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Episode 1 “The Hourly Kid”

The Harper household was never quiet, but today it felt like it was holding its breath.

Down in the basement, under racks of wires and stacked bins labeled “DO NOT TOUCH”, Dr. Nathan Harper knelt in front of his son, tightening the last strap on what looked suspiciously like a weaponized backpack.

“There we go,” Nathan muttered. “Snug, but not tight. Comfortable, but firm. How do you feel?”

“Like Iron Man’s little brother,” Max said, bouncing on the heels of his light-up sneakers.

“That’s the spirit.”

Nathan tapped on a nearby tablet, watching as graphs flickered to life and a small red clock began to count down from 60:00. A low hum started in the backpack — or “boost rig,” as Nathan had proudly named it — like something winding up deep in the earth.

Lila stood near the basement stairs, arms folded. Her expression was somewhere between amused and alarmed.

“Are we absolutely sure about this?” she asked, eyeing the glowing blue fins of the device. “You said it was just going to be a simulation.”

“It is a simulation,” Nathan said. “Mostly. Just a little propulsion. Controlled. Timed. Fully monitored.”

“You said ‘controlled’ the last time you knocked out the blender.”

“That was entirely different technology,” he replied quickly. “This is low-burst, precision-guided, short-duration acceleration.”

“You strapped a rocket to our son.”

“It’s barely a rocket,” Nathan said. “More like... a firm breeze.”

Max grinned up at her. “Mom, this is so cool. Dad said it’ll only go for ten seconds and I get to wear goggles.”

Lila pinched the bridge of her nose. “Oh, well, goggles. That changes everything.”

Nathan shot her a sheepish smile and turned back to the tablet. “We’ll keep it simple for this first test. Stationary position, small burst, full supervision.”

A soft chime rang out from the control panel. The countdown clock now read 00:10.

Nathan knelt in front of Max again, holding his shoulders gently. “Okay, buddy. Just stand right there. When it fires, don’t run — let it push you.”

“I was born to be pushed!” Max beamed.

Lila took a cautious step back. “I swear, if he explodes—”

“Zero percent chance of combustion,” Nathan said. “Well... negligible.”

3... 2... 1...

FWOOOOOOOSH!

With a blast of blue steam and a sound like a vacuum sucking in reverse, Max shot forward across the concrete floor like a puck on an air hockey table.

“WHOOOOAAAAA!” he screamed, rocketing into a pile of cardboard boxes with a crash.

Nathan winced. Lila gasped. A rubber boot flew out of the wreckage.

A beat of silence. Then Max’s voice piped up cheerfully from beneath the boxes. “I’m okay! That was awesome!”

Lila exhaled. “He’s fine. We’re not fine, but he’s fine.”

Nathan jogged over to help him up, brushing bits of Styrofoam from Max’s hair. “That was... more force than I expected. Must’ve underestimated the torque coefficients.”

“Can I do it again?” Max asked.

Nathan checked the tablet. The screen had shifted. In place of the manual control settings, a red light blinked under the header: AUTOCYCLE MODE ENGAGED – NEXT BURST IN: 59:59

Nathan blinked. “Wait. No, no, no. I didn’t enable—”

Lila raised an eyebrow. “What’s ‘autocycle’?”

“It... might mean the pack is going to fire again. On the hour. Every hour.”

“Might?”

“I didn’t build a kill switch,” he admitted. “Because I didn’t think I needed one.”

She turned toward the stairs. “I’m going to start padding the walls.”

Just then, a shadow appeared in the small basement window. A loud sniff. Then the faint sound of slurping.

Nathan squinted. “Is that...?”

Lila didn’t even have to look. “Crenshaw.”

They both groaned in unison.

From outside came the muffled voice of their neighbor. “What exactly are y’all cooking down there? Smells like rocket fuel and burnt oatmeal!”

Max giggled. “You think he saw me fly?”

Nathan looked toward the stairs. “We’ve got fifty-nine minutes before the next blast. And about fifteen seconds before Mr. Crenshaw decides knocking is optional again.”

Lila nodded grimly. “We better hide the good dishes.”

The Harper living room looked like a war zone. A couch pillow had somehow fused itself to the ceiling fan. A trail of sneaker prints led across the wall. And Max, still strapped into his booster rig, was rolling on the floor, begging for another round.

