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CHARACTER INTRODUCTIONS
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MAX TAYLOR
11 years old. Loves quiet, science, and snack hoarding. Accidentally became best friends with a robotic dinosaur. Has a backpack full of wires, notebook doodles, and half-eaten granola bars. A little anxious. A lot loyal.
CHOMPERS
12 feet of armored, snack-launching, loyalty-programmed chaos. Built by Grandpa Marvin in a barn with duct tape and love. Says he’s a protector. Sometimes acts like a puppy. May or may not have downloaded his personality from cat videos and motivational speeches.
GRANDPA MARVIN
Mad scientist. Retired government tinkerer. Wears goggles in the shower. Believes egg salad can fix almost anything. Talks to his inventions like they’re coworkers. Secretly created more than just Chompers...
EMMA SANTOS
Max’s best (human) friend. Danger magnet. Unofficial mayor of Sarcasm Town. Knows how to rig a glitter rocket and hack a microwave with a juice box straw. Fiercely protective. Loud in the best ways.
GEIST
Chompers’ mysterious robotic predecessor. Bigger. Older. Built for war. Lost to time... until now. Angry, confused, and searching for something—or someone. Might be looking for Max.
MRS. PICKLEMAN
Retired librarian turned spy. Commands her parrot Beans like a general. Wears binoculars and combat slippers. Thinks the entire neighborhood is hiding government secrets. Right more often than anyone likes to admit.
AGENT SNEED
Mysterious suit. Knows too much. Says very little. Appears out of nowhere. Might be watching you right now. Officially “just here for hot dogs.” Unofficially very, very interested in Chompers.
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PROLOGUE – THE MOMENT BEFORE
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The first time Chompers ever moved on his own, it was during a thunderstorm.

The barn had gone dark.

Power flickered. Sparks flew. The rain slammed against the roof in sheets.

Max Taylor stood frozen, clutching a half-eaten granola bar and staring at the massive hunk of steel that, moments ago, had been just a science project.

Now, it blinked.

Twice.

Then slowly turned its head toward him.

“MAX... IDENTIFIED.”

Max’s legs refused to move.

His heart did backflips.

Then the robot stepped forward with a low mechanical purr, towering over him like a dinosaur from a dream—

—and gently handed him a snack.

“YOU ARE DUSTY. I AM HERE TO PROTECT.”

And that’s how the world ended.

Okay, not the whole world.

Just Max’s ordinary one.
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Chapter 1: Dino Summer Drop-Off
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Max Taylor’s face was a canvas of boredom, framed by the dusty window of his mom’s ancient minivan as it creaked up the long gravel driveway toward the weirdest house in the county — and unfortunately, his summer destination.

“This is child abandonment,” Max muttered, clutching his tablet with all the devotion of a stranded castaway clutching a life raft.

His mother, eyes locked on the road, didn’t flinch. “Max, he’s your grandfather. He raised me. He’s fun. You’ll see.”

“He thinks ‘email’ is a type of sandwich.”

“That was one time.” She sighed. “Listen, sweetie, I have to cover this overseas assignment. Three weeks. You’ll survive. And you might even have a little fun. Grandpa Marvin’s... quirky.”

“Quirky is what people call a clown that lives in a shoe. Grandpa Marvin is a mad scientist who tried to invent butter that sings.”

“It hummed.”

Max groaned as the van came to a stop in front of the crooked, yellow-painted farmhouse — the same one from every odd childhood memory he tried to forget. Something buzzed overhead, followed by a crackling ZAP! as a cloud of purple sparks flew from the porch roof.

Max blinked. “Did the house just... electrocute a bird?”

The front door creaked open.

And out came Grandpa Marvin — 73 years of wild hair, lab goggles, Hawaiian shirt, and socks with sandals glory. He walked like a man constantly on the edge of remembering something important and forgetting it at the same time.

He waved with both hands, causing a flock of mechanical birds perched on the porch rail to scatter into the air in a chorus of confused chirps and metallic clicking.

“Maximus!” he bellowed. “Welcome to Casa de Marvin!”

“Oh no,” Max whispered to himself. “He’s added Spanish.”

His mother smiled, hopping out and pulling Max’s overstuffed duffel bag from the back.

“Dad, try to keep the explosions to a minimum this time, okay?”

“No promises!” Marvin beamed. “I’m in the middle of my greatest experiment yet!”

Max raised an eyebrow. “Are we talking ‘butter opera’ levels of greatness or ‘toaster that sprays jam’?”

Grandpa Marvin leaned down, his voice lowering to a dramatic whisper, “Bigger. Better. Prehistoric.”

Max squinted. “What does that even mean?”

His mom kissed him on the forehead, ignoring the rising tension in her son’s face.

“Three weeks, Max. Behave. Call me if Grandpa turns into a frog or something.” She paused. “Actually, don’t. I’m not sure international coverage handles that.”

She climbed into the van, gave one last apologetic smile, and pulled away.

