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Preface

This book was created for every kid who’s ever laughed at a fart, covered their nose at a stinky smell, or wondered if gas could be magical. 

Fiona’s Farts Save the Day is more than just gross-out fun—it’s about turning something embarrassing into something powerful, funny, and heroic. Fiona’s journey shows that sometimes our quirks are what make us special. And yes, farts are silly—but they can also be surprising, clever, and even heroic. 

Get ready for squeaky pfffts, booming BLAAARPS, and a whole lot of stink-powered fun. Hold your nose—and let the laughter begin!
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Chapter 1: The Bubble Bean Burrito Disaster
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Fiona loved food more than anything. She loved cheesy pizza, crunchy tacos, and especially burritos stuffed with beans. But not just any beans—Bubble Beans were her favorite.

Her mom had made a whole plate of Bubble Bean Burritos that afternoon. The tortillas were soft, the beans were mashed, and the cheese stretched like strings when she took a bite. Fiona’s mouth watered, and she couldn’t wait to eat them all.

Scruffy, her shaggy little dog, sat near the table. He wagged his tail and sniffed the air. He always hoped Fiona would drop a bite or two.

Fiona licked her fingers and picked up her first burrito. It was warm and heavy. She bit into it and almost squealed. The beans were creamy, the salsa was spicy, and the cheese melted across her tongue.

She finished one burrito in just a few bites. Then she reached for another. She chewed, swallowed, and wiped her hands on her napkin. Scruffy barked once, begging, but Fiona didn’t share.

She kept eating. One burrito, then two more, then another. Soon, her plate was almost empty, except for a few crumbs and a bit of salsa.

Fiona leaned back in her chair, patting her tummy. It felt heavy but happy. She smiled and licked the last bit of cheese from her finger.

Then something happened.

Her stomach made a strange noise. Grrrrrrrblppp. It rumbled like a washing machine full of rocks. Fiona frowned and pressed her hand against her belly.

“Maybe I ate too fast,” she whispered to herself.

Scruffy tilted his head. His ears twitched, and he let out a soft whine. He had heard that sound before, and it always meant trouble.

The rumble grew louder. Fiona sat up straight and held her breath. Her tummy bubbled and bounced, almost like there was a balloon inside it.

Then—pfffft.

It was tiny, quiet, almost like a squeaky balloon. Fiona’s eyes went wide. She froze in her chair, hoping no one had noticed.

Scruffy noticed. His nose twitched. He sniffed the air, made a little yelp, and scurried under the table.

Fiona’s cheeks burned. She whispered, “That wasn’t me.” But of course, it was.

The bubbling in her tummy didn’t stop. It grew stronger. Fiona’s chair vibrated as another toot slipped out. This one was longer. Pffffrrrrt.

Scruffy darted out from under the table and ran across the room. He yipped, circled twice, then bolted out the doggy door. His tail wagged frantically as he disappeared into the yard.

Fiona covered her face with both hands. “Oh no.”

Her stomach growled again, louder than before. She sat frozen, waiting for what came next. Then—BLAAAAARP-PFFFTTTTTT!

The sound shook the table. The napkin holder wobbled and fell over. Fiona’s water glass tipped, and a few drops splashed on the floor.

She gasped. “That one was HUGE.”

She looked toward the door. Thankfully, no one else was home. Her mom had gone shopping, and her dad was at work. Her older brother was at a friend’s house. Fiona was alone—except for Scruffy, who was too scared to come back inside.

She pressed her hands on her stomach, but it didn’t help. Her tummy was like a volcano, and the burritos were lava. The more she tried to hold it in, the worse it bubbled.

Then came another. PFFFRRRRPPPP-BLOOORRRRRT!

Fiona’s hair blew back from the force. The smell was even worse than the sound. She waved her hand in front of her nose, gagging.

“This is awful,” she groaned.

She jumped up from her chair and paced around the room. Every step made another fart escape. Pffft. Pffffffrrrrt. PLOOORP.

Fiona’s face turned redder with each one. “I can’t stop it!”

