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Dear Sock Enthusiasts, Bubble-Blowers, and Adventure-Seekers,

This book is for YOU—the big dreamers, the giggle champions, the mischief-makers, and, of course, the lovers of extra-fuzzy socks. May your imagination always be wilder than a runaway bubblegum balloon, and may your laughter always be louder than a burp-powered escape plan.

Now, grab some snacks (but maybe hide your socks first—just in case), and let’s get ridiculously silly together!

Happy reading!

—Your Biggest Fan,
Blorbo Socklesneak (and some grown-up who helped write this)
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The Great Bubblegum Escape
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Blorbo Socklesneak sat in their backyard, stretching a giant wad of Super-Stretchy Ultra-Chewy Bubblegum between their paws. Today’s mission? Blow the biggest bubble ever.

They took a deep breath. PUFF! The gum expanded.

Bigger... bigger... bigger!

Jorby, Blorbo’s best friend and official bubblegum judge, leaned in. “Whoa. That’s already bigger than your head.”

Blorbo grinned and took an even deeper breath.

Puff... PUFF... POOOOOOOFFF!

The bubble swelled to the size of a beach ball. Then a bathtub. Then a small car.

Jorby’s eyes widened. “Uhh, Blorbo...?”

Blorbo gave one final MIGHTY PUFF.

And then—

WHOOOOOSH!

Their feet lifted off the ground.

“OH NO OH NO OH NO!” Blorbo flailed, but the bubble had already taken them up, up, UP!

Jorby jumped up and down. “BLOW IT BACK IN! REVERSE PUFF!”

Blorbo tried. They sucked in a little—

FLOOOOOP!

Nope. The bubble didn’t shrink. It just bobbed higher into the sky.

Blorbo wiggled their paws. “OKAY. PLAN B. MAYBE... MAYBE I CAN STEER?”

They kicked their legs like they were riding an invisible bicycle.

It did absolutely nothing.

Below, Jorby grabbed a broom and jumped, but he was way too short to reach.

“STAY CALM!” Jorby shouted. “I’LL THINK OF SOMETHING!”

Blorbo peeked down. The ground was getting very tiny. Their sock collection looked like colorful sprinkles.

Jorby cupped his paws around his mouth. “IF YOU REACH SPACE, DO NOT LET ALIENS POP IT!”

Blorbo gasped. Aliens?!

They imagined floating helplessly into space, only to be discovered by hungry space hamsters who would nibble on the bubble until—

POP!

NOPE. NOT HAPPENING.

Blorbo had to act fast.

They reached into their pocket. Maybe there was something useful in there—

A SOCK.

Of course! They always had a sock.

Blorbo grinned. “Jorby! I HAVE A PLAN!”

They aimed very carefully and threw the sock straight down.

It missed Jorby completely.

“...Okay, bad plan,” Blorbo muttered.

Jorby picked up the sock. “WHAT WAS THE PLAN?”

Blorbo sighed. “I dunno! I panicked!”

The bubble drifted higher.

Blorbo’s tummy rumbled. It wasn’t hungry. No, no. It was making another kind of noise.

A bubbly, gurgly, fizzy noise.

Jorby’s eyes widened. “Blorbo... do you need to—”

Blorbo nodded. “I... I think I have to—”

BUUUUUUUUURP!

The thunderous burp blasted through the air—

And suddenly, WHOOSH! The bubble zig-zagged sideways!

Blorbo flailed. “WHOA! WHOA! BURPING MAKES IT MOVE!”

Jorby gasped. “THEN BURP YOUR WAY BACK!”

Blorbo concentrated.

They took a deep breath. And then—

BUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUURP!

The bubble lurched downward.

Jorby waved his arms. “YES! ONE MORE!”

Blorbo gulped in as much air as they could. Their tummy gurgled.

And then—

BUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUURP!

With a WHOOOOSH! the bubble shot straight down—

POP!

Blorbo tumbled through the air—

PLOP!

Right into their sock pile.

Jorby rushed over. “YOU’RE ALIVE!”

Blorbo sat up, dizzy but victorious. “Ugh. That was the weirdest flight ever.”

Jorby helped them up. “So. Gonna try again?”

Blorbo shook their head. “Nope. New plan. I’m making my next bubblegum sculpture a giant parachute.”

Jorby grinned. “Smart.”

And from that day on, Blorbo made only ground-friendly bubblegum creations.

Well. Mostly.

THE END.
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