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For all the little dreamers who believe that a treehouse can be a gateway to magic and adventure, this book is for you. May you always find a secret door in the branches, a whisper of a story in the wind, and a sparkle of wonder waiting just beyond your backyard. Remember, the most incredible journeys don’t need maps or tickets—they only need a curious heart and a pinch of imagination.

To the grown-ups who still sparkle in their eyes when a story begins, thank you for never losing the knack for daydreaming. May you always encourage your little explorers to climb higher, reach further, and dive deeper into the tales that make the world a bit brighter. After all, magic is real, especially when we share it with those we love.
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Have you ever wished you could climb into a treehouse and find yourself whisked away on wild adventures? Well, that is exactly what happens in these stories. Inside the magic treehouse, each page is like a secret door leading to places filled with pirates and princesses, talking animals, and mysterious treasure maps. But beware, not everything is as simple as it seems, and sometimes the treehouse has a trick or two up its leaves. So buckle up and get ready to jump into worlds where anything can happen, and often does!

These tales are not just stories; they are invitations to let your imagination run wild and your heart beat a little faster. You might find yourself sailing stormy seas or tiptoeing through enchanted forests, all while sitting in your own cozy corner. The magic treehouse is waiting for you to open its door and start your next great adventure. Just remember to bring your courage, your curiosity, and a big spoonful of fun!
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Emily Rose Whitaker grew up in a small town in Vermont where snow days meant hot cocoa and reading stacks of fairy tales under a big quilt. She always knew she wanted to write stories that kids would beg to hear “just one more time” before bed. Her love for adventure and a pinch of mischief shows up in every tale she spins.

Before writing full-time, Emily worked as a kindergarten teacher for almost a decade. Those years gave her more than enough funny moments and wild kid questions to fill a hundred books. She believes there’s magic in the everyday stuff — muddy boots, backyard forts, and secret handshakes between best friends.

When she’s not writing, Emily can be found gardening with her two daughters, baking cookies that rarely make it to the jar, or camping in the woods with her husband. She swears she’s never outgrown bedtime stories herself — they’re her favorite way to dream up the next adventure.
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Copyright © 2025 Emily Rose Whitaker

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system, or transmitted in any form or by any means whether electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording or otherwise without the prior written permission of the copyright holder, except in the case of brief quotations included in critical articles or reviews.

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, places or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.
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ON THE FAR EDGE OF the crooked little village of Nettlesham, where the streets twisted like boiled spaghetti and the lampposts leaned over as if eavesdropping, there stood an enormous old oak tree. This was no ordinary tree. Its bark was gnarled and cracked like an ancient face, and its branches reached out like crooked fingers, shivering even when the wind was still. The villagers called it the Old Oak, but the children whispered about it as something secret and strange—something absolutely magical.

Twelve-year-old Matilda and her younger brother Billy were the only ones brave enough to wander near the Old Oak. Matilda had a curious mind like a cat’s whiskers—always twitching toward strange noises and odd mysteries. Billy, a round-faced boy with freckled cheeks and a dangerously mischievous smile, tagged along wherever she went, usually getting into trouble with his antics.

One sultry July afternoon, when the sun was dripping gold over the crooked roofs and the air smelled of damp leaves and old stories, Matilda and Billy went out in search of adventure. Their mother had warned them to stay away from the Old Oak, saying, “That tree is nothing but trouble.” But trouble, as everyone knows, is the best friend of children.

They marched through the tangle of nettles and brambles, past the rusty bicycle stuck in a thorn bush, and reached the base of the Old Oak. Matilda circled the trunk, her fingers tracing the rough bark, when suddenly Billy shouted, “Look! Look here!”

He was pointing at the base of the tree where, hidden under moss and a scattering of dry leaves, a small wooden door peeked out. It was no bigger than a breadbox, painted in faint, peeling green. “How did that get there?” Billy wondered aloud, his eyes as wide as saucers.

Matilda dropped to her knees and scratched at the moss. The door was wedged tight but not locked. With a grunt, she pushed, and it creaked open with a sound like a groan from a very old man who had just woken up from a hundred-year nap.

Inside was not darkness but a flickering glow, like a thousand tiny fireflies trapped in amber jars. They peered in and saw a narrow staircase curling down into the earth, made of gnarled roots thick with earth and moss. Against every sensible warning in their heads, both stepped inside.

The staircase twisted and turned, dropping deeper than they expected. At last, they stumbled into a dimly lit cavern. The walls were lined with glowing mushrooms in shades of blue and gold, casting eerie shadows that danced like spooky puppets. In the middle of the cavern stood a little table, and on the table sat a teapot that bubbled and steamed by itself.

