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■■ Dedication ■■

Wrapped in rainbow foil and sprinkled with sugar dreams...

This book is dedicated to:


-  The kids who still believe that clouds can be made of cotton candy.




-  The snack warriors who defend their lunch boxes like champions.







-  And to anyone who’s ever eaten dessert first — you are my people.



May your life be sweet, your adventures bold, and your pockets always

Have room for “just one more” candy.


— Amy Moonflower
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GLORBZORB#%: THE CANDY WAR CHRONICLES

Book 1: Rise of the Candy Storm

© 2025 Amy Moonflower. All rights reserved.

This story is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to real candies, snacks, or humans — living or

Otherwise — is purely coincidental (though delicious).

No part of this candy-coated tale may be reproduced, stored, or unwrapped without permission from the Author.
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Reading this book may cause sudden cravings for jellybeans, uncontrollable giggling, or

Spontaneous marshmallow fights. Proceed with sprinkles.
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Chapter 1: Welcome to GlorbZorb#%
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The planet GlorbZorb#% was like no other place in the entire Candy Craze Galaxy. Imagine fields where marshmallow meadows bounced underfoot, licorice mushrooms sprouted in clusters like candy umbrellas, and rivers of soda pop fizzed and bubbled, winding through the land like sweet, sticky snakes. This was home to the most unusual school ever created: the Flying Meatloaf Academy, a giant floating building powered entirely by frosting, imagination, and an endless supply of sugar.

Rustar, an 8th grader and official candy storm cleaner, stood perched on the edge of the academy’s frosting balcony. His eyes narrowed as a swirling purple candy storm rumbled nearby, spewing sticky sour shards into the air. “Alright, time to get to work,” he muttered.

With a quick blink, candy canes shot from his eyes like laser beams, carefully snaring the sour shards mid-air. Each candy cane twisted and cracked the shards into harmless sticky bits, which Rustar quickly swept into a giant gingerbread broom. His job was to clean these storms—dangerous, messy, and utterly unpredictable. It wasn’t glamorous, but it was important.

“Hey, Rustar! Breakfast’s ready!” called Mrs. Mavis, the school counselor and happiness enforcer, waving a plate piled high with frosted donuts.

Rustar grinned. “Give me five minutes!”

Just then, a group of second graders erupted into a chaos of giggles and candy explosions in the hall. Mrs. Bantis, their reading teacher, shot pencils out of her ears with every frustrated sigh, trying to get them to focus on their grammar lessons.

“Y’all can’t spell ‘candy’ if you don’t stop giggling!” Mrs. Bantis snapped, dodging a flying candy cane.

Rustar chuckled and ducked inside. The academy was alive with sounds — laughter, candy blasts, the occasional roar of Froof, the cotton candy beast, and Mrs. Teffcoat’s cactus plants suddenly sprouting in the math wing after a particularly tricky equation.

Inside the cafeteria, President Madam M stood at the head table, her fingers crackling with shards of Butterfinger candy. Her face was sweet but serious.

“Attention, students and staff!” she announced, causing a hush to fall over the room. “We have urgent news. The sour planet Cragglor has sent forces to disrupt our peaceful candy ways. They threaten to sour our planet forever.”

Gasps and whispers filled the room. Rustar’s jaw tightened. The sour candies were no joke. They had waged small battles before, but this sounded like a full-scale war.

“Rustar,” Madam M said, pointing a sharp Butterfinger shard at him, “you’re one of our best candy storm cleaners. I’m assigning you to a special team to track and stop this threat.”

Before Rustar could answer, a whirlwind of barking dogs spun into the room — a Dognado summoned by none other than Agent 71, a secretive 10th-grade human spy.

“Move along, everyone!” she barked. “Safety first!” The Dognado swept students to safety, tails wagging and teeth bared in perfect chaos.

Winston, the mysterious mind-reading cat, padded beside Agent 71, his golden eyes scanning every mind for hidden thoughts. Close behind was Charlie, a sassy dachshund with a sharp tongue and an even sharper mind-reading skill.

Rustar’s team was forming fast. Together, with wild teachers like Mrs. Yates — the principal who could morph into anyone — and legendary heroes like Jrunson, the retired candy warrior, they might just have a chance.

But for now, the candy storm roared louder outside, and the battle to save GlorbZorb#% was only just beginning.

The sun sparkled against the sugary clouds above GlorbZorb#%, casting rainbows over marshmallow meadows that bounced with every step. Licorice mushrooms stretched like candy umbrellas, their twisted black-and-red caps glistening in the morning dew of soda pop droplets. The air smelled like caramel and peppermint.

Hovering high above this sweet paradise floated the Flying Meatloaf Academy — a gigantic, multi-layered school shaped like a giant meatloaf wrapped in frosting, powered by pure imagination and an endless stream of sugar crystals harvested from the Candy Craze Galaxy’s rarest comet.

Rustar stood at the edge of the academy’s frosting balcony, his cape billowing in the sticky breeze. Around his neck hung a lanyard with a badge reading “Official Candy Storm Cleaner.” His eyes, capable of shooting candy canes with pinpoint accuracy, narrowed at the churning purple storm approaching from the east.

“Another candy storm brewing,” Rustar muttered. He squinted hard, then fired a precise blast of candy cane lasers from his eyes. “Take that, you sour pieces of...”

“Rustar! Breakfast’s ready!” Mrs. Mavis called from the cafeteria doorway, balancing a tray piled high with donuts glazed in rainbow sprinkles.

He sighed, dodging a flying licorice whip from a rambunctious kindergartener named Ripper. “Give me five minutes, Mrs. M!”

Mrs. Mavis smiled, though mischief twinkled in her eyes. “Hurry! You don’t want to miss the emergency assembly!”

