for a drink or a bite. They treated him like a friend, like a human being.

The old hobo musician was surprised and touched by their kindness. He accepted their offer and followed them to a nearby cafe. He talked with them and listened to them. He laughed with them and cried with them. He felt a connection with them, a bond that transcended age and status.

He realized that he was not alone, that he had met two souls who understood him and appreciated him. He realized that he had found someone to love, someone to share his music with.

He realized that he had found a dream in Midnight Park.
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Grandma’s Magic Garden
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Alice and Ben loved visiting their grandma’s house. She lived in a big, old cottage with a beautiful garden full of flowers, fruits and vegetables. Grandma always had fresh pies, cookies and lemonade ready for them when they arrived.

One sunny afternoon, Alice and Ben decided to explore the garden while Grandma was taking a nap. They put on their hats and sunscreen and ran outside. They saw roses, sunflowers, strawberries, pumpkins and many other plants. They smelled the sweet fragrance of the flowers and tasted the juicy fruits.

They wandered around the garden until they reached the back fence. There they saw a wooden gate covered with ivy. Alice was curious and pushed the gate open. Ben followed her. They stepped through the gate and found themselves in a different world.

They were in a forest full of tall trees and colorful mushrooms. They heard birds singing and squirrels chattering. They felt a gentle breeze on their faces. But what surprised them most was the sight of tiny houses made of wood, stone and leaves. They realized they had entered a gnome village.

“Wow!” Alice exclaimed. “Look at all the gnomes!”

Ben nodded in awe. He saw gnomes of different sizes, shapes and colors. Some were wearing hats, some had beards, some had glasses. They were busy doing various activities: gardening, cooking, reading, painting, playing music.

The gnomes noticed the children and greeted them warmly. They invited them to join their activities and offered them food and drinks. Alice and Ben had a lot of fun with the gnomes. They learned their names, stories and secrets. They felt like they had made new friends.

They spent hours in the gnome village, enjoying the magic and wonder of the place. They forgot about time and their grandma. They didn’t notice that the sun was setting and the sky was turning dark.

Suddenly, they heard Grandma’s voice calling them from the other side of the gate.

“Alice! Ben! Where are you? It’s time to go home!”

Alice and Ben looked at each other and realized they had to leave. They said goodbye to the gnomes and thanked them for their hospitality. The gnomes hugged them and gave them some gifts: a flower crown for Alice and a wooden flute for Ben.

They ran back through the gate and into Grandma’s garden. They saw Grandma waiting for them with a worried expression on her face.

“Where have you been?” Grandma asked. “I’ve been looking for you everywhere!”

Alice and Ben smiled sheepishly and told her about their adventure in the gnome village. Grandma listened with interest and amusement.

She smiled and said, “I’m glad you had fun, my dears. But you should have told me where you were going. I was afraid something bad had happened to you.”

She hugged them and said, “Come on, let’s go inside. I have some hot chocolate and cake for you.”

Alice and Ben followed her into the house. They looked back at the gate one last time and saw a gnome waving at them from behind the ivy.

They waved back and whispered, “See you soon!”
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Danfeld and the Magic Cape

[image: ]


Danfeld had always loved masquerade balls. He enjoyed dressing up as someone else and mingling with strangers behind masks. He felt free and adventurous, unlike his boring everyday life as an accountant.

He was especially excited for the upcoming ball at the Royal Palace. It was a rare opportunity to see the inside of the majestic building and maybe catch a glimpse of the king and queen. He wanted to impress everyone with his costume, so he decided to go to the best costume shop in town, Madame Zara’s.

He entered the shop and was greeted by a bell and a sweet smell of incense. The walls were lined with racks of colorful costumes, from pirates and princesses to aliens and superheroes. He browsed through them, looking for something that would suit his personality and style.

He was about to give up when he saw a dark corner of the shop that he hadn’t noticed before. There was a sign that said, “Special Collection”. He walked over and saw a single rack of costumes that looked more elaborate and expensive than the rest. He felt drawn to them, as if they were calling his name.

He reached out and touched a black cape that hung from a wooden hanger. It felt soft and smooth, like velvet. He lifted it up and saw that it had a silver lining and a hood. He put it on and looked at himself in a mirror that stood nearby.

He was amazed by how good he looked. The cape fit him perfectly and gave him an air of mystery and elegance. He felt a surge of confidence and charisma. He decided to buy it without hesitation.

He took it to the counter, where Madame Zara was waiting for him with a smile.

“Ah, you have chosen well, my dear,” she said in a thick accent. “This is no ordinary cape. It is a magic cape.”

“A magic cape?” Danfeld repeated, feeling skeptical.

“Yes, yes, a magic cape,” she nodded. “It will grant you one wish, whatever your heart desires. But be careful, my dear, for magic comes with a price. You must use your wish wisely, or you may regret it.”

She handed him a receipt and a small card that had some instructions written on it.

