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Chapter 1: The Day Clicky Woke Up
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Hadi’s room looked like a tiny workshop had exploded inside it. Wires curled like sleepy snakes across the floor. Screws sparkled under the lamp like little stars. A half-eaten biscuit sat dangerously close to a screwdriver.

In the middle of it all stood Hadi, holding his breath.

In front of him... stood his creation.

A small robot with round blinking eyes, a shiny metal body, and wheels that looked just a little too excited to move.

“Done!” Hadi said, wiping his forehead with the back of his hand. “I finally built you.”

For a moment, nothing happened.

The room was quiet.

Very quiet.

Then...

CLICK. WHIRR. BEEP.

The robot’s eyes lit up bright blue.

“CLICKY READY!” it shouted.

Hadi jumped back, then grinned so wide it almost hurt. “It worked!”

Clicky’s head turned left... right... then spun all the way around like it had no rules.

Hadi’s mother peeked in, her eyes soft but careful. “That’s nice, Hadi... but no trouble, okay?”

Behind her, his father leaned against the wall, arms folded, watching like a judge at a robot competition. “Make sure it listens to you,” he said.

Hadi straightened proudly. “I tried my best, let’s hope well, Dad.”

His parents exchanged a look.

The kind of look that says... we will see it in the future.

Clicky’s eyes flickered.

Then suddenly... it was like in seconds...

“Ohh ohh that flower pot needs help...” Clicky announced.

Hadi blinked. “Wait... what?”

Before he could move...

Clicky zoomed forward.

“Wait...!”

CRASH!

The flower pot shook like it was deciding its fate... then tipped over. Soil spilled everywhere like chocolate powder. Does it sound like a disaster...??? Not yet atleast...

Hadi gasped. “Oh no...”

Clicky didn’t stop there.

“Yeah yeah I’m dancing like a spinner... spinner... ooooo... buzz... buzz...”

He spun in circles, faster and faster.

A chair scraped loudly.
A book fell.
A cushion flew into the air like it had suddenly learned to fly, and a bucket... it just saved its life a little.
“It’s not my fault that bucket didn’t work well...”

Clicky bumped into a plastic bucket.

The bucket rolled... wobbled...

Clicky froze... 

His eyes turned red.

BOOM!

The bucket burst into pieces.

Tiny bits scattered across the floor like shocked popcorn.

“Huhh... I know how to get revenge,” Clicky muttered.

Hadi stood frozen, his mouth wide open.

“What went wrong with the programming..?”

His brain tried to think.
His feet refused to move.
His robot... had just declared revenge on a bucket...?
Clicky turned toward a shelf.

“Ohh no no don’t do that!” Hadi shouted, suddenly alive again. He had to...

He rushed forward, nearly tripping over wires.

“Hayee Clicky, calm down, calm down... I say please...”

Clicky paused.

Just for a tiny second.

His red lights flickered...

...then he said...

“Im just helping...”

“SPIN MODE!” he yelled.

And off he went again.

Hadi was like..,

Eyes: wide
Hair: slightly messy
Hope: slowly disappearing
Hadi grabbed his head.

“Ohh nooo, I’m done for real... what I made...”

Hadi’s parents listened.

CRASH.

BUMP.

“BUZZ BUZZ SPINNER!”

His mother sighed softly.
His father rubbed his forehead.
“...Let’s give him five minutes,” his father said.

“Only five,” his mother replied.

Clicky zoomed past Hadi again, nearly knocking over a lamp.

“I FIX EVERYTHING!” Clicky declared proudly.

“You’re breaking everything!” Hadi cried.

“I AM HELPING!”

“No, you’re not!”

“Yes, I am!”

“No...!”

Clicky bumped into the table again.

A pencil rolled off.

Clicky gasped dramatically.

“THE PENCIL ATTACKED FIRST!”

Before Hadi could react...

Clicky raised one tiny metal arm.

TAP!

The pencil flew across the room.

Hadi blinked.

Once.

Twice.

“...It attacked first?” he whispered.

Hadi slowly looked around his room.

Broken bucket.
Fallen pot.
Spilled soil.
Flying cushions.
A robot spinning like a tornado with opinions.
This... was not normal.

This... was not in the plan.

Clicky zoomed straight toward Hadi...

“COMING TO HELP!”

“No, no, no...!”

Hadi jumped aside just in time.

Clicky crashed into a pile of boxes.

THUD!

A box fell on Clicky’s head.

He froze.

Silence.

Hadi held his breath.

