
​RAINING ROBOTS

––––––––
[image: ]


BOOK ONE

––––––––
[image: ]


A BOY AND HIS D.O.G.

RAINING ROBOTS

––––––––
[image: ]


BY

––––––––
[image: ]


JORDAN HINES

WITH

JERRI HINES

https://jerrihines.blogspot.com/

http://twitter.com/jhines340 

sign up for email: http://madmimi.com/signups/226168/join

––––––––
[image: ]


Copyright @ 2024 Jerri Hines

Edited by C.J. Haynes

Cover Art by Cover Art by Erin Dameron-Hill

http://edhgraphics.blogspot.com/

––––––––
[image: ]


This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, brands, media, and incidents are either the product of the author's imagination or are used fictitiously.

All rights reserved. This book or parts thereof may not be reproduced in any form without permission. The scanning, uploading, and distribution of this book via the Internet or via any other means without the permission of the author is illegal and punishable by law. Your support of the author’s rights is appreciated.

ISBN: 979-8-9886682-5-1

DEDICATION

To my amazing mom,

Thank you for always believing in me and encouraging me to follow my dreams, no matter how big or small. Your love, support, and endless encouragement have made this book possible, and I couldn’t have done it without you. This story is for you, as much as it is for me. I love you to the moon and back!

— Jordan

Contents

A DAY AT THE DOG PARK

B.L.U.

ONE

TWO

THREE

FOUR

FIVE

SIX

SEVEN

EIGHT

NINE

TEN

ELEVEN

TWELVE

THIRTEEN

FOURTEEN

FIFTEEN

SIXTEEN

SEVENTEEN

EIGHTEEN

EPILOGUE

ENTRY 102

ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

To my Grammy,

Thank you for working with me on this book and helping me bring my ideas to life. I’m so lucky to have you by my side.

And to my Papa,

You’re awesome, and I’m grateful for everything you do. Thanks for always being there for me and making every day brighter. 

— Jordan

Author’s Note:

This book is a result of countless imaginative games and creative storytelling sessions between Jordan Hines and his grandmother, Jerri Hines. While Jordan is the creative force and primary author of Raining Robots, Jerri has provided invaluable support and guidance as the ghostwriter, helping to bring Jordan’s vivid ideas to life on the page.

​

[image: A dog wearing a robot garment

Description automatically generated]

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​​A DAY AT THE DOG PARK


[image: ]


Every boy wants a dog. It has been a scientific fact since the beginning of time. Sure, I might not have ever read that in a book, but trust me, it’s as true as the sky is blue because, well, I’m a boy, and I want a dog.

I have tried every which way to plead my case to Mom, but her answer is always no. Apparently, our apartment is too small, and we’re never home long enough to take care of it.

Mom has a point about our apartment. We live in an old building, a relic from another era. The bricks have gotten old and worn over time from the strong Nor’easters that we get every year. Not to mention, it has only two bedrooms, which has been fine for Mom and me, but a dog?

Oh, I totally get it. But if I had a dog, we’d be like peanut butter and jelly, macaroni and cheese, thunder and lightning—you get the picture. My dog would always be with me, and we would go everywhere together. I already have his name picked out: Finley because, let’s face it, my dog is destined for greatness.

Finley would be so smart he’d figure out a way to wait for me outside like a furry little ninja after school. We’d rush home together, stopping only to conquer the world one game of fetch at a time and maybe throw in a wrestling match or two, just for kicks.

I’ve done my homework— I’m practically a walking database of dog knowledge. So, when it comes to canines, I’m ready for any question you throw my way.

Besides, Arabella has one. She didn’t even ask for a dog! Her grandfather, Dr. Carlisle—a vet who owns Pet Pal Pet Clinic—just gave her this squishy-faced, big-eyed French bulldog. And what did she name it? Penelope. Seriously, who names a wrinkly dog ‘Penelope’?

But, hey, to each their own. The dog looks like a tiny bat with a fancy name, but she’s kinda cute in a weird way and super playful. Honestly, I'd even take one like her—bat ears and all.

It’s here I probably should back up and tell a little about myself—my name— Benjamin James Summers, resident dog lover and all-around cool kid. My friends call me Ben.

Mom has always told me I’m a bundle of energy, like a puppy who just discovered his tail, and she can always tell I’m up to something by the twinkle in my hazel eyes. I have unruly brown hair that seems to have a life of its own, often sticking out in all directions as if a mischievous wind had styled it. I have freckles dotting my nose and cheeks that look like a connect-the-dots puzzle when I’m in the sun.

