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CHAPTER ONE

A DAY AT THE BEACH
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When people say something is “a day at the beach,” they usually mean it was easy. Not me.

When I think about a day at the beach, I think about the hot sun burning the top of my head until I’m melting like a Popsicle.

I think about the sand burning the bottoms of my bare feet until I’m hopping around like a bunny. And I think about how sand gets everywhere: in my hair, in my shorts, even in my mouth. It’s so gross!
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I think about the birds and how they always want to eat everything you have. Everything! The last time I went to the beach, a bird tried to eat my swimsuit . . . and I was still wearing it! Talk about embarrassing!

A day at the beach also means dealing with the ocean. Ugh. Are there people who like spending a day getting salt water in their eyes? Not to mention how creepy the ocean is, with all that slimy seaweed and jellyfish and whatever else is under there. And don’t get me started on the crabs and sharks and squids.
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    Seriously, who would want to spend the day at the beach?

    I’ll tell you who: Desmond Cole. Of course, with Desmond, there’s no chance a day at the beach will be easy. No chance at all!
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CHAPTER TWO

YOU LOSE!
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It all started on a sunny weekend morning.

I was playing my favorite video game, Safety Zone. If you haven’t played it, this is what it’s about: You are traveling through a strange world. The goal of the game is to stay away from danger and get to the safety zone . . . well, safely.

Of course, it’s easy to get lost. Then you have to decide what to do.

Take a path in the dark forest? Nope. There’s a dragon hiding there.
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Take an easy shortcut over the old bridge? Oops. There’s an ogre waiting on the other side.
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That’s why I always watch out for danger and never take any risks in the game. I just like to get to the safety zone in one piece.

Playing this game relaxed me.

But that day, the peaceful feeling didn’t last long. Before I knew it, danger was knocking on my door.

It was Desmond Cole, my neighbor and best friend. “My family is going to the beach,” he told me. “Do you want to come with us?”
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“Um, I was just playing my video game, and—”
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“Oh no way, mister,” my mom said. “It’s so beautiful outside. You’re not sitting in the house all day.”

And just like that, the day I had planned was over. I had no choice. It was time to leave the Safety Zone. Because when my mom said “It’s so beautiful outside,” what she meant was No more video games for you.
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