“Read this carefully before you use your wish,” she said. “And remember, you only have one chance. Once you make your wish, the magic will be gone.”

Danfeld thanked her and left the shop, feeling curious and excited. He couldn’t wait to try out his magic cape at the ball.

He went home and got ready for the night. He put on his best suit and shoes, then draped the cape over his shoulders. He read the card that Madame Zara had given him.

It said:

“To activate the magic cape, say these words: ‘By the power of this cape, I wish for...’ Then state your wish clearly and precisely. Be careful what you wish for, for it may not be what you expect.”

Danfeld thought about what he wanted to wish for. He had always dreamed of being rich and famous, but he also wanted to find true love and happiness. He decided to wish for something simple and safe.

He said:

“By the power of this cape, I wish for...a great night at the ball.”

He felt a tingling sensation in his body, then nothing else. He shrugged and assumed that the magic had worked.

He grabbed his mask and headed to the ball.

He arrived at the Royal Palace and was stunned by its beauty and grandeur. He walked up the stairs and entered the ballroom, where hundreds of people were dancing and chatting under sparkling chandeliers.

He put on his mask and joined the crowd, feeling confident and charming. He soon attracted the attention of many admirers, who complimented him on his cape and asked him to dance.

He danced with several ladies, who flirted with him and whispered sweet nothings in his ear. He enjoyed their attention, but he didn’t feel any connection with them.

He was about to take a break when he saw her.

She was wearing a red dress that hugged her curves and a matching mask that covered half of her face. She had long blonde hair that cascaded over her shoulders and blue eyes that sparkled like diamonds.

She was the most beautiful woman he had ever seen.

She noticed him too, and smiled at him from across the room. She walked towards him, gracefully weaving through the crowd.

She reached him and extended her hand.

“Hello,” she said in a soft voice. “May I have this dance?”

Danfeld felt his heart skip a beat.

“Of course,” he said, taking her hand.

They moved to the dance floor, where they swayed to the music in perfect harmony. They looked into each other’s eyes and felt a strong attraction and connection.

They talked and laughed, finding out that they had a lot in common. They shared their dreams and hopes, their fears and secrets.

They felt like they had known each other for a long time, and yet they were still discovering new things about each other.

They fell in love.

Danfeld couldn’t believe his luck. He had found his soulmate, thanks to his magic cape.

He decided to tell her the truth about his cape and his wish.

He leaned in and whispered in her ear:

“I have something to tell you. This cape I’m wearing is magic. It granted me one wish, and I wished for a great night at the ball. And then I met you. You are my wish come true.”

She looked at him with a surprised and touched expression.

“Really?” she said. “That’s so sweet. I have something to tell you too. This dress I’m wearing is also magic. It granted me one wish, and I wished for the same thing as you. A great night at the ball. And then I met you. You are my wish come true too.”

They smiled and kissed, feeling happy and grateful.

They realized that they had both bought their costumes from Madame Zara’s shop, and that she had given them both magic items that matched their wishes.

They thanked Madame Zara in their hearts, and decided to visit her again to show their appreciation.

They danced until the end of the night, then left the ballroom hand in hand.

They walked under the moonlight, feeling like they were in a fairy tale.

They lived happily ever after.
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Vanishing Act
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The three chefs had been working together for years, and they were confident that they could win the Chef Team of the Year award. They had entered a prestigious contest that would pit them against some of the best teams in the country, and they had prepared a menu that showcased their skills and creativity.

The team consisted of Leo, the entree chef, who specialized in meat and seafood dishes; Mia, the pastry chef, who could whip up any dessert imaginable; and Sam, the salad chef, who had a knack for creating fresh and colorful salads. They had a good rapport and complemented each other’s strengths.

They arrived at the contest venue, a large hotel with a spacious kitchen and a dining hall. They checked in and received their assigned station, where they would have to cook and serve their dishes to a panel of judges and a select audience. They unpacked their ingredients and equipment, and set up their station.

They looked around and saw the other teams, some of whom they recognized from previous contests or from TV shows. They noticed one team in particular, a trio of young and trendy chefs who wore matching black aprons and sunglasses. They were known as the Black Cats, and they had a reputation for being arrogant and ruthless. They had won several contests before, and they seemed to have a loyal fan base.

“Look at them,” Leo muttered. “They think they’re so cool.”

“They’re our main rivals,” Mia said. “We have to beat them.”

“They don’t scare me,” Sam said. “We have something they don’t: teamwork.”

The three chefs nodded and smiled at each other. They were ready to face the challenge.

The contest began, and each team had an hour to prepare and serve their dishes. The three chefs worked in sync, following their plan and executing their recipes. Leo cooked a succulent lamb chop with a red wine sauce; Mia baked a delicate lemon meringue pie; and Sam tossed a crisp Caesar salad with homemade croutons. They plated their dishes with care and flair, and presented them to the judges.

