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Chapter 1: The Sharpest Smile in the Swamp
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The swamp was a noisy place. Frogs croaked, dragonflies buzzed, and parrots squawked loudly from the treetops. But the loudest noise of all came from Cody the Crocodile.

“Ha-ha-ha! Look at my teeth sparkle!” Cody boomed, grinning so wide that the sunbeams bounced off his sharp white teeth like tiny flashlights.

Cody was proud of his teeth. Every morning, while the other animals stretched or yawned, he stood by the swamp’s edge and admired his reflection.

“Hello, handsome!” he said to himself. “Just look at those chompers—shiny, strong, and the sharpest in the swamp!”

The turtles rolled their eyes. “Cody, must you smile at yourself every morning?” asked Tilly the Turtle.

“Of course!” Cody said, striking a dramatic pose. “A crocodile’s teeth are his treasure. Without them, I’d just be a...a big green lizard with bad breath!”

The frogs giggled so hard they nearly fell off their lily pads.

Cody ignored them. He was too busy polishing his teeth with a long feather he’d borrowed from a flamingo. Every tooth gleamed like a pearl.

“Ahhh, perfect!” Cody said. “I could crunch coconuts, crack crab shells, or even bite a boulder if I wanted to!”

But just as he said the word boulder, a strange little twinge shot through his jaw.

“Ow!” Cody winced. “That was...weird.”

He shook his head and tried again. “Maybe it was nothing.” He picked up a crunchy coconut and bit down with all his might.

CRUNCH!

“Yee-owwwww!” Cody yelped, clutching his jaw. The coconut flew out of his mouth and landed in the mud with a splat.

The parrots burst into laughter.
“Ha! The mighty crocodile can’t even bite a coconut!” squawked Pedro the Parrot.
Cody’s cheeks turned red—or as red as a green crocodile’s cheeks could get. “Quiet, you feather duster! I just...uh...wasn’t ready, that’s all.”

But deep inside, Cody felt worried. His teeth had never hurt before. They were supposed to be strong and unbreakable.

He leaned close to the water and opened his mouth wide to check his reflection.

“Say ahhh...” he told himself. His reflection stared back with rows of shiny teeth—except one in the back looked a little...different.

It wasn’t shining as brightly. In fact, it looked like it was hiding.

Cody gasped. “No, no, no! This can’t be happening. Not to me! Not to Cody the Crocodile, King of Teeth!”

He flopped onto the muddy bank, groaning dramatically.
“My life is over! How can I smile if my tooth is broken?”
The frogs, the turtles, even the dragonflies all gathered around, whispering and giggling.

“Uh-oh,” said Freddy the Frog. “Looks like Cody’s got...a TOOTHACHE!”

The swamp exploded in laughter.

Cody covered his face with his tail. “Oh, swamp water, swallow me whole! This is the most embarrassing day of my life!”
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Chapter 2: The Ache Begins
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Cody tried to act normal the next morning. He strutted along the swamp’s edge, puffing out his chest, and flashed his famous crocodile grin.

“Good morning, swamp citizens!” he announced. “Prepare to be dazzled by my—OWWW!”

He hadn’t even finished the sentence when his tooth gave him a sharp jab. Cody snapped his mouth shut so fast that a dragonfly nearly got trapped inside.

The turtles blinked at him.
“Are you okay, Cody?” asked Tilly the Turtle.
“Of course I’m okay!” Cody said, though his voice came out all squeaky. “Just...testing my speed. Gotta keep my jaw quick, you know.”

But when he tried to crunch down on his breakfast—three crunchy crab shells and a coconut—his tooth throbbed so badly that he yelped again.

“Yeeeouch!” Cody clutched his jaw with both claws. The coconut flew into the air, bounced off a log, and landed on Freddy the Frog’s head.

Boink!

“Hey!” Freddy croaked, wobbling. “Watch it, crocodile catapult!”

The frogs all snickered, but then Freddy hopped closer and tilted his head. “Wait a second...why are you wincing like that? Don’t tell me...” Freddy’s eyes widened. “You’ve got a TOOTHACHE!”

Cody’s eyes darted side to side. “Shhh! Keep your froggy voice down! No one can know. A crocodile with a toothache? That’s ridiculous! I’m supposed to be the toughest animal in the swamp!”

But it was too late. Pedro the Parrot, perched in the tree above, had heard every word.

“TOOTHACHE! TOOTHACHE! Cody’s got a toothache!” Pedro squawked, flapping his wings wildly.

The news spread like wildfire. The turtles whispered it to the dragonflies, the dragonflies buzzed it to the herons, and the herons squawked it to the monkeys swinging in the trees.

Within minutes, every creature in the swamp was giggling.

“Cody’s got a sore tooth!” sang the monkeys.
“King of Teeth has lost his bite!” laughed the turtles.
Cody groaned and sank halfway under the water to hide his face.

