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Chapter 1: 


The Curse of the Bad Bladder








Let me tell you something about Leo. He was a pretty normal kid, with a pretty normal family, who lived in a pretty normal house. But he had a problem. A big one. The kind of problem that makes a quiet room go RUMBLE! when all you wanted was a peaceful nap.


Leo's insides were a symphony of strange noises. His stomach sounded like a washing machine full of rocks and marbles, especially when it was empty. His burps were the stuff of legend, capable of rattling windows and earning him a standing ovation in the lunchroom. (The lunch lady, Mrs. Grump, did not appreciate this.) But all of that was just the warm-up act.


The real show, the main event, the one-man disaster movie that was Leo’s life, was his bladder.


He called it "The Curse of the Bad Bladder."


His bladder had a terrible sense of timing. It was like a little goblin inside him, and its favorite game was waiting for the most quiet, most important moment of Leo's day, and then screaming, "HEY! BATHROOM TIME! RIGHT NOW! THE URGE IS REAL!"


And Leo’s best friends, Maya and Sam, thought it was the funniest thing in the whole world.


One time, during a class presentation about the solar system, Leo's bladder decided to make its presence known. His bladder started with a tiny, urgent pinch, then a little wiggle, then a full-on, emergency-level shout. Leo had to do "The Potty Dance," which involved squeezing his knees together, hopping from foot to foot, and making a weird face like he’d just smelled a giant, wet dog.


The entire class—and his teacher, Mr. Groan, who looked like a man made of sandpaper—stared at him. He finally broke, yelling, "I GOTTA GO!" before he sprinted for the door, leaving a trail of whispered giggles behind him.


Another time, at a silent, super-serious school assembly, the principal, Mr. Bluster, was giving a long, boring speech about the importance of being quiet. Mr. Bluster was so quiet, in fact, that you could hear a pin drop. You could hear a spider breathing. You could hear… a low, gurgling sound coming from Leo's stomach.


Leo tried to suck it in. He tried to think about fluffy puppies and quiet libraries. But the gurgle turned into a GURGLE-RUMBLE-FART-SOUND, which then made a few people near him start to giggle. The giggles spread, and soon the entire assembly hall was a wave of suppressed laughter, all thanks to Leo’s traitorous insides.


But the worst was still to come.


One afternoon, the school was having its annual "Golden Poop Plunger" award ceremony. This was an award given to the cleanest, most well-behaved student, and it was a really big deal. Mr. Bluster was on stage, holding a giant, shiny plunger trophy.


Leo and his friends were sitting in the front row. Sam nudged Leo with his elbow. “I bet your bladder is already doing The Potty Dance just looking at that thing.”


Leo shook his head, but his bladder answered the question for him. A small, but undeniable, pressure began to build. "Oh no," he whispered. "Not now."


Mr. Bluster was about to announce the winner. The entire school held its breath. The moment was tense. The air was thick with anticipation, and something else… something that smelled vaguely like old gym socks and cabbage.


Leo squeezed his legs together. The urge was getting stronger. He saw a ghostly, shimmering light in the corner of his eye. But he was too busy doing The Potty Dance to care. He closed his eyes, thinking of anything to distract himself, and wished his bladder would just shut up for once.