Inside the bustling halls, chaos reigned. Mrs. Bantis, the grammar-obsessed 2nd-grade teacher, ducked as pencils whizzed from her ears. “Children, please! The difference between ‘their’ and ‘there’ is important!” she yelled, dodging a rogue gummy bear launched by the chatty duo Yackson and Yames.

Yackson jabbered nonstop. “I was telling Yames about the time I saw a candy whale—”

“And it had a cherry for a tail!” Yames interrupted.

“Shhh!” Mrs. Bantis snapped, sending a pencil spinning dangerously close to Nug, who had just begun to doze off in the back row, already making half the classroom yawn.

Down the hall, Mrs. Teffcoat, the 2nd-grade math teacher, turned a chunk of hallway floor into a prickly cactus jungle after a miscalculated multiplication. “Oops,” she muttered, wiping sticky frosting off her fingers as students carefully tiptoed around her thorny creation.

Rustar made his way through the school’s candy-crazed chaos toward the cafeteria. Inside, the chatter died as President Madam M entered, her regal frosting crown sparkling under the candy lights. Shards of Butterfinger flickered menacingly from her fingertips, crackling like tiny candy lightning bolts.

“Everyone, settle down!” Madam M’s voice was firm, but carried the sweetness of a perfectly baked caramel. “I have urgent news. The sour planet Cragglor has sent an invasion force. They plan to sour our planet’s sweetness forever.”

The room fell silent. A single jellybean rolled off a table, the only sound breaking the tense atmosphere.

Rustar swallowed hard. The sour candies were known to be ruthless—bitter, sharp, and with an endless supply of nasty sour power. Their last small skirmish had left entire candy fields spoiled for weeks.

President Madam M pointed at Rustar. “You, young candy storm cleaner, are among our best. You will lead a special team to investigate and stop this threat.”

Before Rustar could respond, a sudden whirlwind of barking dogs spun into the cafeteria, swirling around like a furry tornado. Agent 71, the secretive human spy in a sparkling candy-colored cloak, commanded the chaos.

“Move along! Safety first!” she barked, her voice barely audible over the cacophony of dog barks.

Rustar blinked in surprise as a Dognado—a tornado of barking, wagging dogs—whirled past him, gently herding panicked students to safety. The dogs’ collars jingled candy bells in perfect rhythm as they spun around the room, clearing paths and circling away from danger.

Following close was Winston, the sleek black cat with golden eyes that shimmered with secrets. He silently read the room’s thoughts, tail flicking thoughtfully. Beside him strutted Charlie, a sassy dachshund with a sharp tongue and even sharper mind-reading skills. “Seriously, Winston,” Charlie whispered, “some of these kids think they’re way more powerful than they actually are.”

Rustar caught his breath. “Agent 71, Winston, Charlie — thanks for the assist. What’s the scoop?”

Agent 71 gave a rare smile. “We’ve detected a sour candy storm forming near the soda pop rivers. We think it’s the source of the invasion.”

Rustar looked toward the window. Outside, the candy storm grew bigger, swirling with dark purple and green lightning bolts that crackled with sour power.

The doors suddenly burst open with a gust of cotton candy fluff, and a towering figure appeared — Jrunson, the legendary candy warrior, riding atop Froof, his massive cotton candy beast. Jrunson’s licorice whip cracked with authority as he surveyed the room.

“Rustar,” Jrunson said quietly, “you’ve got the fire inside you. Now’s your chance to prove it. The war is coming.”

Rustar straightened his cape. “I’m ready.”

The chapter would continue with Rustar meeting more classmates, teachers showing off their candy powers, some funny moments with Nug falling asleep mid-conversation and causing others to doze off, and the school preparing for the first candy storm battle.

The caféteria buzzed with renewed chatter after President Madam M’s announcement. Students whispered fears and wild rumors.

“I heard Cragglor has sour worms the size of buses!” said Paniel, a 6th grader with hair that seemed to move on its own.

“Forget the worms,” muttered Lennis, balancing a stack of energy-charged frisbees on one hand. “I heard they’ve got... unsweetened chocolate.”

A collective gasp. Even Winston the cat flinched.

Meanwhile, at Table 4½, Lophie was trying to lighten the mood.

“Hey,” she said, bouncing on her licorice stool, “Why did the gumdrop skip school?”

“Why?” asked Gently, the soft-spoken 5th grader with an aura of peace that made bullies fall asleep mid-punch.

“Because it didn’t want to stick around!” Lophie cackled.

No one laughed.

“I liked it,” Gently said gently. Lophie beamed.

At the next table, Nary strutted in platform jelly heels, posing dramatically as if the sour war was a runway challenge.

“I will not be seen in battlefield boots. If we’re going to war, we’re going in style.” She snapped her fingers, launching a high heel into a pile of jelly beans, narrowly missing Dindsey, who was weeping from the emotional lyrics of a lunchroom song.

“Oh my gumdrops,” Dindsey sniffled. “Even war can’t stop beauty.”

“I’m emotionally shaken by the angle of that heel,” added Bellen, harmonizing her sorrow with a high-pitched vibrato. Everyone nearby cried uncontrollably.

In the corner, Mrs. Bobertson blew a lollipop from her mouth like a party horn. “Alright, team, pep rally this Friday! And I want full sugar spirit!”

Mrs. Yates, the school’s shape-shifting principal, stepped onto a hover-table and addressed the crowd.

“As you’ve heard, GlorbZorb#% is under threat,” she said. “But we do not panic. We plan. We prepare. And we possibly explode a few things in the name of school safety.”

She morphed into President Madam M for dramatic effect, then into Agent 71, then briefly into a giant gummy bear (which made Winston blink twice and Charlie mutter, “Show-off”).
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