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Chapter 1 – The Travel Fever 

It was a perfect summer day in Luna's seashell house.
Sunbeams danced through the water like ribbons of light, and the seashells on her balcony gently rocked with the current.

Luna was relaxing, polishing her tentacles with sea-weed scented shimmer.

Down below, Josephine the whale was sprawled across three coral benches tied together — because one was never enough for her.
She yawned, blinked her cross-eyed gaze (one eye left, the other right), and sighed with contentment.

“This,” she murmured, “is the life. Just me, sunshine, and peace...”

Then her stomach growled — loudly.
So loudly that a school of fish darted away in panic.

“Luna!” she called, splashing her fin so hard that a few shells tumbled off the balcony.
“Please tell me this isn’t another one of your bubble-ice-cream experiments,” Luna groaned from under her hat.

“No! This time it’s genius!” Josephine announced.
“Pizza. Real Italian seaweed pizza — with extra bubbly cheese!”

Luna peeked over the edge. “Italian? Do you even know where Italy is?”

“No,” said Josephine proudly, “but we have the ocean. It connects everything!”

Luna rolled her eyes. “Oh sure. The entire ocean. Just a tiny swim, huh?”

Josephine pretended not to hear.
“Pack your sunscreen, sunglasses, and nerves. We’re going for pizza!”

“I thought this was supposed to be a vacation, not an expedition!” Luna protested.

“It’s the same thing,” Josephine grinned, “only with better food!”

Just then, a distant clap-clap-clap echoed through the reef.

It was Joseph the crab, waving his claws.

“Count me out!” he shouted. “I’m going to Finland for my cousin’s wedding!”

“Wedding?” Luna blinked.

“Yes! They’re dancing tango under the ice,” Joseph said proudly. “I have to keep up with the rhythm!”

Luna and Josephine burst out laughing — so hard that Luna had to grab the balcony rail before she floated away.

That was it.
The travel fever had caught them both — big time.

Next stop: Italy.
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* I am brave, curious, and ready for new adventures — just like  Josephine. *    
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Chapter 2 – Getting Ready for the Journey 

The next morning, Luna woke up with the feeling that today would be different from all the other days.

Her seashell balcony shimmered in the early light, and the shells whispered softly:
shhhh... shhhh...

Josephine was already awake.

With great enthusiasm, she was drawing a giant map in the sand using her fin.
Well... at least she was trying.

With one eye she aimed straight toward Italy, but with her other eye she drifted all the way toward Australia — so the result looked a bit chaotic.

“Aha! Here’s Italy!” she declared proudly.

Luna leaned over her balcony and rolled her eyes.
“Josephine... that’s Greenland.”

“But that’s almost the same! Just a few seaweed strands over!” Josephine protested, smudging the sand so badly that Italy now looked like a giant carrot.

Meanwhile, Luna was packing her suitcase.

She carefully placed her glittery scarves inside, her seashell comb,
and of course a tiny bottle of sea-shine for her tentacles.

“You never know who you might meet in Italy,” she murmured, grabbing a spare nose and even an extra pair of socks — just in case.

“Luna, why do you need socks? You don’t even have feet!” Josephine laughed.

“Ha! That’s what you think,” Luna said, slipping a sock over one tentacle.
“Fashion matters everywhere. And I must be prepared!”

They both burst out laughing, giggling like two silly sea-goats.

And when they finally calmed down, Josephine announced proudly:

“Well then — it’s settled! You’re packed, and tomorrow we set off.
Italy is waiting for us. Pizza is waiting for us. And maybe even... who knows what else!”

Their bellies rumbled in perfect harmony:
“Pizzzzaaaa!”

And so began the story of their very first journey out into the delicious world.  
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*Every adventure begins with a brave decision.*
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Chapter 3 – Lost Before We Even Begin 

The morning of their grand adventure finally arrived.

Luna floated beside her seashell house, nervously checking her suitcase for the tenth time.

