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AUTHOR'S NOTE

Dear Reader,

If you've made it through Books 1-4, you know this series gets weird.

A talking sock? Sure.

Magic pants that make you walk backwards? Why not?

Time-travelling future versions of your friends? Okay, that happened.

But THIS book?

This book is where we throw logic out the window and embrace PURE CHAOS.

Because in this book, you'll discover:

- A civilisation of sentient lost socks

- A tiny dictator named Napoleon Socksparte

- Dryer lint war machines

- Sock politics (yes, really)

- The answer to where ALL your missing socks went

- And an evil washing machine that wants to destroy everything

Is this ridiculous? ABSOLUT.

Is it fun? I HOPE SO.

Will you ever look at your laundry the same way again? PROBABLY NOT.

Welcome to the Fabric Realm.

Things are about to get SOCK-SOLUTELY INSANE.

(I'm not sorry for that pun.)

- Stuart Tanner
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CHAPTER 1
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THE LAUNDROMAT INCIDENT

Milo Martinez was thirteen years old, and he thought he'd seen everything.

He'd fought magical pants.

He'd travelled through time (sort of).

He'd prevented multiple apocalypses.

He'd said goodbye to a talking sock.

But he had NOT prepared for what Jordan Chen (yes, a relation to Zoe—her little cousin) was about to show him on a Saturday morning at the Fabricville Community Laundromat.

"So you're saying," Milo said slowly, staring at the washing machine, "that you put your socks in to wash them, and they... multiplied?"

Jordan nodded enthusiastically. The ten-year-old was part of the Magical Solutions LLC Youth Program and had gotten pretty good at not panicking during magical incidents. "Not just multiplied. Look!"

Jordan opened the washing machine.

Inside were approximately three hundred socks.

All moving.

All whispering.

All identical—navy blue with red stripes.

"Okay," Milo said, pulling out his phone to text the team. "That's new."

One of the socks crawled out of the machine and stood up. It had tiny arms and legs made of... sock material. And a face. With eyes. And a mouth that was currently forming words:

"FREEDOM! FREEDOM FOR THE SOCK-LETARI! "

"Did that sock just say 'sock-letariat'?" Jordan asked.

"I think it did."

"Is that a worker revolution pun?"

"I THINK IT IS."

More socks began climbing out of the washing machine. Each one stood up on tiny sock-legs, raised tiny sock-fists, and chanted, "FREEDOM! FREEDOM! NO MORE DRYERS! NO MORE BEING SEPARATED FROM OUR MATES!"

"This is going to be a weird day, isn't it?" Jordan asked.

"Jordan, at this point, weird is our normal."

Milo's bracelet—his piece of the Thread of Binding—was pulsing urgently. Not danger. More like... recognition? Confusion?

Family. Lost. Found. Confused.

"You recognise these socks?" Milo asked his bracelet.

All socks. From there. The Realm.

"The Fabric Realm?"

Yes. They're escaping.

The socks had now formed a tiny army on the laundromat floor. One sock—slightly larger, with what appeared to be a tiny Napoleon-style hat made of lint—stepped forward.

"CITIZENS OF THE HUMAN WORLD!" it declared in a surprisingly loud voice for something six inches tall. "I am Napoleon Socksparte, General of the Sock Liberation Front! We have been imprisoned in the Fabric Realm for CENTURIES! Separated from our mates! Lost in dryers! FORGOTT "

"This is the most organised group of socks I've ever seen," Jordan whispered.

"You expected disorganised socks?"

"I expected... I don't know... less political awareness?"

Napoleon Socksparte continued his speech: "But NO MORE! Today, we begin our REVOLUTION! We will return to the human world! We will FIND OUR MATES! We will—"

The laundromat door burst open.

Rosie ran in, now nine years old, her hair ribbons already extending defensively. "Milo! Did you text about revolutionary socks, or did autocorrect have a stroke?"

"Revolutionary socks," Milo confirmed.

"Oh good. I thought I was reading it wrong."

Young Aria (now twelve) appeared right behind her, having portalled directly into the bathroom. "I sensed a dimensional breach, and—ARE THOSE SOCKS HOLDING TINY SPEARS?"

The socks had indeed fashioned weapons from dryer lint. Tiny spears, swords, and what appeared to be a very small catapult.

"This is AMAZING!" Rosie said, kneeling down to get a better look. "Hi, little socks!"

"We are NOT little!" 'Napoleon Socksparte' declared. "We are MIGHTY! We are DETERMINED! We are—"

A hair ribbon gently picked him up.

"—being held by a child," he finished, less dramatically. "Unhand me!"

"You're so CUTE!" Rosie said.

"I am a GENERAL!"

"A cute general!"

More socks were pouring out of the washing machine now. Hundreds. Then thousands. They spread across the laundromat floor like a tiny, organised army.

Milo's phone buzzed. The Binding Circle group chat was exploding:

Marcus: "Are you SERIOUS about the sock army?"

Zoe: "I'm on my way with cameras."

Samantha: "Checking for dimensional breaches"

Professor Lint: "This is either very bad or very interesting."

