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    For every kid who's ever had a wild idea, a weird pet, or a friend who made things wonderfully worse.And for the grown-ups who still believe that glitter belongs everywhere.
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Milo McFuddle was not a morning person. His alarm clock didn’t just beep—it screeched like a parrot with a sore throat. Every day at 7 a.m., it hollered, “WAKE UP, SNOOZE-BUCKET!” in a voice that could wake a hibernating bear. Milo groaned, rolled over, and smacked it so hard it tumbled into his sock drawer, landing on a fuzzy green sock that smelled like old cheese. He was about to drift back to sleep when a loud CRUNCH echoed from downstairs, followed by a sound like a vacuum cleaner choking on a squeaky toy. It could only mean one thing.

“LARRRY!” Milo yelled, tumbling out of bed. His pajamas, covered in cartoon tacos with googly eyes, flapped as he sprinted down the hall, nearly tripping over a skateboard he’d left out since Tuesday. Larry, his pet llama, had a talent for turning mornings into disasters. Last week, Larry had eaten Milo’s math homework and burped a multiplication table (7 x 6 = burp). The week before, he’d chewed Milo’s sneakers into lumpy confetti, leaving Milo to wear flip-flops to school in the rain. And don’t even ask about the time he spit in Grandma’s lemonade. Grandma still called it “llama-ade” and refused to visit unless Larry was locked in his pen.

Milo skidded into the kitchen and froze, his bare feet squeaking on the tile. There was Larry, standing on the kitchen table like he was king of Wackville. His long, wobbly neck swayed as he munched on Mom’s prize-winning begonias, the ones she’d been growing for months for Wackville’s Perfect Pet Parade. Bright pink petals stuck to his fuzzy lips, and his big, dopey eyes blinked as if to say, “What? These are delicious.” The table groaned under his weight, its legs wobbling like they were begging for mercy. A vase of begonias teetered, then crashed to the floor, spilling dirt and petals in a sad, flowery explosion.

“LARRRY!” Milo shouted, waving his cereal spoon like a sword. It was useless, but it made him feel briefly heroic. “Those aren’t breakfast! Those are Mom’s flowers for the parade!” He grabbed a carton of milk from the counter, but his hands were sweaty, and it slipped, splashing milk across the floor. It formed a tiny, sad puddle that looked like a grumpy cloud.Larry tilted his head, chewed thoughtfully, and let out a loud burp. A single pink petal fluttered down like a tiny parachute, landing on Milo’s head. “You’re gonna get me grounded until I’m 50,” Milo groaned, plucking the petal off and tossing it into the mess. “Or worse, Mom’ll make me clean your pen again!” Larry’s pen was a swamp of mud, hay, and mysterious green goo that Milo swore was alive. Last time he cleaned it, he found a half-eaten rubber duck and something that might’ve been a wig. 

He didn’t ask questions.You might be wondering why a 10-year-old in Wackville, a town obsessed with perfect pets, had a llama in his kitchen. It wasn’t Milo’s idea. His dad, a retired zookeeper with a beard like a bird’s nest, had brought Larry home two years ago after the zoo downsized its “exotic fluffball” exhibit. “He’s basically a big dog!” Dad had said, grinning as Larry promptly ate a welcome mat. Wrong. Dogs don’t eat curtains. Dogs don’t knock over mailboxes with their necks. And dogs definitely don’t spit when they’re annoyed, which Larry did at least five times a day. His spit wasn’t just spit—it was a gooey, green missile that could hit a target across the room with sniper precision. Once, Larry had aimed at a squirrel stealing his hay and nailed it from 20 feet. The squirrel was fine, just sticky and embarrassed.Milo grabbed Larry’s leash, which was tied to a chair (not that it ever stopped him). “Get down, you fuzzy catastrophe!” he said, pulling with all his might.

Larry yawned, stretched his long legs, and stepped backward—right onto the toaster. Pop! Two slices of toast shot out like cannonballs, zooming past Milo’s ears and smacking him square in the face. One stuck to his cheek, glued there by a glob of peanut butter. The other hit the wall and slid down, leaving a greasy trail.“OW!” Milo yelped, rubbing his nose. He peeled the toast off, staring at it like it had personally insulted him. “Why do we even have a llama?” he muttered, tossing the toast into the sink. But deep down, Milo loved Larry. Sure, the llama was a walking wrecking ball who’d once eaten half a picnic table, but he was Milo’s wrecking ball. In Wackville, where every kid had a pet that could juggle, tap-dance, or play the ukulele (badly), Larry was... unique. And Milo, who was known for tripping over his own feet at school assemblies and spilling juice on his teacher’s gradebook, felt a weird bond with his chaotic buddy. 

They were both disasters, just trying to survive in a town that loved perfection.Determined to get Larry off the table, Milo yanked the leash harder. Bad idea. Larry lurched forward, his hooves slipping on the tablecloth. With a riiiiip, the cloth came free, sending a stack of pans, a jar of pickles, and a pitcher of orange juice crashing to the floor. The juice splashed everywhere, soaking Milo’s pajamas and turning the kitchen into a sticky swamp. Larry, trying to “help,” leaned down and licked Milo’s face with a tongue that smelled like hay and regret. “Ewww, Larry, gross!” Milo sputtered, wiping slobber off his cheek. 

The pickle jar rolled under the table, and Larry dove after it, knocking over a chair with a crash.“Stop! Just... stop!” Milo pleaded, slipping in the juice and landing on his butt with a thud. He looked around at the chaos—petals, milk, juice, and a lone pickle rolling across the floor like it was escaping. “This is why I can’t have nice things,” he muttered, pushing his glasses up his nose.The kitchen door swung open with a BANG, and Zara Zoom zipped in, her pigtails bouncing like springs on a trampoline. Zara was Milo’s best friend and Wackville’s prankster queen.

Last month, she’d rigged the school water fountain to spray grape soda, and the principal had slipped in the purple puddle, yelling, “Who turned my school into a soda shop?!” Nobody snitched, mostly because everyone wanted seconds. Zara’s backpack was always stuffed with prank supplies—rubber chickens, whoopee cushions, and once, a fake mustache that she stuck on the school statue of Mayor Chuckles, making him look like a pirate.“Milo!” Zara said, eyes sparkling with mischief. She hopped onto a chair, ignoring the fact that Larry was now sniffing the spilled pickles like they were gourmet soup. “Did you sign up for the Perfect Pet Parade yet? It’s in three days! Everyone’s bringing their fancy pets—Fluffy the tap-dancing poodle, Sir Whiskers the violin-playing cat, even that creepy hamster that paints tiny portraits with its paws.” She paused, staring at Larry, who was now licking a saltshaker like it was a lollipop. “What’s Larry gonna do? Eat the judges?”Milo’s stomach did a flip, like he’d swallowed a live goldfish. 
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