I like to smile a lot, and I’m pretty sure I can be charming when I really try. My fashion sense? Let’s just say it’s ‘comfortably chaotic’—basically, I wear whatever’s clean and doesn’t itch!

I’m eleven, just like my insufferable, I mean, delightful stepsister, Arabella. My dad remarried after he split up with Mom when I was three. I don’t have many memories of him when he was away to become a vet. I can’t deny Dad is smart and all, but he’s about as sturdy as a wet noodle when it comes to confrontations. I guess Dad snuck out in the middle of the night, leaving us without a word until he was settled in vet school.

When Dad returned, he started working at Pet Pal Vet Clinic in Elmsford, the next town over. And in true Dad fashion, he married the owner’s daughter.

Enter my stepmother, Cynthia. Or, as I like to call her, “The Queen of Perfection.” Seriously, Cynthia is like a real-life version of those rich ladies on T.V. She’s always put together like she just stepped out of a magazine. Her hair is never out of place, her clothes look like they cost more than my entire video game collection, and she smells like a fancy department store. You know, the stores where you avoid going around the counter because they have those perfumes they spray that make you sneeze?

Cynthia has the best of everything—designer handbags, shiny jewelry, and a car so clean you could eat off the floor. Not that I’d recommend it, though. She looks down at everyone, especially Mom and me as if we’re a couple of dust bunnies she missed with the vacuum.

But honestly? I don’t care. I go to their house to see Dad and for the free snacks. Dad always keeps ice cream in the fridge. Plus, Arabella’s alright when no one else is around. We ride bikes and go swimming in their pool.

While Dad was busy studying the workings of guinea pig digestion, Mom was in full supermom mode. She worked full-time at the Museum of Science, which is like having a front-row seat to the wonders of the universe. Dinosaurs? Check. Space rockets? Double check. And she still found time to go to night school and earn her master’s degree.

Mom’s now a curator at the museum, which sounds fancy because it is. Oh, yeah, she raised me, too.

Looking down at my phone, I scrolled through pictures of Adopt-a-Pet rescue puppies, envisioning myself with a pup by my side. There’s this lab mix that looks adorable.

“Not going to do you any good,” Calvin said, looking over my shoulder.

“Just wait. You’ll see,” I said, flashing my best friend a broad grin. “The dog show is just down the block and across the street.”

Calvin gave me one of his disapproving looks, which I totally ignored. I mean, what’s life without a bit of risk, right? Now, mind you, with the sun beaming high in the sky, he had passed up a beach day to tag along with me and sat through my forty-five-minute piano lesson with Mr. Aaron.

Instead of boogie boarding with our friends, Calvin was right beside me, sweating bullets in the scorching July heat on a sidewalk in Southie. He always had my back and was convinced I was about to get into big trouble today.

We had been best buds since second grade. Calvin was a little taller than me, but you wouldn’t know it because he kept his hair cut so short it looked like he borrowed a lawn mower. He always wore some jersey with the number 23, like he had a contract with that number or something. The guy lived for basketball, baseball, well, any sport. Most days, he would spout off stats of his favorite player or give me a play-by-play of the night before, even if we watched the game together.

His bedroom walls were basically a shrine to sports. Posters everywhere, like wallpaper, except cooler. And his most prized possession? A signed poster of Jaylen Brown mid-dunk. Calvin swore people told him he looked just like the Boston star. Sure, if you squinted and maybe turned your head a bit, and if he grew a couple of feet, you could see a resemblance. But let’s be real—there was no way Calvin could launch himself into the air like that. The kid’s vertical leap was more like a horizontal hop.

Always cautious, Calvin’s eyes darted nervously around the street like he expected Mom to pop up at any moment. “You’re wild, Ben. Let’s just wait for your stepmom to pick us up. Your mom’s as likely to let you keep a pet elephant as she is a dog, no matter how much you beg and plead.”

“I’ll get a small one,” I said. “Mom won’t even know it’s there.”

Calvin shook his head. “You’re already grounded for the Chronicles of the Ordained game debacle.”

At the mention of my slight miscalculation, I frowned. I truly believed I had found a glitch in the game that gave me free upgrades. But in reality, the only thing I found was a glitch that stopped notifying my mom I was buying power-ups, which cost me my birthday money and a month of grounding—probably not my best moment.

“Look, I didn’t mind coming to your piano lesson, but it may be best to ditch the dog and go to a Red Sox game,” Calvin continued, trying to talk some sense into me. “If I’m going to get busted, it’ll be worth it.”

“We’re not going to get in trouble,” I promised my buddy. “Especially with Cynthia on pick-up duty.”