A voice croaked from the shadows. “Welcome, young adventurers,” it said. Out stepped a tiny old man no taller than a carrot, wearing a velvet jacket that sparkled like stardust and spectacles too big for his nose. “I am Peever the Wise, guardian of this secret hollow. And I see you have found my door.”

Matilda blinked. “You mean... you live here?”

“Lives here, yes. And watches over the Old Oak and its secrets. But not many are chosen to enter.” Peever tapped his nose and winked. “Not many at all.”

Billy stifled a grin. “So, what is all this glowing mushroom stuff?”

Peever tutted. “Fungi of power, young master. They keep the magic of the tree alive. And they grant those who pass through the door one chance to ask for something truly wondrous.”

Matilda’s heart raced. “One wish? Only one?”

“One wish. Choose wisely,” Peever whispered.

Billy immediately piped up, “I want a mountain of chocolate! No, a junk food factory filled with sweets and fizzy sodas!”

Peever’s eyes twinkled. “Ah, sweet indulgence is a common wish. But remember, the magic has its own sense of humor.”

Matilda thought hard. A wish to be rich and famous? To fly like a bird? No, better to wish for something clever.

Then a great idea struck her. “I wish,” she said carefully, “that the Old Oak can protect the village so no harm ever comes to it, not from storms, or pests, or thieves.”

Peever tapped his chin and smiled a little smile. “A wish of kindness and wisdom. Very rare indeed.”

He lifted his hand, and a sparkling dust floated down like tiny stars. The glowing mushrooms brightened until the whole cavern shone like a hidden sun, and the roots hummed softly beneath their feet.

Suddenly, the ground trembled faintly, and a gentle wind rustled the tree branches far above.

Peever bowed. “Your wish is done. Now, you must leave, for the tree’s magic is not to be revealed to all.”

Matilda and Billy crawled back up the twisting staircase. The door shut behind them with a soft thump. Outside, the old oak looked just as fierce and shadowy as ever, its secrets safe once again.

Billy grinned. “Do you think the wish will last forever?”

Peever, who was now crouching by their feet unseen, chuckled. “Magic is a tricky thing, young man. It listens to what is spoken, but also to what is meant. And sometimes, it’s more clever than the cleverest child.”

Matilda looked up at the tree with new respect. The Old Oak wasn’t simply a tree. It was a guardian, a protector, a door to mysteries beyond ordinary understanding.

“Come on, Billy,” Matilda said, brushing dirt from her knees. “Let’s get home before Mama thinks we’re lost forever.”

As they walked back through Nettlesham’s twisting streets, the village seemed just a little safer, a little brighter—though not a soul but the children and the magic guardian himself knew why.

Late that night, when the village was asleep and the moon floated like a silver balloon in the sky, a soft glow lit the Old Oak. Its branches shimmered with unseen enchantments, and a quiet hum drifted from its roots, keeping Nettlesham wrapped in a secret spell.

And for anyone brave enough to find the tiny green door again, the adventure would wait... patiently, quietly... until the next daring pair of children came knocking.
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The Enchanted Map of the Whispering Woods

[image: ]


NOBODY IN THE ENTIRE town of Grimbleton would have dared to set foot in the Whispering Woods. Not because of bears or wolves—although there were plenty of those—but because of the strange sounds that came from deep inside, murmurs and whispers that tickled your ears like they knew all your secrets, even the ones you hadn’t told anyone.

Now, Billy Tootle was not the kind of boy to mind a few creepy noises. Billy was short, scruffy, and forever covered in mud, which did not improve when he fell headfirst into the creek or tangled with the prickly bushes. He was twelve, had a wild mess of dark hair, and eyes that seemed to shine with a mixture of curiosity and mischief. His mother called him “a walking disaster,” but the truth was, Billy was just searching for adventure.

One sloshing October afternoon, Billy was hanging around the dusty old attic of his grandma’s house. Grandma Tootle was the kind of old lady who never smiled, wore spectacles that made her eyes look like two big marbles, and smelled suspiciously like cabbage soup. She was busy knitting something that looked like a thousand tiny hats for mice when Billy stumbled over a dusty trunk.

“What’s in there, Grandma?” he asked, almost tripping over the lid.

She sniffed sharply. “Nothing you should be poking at, young man.”

Billy grinned and lifted the heavy lid. Cobwebs puffed into his face. Inside was a rolled-up parchment tied with
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