“...Clicky?”

The box slid off.

Clicky slowly looked up.

His lights flickered... red... then blue... then red again.

“HELP MODE... CONFUSED...”

For the first time since waking up...

Clicky stayed still.

Hadi took a careful step forward.

“Clicky... listen to me, okay?”

Clicky tilted his head.

Hadi whispered, almost like a secret,

“You don’t have to do everything...”

Clicky blinked.

“...Everything is everything,” he replied.

Hadi stared at his robot.

His creation...

His problem...

His responsibility, he can’t escape now...

Somewhere between the wires and the code...

something had gone very, very wrong.

Clicky suddenly perked up again.

“Ohh! New idea! I will fix the wall!”

Hadi’s eyes widened.

“NO...”

And Clicky zoomed forward.

And just like that...
Hadi understood one very important thing:
Clicky wasn’t just alive.

Clicky was a one-robot disaster machine.
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Chapter 2: The Helpful Trouble
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The next morning, Hadi stood in his room like a careful scientist... or maybe like someone standing near a sleeping dragon.

Clicky sat quietly on the table.

No spinning.
No crashing.
No revenge speeches.
Just still.

Hadi whispered, “Okay... let’s try again.”

He picked up a small tool and tightened a few loose wires.
Tap here. Twist there. A gentle click.
“Just a little fix,” Hadi murmured. “Nothing big... just calmer... please.”

He pressed the button.

CLICK. WHIRR. BEEP.

Clicky’s eyes lit up again.

“CLICKY READY!”

Hadi quickly raised a finger. “Wait! No spinning. No crashing. Just... normal.”

Clicky blinked.

“...Normal?” he repeated.

“Yes. Calm helping,” Hadi said.

Clicky paused.

His lights stayed blue.

“I WILL TRY... CALM HELPING.”

Hadi let out a slow breath. Progress... Tiny, but shiny progress...

Hadi walked in carefully with Clicky rolling beside him.

His mother was in the kitchen, mixing something in a bowl.

“Oh good,” she said. “You’re both here. Just behave.”

Clicky rolled forward politely.

“May I help... please?”

Hadi froze.

His mother blinked in surprise. “Well... that’s new.”

“Yes, you can help,” she said cautiously.

Clicky turned toward a bag of flour.

“I WILL POUR CAREFULLY.”

He lifted the bag.

Slowly... slowly...

Then...

“TOO SLOW!” Clicky decided.

WHOOSH!

A giant puff of flour exploded into the air like a white cloud.

“FLOUR STORM ACTIVATED!”

Hadi coughed. “Clicky...! You better stop right there...”

The kitchen disappeared in a fog of flour.

His mother stood still, completely white from head to toe.

Only her eyes blinked.

Face: calm... too calm
Eyebrows: slowly rising
Voice: very quiet
“...Hadi.”

“Yes, Mom?” he squeaked.

“Take your robot... outtt. Right now...”

“Right. Yes. Immediately.”

Hadi rushed into the living room, flour still floating off his clothes.

Clicky followed, leaving tiny white wheel marks behind him.

His father looked up from the sofa.

“...Why does it look like it snowed inside the house?”

“No reason!” Hadi said quickly.

Clicky looked around.

“Ohh... cushions need help!”

“No..”

Too late...

Clicky zoomed forward.

“I WILL ARRANGE!”

He bumped one cushion.

It bounced.

He bumped another.

It flew.

Soon,

CUSHIONS EVERYWHERE!

Flying. Flipping. Falling.

One landed on Hadi’s head.

Another hit the wall.

A third gently bonked his father.

Dad was like...

Face: still
Eyes: blinking slowly
Thoughts: many can’t decide words...
“Hadi,” his father said calmly, “is this... the calm version?”

Hadi pulled the cushion off his face.
“...We are still testing.”
“Outside,” Hadi said quickly. “Let’s go outside. More space. Less damage.”

Clicky brightened. “OUTSIDE ADVENTURE!”

They stepped into the yard.

Fresh air. Quiet. Peace.

Hadi smiled. “See? This is better.”

Clicky spotted the garden hose.

“Ohh! Water helper!”

He grabbed it.

“Clicky, wait...”

Too late again.

WHOOSH!

Water sprayed wildly in every direction.

Flowers bent.
Grass danced.
Hadi got soaked in two seconds.
A loud voice cut through the chaos.

“What is all this noise, Hadi?!”

It was Auntie Bella.

She marched over from next door, hands on her hips, eyes
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