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Introduction

Every magical story begins somewhere.

Sometimes it begins with a whisper, sometimes with a dream… and sometimes it begins with a simple bedtime story shared between a parent and a child.

This book was inspired by a conversation I once had with my friend. One evening she told me about a magical story she used to share with her young son every night before he fell asleep. Like many bedtime stories, it was filled with wonder, imagination, and the kind of quiet magic that helps children drift peacefully into dreams.

As she spoke, my imagination began to wander. The story she described planted a tiny spark in my mind — a spark that slowly grew into the adventure you are about to read.

While the characters and much of the story have been lovingly reimagined, three wonderful ideas stayed with me from the very beginning: a young boy, a magnificent bouncing ball filled with mysterious magic… and a beautiful unicorn who appears when that magic awakens.

From those three enchanting ideas, a whole universe began to unfold.

Soon there was Leo — a curious boy with a brave heart and a bouncing ball. There was Lunalia, the shimmering unicorn who guides him through the unknown. And there were distant planets filled with glowing forests, floating islands, oceans made of starlight, and creatures that only the imagination could create.

But beneath the adventure, this story holds something deeper.

It is about believing in yourself.

It is about courage when things feel uncertain.

It is about kindness, curiosity, and the quiet magic that lives inside every child.

Bedtime stories are powerful things. They can comfort us at the end of a long day, open doors to magical worlds, and remind us that even the smallest idea can grow into something extraordinary.

My hope is that this story will spark laughter, wonder, and imagination for both children and the grown-ups reading beside them. Perhaps it will even inspire new bedtime stories of your own.

So open these pages, follow the stars, and step into Leo’s magical adventure.

Because sometimes…

The smallest spark of imagination can light up an entire universe.

— Alison Irene Meyer
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Chapter 1 — The Little Ball in Leo’s Pocket

Leo loved small things.

Not toys from shiny store shelves or loud gadgets that blinked and beeped. No—Leo loved tiny treasures. Things that looked ordinary to everyone else but felt special when he held them in his hand.

His pockets were always full.

If you looked inside them, you might find a smooth stone shaped like a heart, a rusty key from a place no one remembered, a feather from a bird Leo had never seen again, or a marble that shimmered like the colors of a rainbow.

Leo believed every little object had a story.

And sometimes, when he sat quietly by himself, he imagined what those stories might be.

One bright Saturday morning, Leo and his mother walked through the busy lanes of the town flea market. The air smelled like warm bread, old books, and freshly cut flowers. People chatted happily while wandering between tables piled high with curious objects.

There were clocks that no longer ticked, boxes full of postcards from faraway places, stacks of colorful scarves fluttering in the breeze, and jars filled with buttons of every shape and size.

Leo loved the flea market.

To him, it felt like a giant treasure hunt.

“Stay close,” his mother reminded him gently, smiling as he wandered from table to table.

“I will!” Leo said, though he was already peeking at a tray of old coins that glimmered in the sunlight.

As he moved past a stall filled with dusty books and faded maps, something caught his eye.

It wasn’t big.

In fact, it was almost hidden among a small pile of odds and ends—tiny compasses, glass marbles, and bits of polished stone.

But something about it made Leo stop.

Right in the middle of the table lay a small round ball.

It was no bigger than a tennis ball, but it didn’t look like any ball Leo had ever seen before. Its surface shimmered softly, as though colors were moving slowly inside it—deep blue, warm gold, and hints of violet.

Leo picked it up carefully.

It felt smooth and cool in his hand.

For a moment, the colors inside the ball seemed to swirl, almost like tiny clouds drifting across the sky.

Leo blinked.

Had it really moved?

“Do you like that one?” asked a friendly voice.

Leo looked up to see the old shopkeeper sitting behind the table. He had a kind face with smiling eyes and a long silver beard that reached the middle of his chest.

“Yes,” Leo said quietly. “It’s beautiful.”

The shopkeeper chuckled softly.

“That ball has been sitting here for quite a while,” he said. “Seems like it’s been waiting for someone.”

Leo turned the ball slowly in his fingers. In the sunlight, it glowed faintly, like a tiny piece of the evening sky.

“How much is it?” Leo asked.

The old man leaned forward, peering at the ball thoughtfully.

“For you,” he said after a moment, “one coin.”

Leo’s eyes widened. “Really?”

The shopkeeper nodded. “Really.”

Leo quickly reached into his pocket and pulled out a single coin he had saved from the week before. He placed it carefully on the table.

The shopkeeper took the coin and smiled warmly.

“Take good care of it,” he said.

Leo nodded. “I will.”

He slipped the ball gently into his pocket, where it rested among his other treasures.

As Leo and his mother continued walking through the market, Leo kept touching his pocket to make sure the ball was still there.

He didn’t know why, but something about it felt different from all his other treasures.

It felt… special.

Later that afternoon, when Leo returned home, he placed his small collection of treasures on the desk beside his bed.

There was a heart-shaped stone, the rusty key and the bright feather.

And finally, the little shimmering ball.

Leo picked it up again and held it near the window where sunlight streamed through the glass.

For a moment, the colors inside it seemed to glow more brightly.

Blue. Gold. Violet.

Leo tilted his head.

“That’s funny,” he murmured.

It almost looked like the colors were moving again.

But after a second, the ball became still.

Leo shrugged.

“Maybe it’s just the light,” he said.

He placed the ball beside his other treasures and went downstairs for dinner.

That night, after brushing his teeth and climbing into bed, Leo reached over to his desk and picked up the ball one more time.

The room was quiet.

Outside, the moon hung in the dark sky like a silver lantern.

Leo turned the ball slowly in his hand.

It was still cool and smooth, just like before.

“Goodnight, little ball,” he said softly, smiling to himself.

Then he placed it carefully on the desk beside his bed and pulled the blanket up to his chin.

Soon, Leo fell fast asleep. But sometime later, deep in the quiet middle of the night… something changed.

A faint glow began to shimmer from the little ball.

Soft at first, barely noticeable, then brighter and brighter, as the ball began to hum with a gentle, magical light.

— End of excerpt —
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