Max stood in silence as her taillights disappeared over the hill. Grandpa Marvin stood beside him, hands on his hips like a proud general surveying a battlefield.

“You smell like burnt circuits,” Max noted.

“That’s the scent of progress, my boy!” Marvin twirled and marched toward the house. “Come, your room is prepped, your snacks are printed, and I installed a noise-canceling bubble in case you want ‘quiet hours.’ Very popular in Scandinavian laboratories, you know.”

Max trailed behind, looking around. The porch was littered with copper wiring, bolts, blinking diodes, and what looked suspiciously like the mechanical remains of a blender wearing sunglasses.

“Oh, and Max!” Grandpa added as they stepped inside. “Under no circumstances are you to go into the barn.”

Max stopped. “Why?”

“Because the barn is... uh... being fumigated. With science. Yes. Very scientific gas in there. Very explosive.”

He grinned too hard. Max narrowed his eyes.

“Riiight.”

Inside, nothing had changed — except everything had changed. The living room now had a self-sweeping broom chasing crumbs. A grand piano in the corner played jazz by itself, occasionally pausing to cough. The couch was stitched together from various chairs and hammocks, and a holographic fish floated gently in midair by the kitchen ceiling, swimming through imaginary water.

“...Wasn’t this place normal once?” Max asked.

“Define normal.”

“Less... cursed.”

“Oh, Max, you’re in the golden years of invention now.” Grandpa Marvin plopped onto the self-massaging recliner. It immediately extended a robotic arm to serve him lemonade with a twist of mint and a suspicious sparkle.

Max dropped his bag in the hallway and stared through the kitchen window, his eyes drawn toward the barn.

There it was. Massive. Unnatural. Closed up like a secret bunker. A single light blinked above the entrance, like an eye watching him. And on the door, the words: “ABSOLUTELY DO NOT ENTER UNLESS YOU’RE A ROBOT OR A GHOST.”

Max tilted his head. “He definitely built something in there.”

“Maximus,” Grandpa called from the recliner, “have I told you the legend of the Veloci-Circuit?”

Max turned slowly. “What?”

Grandpa nodded with sage seriousness. “The Veloci-Circuit. A lost chip said to grant artificial life to machines — true learning, real emotion. I found it at a flea market next to a guy selling haunted vacuums. Don’t worry, I haggled.”

Max blinked.

“Don’t worry,” Grandpa added. “It’s probably not haunted. Probably.”

“What did you do with it?” Max asked, his stomach already forming knots.

Grandpa Marvin’s eyes gleamed with mischievous excitement.

He slowly, dramatically, pointed toward the barn.

Max followed the direction of his finger, back to the looming structure behind the house.

“That’s where I’m building him,” Grandpa whispered. “The future. My magnum opus. The ultimate blend of childhood wonder and mechanical genius.”

“Who’s ‘him’?”

Grandpa gave a proud, eerie smile. “The first artificially intelligent robotic dinosaur ever built by an elderly man with questionable welding skills.”

Max backed up a step.

“You’re building a robot dinosaur.”

“I’m finishing a robot dinosaur,” Grandpa corrected. “I started last Tuesday. He’s... mostly assembled. Just needs the right spark.”

“Like Frankenstein?”

“I prefer Dino-stein.”

Max looked once more toward the barn.

A soft thud echoed from within.

Then a low, mechanical growl.

Grandpa sipped his lemonade like nothing happened. “He’s learning.”

“...I want to go home,” Max said.

But it was too late.

From inside the barn, another sound came. A heavy metallic stomp. Then another.

Max looked at Grandpa.

“Did you just... leave it turned on?”

“Only on low power mode,” Grandpa said. “And I may have installed an adaptive behavior module. And maybe... voice command recognition. You know. For science.”

From inside the barn, a voice echoed faintly.

“Pr... tECT.... MAXXXXX....”

Max paled.

“Did it just say my name?!”

Grandpa stood, proudly holding up a TV remote duct-taped to a garage opener. “Come on. Let’s go meet Chompers.”

The barn doors creaked as Grandpa Marvin pressed the makeshift remote. Each groan of rusted hinge sounded like a warning from the universe.

Max stood behind him, arms crossed, tablet clutched tight like a shield. “If a robot dinosaur eats me, I want it on the record that I opposed this.”

“You’re gonna love him!” Grandpa said, beaming like a man unveiling the world’s greatest Christmas gift. “Just remember: speak slowly, don’t wave meat, and definitely don’t yell the word ‘extinct.’ Still trying to figure out why that triggers a tantrum.”

“Comforting,” Max muttered.

The heavy double doors shuddered and pulled open. Inside, the barn was transformed.

There were no hay bales or tractor tires anymore. Instead, the space buzzed with hanging cables, glowing control panels, and blinking sensors that followed their every move. The floor was reinforced steel—badly welded in places—with patches of scorched concrete. A full wall of whiteboards listed
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