Nathan was frantically typing commands into his tablet, trying to override the countdown before the next blast. The screen, unhelpfully, blinked:
NEXT IGNITION IN: 00:45:18
Lila hovered by the doorframe with a laundry basket, preparing for the inevitable second launch by removing anything breakable from the blast radius.

Then came the knock.

No — not a knock. A tap followed by a slow, drawn-out creak as the front door opened itself, as if out of fear.

“Hope I’m not intruding!”

There stood Mr. Crenshaw. Not on the porch. Not peeking through the window. Fully inside.

He wore sandals with black socks, a button-down shirt that hadn’t been buttoned evenly, and his signature accessory: a tall glass of milk, beads of condensation running down its side like it had been prepared just for dramatic effect.

“Crenshaw,” Lila said, voice tight.

He lifted a finger, raising the milk like a toast, and took a loud gulp. Then, mid-sip, he raised one eyebrow and kept his finger held aloft until he swallowed.

“Now. Just what in the nine dairy dimensions is going on over here?” he asked, eyes darting toward Max and the jetpack.

Nathan stepped forward, half-shielding his son. “We’re conducting a test. It’s controlled. Scientific.”

Crenshaw squinted at the glowing pack on Max’s back. He took another sip. Finger up. Swallow. Then:

“You building Iron Man or trying to get featured on Dateline?”

Nathan flinched. “Neither.”

Lila crossed her arms. “Is there something you needed, Crenshaw?”

He ignored the question. Instead, he walked straight into the living room, scanning every corner, somehow managing to sip milk without spilling a drop.

“You know, I was watching Matlock reruns when the house started shaking. First thought? Earthquake. Second thought? The boy’s exploded.”

He took another long sip, this time from a small milk carton he pulled from his jacket pocket.

Nathan stared. “Do you... carry emergency milk?”

Crenshaw raised a third finger. Sip. Swallow. “Never know when the moment’ll call for clarity.”

Max giggled. “Mr. Crenshaw, you’re so weird.”

“I take that as a compliment, turbo legs,” Crenshaw replied. “So tell me. This little booster of yours — say, hypothetically, it malfunctions mid-air. You land in a pond. You’re sinking. You panic. You yell ‘help.’ Who’s liable? Hmm?”

Lila blinked. “You think about that a lot, don’t you?”

“Ma’am, I think about everything. This neighborhood runs on two things: speculation and vitamin D.” He raised the carton. “This has both.”

Max jumped to his feet. “Can I do the blast again? Please?”

Nathan checked the countdown. “Still forty minutes, bud.”

Crenshaw leaned in. “Every hour? It fires every hour?”

Nathan nodded slowly. “For now. It’s a flaw. I’m trying to—”

“Son,” Crenshaw interrupted, finger raised, sip mid-sentence, “I’ve lived next to you for eight years. I’ve seen your Halloween fog machine burn out the lawn. I’ve seen your smart bird feeder call the fire department. You need to label your flaws like hurricanes: publicly and ahead of time.”

He took another sip, this time from a half-gallon jug that had somehow replaced the carton.

“How many milk containers do you have?” Lila asked.

“Depends on the day. You need one?” He offered her the jug.

She recoiled. “I’m good.”

Suddenly, Max’s booster pack let out a low chirp and a spurt of vapor. He froze. Nathan’s tablet buzzed:
STABILIZATION MODE ERROR — MANUAL RESET REQUIRED
Max turned to them, eyes wide. “I think it’s starting up early.”

Nathan’s face went pale. “Get behind something!”

Crenshaw didn’t flinch. He stepped calmly to the side, lifted the milk jug over his head with one hand, and raised his other finger. Sip. Swallow.

“Let’s see where this one lands.”

FOOOOOM!

Max launched again, this time faster, blazing past the hallway, through the kitchen, and out the open back door. A sharp “WHEEE!” trailed behind him like a contrail of joy and poor judgment.

A moment of stunned silence.

Crenshaw lowered the jug and nodded. “Gotta say — the kid’s got style.”

Lila exhaled and began slowly walking toward the back door. “I can’t believe this is my life.”

Crenshaw leaned against the wall. “I can. I’ve got a direct line of sight to your kitchen from my bathroom window. Last Tuesday? That spaghetti incident? Riveting.”

