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​AUTHOR'S NOTE
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You probably thought the story was over.

So did Milo.

After all, the Wardrobe of Infinite Power was dismantled. The sock was gone. The magical items were scattered and safe. Both dark futures were prevented.

The end, right?

Wrong.

Because magic doesn't just disappear. And responsibility doesn't end with one big choice.

This is the story of what happens AFTER happily ever after.

This is the story of what happens when you try to be normal again.

This is the story of discovering that some endings are really just new beginnings.

Welcome back to Fabricville.

Things are about to get complicated again.
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​CHAPTER 1

​ONE YEAR LATER

[image: ]


Milo Martinez was eleven years old, and for exactly one year, three months, and twelve days, his life had been perfectly, wonderfully, blissfully normal.

No magical emergencies.

No reality-warping villains.

No talking socks. (He tried not to think about that one too much.)

Just sixth grade at Fabricville Middle School, where the biggest problems were pop quizzes and cafeteria mystery meat.

It was great.

Mostly.

"You're doing it again," Marcus said, snapping his fingers in front of Milo's face.

They were sitting in the cafeteria during lunch, at their usual table near the window. Zoe was across from them, editing her latest video on her phone. Rosie (now seven and in second grade, but she still ate lunch with them because "cool kids don't care about age-appropriate seating") was building a tower out of French fries with the help of her hair ribbons, which were carefully hidden under a hoodie.

"Doing what?" Milo asked.

"Staring at your bracelet," Marcus said.

Milo looked down. He'd been unconsciously rubbing the purple fabric bracelet with gold stars—the one made from the Thread of Binding. The one that was all he had left of the sock.

"Sorry," Milo said, pulling his hand away. "Habit."

"It's been over a year," Zoe said gently, not looking up from her phone. "You're allowed to stop feeling guilty."

"I don't feel guilty," Milo lied.

"You totally feel guilty," Rosie said, using her hair to place another French fry on her tower. "You get this face. Like you ate something sour."

"I do not have a face!"

"You have many faces. That's how faces work."

"You know what I mean!"

Marcus leaned back in his chair. "Dude, you saved two futures. You made the hard choice. The sock knew what they were doing. You can't keep beating yourself up about it."

"I'm not—" Milo started, then stopped. Okay, maybe I am. A little. Sometimes. When I'm not distracted by homework or video games or—"

The bracelet pulsed.

Not gently, like it usually did when it sensed ambient magic (there was always some around—Professor Lint's warehouse, the Hidden Hamper, occasionally a lost pixie).

This was strong. Urgent. Emergency-level pulsing.

"Uh oh," Milo said.

"What 'uh oh'?" Zoe asked, finally looking up.

"The bracelet. It's—"

Before he could finish, every screen in the cafeteria—phones, tablets, the TV that usually showed lunch announcements—flickered and changed to the same image.

A gloved hand reaching toward the camera.

Not just any glove. THE Glove of Grabbing. One of them, at least. Black leather, glowing with magical energy.

And behind it, a familiar distorted voice:

"Hello, Fabricville. You may remember me. I'm the Collector, and I'm back."

The cafeteria erupted in chaos.

Students screamed. Teachers ran toward the screens. Principal Henderson (who absolutely did NOT know about the previous magical incidents, despite being in the middle of most of them) shouted for everyone to remain calm, which of course made everyone panic more.

The Collector's voice continued: "For the past year, I've been searching. Studying. Learning. And I've discovered something interesting."

On screen, the gloved hand opened, revealing something floating above the palm.

A second glove. The matching pair.

"The Gloves of Grabbing were separated for a reason," the Collector said. "Alone, each glove can grab physical objects from a distance. But together? Together they can grab ANYTHING. Time. Space. Luck. Fate. Concepts themselves."

Milo felt cold dread spreading through his chest.

"You thought you won," the Collector continued. "You thought dispersing the items would keep them safe. But you forgot something important: magical items WANT to be together. They call to each other. And I've been listening."

The image zoomed out, showing the Collector standing in what looked like an old theatre. But not just any theatre—Milo recognised it. The Paramount Theatre on Main Street. The one that had been closed for renovations.

"Come find me, Milo Martinez," the Collector said. "Come face what you thought you'd defeated. Because this time, I'm not trying to create perfect order. This time, I'm going to grab what should have been mine all along."

The screen went black.

Then the emergency broadcast sound played, followed by a confused newsreader: "We, uh, apologise for that interruption. We're not sure what—technical difficulties—please stand by—"

Milo looked at his friends.

