THE COOL KIDS
(Kid Zection Story)

At Million Bay Elementary, every hallway buzzed like a honeybee hive.
Kids zipped past lockers, sneakers squeaking, backpacks bouncing —
everyone trying to look cooler than they really felt. 😎

But the real cool kids?
They weren’t the loud ones.
They weren’t the bullies or the show-offs.
They were something different.

They sat at the old picnic table outside under the crooked oak tree.
Six of them — all different.
All weird in the best way possible.

There was Sunny, who always wore sunglasses even when the sun was hiding.
He had a laugh that made people want to laugh too.

Skratch carried drumsticks everywhere she went,
tapping on books, tables, windows — anything that made a beat.
Her smile was sharp, and her bravery was louder than thunder.

Chezter wore goggles and fixed anything broken —
bikes, radios, even torn homework.
He said machines were just puzzles pretending to be trouble.

Tilly always had snacks in her pockets and shared with anyone hungry.
Josie told stories that made storms sound like fairy tales.
And Zepp could make music by blowing into a broken soda bottle.

They didn’t care about fancy shoes or who sat at what table.
They didn’t care about being popular.
They cared about *each other.*

One windy Friday, a new kid named Max stood alone by the fence,
kicking rocks and pretending not to sniffle.
Everyone walked past him — too busy, too cool, too something.

But the Cool Kids noticed.
Sunny slid off the picnic table,
pushed his sunglasses up his nose, and walked over.

“Yo,” he said with his usual half-grin.
“Wanna sit with us?”

Max blinked. “But… I’m not cool.”

Skratch tossed him a drumstick.
“You are now.”

And that was it.
No test.
No secret handshake.
Just space to belong.

Because being a Cool Kid wasn’t about clothes or followers —
it was about kindness, courage, and carrying people when they fall.

So the next time someone asks where the cool kids sit?
You can say:

“Where everyone’s invited.” 😄

The End.

Want another for the Kid Zection like “Fiona’s Snow Day” or “The Jetpackers’ Parade”? 🚀