“Scarves, shine spray, backup socks, sea-glitter... oh dear, what if I forgot something?”
she whispered while circling her luggage like a tiny purple storm.

Josephine spun happily beside her.
“This is it, Luna! The big journey! Italy, sunshine, pizza — what could possibly go wrong?”

With a deep breath, they set off toward the open sea, side by side.

For the first few minutes, everything was perfect.

Then a giant underwater current swooshed past them and spun them around like two confused socks in a washing machine.

Luna screamed, Josephine laughed, and when the current finally released them, they found themselves in a place they had never seen before.

The water was colder.
The sand was whiter.
And tiny fish around them wore knitted scarves.

“Oh no,” Luna gasped. “We’re lost. Completely, absolutely, forever lost.”

“Well, we’re somewhere,” Josephine declared proudly. “That’s a good start!”

But Luna was already spiraling into a full meltdown.

“I could be on my balcony right now! Drinking seashell tea! Tanning my tentacles!
But instead I’m HERE, freezing, drifting in circles with NO idea where we are!”

“Don’t worry, Luna,” Josephine said gently.
“My eyes are trained explorers!”

Her left eye looked one way.
Her right eye wandered completely the other way.

Luna sighed deeply.
“That explains everything.”

Suddenly, a soft voice spoke behind them.

“Excuse me... you two seem just a tiny bit lost.”

They turned around and saw a glowing starfish.

“My name is Adele,” she said warmly.
“I’m a local guide and part-time calming therapist.
Where exactly are you trying to go?”

“Italy!” Josephine announced proudly.

“Eventually,” Luna added.

Adele lifted one brow-arm.
“Well, then you’re swimming in the wrong direction. Italy is that way.”

She pointed clearly, strongly, confidently.

Josephine beamed, thrilled to finally know the right way —
and immediately swam in the opposite direction.

“Josephine! Nooo!” Luna cried, darting after her like a tiny purple ninja.
“THIS way! Not that way!”

Adele sighed softly.
“Oh dear... you two are going to be fun.”

After a few minutes of chaos, Adele finally managed to point them in the correct direction.

Not Italy yet, but definitely closer than before.

Josephine grinned proudly.
“See, Luna? We’re practically professionals now!”

Luna slapped her forehead with a soft tentacle...
but even she had to smile just a little.
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*SOMETIMES GETTING LOST brings you exactly where you need to be.*
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Chapter 4 – Seaweed Cocoa, Volcanoes, and Felix’s Tour

They had been swimming for a while when Josephine suddenly stopped so fast that
Luna crashed right into her, sending her sunglasses flying.

“Why are we stopping?!” Luna grumbled, trying to untangle her tentacles.

Josephine pointed one eye down and the other somewhere completely else.
“Luna... we forgot to thank Adele.”

Luna gasped.
“Oh no... that’s embarrassing! How could we leave without thanking her?!”

“We have to go back,” Josephine decided.

Soon they spotted Adele fixing one of her star-shaped tips.

“ADELE!” they called.

“You came back?” she asked, surprised.

Josephine nodded.
“We want to thank you. And... invite you for seaweed cocoa.”

Adele smiled but hesitated.
“I’m actually on a diet...”

“Cocoa doesn’t count,” Josephine assured her.

At the café Under the Sea Kelp, they sat at a pearly shell table.
Crab waiters scurried beneath them, and everything smelled like salty caramel.

Adele took a sip and closed her eyes.
“Divine. My diet is over.”

“I’d interrupt my nap for cocoa too,” Luna admitted.

They chatted about news, including how Joseph was somewhere in Finland practicing crab waltz under the ice.

When they finished, Adele walked them out.

“Girls... be careful. Don’t get lost. And most importantly—stay away from volcanic valleys.”

She pressed her star tips together in a worried little prayer.

“Don’t worry,” Josephine winked.
“We have perfect orientation!”

Luna chose silence.

As soon as they left the familiar waters, a strange landscape opened before them.
The water crackled, bubbles rose, hot streams swirled, and neon colors glowed everywhere.