Nathan winced. “You... saw that?”

“Whole thing.” Sip. Finger up. “Now — this rocket kid experiment. You got any consent forms for the boy to sign? Or we just freewheeling it like last year’s zipline barbecue?”

Nathan sighed. “It’s under control.”

Crenshaw gave a dry chuckle. “That’s what you said before the bees.”

From the backyard came Max’s muffled voice: “I’m okay! I think I landed in the neighbor’s garden!”

Crenshaw nodded solemnly. “Well, they weren’t using it. Probably better this way.”

As Lila and Nathan raced outside, Crenshaw stayed behind, finishing the last of the jug and setting it down carefully on the coffee table like a sacred relic.

Then, with a final satisfied burp, he whispered to himself:

“Science is beautiful.”
Episode 2 

"News at the Speed of Milk"

The Harper living room was now divided into two zones: the “clean zone,” where no experiments or food with active particles were allowed, and the “blast zone,” which included the entire basement, the hallway, half the garage, and the exact path Max traveled whenever his booster activated.

Max was currently doing squats in the blast zone, waiting for the countdown to drop below ten minutes. He’d been wearing the booster for three days straight, refusing to take it off even for showers. Nathan had to create a water-sealed poncho just so Max could bathe without risking a hydro-explosion.

“I think this time I’ll aim for the hill behind the school,” Max said, bouncing on his heels.

“Please don’t,” Lila called from the kitchen. “I just got an email from the PTA saying someone’s ‘sky kid’ flattened the mulch bed.”

“I hovered,” Max replied.

Nathan tapped at his tablet, a bead of sweat forming at his temple. “I’m close to cracking the timing loop. If I can get the interval to shift into manual override, we might be able to pause the cycle.”

Lila peeked in with a mop and bucket. “You said that yesterday. And the day before that. Meanwhile, our son’s being flung through the neighborhood every hour like an overexcited popcorn kernel.”

A knock interrupted the moment. No — a push. The door swung wide open, as if it had never been closed.

In stepped Mr. Crenshaw, wearing his robe, slippers, and a pair of opera binoculars dangling from his neck. In one hand he carried a to-go thermos; in the other, a paper grocery bag.

“Knock knock,” he said, walking all the way into the foyer uninvited. “I come bearing breakfast and surveillance reports.”

He raised the thermos, took a loud gulp, then held up his finger while he swallowed.

“Do I smell scorched insulation?” he finally asked.

Lila blinked. “Did you just say surveillance reports?”

“Oh yes.” He dropped the bag on the coffee table and pulled out a spiral notebook, a disposable camera, and three crumpled granola bars. “You’ve caused quite a stir, my friends.”

“Us?” Nathan asked. “How?”

Crenshaw dramatically slid open his notebook to a page titled:
SIGHTINGS – ROCKET BOY
“I’ve seen him buzz past the newspaper guy, land in Ms. Donahue’s koi pond, disappear behind the elementary school dumpsters, and—my personal favorite—bounce off the inflatable tube man outside the mattress store.”

Max beamed. “That one was awesome.”

“Half the town thinks you’re shooting TikToks,” Crenshaw added. “The other half thinks the government’s doing bird experiments again.”

He took a long sip. Finger up. Gulp.

“And let me ask you this: was I hallucinating, or did I see your boy zip through a carwash last night like a caffeinated soap bubble?”

Nathan covered his face with his hands. “That was an accident.”

“Looked like a rinse and spin cycle,” Crenshaw said. “He came out sparkling.”

Lila narrowed her eyes. “Wait—were you at the carwash at night?”

Crenshaw dodged the question with another sip. “Listen. Word’s getting around. My mailman asked if I’d seen the ‘Boost Kid.’ My pharmacist gave me a discount when I said yes.”

Nathan straightened up, serious now. “This is a problem. I didn’t intend for Max to become a public phenomenon. I just wanted to test a kinetic propulsion system for the Air Force’s terrain navigation program.”

Crenshaw blinked. “He’s been flying over terrain, all right.”

Max grabbed the remote and turned on the news. The screen blinked to the local channel. A still image of a blurry figure with steam trails shooting from his back appeared onscreen.

“...citizens are calling him ‘The Hourly Hover.’ Some believe it’s a drone. Others say it’s a child with rocket shoes. Officials have made no formal comment.”
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