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In a quiet village surrounded by whispering woods and silvery streams, there lived a little girl named Lila Moonbright. Her cottage was small and cozy, with ivy climbing up the chimney and wild roses curling around the windows. Every morning, she would wake to the soft sound of the forest breathing — the sigh of trees, the chatter of robins, and the rustle of leaves that sounded almost like a voice calling her name.

Lila was not like the other children in the village. While they played games in the square or helped in the fields, she preferred to wander alone, barefoot along the forest paths, collecting pebbles that shimmered like moonlight and feathers that glowed faintly blue in the shade. She believed in things others did not — in magic, in dreams, and in creatures that hid between raindrops.

Her grandmother, old and kind with eyes that held the colour of twilight, used to tell her stories by the fire. Stories about a hidden garden deep within the woods — a garden where unicorns lived, unseen by human eyes. The unicorns, she said, were keepers of all that was pure and bright in the world. Their horns shone with the light of the stars, their hooves left silver trails on the grass, and wherever they went, flowers bloomed even in the coldest frost.

“Only those who truly believe,” her grandmother would whisper, “can find the Secret Unicorn Garden.”

Lila believed. With all her heart.

Every evening, after her chores were done and the sun slipped behind the hills, she would sit by her window and stare into the woods. She often imagined she saw shapes moving in the shadows — soft, graceful shapes that glimmered before vanishing. Sometimes, when the moon was full, she thought she heard faint music, like wind chimes and bells drifting through the trees. But whenever she told her parents, they would only smile and shake their heads.

“It’s just your imagination, Lila,” her mother would say gently.

But Lila’s grandmother would wink. “Or maybe it’s not.”

One spring night, after a soft rain had washed the earth clean, Lila woke suddenly from a dream. She had dreamt of a bright meadow bathed in moonlight, where hundreds of silver flowers swayed, and in the middle of it stood a unicorn — white as snow, with a mane that shimmered like falling stars. The unicorn looked straight at her and whispered something she couldn’t quite hear before vanishing into mist.

When Lila sat up, her heart was pounding. The air in her room felt strange — alive somehow. Outside, the moon was full, casting a path of light through the forest. It looked almost like an invitation.

She slipped from her bed, pulled on her cloak, and crept outside. The night was cool and quiet, except for the drip of water from the trees. The forest waited — dark, still, and beautiful.

As she followed the silvery light between the trees, the world seemed to change around her. The shadows deepened, and the air filled with a soft, glowing mist. The trees bent gently toward her, as though guiding her way. And then she saw it — a small gate covered in vines, half-hidden by the roots of an old oak.

It was strange, for she had walked that path a hundred times and never noticed it before.

Her hand trembled as she pushed it open.

On the other side was a garden like no other — a place bursting with colour and light, where flowers glowed softly, butterflies shimmered like jewels, and the air sparkled with golden dust. A stream ran through the middle, singing a melody that felt alive. And in the heart of it all stood a single unicorn, radiant and still.

Its eyes met hers — ancient and kind, filled with knowing.

In that moment, Lila understood that the stories were true. The Secret Unicorn Garden was real.

And she had been chosen to find it.
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Chapter One: The Gate Beneath the Oak
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The morning after her midnight discovery, Lila awoke to the song of robins outside her window. Sunlight poured through the curtains, painting golden stripes across her little wooden bed. For a moment, she wondered if it had all been a dream — the mist, the light, the garden, the unicorn. It seemed too perfect to be real.

But when she looked down at her shoes beside the bed, she saw that they were still damp with dew and dusted with silver pollen that sparkled faintly in the morning light. She gasped softly and touched the glimmering specks with trembling fingers. It hadn’t been a dream. It had truly happened.

Lila pressed her face to the window, her breath fogging the glass. The woods beyond her home looked ordinary again — birds flitting through the branches, leaves trembling under the morning sun, a soft wind rippling through the meadow. But she knew better now. Somewhere hidden within that green maze was the little vine-covered gate, waiting silently beneath the roots of the old oak.

Her heart thumped with excitement, but she said nothing at breakfast. Her mother was busy kneading bread, her father mending a chair. The smell of fresh dough filled the cottage, warm and comforting. Lila sat quietly, stirring her porridge, glancing now and then toward the window. If she told them what she had seen, they would only smile kindly and tell her she’d been dreaming again.

Only her grandmother might have believed her, but she was still asleep upstairs, and Lila didn’t want to wake her. So she kept her secret tucked close inside, like a warm ember glowing quietly in her chest.

After breakfast, when her chores were done, she slipped on her cloak and wandered outside. The morning was clear and soft, the ground damp from the night’s rain. Birds darted between hedges, and tiny drops of water clung to every blade of grass like jewels. Lila followed the narrow lane that wound behind her cottage, past the old stone well and down toward the edge of the woods.

The forest stood waiting, dark and deep. It seemed to breathe, each tree swaying gently as though aware of her return. Lila hesitated for only a moment before stepping into the shade. The cool air wrapped around her, carrying the scent of moss and wildflowers. Shafts of light filtered through the canopy, turning dust motes into drifting sparks.

As she walked deeper, she found herself retracing the path from the night before. Each step brought with it a flutter of memory — the sound of running water, the whispering leaves, the silver mist curling between the trunks. She could almost feel the pulse of magic beneath her feet.

It didn’t take long to find the oak. Even among a thousand trees, it stood apart — vast, ancient, and covered in twisting roots that coiled like sleeping snakes. The bark was scarred with age, yet it glowed faintly in the sunlight, as if it remembered her.

Lila knelt beside the roots and brushed away a curtain of ivy. There, half-hidden, was the little gate. Its wooden frame was weathered and delicate, tangled with vines and wildflowers that seemed to hum softly when she touched them. The metal latch was shaped like a crescent moon, cold and smooth beneath her fingers.

Her heart raced. This was it. The same gate she had pushed open in the night.

She reached out, but stopped suddenly. What if the garden had vanished with the dawn? What if the unicorns only appeared beneath the moon? The thought made her chest ache, but curiosity burned brighter than doubt.

With a deep breath, she lifted the latch and pushed.

At first, nothing happened. The vines shivered slightly, and then a soft light began to bloom between the cracks of the wood. It spread slowly, winding around the frame like threads of silver. The air grew warmer, sweeter, and somewhere beyond the gate came the sound of faint bells.

The vines loosened their grip, and the gate creaked open. Lila stepped through — and gasped.

The garden was still there. Sunlight bathed every flower in gold. The grass glistened, and the air shimmered like it was filled with invisible wings. A stream ran clear and bright through the centre, and trees with silver bark arched overhead. Butterflies sparkled in every colour she had ever imagined.
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