Cynthia—aka The Queen of Perfection—wasn’t exactly the most attentive person when it came to keeping track of my activities. If there was ever a time to pull off something sneaky, it was when Cynthia was in charge.

When I first realized that Boston’s Animal Rescue Association was hosting an adopt-a-dog event on the same day as my piano lesson, I couldn’t believe my luck. It was practically a sign from above screaming, “Go forth and fetch your furry friend!”  What else could I think? I mean, my lesson was less than a couple of blocks away.

I knew exactly where the dog show was—Southie Dog Park. I waited there when Dad picked me up from piano lessons. He was always late, but he didn’t mind me watching the dogs play as long as I didn’t complain to Mom. And I never did.

Mom rarely asked Dad for help in getting me to my scheduled events. She always said it was more trouble than it was worth. But today, Mom didn’t have a choice but to reach out to Dad. She had a big meeting.

My luck got even better. During my lesson, I got a text from Dad saying he was going to have to perform an emergency operation on a Labradoodle. He had contacted Cynthia, and she would be the one picking us up now.

I knew then we were free and clear to do whatever we liked. Cynthia being late was basically a guarantee, and if my luck held out, she might forget to pick us up entirely—a fact I intended to work to my advantage.

After my lesson, I was ready to realize my dream of owning a dog. I punched Calvin’s shoulder and bounded down the street with my backpack hanging by one strap. But when I noticed Calvin lagging and staring at his phone, I slowed down.

“Are you sure about this dog thing?” Calvin asked, looking back up at me. “Josie says that it costs money to adopt a dog.”

Shaking my head, I shrugged. “Why would it cost anything to adopt? They say they want to find good homes for the dogs.”

“Josie says you never pay attention to details,” Calvin said, twisting his lips in a way that said he believed his sister.

He kinda looked relieved at the thought of my not getting a dog today. He wasn’t exactly thrilled at the idea of helping me smuggle a furry fugitive into my house. I, on the other hand, was determined to find my dog. Mom always says that where there is a will, there is a way, and trust me, I definitely have the will.

“Ya’ know Josie can pick us up if you need her too,” Calvin continued, glancing at his phone again. “She’s driving home from work.”

I couldn’t help but laugh at Calvin’s suggestion. His sister had taken a job at a local pool as a lifeguard for the summer, and unless she sprouted wings, she wouldn’t be swooping in to save the day anytime soon. Southie was famous for its awful traffic. Today was no exception.

Raging war against each other, cars filled the streets and battled for positions to merge left or right around the rotary. As for parking, there wasn’t any, which accounted for the drivers who double parked. Trying to drive here in this traffic was mayhem, but I knew Josie would come if we said we needed her.

I couldn’t help but feel a little jealous of Calvin for having an older sister who watched out for him. If I’m being truthful, Calvin’s family closeness was something I noticed a lot. They cared for each other and even included me in their little circle. Josie always joked that someone had to keep an eye on me, but I think her protectiveness toward me came from dealing with my stepmother.

Some might say that my family dynamic would best be described as complicated. Josie’s issue wasn’t with Mom—she loved my mom. Her problem was Cynthia’s bossy attitude and how she couldn’t even hide the fact that she thought I was a big annoyance.

Calvin told me Josie said there was no reason to be mean to a kid, but I shrugged it off. I never paid any attention to Cynthia. Dad and I got along fine when she wasn’t around. That woman seemed to have a talent for ruining my time with Dad with a single word or look. In turn, I ignored her, she ignored me, and all was well in the world.

I think it was tougher on Mom. She tried really hard to hide how annoyed she was, not just with Cynthia, but with Dad too. I got it. Honestly, I liked it best when it was just Mom and me, like it had been for most of my life—less drama, more pizza nights!

Just then, my cell phone chirped, and I knew it was from Dad because of the ding. I frowned, realizing I wouldn’t have as much time as I had hoped. “Dad says he’s on his way. Delivered eight puppies.”

Calvin raised an eyebrow. “You sure? That was quick. He only dropped us off an hour ago.”

“Dr. Carlisle probably stepped in to perform it.”

I imagined that’s exactly what happened after Dad took time to drop me off at piano. Dr. Carlisle, Dad’s father-in-law and boss, never missed a chance to make Dad feel small. I bet Dr. Carlisle threw his hands up and acted like only he could save the puppies. And, of course, Dad didn’t stand up for himself—he just let it happen, like usual.

Hesitating only a moment, I was torn between the excitement of my adventure to get my dog and the sinking feeling that it might not happen. I hit the button to cross the street. But hey, no guts, no glory, right?

