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Dedication

This book is dedicated to every child who has ever looked at the sky and imagined something impossible. It is for the dreamers who believe castles can fly, statues can smile, and kindness can change the world. It is for those who feel small sometimes but carry big magic inside their hearts. 

May you always be brave enough to explore, gentle enough to care, and curious enough to ask, “What if?” Remember that even something old and forgotten can find new purpose. Just like the castle, you have the power to grow wings and bring light wherever you go.

Introduction

In a quiet corner of the world, where tall grass sways and stars shine brightly at night, there stands a castle that most people are too afraid to visit. It once belonged to the Midnight Kingdom, a place filled with powerful magic. But magic is not always gentle. 

When arguments filled its halls, the kingdom fell silent, and the castle was left alone on its hill. The villagers nearby whisper stories about it. They say it still holds strange powers. What they do not know is that the castle has been waiting. Waiting for the right moment to do something extraordinary.
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Chapter 1: The Magical Castle
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On a high hill near the village of Crystalwood stood an ancient castle. Its towers reached toward the sky. Tall windows lined its walls. 

Long ago, the castle belonged to the Midnight Kingdom. That kingdom had once been strong and proud. People traveled from far lands to learn from its magicians, witches, and wizards, who were the major occupants. 

Inside the castle halls, bright potions bubbled in glass jars. Spell books stacked high on carved tables. Strange creatures slept in corners. Sparks of magic flashed through the air during lessons and practice.

The castle rang with chants and laughter in those early days. Magic lived in every room. It rested in the stone walls and in the wooden beams above. It hid in staircases and behind doors.

But power can cause trouble when pride grows too large.

The magicians argued about which spells were best. The witches fought over rare ingredients. The wizards claimed they alone understood true magic. 

Small disagreements grew into loud battles of words. Words turned into bursts of power. Bursts of power cracked windows and shook the towers.

In the grand hall, two sorcerers once faced each other over a silver staff. One said it belonged to his family. The other claimed he had crafted it. 

Their anger caused sparks to leap across the room. The silver staff broke in two and that day marked the start of many fights.

In the potion room, cauldrons tipped over during heated debates. In the library, books fell from shelves during angry spells. The castle itself seemed to groan from the noise.

The people of the Midnight Kingdom grew afraid. They had trusted the magic folk to protect them. Now that same magic caused fear.

One by one, villagers packed their things and left the kingdom. Shops closed. Markets stood empty. Farms grew wild. The once busy streets fell silent.

The magicians and witches did not stop. They blamed each other for the empty kingdom. No one took blame for their own part. Each believed they were right.

At last, a great storm rolled across the sky one night. Thunder shook the towers. Rain poured through broken windows. 

During one final argument in the highest tower, a spell went wrong. A bolt of energy shot through the castle and cracked the tallest spire.

That sound echoed across the hills.

Silence followed.

The magicians, witches, and wizards looked at one another. Their home stood damaged. Their kingdom stood empty. Fear crept into their hearts for the first time.

Before sunrise, they gathered what they could carry and left. Some walked into forests. Some crossed rivers. Some sailed across seas. None turned back to look at the castle on the hill.

They believed the magic would fade without them.

They were wrong.

Magic does not vanish when ignored. It settles into stone and wood. It waits.

The castle remained.

Years passed. Wind pushed through broken windows. Rain washed the steps. Birds nested in the towers. Roots split parts of the courtyard.

Near the hill sat the village of Crystalwood. It was small but lively. Cottages lined narrow paths. 

A bakery stood near a well at the center of town. A blacksmith worked beside his forge each day. Children played in open fields and chased one another near the edge of the woods.

From almost every corner of Crystalwood, the castle could be seen.

Parents warned their children to stay away from the hill.

“That place holds old power,” elders would say during evening gatherings. “Power that once caused harm.”

Stories spread through generations.

Some said voices echoed from the towers at night. Some said lights flashed behind the tall windows. Others claimed the iron gates creaked open without a touch.

Brave teens had dared one another to step through the gates. A few had walked up the hill during daylight hours. They pushed open the heavy doors and stepped inside.

None of those who entered ever returned.

Search parties formed many times. Villagers climbed the hill with ropes and lanterns. They called out names into the dark halls. Their voices bounced back at them.

No footprints led out of the castle.

After many failed searches, fear grew stronger.

No one visited the hill after that.

The castle stood alone against the sky. Children in Crystalwood often asked questions.

“Why does it remain standing if no one lives there?”

“Why do the towers not fall?”

“Why do strange sounds come from it on cold nights?”

Parents had no clear answers.

Deep inside the castle, beyond broken doors and fallen beams, magic still rested in hidden rooms. 

In the grand hall where arguments once rang, marks remained on the floor from old spells. In the highest tower, cracked stone held traces of power from the final storm.

In the library, many books had turned to dust. But a few remained untouched. Their pages held spells never spoken. Their covers held symbols that seemed to hold breath.

At times, a low rumble passed through the walls. At times, dust rose from the floor without cause. The castle was not empty. It held memory. It held strength. It held something waiting.

Back in Crystalwood, life moved on.

The baker rose before sunrise to knead dough. The blacksmith shaped iron tools. Farmers tended crops. Children learned letters in a small schoolhouse.

Still, each person felt the presence of the castle.

Travelers passing through town often asked about it.

“Why does no one claim such a grand place?” they would ask.

The villagers answered with caution.

“It belongs to the past,” they would say. “Best to leave it there.”

As seasons changed, ivy climbed higher on the castle walls. Rain carved thin paths along stone. Snow rested on the towers in winter.

One evening, an elder named Bram gathered children near the well and told a tale from his youth.

“When I was a boy,” he began, “my brother and two friends climbed the hill. They wanted to prove they were brave. I watched from this very spot. They pushed open the gates and stepped inside. I waited for hours. I called their names. No answer came.”

The children listened without sound.

“What happened to them?” one child asked.

Bram shook his head. “The castle kept its secret.”

That story settled into young minds. The hill became a place of warning.

The magic left behind by the Midnight Kingdom had not died.

It had grown.
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Chapter 2: The Flying Castle
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In Crystalwood, evening was calm. Supper tables stood ready. Lamps burned inside cottages. Laughter carried through open windows.

Then, a loud rumble came.

It rolled across the ground like distant thunder. Cups trembled on wooden tables. A spoon fell to the floor inside the bakery. The blacksmith stepped out of his workshop and placed his hand on the earth.

Another rumble followed, stronger than the first.

Windows shook in their frames. Dogs barked. Chickens flapped and scattered across yards.

“It is the castle,” someone called from the center of town.

Doors flew open as villagers poured into the streets. They looked toward the hill.

The castle towers trembled. Bits of stone broke free and fell against the outer walls. The air around the hill seemed thick, almost charged with unseen power.

The ground gave a sharp jolt that sent several people to their knees. Mothers pulled children close. Fathers held lanterns high.

A deep crack split across the courtyard inside the castle. From that crack, lines of light spread across the stone floor like roots growing in reverse. 

The lines ran up the walls and along the towers. They traced patterns that no one in Crystalwood had ever seen.

The castle walls began to shine with a pale silver light.

Gasps rose from the village.

The silver lines brightened and moved along the stone like living veins. They reached the sides of the castle and gathered there, collecting in two large shapes.

The iron gates burst open with a loud
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