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THE CUDDLE CREW: ONE LAST ROLL

Theme: Together is the only wayFor every toy left behind in a forgotten drawer. You mattered.
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CHAPTER ONE: The Big Sweep Warning
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The Lost Button Drawer had always been a kind of universe unto itself. Not a tidy one, mind you. It was a chaotic, sprawling landscape of snapped hair clips, dried-out markers that smelled faintly of cherry, a single domino (six-three, its white dots yellowing with age), three mismatched socks that had long since given up hope of finding their partners, and—tucked in the warm, dusty back corner behind a tangled nest of old headphones—five toys who had learned to call it home.

Prism woke first. He always did. His mirror surface, though slightly smudged with the passage of time, caught the very first crack of morning light that seeped from under the drawer's edge, and that light became him. He stretched his angular body—all polished glass and silver edges that gleamed even in the dimness—and activated his command tablet, which was actually just the back of a broken compact mirror he'd claimed long ago during a particularly daring expedition to the front of the drawer.

"Morning report," he said quietly, his voice a soft chime in the stillness.

The tablet glowed with a faint, silvery luminescence. It showed the usual metrics: air pressure stable, dust levels normal (which meant high, but acceptable), no human fingers in the drawer for six hours. The night had been peaceful.

Then, a new notification appeared, flashing an urgent, pulsing red.

SWEEP ALERT: HIGH PROBABILITY.

Prism's internal light flickered, casting erratic shadows against the wooden walls of their home.

"Flopsy," he said, his tone sharper now. "Wake up."

Flopsy was a stuffed rabbit who had been loved so hard and so often that his left ear now pointed sideways, as if he were perpetually confused by a gentle, invisible wind. His fur, once a pristine white, was now a mottled grey, soft and worn. He slept curled tightly around his carrot first-aid kit—a bright orange felt carrot, unzippable, meticulously stuffed with tiny bandages made from old band-aids cut into precise shapes.

"Mmph," Flopsy mumbled, rubbing his button eyes. "Did I do that?"

"You didn't do anything yet," Prism said, his gaze fixed on the flashing alert. "But the drawer might."

Flopsy's button eyes went wide, the thread holding them in place pulling taut. He knew exactly what that tone meant. The peace of their universe was about to be shattered.
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CHAPTER TWO: The Forget Chute
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They gathered in the center of the drawer, clearing a small space among the debris: the Cuddle Crew.

Rexie arrived last because he always walked slowly, deliberately, like a tiny green dinosaur who knew exactly how much space he took up in the world. His back plates were chipped in three distinct places—battle scars from a long-ago, terrifying fall off a high bed. His favorite corner of the drawer (the acoustic sweet spot, he called it) was where the smooth plastic wall met the rough wooden bottom. When he roared there, the sound echoed perfectly, making him feel larger than his six inches of molded plastic.

"What's the news?" Rexie asked, his voice a low rumble that vibrated through the floorboards.

Blaze was already pacing. Blaze was a toy race car, bright red and sleek, with a bold number 7 painted on his hood. His axles had been bent and straightened a hundred times, giving him a slight wobble, but he was still the fastest thing in the drawer. He couldn't sit still during meetings. He rolled in tight, anxious circles, leaving tiny, invisible rubber marks on an old, faded receipt.

"Prism saw a Sweep Alert," Blaze said, his engine revving softly. "That means—"

"We know what it means," said a quiet, ethereal voice.

Mirage.

No one ever saw Mirage arrive. She was a translucent toy—a small figure made of something like frosted glass, almost entirely invisible in low light. She had no face you could point at, no distinct features, but you always knew when she was looking at you. She sat slightly apart from the others. Not coldly. Just... differently. She was a presence more than a person.

"The Big Sweep," Mirage said, the words hanging in the air like a chill.

Rexie's tail went stiff, thumping once against the wood. "That's just a story. A myth to scare the new toys."

"It's not," Prism said, his voice grave. He turned his mirror face toward the back wall of the drawer. "Look."

They looked.

Behind the usual clutter, the back wall of the drawer had been marked long ago. Scratch marks. Dates. Twenty-three of them in total. Each one represented a time the human child had come with a broom and dustpan, taken everything loose and forgotten, and thrown it into—

"The Forget Chute," Flopsy whispered, clutching his carrot kit tighter.

That was their name for the trash incinerator down in the basement. They'd never seen it, of course. But they'd heard stories from older toys, toys who'd been carried too close to the kitchen, toys who'd seen the terrifying orange glow through the cracks in the floorboards. The Forget Chute didn't just destroy you. It unmade what you were. No memory. No shape. Just heat and absolute silence.

"This time is different," Prism said. He touched his command tablet, bringing up the detailed scan. "The alert says: Full cleaning. Everything. No survivors."

Silence fell over the group, heavy and suffocating.

Blaze stopped rolling, his wheels locking in place.

Even Mirage leaned forward a fraction of an inch, her translucent form shimmering slightly.

"Everything?" Flopsy's voice cracked, a tiny squeak of terror. "Even the button nest?"

The button nest was their home within a home. A hollow they'd painstakingly lined with soft fabric scraps, dried lint, and the occasional stray feather. It had taken them three years to build, a sanctuary of warmth and comfort.

"Everything," Prism confirmed, his light dimming in sorrow.

Rexie was the first to speak. He didn't roar. He just said, very softly, with a determination that surprised them all, "Then we move."
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CHAPTER THREE: High Shelf Mountain
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Prism pulled up the only map they had: a fragmented memory of the upper bedroom, drawn from years of peeking through the narrow gap under the drawer's edge when it was left slightly ajar.

"There," he said, lighting a specific spot on his tablet with a focused beam. "The high shelf across the room. The broom can't reach it. The human can't even reach it without a step stool."

"How high?" Blaze asked, his engine humming with nervous energy.

"Two human arms above the tallest toy."

That was a mountain. An impossible, sheer cliff face of polished wood and danger.

Flopsy clutched his carrot kit, his sideways ear trembling. "We're drawer toys. We've never even crossed the carpet. The carpet is a jungle."

"That's why we do it together," Rexie said, his voice steadying them. He looked at each of them, his chipped plates catching the dim light. "One leaves, we all leave. One falls—"

"We all stop," Blaze finished, the mantra grounding him.

It was an old promise. Older than the button nest. Older than their time in the drawer.

Mirage said nothing. But she moved closer. Just one step. That was enough. Her presence was a silent vow.

Prism began calculating routes, his processor whirring. The shoelace pulley system. The supply lines. The hidden vent Mirage had scouted months ago—a narrow, dusty silver tunnel in the baseboard that led to the bookshelf's shadow side.

"We leave at dust-gathering," Prism announced, his voice ringing with authority. "Before the
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