The light began to blink, and the ticktack noise blared. Waving for Calvin to follow, I weaved through the crowd, making a beeline for the dog park. Calvin let out a big, dramatic sigh but ran after me anyway, like he always does.

Southie Dog Park was enclosed with a chain-linked fence decorated with paw-shaped cutouts. I walked through the open gate and glanced around. The place was buzzing with activity.

Colorful banners waved in the breeze, all with the cheerful message “Give a Dog a Home.” The staff, wearing T-shirts with the exact words, hurried around the booths filled with pictures of cute dogs waiting for their new families.

I bounced around, taking in the aroma of hot dogs and popcorn and listening to the laughter of families in the designated petting area. Dogs wagged their tails and nuzzled up to eager children to get attention. I wanted to be one of those kids.

There was an older fluffy golden retriever with soulful brown eyes and a wagging tail that never seemed to stop, a chocolate lab mix with a gentle demeanor, a timid border collie, a scrappy terrier with a mischievous twinkle in his eyes, and a high-spirited blue-eyed huskie who decided fences were just a suggestion and had the staff running after him. I loved them all. How could I turn my back on these pups?

Behind me, Calvin looked like he was enjoying himself. I believed he was softening toward my scheme. I watched him go to a booth where a volunteer offered information about responsible pet ownership and the information you had to be at least eighteen to adopt a dog or have your parents sign for it. My heart sank, knowing my plan was destined to fail.

Dang it, I thought I was going to cry, but no way was I letting Calvin see that. Instead, I wandered over to a bench under a line of shade trees. Most days, it was a nice spot to watch the dogs with their owners. It was where I usually sat when I came. Owning a dog to gain entrance wasn’t required, but it sure would’ve made it better.

Small gravel carpeted the ground where the furry animals roamed around freely. On one side, an agility course had been built with ramps, tunnels, and obstacles to run around for energetic pups. To the far end, a grass lawn allowed frisbees and balls to be thrown.

The park exuded a sense of fellowship amongst the dog owners. I loved the feeling of being part of this dog-loving community. I guess I’m crazy. Even after discovering I wouldn’t be getting my dog today, I could still imagine being here with a dog of my own one day.

“Ben,” Calvin said, sitting down beside me. “You know we can’t take a dog home.” I looked over my shoulder at him. His hands were full of brochures. He was already trying to make me feel better. “But we can dream,” he continued, opening the one on top. “It says right here...”

I could still hear Calvin talking in the far corner of my mind, but I was really daydreaming about my dog and our endless adventures. It might not happen today, but it would because I wasn’t giving up.

Suddenly, a brisk breeze swirled, twisting and turning with increasing strength, forming the unmistakable shape of a funnel, not from the sky like a tornado but out of nowhere—right in front of me. Covering my face with the crook of my arm, I watched in shock as a dog leaped out of the whirling winds.

I couldn’t believe my eyes. Standing in front of me was a massive black Great Dane. His shiny coat gleamed in the sunlight, with hints of dark blue and black swirling around. He looked like a superhero’s dog—huge, muscular, and totally ready to save the day.

I couldn’t take my eyes off him. My mind raced with a million thoughts, like how could I get a dog that size in my apartment? What would he eat? Where would he sleep? It would be a little crowded in my bunk bed. Quickly, I decided I would take the top.

Despite not having a clue where he came from, I whispered, “He’s mine.”

“You’ll never be able to hide a dog that size,” Calvin said, his voice low as if he didn’t want the dog to notice us. He inched closer to me, his fingers digging into my back. “Don’t go toward him.”

But I was way too amazed to listen to Calvin’s whining. I edged closer to the beautiful animal, so powerful, so noble, and so...running right at me.

I was ready to bolt like a scaredy-cat, but before I could even twitch, I was stuck in place like a statue in a museum. Meanwhile, the dog, totally ignoring everything else, ran right at me like I was a giant walking treat dispenser.

In a split second, my dreams of being the perfect pet owner turned into me frantically looking around for this dog’s missing-in-action owner. Seriously, was anyone going to rein him in? Anyone? Nope.

The next thing I knew, I had a furry missile barreling toward me —BOOM! I crashed to the ground like a fallen tree, and the dog stood on top of me, victorious, clueless, and clearly pleased with himself.

Out of the corner of my eye, I saw clouds roll across what had only moments before been a clear sky. The air crackled like a storm brewed, casting a dark shadow over the park. And then, to make things even crazier, a strange noise rose from the mist swirling in the air—a low, growling sound like an angry bear.

Just when I thought things couldn’t get any weirder, these strange alien dudes wearing shiny silver jumpsuits popped out of the clouds. No spacesuits, no tentacles—just super odd sunglasses.

My day
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