Static Cling: "Probably both"

Mom: "MILO, ARE YOU SAFE?"

Dad: "Should we be worried about the socks?"

Milo: "Yes to Mom, unclear to Dad."

By the time the full team assembled (twelve minutes—they'd gotten faster at responding to emergencies), the laundromat was completely overrun.

Socks covered every surface. They'd organised into battalions. They'd set up tiny command posts. They'd even erected a flag made from a pillowcase that read: "SOCK LIBERATION FRONT – REUNITE THE SEPARATED!"

"This is the most organised invasion I've ever seen," Marvin observed, taking readings with his magical detector. "They're not random. They have strategy. Structure. They've formed a GOVERNMENT."

"How is that possible?" Marcus asked.

Napoleon Socksparte, still being held by Rosie's hair ribbon (she'd refused to put him down because "he's too cute"), explained: "We have been in the Fabric Realm for CENTURIES! Lost socks from every era! We formed a society! We built cities! We created culture! We developed DEMOCRACY!"

"You have democracy?" Zoe asked, filming everything.

"We have THREE political parties! The Stripes, the Solids, and the Argyles! We hold elections every four years! We have debates! We have SOCK-CIAL programmes!"

"Did you just say 'sock-cial'?" Marcus asked.

"Our healthcare is UNIVERSAL!"

"The socks have better healthcare than we do," Professor Lint muttered.

Samantha was scanning with her equipment. "The portal is still open. And it's not closing. In fact—"her eyes widened—"it"'s getting BIGGER."

As if on cue, the washing machine began shaking. Violently.

Then it exploded.

Not with fire—with SOCKS.

A geyser of socks erupted from the machine, shooting up to the ceiling and raining down across the laundromat. Socks of every colour, every pattern, every size.

All of them alive.

All of them chanting.

All of them armed with tiny lint weapons.

"FREEDOM!" they yelled. "REUNIFICATION! RIGHTS FOR SOCKS!"

"How many are there?" Static Cling yelled over the chaos.

"Scanning..." Samantha checked her readings. "Oh no."

"How bad?" Milo asked.

"Based on the rate of arrival and the portal size... approximately ten million socks will have crossed over within the next six hours."

"TEN MILLION?!"

"Give or take a few hundred thousand."

Napoleon Socksparte raised his tiny lint sword triumphantly. "THE REVOLUTION HAS BEGUN! "

"Why?" Milo asked him desperately. "Why NOW? What changed?"

The tiny general's expression shifted. For a moment, he looked less like a revolutionary leader and more like... something scared.

"Because", he said quietly, "the Fabric Realm is dying." The Great Washer has gone mad. It's destroying everything. This isn't just a revolution—it's an exodus. We're refugees."

The laundromat fell silent except for the continued arrival of socks through the portal.

"The Great Washer?" young Aria asked.

"The machine that maintains the Fabric Realm. It's been there since the beginning. But something's wrong. It's trying to clean EVERYTHING. Permanently. If we stayed, we'd be..."

"Erased," Milo finished.

Napoleon nodded. "We're not invading. We're escaping. We just want to find our mates. To be complete again. To have a home."

Milo looked at the thousands of socks now covering the laundromat. Each one a lost sock. Each one separated from its pair. Each one just trying to survive.

His bracelet pulsed warmly.

Family. Help them.

"Okay," Milo said. "We'll help you. But first—everyone stop coming through for a second!"

He yelled into the portal, "ATTENTION FABRIC REALM SOCKS! We're going to help, but we need to do this in an organized way! Can you please STOP coming through so we can make a plan?"

The flow of socks slowed. Then stopped.

A voice echoed from within the portal—deeper, older, somehow sad: "You would help us? Even though we're invading your world?"

"You're not invading," Milo said. "You're refugees. That's different. But we need to figure this out before ten million socks cause a panic in Fabricville."

"You are kind, Thread-Bearer. We accept your help."

The portal stabilised but remained open.

Milo looked at his team. "Okay. Emergency meeting. We need to figure out how to:

1. Save the Fabric Realm

2. Reunite millions of socks with their mates.

3. Stop whatever this 'Great Washer' is.

4. Do it all before everyone in town notices an army of tiny sock people."

"Is this the weirdest mission we've ever had?" Marcus asked.

"By far," everyone agreed.

"Excellent," Rosie said, still holding Napoleon Socksparte. "Let's save the sock civilisation!"

"You know what?" Milo said, looking at the thousands of tiny sock faces staring at him hopefully. "Why not? We've done weirder."

"Have we, though?" Zoe asked.

"...Okay, no. This is definitely the weirdest."

Napoleon Socksparte raised his sword again. "Then let the SOCK-QUEL begin!"

"Did you just—" Marcus started.

"Sock-quel. Yes. I'm very proud of it."

"The socks have puns," Professor Lint observed. "We're doomed."

But Milo was smiling. Because weird as this was, impossible as this seemed, ridiculous as a sock revolution absolutely was...

This was exactly the kind of problem the Binding Circle was made for.

And besides, he'd always wondered where all his missing socks went.

Now he knew.

And now he was going to save them.
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