She grabbed a pillow from the couch and sat on it, hoping it would muffle the noise. But it only made it funnier. BRRRT-PFFFFFT! The pillow puffed up like it had exploded. Fiona laughed even while covering her nose.

She tried hiding in the bathroom. She closed the door and sat on the edge of the tub. But the echo made it worse. Each toot bounced off the walls like a trumpet. PFFFT-BRAAAP-TOOOT!

Fiona covered her ears. “Oh no, oh no, oh no!”

Scruffy scratched at the bathroom door, but when Fiona opened it, he barked once, smelled the air, and darted away again. His paws tapped quickly across the floor as he escaped down the hallway.

Fiona leaned against the doorframe, groaning. “This is the worst disaster ever.”

Her stomach kept bubbling. It was like a pot of beans boiling too long. She clutched her belly, waddled into the living room, and flopped on the couch.

The cushions squeaked beneath her, then—PFFFRRRRTTTTT-BLLLAAARP!

She buried her face in a cushion, embarrassed. She thought about how her friends at school would laugh if they ever found out. They would call her names. They would never let her forget it.

She tried standing up again, hoping to shake it off. But the moment she moved—TOOOT-PFFFFRRRRPPPP!

The sound was so loud the window rattled. A bird outside squawked and flew away.

Fiona’s eyes watered from the smell. “Bubble Bean Burritos are evil,” she moaned.

But even as she said it, she knew she couldn’t resist them. They were just too tasty.

The burrito disaster continued. Fiona tried holding her tummy, sitting on different chairs, even lying on the floor. Nothing worked. Each attempt ended with another fart that shook the room. Pppppppppffffffft. BRAAAPPPP. FWOOOORP-PFFFFT.

Scruffy poked his nose in the door again. He barked once, then dashed back outside. Fiona sighed. Her own dog didn’t want to be near her anymore.

She looked around the empty house and shook her head. “This is so embarrassing. What if someone walks in?”

She imagined her brother walking through the door and hearing the noises. He would laugh so hard he’d probably roll on the floor.

She imagined her mom walking in with grocery bags. She would probably wrinkle her nose and shout, “Fiona! What did you eat?”

Fiona flopped back onto the couch, groaning into a pillow. Her face was hot, her tummy was noisy, and the air was... well, stinky.

“This is the Bubble Bean Burrito Disaster,” she whispered.

Her stomach bubbled again, louder than ever. She didn’t even bother to stop it this time. BLLLAAAARRRPPPP-FFFRRRRRTTT!

The sound echoed through the whole house. Fiona sighed, embarrassed but also oddly relieved. She knew the disaster wasn’t over. The burritos weren’t finished with her.

For now, all she could do was deal with it.
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Chapter 2: The Raccoon Chase
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Fiona’s stomach still bubbled like it had an engine inside. The smell from the last toot hung in the air, and she fanned her nose.

“This is awful,” she whispered. “I can’t sit here forever.”

Scruffy barked from outside but didn’t dare come in. He knew the burrito disaster wasn’t finished. Fiona groaned and held her belly, which made another pfffffft slip out.

She needed air. Not the stinky kind floating in the living room, but fresh air outside. Maybe walking would help. Maybe moving around would calm her tummy.

Fiona stood, careful not to sit back on the noisy couch. Her legs wobbled, but she shuffled toward the door. She pushed it open, stepped onto the porch, and gulped a breath.

The breeze felt good. The sun was warm, and the street was quiet. She thought maybe she could take a small walk around the block. She hoped no one would see her if things got noisy again.

Scruffy wagged his tail and circled in the yard, but he still looked nervous. Fiona bent down to pat him, but her belly gurgled. She froze, then BLOOORRP-PFFFT!

Scruffy darted away, yelping. Fiona winced and whispered, “Sorry.”

She walked slowly down the sidewalk. Her shoes tapped the concrete, and each step made her stomach bubble. But for the first few minutes, nothing else happened.

She almost felt safe. Maybe the burritos were done tormenting her. Maybe the storm had passed. She even whistled softly, pretending she was
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