“Josephine...” Luna whispered, “that’s... a VOLCANO!”

“Or maybe just a warm Italian current...” Josephine tried.

“Italian currents don’t explode!” Luna snapped.

Just then, a tiny shrimp with a backpack popped out from behind a colorful stone.

“Hello. My name is Felix. Welcome to the Geyser Park of Bubbléfòn.”

“See, Luna?” Josephine whispered. “We’re real explorers!”

Felix bowed politely.
“It’s beautiful, but dangerous. I can give you a short tour.”

He guided them between steaming vents.
“This is a geyser. This is a hot burst. And over there...” he pointed to a huge swirling vortex,
“that’s the Bubble Storm. No one goes there.”

“Why not?” Josephine asked.

Felix didn’t even manage to answer—Josephine was already inside.

“AAAAA WOOHOO!” she yelled, spinning in the bubbles.

Luna jumped right after her.
“Why... is it... always you?!” she puffed, stuck to Josephine’s side.

Felix sighed.
“This is going to be interesting.”

The Bubble Storm swallowed them into a glowing cloud...
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*Every journey becomes clearer when we follow it with courage.*
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Chapter 5 – Pietro, the Heavenly Sea, and a Taste of Italian Chaos 

When the bubble storm finally spat them out, Josephine and Luna tumbled over each other—once, twice, then a third time—before landing in sand so soft it felt like magic.

Luna sat up, rubbed her tentacles, and gasped dramatically:

“Josephine... we’re in heaven. We must be! Nothing THIS beautiful exists anywhere else!”

Around them glowed a warm, crystal-clear sea.
Sunlight danced across the ocean floor.
Corals shimmered in pastel colors.
Everything smelled like basil and juicy tomatoes.

Josephine happily rolled onto her back and started gently scooting through the sand.
“Luna, this is paradise! Wait—I’m getting a natural peeling! This sand is divine!”

Luna was still hyperventilating.
“I’m telling you... we’re DEAD. This can’t be real!”

Suddenly, a voice called out:

“Buon giorno!”

In front of them stood a tiny fish in a striped police uniform.
On his head sat a miniature cap, and his eyes were sharp enough to spot even the slightest illegally parked fish.

“Buon giorno?” Luna echoed, mouth wide open.

“Josephine, is Italian the official language of heaven?! I haven't even started language school! I’m going to pass out!”

Josephine burst into laughter so hard her eyes went wild—one eye drifting up, the other shooting to the right. She tried explaining their situation with a combination of flippers, tail-wiggles, and chaotic gestures that made sense only to her.

The police fish politely raised a fin to stop her, then switched to English:

“Ladies, don’t worry. You are not in heaven. You are in... Italy.”

Luna froze.
“We... are alive?”

“And we’re... in Italy?” Josephine repeated, jaw dropping.

“That’s correct,” the fish nodded.
“But you can’t lie around here. You’re blocking underwater traffic.”

Luna straightened up instantly, like a student caught by a strict teacher.
“Oh—sorry! Yes! We just... ehm... fell out of a bubble storm.”

“That happens here,” the fish replied professionally.
“But be careful—this is a busy area.
If you follow the current this way, you’ll reach a small village called Marina Piccola. You can find food and lodging there.”

He turned and added:
“And I recommend visiting Luigi. He’s an expert in local flavors and scents. He’ll show you the real Italy.”

Luna stared at the glowing waters around them, her panic slowly melting away.
“Josephine... we actually made it,” she whispered.

“We’re really in Italy.”

Josephine lifted her head, one eye drifting up, the other sideways.
“Luna... are you saying we’re officially travelers now?”

Luna nodded quietly—feeling, for the first time today, pure excitement instead of fear.
She brightened.

“Josephine... this is it! This is the REAL Italy!”

Josephine grinned, one eye up, one eye left:
“And... the pizza can’t be far now.”
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*Each new place brings new courage — and a little magic, too.*
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