Sunny’s Tortoise
(A Kid Zection Story)

Once upon a warm morning in Million Bay,
Sunny Jean woke up ready to play.
He stretched his arms, rubbed his eyes,
looked outside — and to his surprise…

A tiny tortoise sat right by his shoe,
green and brown with a shell brand new.
Its little head peeked up with a curious blink,
and Sunny laughed so hard he almost spilled his drink.

“Hey little dude,” Sunny said with a grin,
“Wanna be friends?”
The tortoise nodded and tucked his chin.

Sunny named him Turbo, fast as a race car —
even though he walked slower than a grandma’s jar.
They played in the yard from breakfast ‘til noon,
racing leaves, chasing shadows, whistling tunes.

But then —
Turbo disappeared!
He wasn’t in the grass,
He wasn’t on the stairs,
He wasn’t in the closet or under the chairs!

Sunny checked high,
Sunny checked low,
He even checked places tortoises don’t usually go.

He called out loudly,
“Turboooo! Where’d you crawl?”
but his voice just bounced around the hall.

Sunny sat down, feeling blue,
“What do I do without you?”

Then —

creeeak… drip… drip…

A funny noise came from the kitchen sink,
like someone tiny splashing, plink, plink, plink.

Sunny opened the cabinet door…
and laughed ‘til his belly was sore.

There sat Turbo in a puddle of soap,
looking proud — like he’d just climbed a slope.
He blinked twice and stretched his legs wide,
as if saying, “Found me! Now let’s go outside!”

Sunny scooped him up with gentle care,
wiped his shell and combed his hair (well… sort of hair).

“You scared me,” Sunny said, hugging him tight.
“No more adventures without me, alright?”

Turbo nodded slow,
gave a squeaky little chirp,
and Sunny promised to build him a playpen
that even the sneakiest tortoise couldn’t slurp.

And from that day on, the two never parted—
best friends forever, loyal and big-hearted.

Sometimes heroes swing swords,
sometimes heroes fly—
and sometimes heroes
just always check under the sink
before they cry.

The End 🐢✨