Marcus was pale. Zoe was already filming. Rosie's hair ribbons had emerged from her hoodie and were waving defensively.

"I thought this was over," Marcus said quietly.

"Me too," Milo admitted.

His phone buzzed. Group chat messages flooding in:

Professor Lint: "Did everyone see that?"

Static Cling: "The Collector is BACK?!"

Marvin: "Both gloves together is catastrophically bad news."

Marc (future-Marcus): "This wasn't supposed to happen. This timeline was supposed to be different."

Mom: "MILO. Are you safe?"

Dad: "We're coming to get you."

Aria (young Aria, now 9 and magical): "Can I help fight??"

Mom: "NO, Aria!"

Milo typed: "I'm okay. At school. Need to figure out what's happening."

The bracelet pulsed again, more insistent.

"We have to go," Milo said, standing up.

"Go where?" Zoe asked.

"The theatre. Where else?"

"Milo, that's obviously a trap," Marcus pointed out.

"I know. But if the Collector has both gloves and can grab anything..." Milo felt the weight of responsibility settling on his shoulders again, heavy and familiar. "We have to stop them before they grab something we can't get back."

"Like what?" Rosie asked.

Milo thought about it. The gloves could grab concepts. Abstract things.

"Like time," he said. "Or reality. Or the memories of everyone who knows about magic. They could erase everything we fought for."

The cafeteria was still chaotic around them, but their little group had gone quiet.

"I thought we were done being heroes," Zoe said.

"Me too," Milo said. "But I guess heroes don't get to retire."

"That's a terrible retirement plan," Marcus muttered.

"Welcome to my life."

They stood there for a moment, four kids (well, three kids and one second-grader) who'd saved the world once and thought they'd earned a break.

Apparently, magic had other ideas.

"Okay," Marcus said, squaring his shoulders. "Let's do this. Again. For what I hope is the last time."

"Same," Zoe agreed, pocketing her phone.

"I'm coming too!" Rosie announced.

"No, you're—" Milo started.

Rosie's hair ribbons formed into a shield-like shape. "I have magic too! I'm part of the team! You can't leave me behind!"

"Mom will kill me if I bring you into danger!"

"Mom will understand! Probably! Maybe! We'll explain later!"

Before Milo could argue further, Principal Henderson's voice came over the PA system: "All students, please proceed to your designated emergency assembly areas. This is not a drill. Teachers, please—"

The PA cut out.

Then the Collector's voice came through again: "Clock's ticking, Milo. You have one hour. After that, I start grabbing things. And trust me—you won't like what I choose first."

The PA clicked off.

Milo looked at the clock on the wall. 12:47 PM.

One hour.

"We need to go NOW," he said.

They ran for the exit, dodging confused teachers and panicking students.

Behind them, Milo heard Principal Henderson shouting something about "staying in designated areas" and "not leaving campus".

Sorry, Principal Henderson, Milo thought. But saving the world takes precedence over school rules.

Again.

For what he really, really hoped was the last time.
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​CHAPTER 2

​THE TEAM ASSEMBLES
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They didn't make it off school grounds before being intercepted.

Not by teachers—by Professor Lint's car, screeching to a stop at the kerb.

"GET IN!" Static Cling yelled from the passenger seat.

They piled in—Milo up front, the others in back. Mr Whiskers the cat was somehow already in the back seat, looking annoyed at being crowded.

"How did you know we'd be here?" Milo asked as Professor Lint peeled out.

"The bracelet," Professor Lint said, pointing to their own wrist, where an identical purple bracelet glowed. "The Washer made matching ones for all of us after Book 3. We're all connected now. When yours went emergency-level, ours did too."

"Book 3?" Rosie asked.

"Long story," Static Cling said. "Point is, we're assembled. Marvin's meeting us at the warehouse. Marc's already there. We have—" she checked her phone "—fifty-three minutes to figure out what to do."

"What about my parents?" Milo asked.

"They're meeting us too. Your mom is... not happy. But she knows this is important."

They reached the warehouse in record time (Professor Lint may have run several red lights, but technically traffic laws were less important than preventing magical catastrophe).

Inside, the team was gathering.

Marvin was at his computer station, screens showing various angles of the Paramount Theatre.

Marc (future-Marcus, now with shorter hair and looking less haunted than a year ago) was pacing, his timeline-reading device beeping erratically.

And standing in the centre of it all, having somehow arrived before everyone else, was Aria—young
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