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CHAPTER 1 

 

Milon had never owned a castle before – let alone a secret one – yet 

the contract in his hand said he owned one all the same.  

He stood in the middle of the drawbridge looking up at a 

castle he hadn’t even heard of until a few hours ago. It looked like 

something out of a book of Medieval clichés.  

“And you’re sure this is all mine?” he piped, looking up at 

the estate agent standing beside him. 

The estate agent grinned down at Milon and chuckled good-

naturedly. His name was Hudson. He was a tall man (although that 

really wasn’t saying very much since Milon was so short that pretty 

much everyone looked tall to him), sharply dressed in a black and 

gold pin-striped suit with a neatly-cropped goatee beard and greasy 

slicked-back hair. A fake Rolex watch hung from his wrist alongside 

no fewer than five signet rings and a cheap leather-bound briefcase 

clutched in his hand. 

“Of course it’s yours!” the agent confirmed. He ruffled 

Milon’s hair affectionately. 

“Like legally and everything?” Milon’s voice had never quite 

got around to the point of breaking – a fact he blamed on years of 

being wedgied as a kid – but he tried to make it sound as 

authoritative as he could as he looked down at the contract in his 

hands, his eyes trailing over the lines of small print. 
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“Son, this contract is so watertight, you could practically go 

sailing in it!” Hudson said with a grin that positively sparkled. 

“Look here: your name’s Milon, right?” 

Milon had to admit that it was. 

“And now here: ‘The BUYER’ – that’s you – ‘Hereby undertakes 

to be the sole proprietor of the lands and properties listed 

hereinafter until such a time as he chooses to relinquish his claim 

over said deed or until he is found to be in breach of the 

contractual pre-conditions listed in paragraphs 4-8).’ And look 

here: ‘The aforementioned lands and properties shall be deemed to 

constitute 55,000 acres of prime real estate located in a secret 

place, including full rights over all minerals and life forms 

located on or within said land.’” 

“Wow,” said Milon. He’d only understood maybe one tenth of 

what Hudson had just read to him. With language that complicated, it 

just had to be legal!  

And to think he’d only paid $10 for this place! 

Milon looked up at the castle in front of him. It was made of 

good solid stone, all ancient and moss-covered, with a strong iron 

portcullis drawn shut over the front. High ramparts stared down at 

him from above, their surfaces studded with arrow slits and their 

corners bolstered by four round towers with battlements on top. He 

looked at the drawbridge and the moat flowing underneath. He looked 

at the sky which crackled with lightning. 

It was a castle all right. 

“It just seems a little too easy,” he admitted. Milon’s mother 

– God rest her soul – had always warned Milon about doing things 
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that were too easy. That was one of the reasons why she had never 

stepped in to help him when he was being beaten up at school. Every 

time Milon had came home with his blue dungarees all muddied and 

torn and his favourite blue cap now more like a scarf hanging around 

his neck, she had sent him to bed without any supper and told him to 

think about his failings as a human being. She insisted it helped to 

build character. 

“You’ve got to learn to fight your own battles!” his mother 

shrieked at him as he slumped dejectedly into his room. “What’ll you 

do when I’m not around anymore, hey? You think someone’s going to 

magically step in and help you out? Quit trying to make things easy 

for yourself and grow a bloody backbone!” 

Well, Milon was damned if he was going to make the same 

mistake again. “I mean, this place only cost me $10 to buy… I just 

can’t believe that no one else is interested in buying this place at 

that price.” 

“Of course no one else is interested!” the estate agent 

replied. “I mean think about it – it’s called a ‘secret castle’ for 

a reason! If there were other buyers, that would mean that other 

people knew about it… and then it wouldn’t be much of a secret, 

would it?”  

Milon had to admit there was a certain logic to that. 

Hudson gestured for Milon to follow him as he set off across 

the castle grounds. Fifty-five thousand acres of prime real estate – 

rolling green fields and privet hedges cut into interesting shapes, 

a well-ordered flower garden and a cute little pond with fish in it. 

At the far end of the castle grounds there stood what looked like 
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some sort of bomb shelter next to a small wooden hut bearing the 

words, ‘Gift Shop’.  

That was re-assuring. Every castle Milon had ever been to had 

had a gift shop in it. He was pleased to see that his own was no 

exception. 

Milon’s legs were so tiny, he had to make two steps for every 

one of Hudson’s. His next question came out as little more than a 

breathless pant and Hudson waved it away with a casual flick of his 

wrist. 

“I’m sure all your questions will be answered in time!” he 

said. “Just look at this place! Twenty bedrooms, two kitchens, a 

chapel, a fully-stocked armoury and a massive wine cellar!” He 

paused next to a giant catapult lying in the middle of the pathway 

and winked at Milon. “The beach is just a stone’s throw away too.” 

Milon rubbed his chin. He wondered for a moment if this estate 

agent might be trying to play him for some sort of fool. His mother 

– God rest her soul - had always told Milon that he looked like the 

kind of idiot that people liked to take advantage of.  

“Look at you in those stupid blue dungarees and that 

ridiculous blue hat,” she had sneered at him on more than one 

occasion, usually when the drink was in her and she’d run out of 

things to throw at him. “You look like the kind of idiot people 

wouldn’t even piss on if he was on fire!” 

“But mummy, you bought these clothes for me,” Milon replied.  

“Of course I did!” his mother snarled. “It takes real balls to 

walk around town looking like that. It builds character, so it does! 

You mark my words!”  
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Milon didn’t know much about character, but these clothes had 

certainly got him beaten up a lot at school. 

The estate agent grinned down at Milon. “Trust me,” he 

insisted. “One look at you and I could tell you were the perfect 

person to own this castle. All you need do is sign the contract and 

this place will be yours forever.”  

Maybe Milon’s mother had been right after all. Maybe all those 

years of wedgies and wet willies had been worth it. Maybe all those 

years of people mocking him for his clothes and his mother telling 

him he was an idiot had somehow pushed Milon across some sort of 

internal threshold. Somehow – without even knowing it – he had gone 

from being the world’s biggest loser to being the world’s greatest 

success. 

Character had been built; a backbone had been grown. And now, 

he had a castle to prove it! 

“Give me that pen!” he declared, snatching the gold-plated 

biro from Hudson’s hand and signing his name on the bottom with all 

the flourish his stunted education would allow. 

“Excellent!” beamed Hudson. His eyes blazed with triumph as he 

tore off the top copy and slipped it inside his pocket. “You have no 

idea how happy this makes me. Now, why don’t we go inside and see 

what you’ve purchased?” 

Milon was only too happy to agree. 

 