But hiding didn’t help. His tooth still hurt. Every time he tried to chew, the ache zinged through his jaw like a lightning bolt.

“Ugh!” Cody grumbled. “I can’t eat. I can’t smile. I can’t even brag properly. My life is ruined!”

He floated on his back, staring at the sky. The frogs hopped onto his belly like it was a raft.

“Cheer up, Cody,” Freddy said kindly. “Maybe it’ll go away.”

“Go away?” Cody moaned. “Toothaches don’t just go away, Freddy! They stick around, waiting to make you miserable forever.”

The frogs whispered among themselves. Finally, Freddy cleared his throat.
“There’s only one thing to do,” he said. “You need to see... the dentist.”
Cody bolted upright so fast that the frogs flew off his belly and splashed into the water.

“WHAT?!” he roared. “A dentist? Absolutely not! Dentists are terrifying! They poke and prod and pull your teeth out with pliers the size of tree trunks!”

Freddy crossed his tiny arms. “That’s just swamp gossip. Dentists aren’t scary. Dr. Duckbill is the nicest dentist in the marshlands.”

But Cody was already shaking his head violently. “Nope! Never! Not happening! I’d rather eat nothing but swamp water for the rest of my life!”

Just then, his tooth gave him another nasty zap.

“OWWWW!” Cody howled so loudly that the parrots dropped out of the trees.

Freddy patted his arm. “Suit yourself. But you can’t run from a toothache forever.”

Cody groaned, curling up in the mud. His stomach rumbled loudly. He hadn’t eaten anything crunchy all day.

For the first time ever, Cody the Crocodile, King of Teeth... looked worried.
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Chapter 3: Advice from the Swamp
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By the next morning, the news had spread so far that even the fireflies were whispering about it at night.

“Did you hear? Cody the Crocodile has a toothache!”
“Impossible! His teeth are stronger than rocks!”
“Not anymore!”
Cody tried to act tough as he lounged on the muddy bank, but his tooth throbbed with every heartbeat. He couldn’t hide it.

Soon, a crowd of swamp animals gathered around him, each one eager to “help.”

First came the turtles.
Tilly waddled up slowly, dragging a giant leaf.
“Cody,” she said, “the cure is simple. Rub swamp mud on your tooth! Works every time.”
Cody stared at her. “Mud? On my tooth? That’s disgusting!”

Tilly shrugged. “Suit yourself. It works for turtle shells.”

Next came the monkeys.
They swung down from the trees with bunches of bananas.
“Chew on bananas!” one monkey chattered.
“No, no, dance with the bananas first!” another insisted.
“Better yet, mash them into pudding and smear it on your gums!”
The monkeys all screeched with laughter, smearing banana on each other’s faces.

Cody groaned. “Bananas don’t fix teeth! They just make everything sticky!”

Then Pedro the Parrot swooped in.
“I know what to do! Gargle with swamp water mixed with chili peppers!” Pedro squawked proudly.
Cody’s eyes bulged. “CHILI PEPPERS?! My mouth’s already on fire!”

“Exactly!” Pedro said. “One fire cancels out the other!”

Cody chased him away with a splash of his tail.

The frogs hopped forward next.
Freddy cleared his throat. “Cody, I’ve got the best idea. Sing to your tooth!”
“Sing?” Cody asked, baffled.

“Yep! Music heals everything. Just go: La-la-laaaa, tooth, please stop hurting!” Freddy demonstrated with a deep frog croak that sounded more like a rusty door hinge.

The other frogs joined in, singing wildly off-key. The swamp echoed with:
“TOOTH STOP HURTING, PLEASE! RIBBIT, RIBBIT, RIBBIT!”
Cody clamped his paws over his ears. “That’s not helping—it’s making my head hurt worse!”

Finally, Old Granny Heron stepped forward.
She squinted down her long beak at Cody.
“In my day,” she said in a creaky voice, “we cured toothaches by tying a string around the tooth... and the other end to a TREE.”
The crowd gasped.
Then the monkeys started cheering. “YES! Let’s try it! Tie him to a tree!”
Cody’s eyes went wide. “No way! Nobody’s tying MY tooth to a tree!”

By now, Cody’s head was spinning from all the ridiculous advice. Mud, bananas, chili water, frog songs, tree-yanking... none of it sounded like a real cure.

He groaned loudly, sinking halfway under the water. “This is hopeless! My tooth is doomed! And so am I!”

Freddy the Frog hopped onto Cody’s snout.
“Cody, there’s only one real cure,” Freddy said gently. “Dr. Duckbill, the dentist.”
The swamp went quiet. Every animal stared at Cody, waiting for his answer.

Cody gulped. His tail twitched nervously. “The... dentist?”

Freddy nodded.
Cody’s stomach flipped like a
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