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    For Ava Grace, my little captain—

may your days be filled with treasure hunts,

your nights with sparkling dreams,

and your heart always brave enough for adventure.

      

    



  	
        
            
            "Adventure begins where curiosity dares to lead."
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Prologue
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The old playhouse sat at the far end of the backyard, half-hidden behind the lilac bushes and a tangle of ivy.

To anyone else, it looked like nothing more than a crooked little house — its paint chipped, its roof slightly tilted, and its door creaking in the wind.

But Ava Grace knew better.

Because sometimes, when the afternoon sun touched the windows just right, or when a raindrop struck the wooden step with a plink, something magical happened inside.

The air would shimmer.

The walls would hum like a secret waiting to be told.

And before Ava could even whisper “Let’s go!”, the playhouse would spin with color and light — carrying her somewhere entirely new.

A place where imagination opened every door.

A place where anything was possible.

Today, the playhouse was waiting again.

And this time... Ava thought she heard the sound of crashing waves, the flap of a sail in the wind—and a mischievous parrot squawking, “Treasure ahead!”
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The Pirate Song
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Ava Grace tiptoed across the creaky wooden floor of her backyard playhouse. Her pirate hat was a little crooked, and her wooden sword gleamed in the morning light.

Sunlight poured through the tiny windows. Dust sparkled in the air like golden fairy dust.

“I am a pirate aboard my ship,” Ava sang proudly. She twirled in a circle, her sword raised high. “Sailing the seven seas, searching for treasure, and defeating the fiercest of foes!”

She stomped her foot for good measure—thump!—and a puff of dust flew up.

To her surprise, the playhouse trembled, just a little, as if it had heard her.

Ava froze. “Hello?” she whispered.

Then—sparkle! Tiny golden lights danced across the wooden walls. The floorboards shimmered, stretching wider and wider. The walls began to sway, and the roof lifted, like sails catching a sudden wind.

Before Ava could blink, her little playhouse was gone.

In its place floated a grand pirate ship, rocking gently on a turquoise sea. The sails flapped in the breeze. Seagulls called overhead. The salty smell of ocean air filled her lungs.

Ava blinked hard. “I—I must be dreaming,” she said.

“Ahoy there!” a cheerful voice called.

Ava spun around. A man with a wide grin and a floppy hat stumbled across the deck. A shiny hook swung from his sleeve—so heavy that it nearly tipped him over. He tripped on a rope, wobbled, and barely caught himself.

“I’m Captain Wobblehook!” he announced proudly, bowing so deeply that his hat nearly fell off. “And who might you be, little pirate?”

Ava straightened her hat. “Ava Grace,” she said bravely. “And I’m a pirate too.”

From high above, a voice called down, “Welcome aboard!”

A nimble girl leapt from the crow’s nest and landed lightly beside them. “Sally Swiftfoot” she said with a wink. “Fastest sailor this side of the sea!”

A giant man with a glittering beard lumbered over next. “Barnaby ‘Bumblebeard’ Bristle,” he said in a deep, rumbling voice. “Pleased to meet ya!” He sneezed, and a cloud of glitter puffed out of his beard.

A tiny girl with clever eyes darted forward, snatched Ava’s sword, inspected it, then handed it back. “Tilly,” she said smartly. “Nice sword. Good balance.”
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