They watched as the judges tasted their food, looking for signs of approval or criticism. They saw some nods and smiles, but also some frowns and shrugs. They couldn’t tell what the judges thought of their dishes.

They waited anxiously for the scores to be announced. The host of the contest, a famous TV chef, took the microphone and thanked all the teams for their participation. He then proceeded to announce the scores, starting from the lowest to the highest.

The three chefs held their breath as they heard their names being called.

“And in third place, with a score of 82 out of 100, we have...Leo, Mia, and Sam!”

The three chefs clapped politely, but felt disappointed. They had hoped for a higher score, or at least a second place. They wondered what went wrong with their dishes.

They looked at the Black Cats, who smirked at them. They knew they had scored higher than them.

“And in second place, with a score of 88 out of 100, we have...the Black Cats!”

The Black Cats cheered and high-fived each other. They looked smug and confident. They expected to win the first place.

The three chefs felt a surge of anger and resentment. They hated losing to them.

They wondered who had scored higher than them.

“And finally, in first place, with a perfect score of 100 out of 100, we have...the winners of the Chef Team of the Year award...the...”

The host paused, looking confused. He checked his notes, then looked around.

“Where are they?” he asked.

“Who?” someone shouted from the audience.

“The winners,” the host said. “The team that scored 100 out of 100.”

“Who are they?” another voice asked.

“I don’t know,” the host said. “They’re not here.”

He scanned the room, looking for the missing team. He saw empty stations, but no sign of any chefs or dishes.

He turned to the judges, who looked puzzled as well.

“Who are they?” he repeated.

The judges shrugged.

“We don’t know,” one of them said. “We never saw them.”

“What do you mean?” the host asked.

“We never saw them,” another judge said. “We never tasted their food.”

“Then how did you score them?” the host asked.

“We didn’t,” the third judge said. “We found these on our plates.”

He held up a piece of paper with a number written on it: 100.

The other judges did the same.

The host took one of the papers and examined it. It was blank on the other side.

He looked at the audience, who were murmuring and whispering among themselves.

He looked at the other teams, who were staring at him with disbelief and curiosity.

He looked at the three chefs, who were speechless and stunned.

He looked at the Black Cats, who were furious and outraged.

He looked at the camera, which was broadcasting live to millions of viewers.

He cleared his throat and tried to smile.

“Well, this is a bit of a mystery,” he said. “It seems that we have a team of invisible chefs who have won the contest. Congratulations to them, whoever they are. And thank you for watching. This has been the Chef Team of the Year contest. Good night.”

He put down the microphone and walked off the stage.

The three chefs looked at each other, not knowing what to say or do.

They had just witnessed a vanishing act.
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The Old Man And The Mermaid
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He was a fisherman, and he had been one all his life. He loved the sea, the wind, the waves, and the creatures that dwelled in the depths. He had seen many wonders and dangers in his long years, but nothing prepared him for the day he met her.

She was a mermaid. She loved the sea, the sun, the coral, and the songs that filled the water. She had seen many wonders and dangers in her long years, but nothing prepared her for the day she met him.

It was a stormy night, and he was sailing back to his home port after a long day of fishing. He had caught a good haul, but he was tired and hungry. He was looking forward to a warm meal and a soft bed. He didn't notice the dark shape that followed his boat, curious and playful.

It was a calm night, and she was swimming near the surface after a long day of exploring. She had found a new cave, but she was bored and lonely. She was looking for some fun and adventure. She noticed the bright light that moved across the water, intriguing and inviting.

He heard a splash, and he turned to see what it was. He saw a flash of scales and a tail, and he gasped. He had heard stories of mermaids, but he never believed them. He thought they were myths and legends, or tricks of the light and the mind. But there she was, real and beautiful.

She saw his face, and she smiled. She saw his eyes widen and his mouth open, and she laughed. She had heard stories of humans, but she never believed them. She thought they were myths and legends, or monsters and enemies. But there he was, real and handsome.

He reached out his hand, and she took it. He felt her skin, smooth and wet, and he shivered. He felt her pulse, strong and fast, and he wondered. He felt a connection, deep and strange, and he dared.

She held his hand, and he held hers. She felt his skin, rough and dry, and she warmed. She felt his pulse, slow and steady, and she marveled. She felt a connection, deep and strange, and she hoped.

They looked into each other's eyes, and they spoke without words. They shared their stories, their dreams, their fears. They learned about each other's worlds, their cultures, their beliefs. They found out they had more in common than they thought.

They stayed together until dawn, and they kissed goodbye. He promised to come back tomorrow night, and she promised to wait for him. They parted with a smile, a sigh, a longing.

They met again the next night, and the night after that, and many more nights to come. They became friends, then lovers, then soulmates. They faced many challenges and dangers from their own kind and others who didn't understand or approve of their bond. But they overcame them all
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