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Prologue
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YouTube Comment:

“Buck Joseph is a living disaster in a leather vest, and I swear to God, this video will haunt my dreams. Just wait until you see what happens at the end—this is the kind of thing you can’t unsee. I don’t even know how to process what I just watched. Absolutely wild.”

The hot Louisiana sun beat down on the dusty parking lot of Thunder Valley, the world’s first Dino-tainment Park, or as Buck Joseph liked to call it, “Where Evolution Meets Entertainment.” He had started to call it “Where Prehistoric Meets Profit” but Doc Z put the k’bosh on that. Too material. Scientists, can’t live with ‘em, can’t clone dinosaurs without them.

Thunder Valley, loosely named after Joe’s monster truck, Thunderbolt, was barely a park. Thunderbolt had been a flame-decaled, six-ton steel beast that had carried Buck to glory before he traded crushing cars for raising prehistoric predators. If you squinted, maybe Thunder Valley looked like one of those fancy safari parks you see on nature documentaries—if you were wearing beer goggles and standing on the other side of a hurricane. 

“Start filming Mikey.” The man himself, former monster truck driver Buck Joseph, stepped in front of the camera.

Mike Stubbins, Buck’s unpaid teenage intern, panned the camera around, capturing the landscape. There wasn’t much to look at. Behind him, the dilapidated, rusting remains of an abandoned research facility loomed like a haunted house from a science fiction nightmare. The place had clearly seen better days—or maybe it had never seen better days. And now it sat there, a hollow shell of its former self. Cracked windows and peeling paint were the least of it. Broken satellite dishes, overgrown weeds, and piles of forgotten equipment littered the property. 

“You see that there? That’s where Doc Z works his magic. He got this place dirt cheap, probably ‘cause it’s falling apart. But hell, all we need is the bones of it.” Buck wore a leather vest, flame decals still somewhat intact despite the sweat and dust, and he was grinning like he was on top of the world.

Mike zoomed in on the building, catching the crooked sign that still hung above the entrance: “Research Facility—No Trespassing.” Well, that was an overstatement. Nobody was “researching” here anymore, but the place was still good enough to house the most insane operation in Louisiana. Doctor Zebulon Grisham or Doc Z, as Joe called him, was a disgraced geneticist who claims he was too visionary for Harvard. Funded via crypto schemes, sketchy science podcasts, and a pyramid-shaped church that may or may not be a biotech cult, Doc Z managed to pull off something incredible.

“All right, all right,” Buck said. “That’s enough of the scenery. On me now. Stay on me, no matter what you do.”

The camera shook as Mike swiveled it to catch Buck standing proudly in front of an oversized dog kennel. The large pen was made of a rusty chain-link fence, set up in a dusty corner of the park, its concrete floor cracked and stained with things Mike didn’t want to think too long or hard about. A low metal roof sagged above, barely able to keep out the scorching Louisiana sun. It was the kind of place you’d expect to keep your broken lawnmower or a few extra bags of concrete—not an ancient, toothy, probably hungry predator.

“Now, most people start their careers with a dream. But I started with monster trucks, ‘cause when you’re behind the wheel crushing cars while ten thousand people cheer your name, you feel like a god among men,” he said, running a hand through his carefully sculpted mullet. “But then I figured out there’s something bigger.”

Mike’s eyes were glued to the phone’s screen, trying to keep the camera steady as Buck struck what he probably thought was an impressive pose next to the pen. A faded banner proclaiming “THUNDER VALLEY: HOME OF THE IMPOSSIBLE” fluttered in the background, held up by duct tape and optimism. 

“See, folks, Doc Z and I got ourselves a little secret,” Buck continued, winking into the camera. “We’ve done it. We’ve created life. No, not just any life—life that’s been extinct for millions of years. It’s science. It’s well, it’s science-adjacent.” He paused dramatically, letting the weight of his words settle. 

Buck walked inside of the pen, where an oversized incubator sat, suspiciously bubbling with the energy you’d expect from an industrial-sized coffee maker on its last legs. “And what you’re about to witness is history. Not history like the pyramids or the moon landing, but, like... cool history.”

He stepped back, arms folded, a grin on his face that looked like a mix between someone who had just told a great joke and someone who was about to burn down their own house for fun.

“You ready, Mike?”

Mike gave a thumbs-up, though he wasn’t sure what was about to happen. Honestly, at this point, he was just here for the chaos. It was like being in a circus instead of a science laboratory.

Buck reached into the incubator and pulled out the biggest egg that Mike had ever seen. It was easily the size of a truck tire. He zoomed in on the egg, still mostly intact except for the cracks and jagged edges where something had started to make its escape. The shell trembled slightly. Something let out a loud, unmistakably annoyed screech that sounded like a cross between a cat with a bad attitude and a chainsaw stuck in mud.

“What exactly is that?” Mike asked, questioning his life choices.

Joe gently set it down on the stained concrete and stepped back.

“I think it’s a T-Rex.”

“A-a-what?” Mike had to have heard that wrong.

“People are going to line up around the block to see this—the genuine article. Not no animatronic bullshit, but an actual live dinosaur.”

Mike reluctantly panned the camera over the egg as it shook, and something made a frustrated attempt to claw its way out. “How did you, uh, actually do that?” Mike wasn’t even sure he wanted to know the answer, but there was no backing out now. This seemed like a lot for six college credits. He kept his gaze on the egg. Something was going to happen, that was for damned sure.

Buck grinned, clearly eager to launch into one of his favorite stories. “Well, Mike, I’ll tell ya. See, we didn’t just find a dinosaur, no, sir. What we did here is science, but not the kind they teach you in school. This is science they only talk about in movies, where the guy with the crazy idea always gets shot in the end, but not before he gets the job done.”

Mike, still filming, looked around the pen, still unsure if this was a practical joke or just the start of a new, awful reality.

Buck stood tall, puffing his chest out as if preparing for a lecture. “We started with birds—yeah, birds. I know it sounds crazy, but here’s the thing: birds are actually just dinosaurs in disguise. The dinosaurs didn’t go extinct. They just transformed. Look at a chicken, and you’ll see a raptor inside that sucker. Same bones, same spirit.”

He paused for dramatic effect and threw his hands out as though he’d just unveiled the mystery of the universe. “But we ain’t about to just start with a chicken. No, no. We needed more—so we brought in alligators. Now, I know you’re thinking, ‘Buck, what the hell do alligators have to do with anything?’ But here’s the deal: alligators don’t die. They’re like nature’s cockroach. They’ve been around since the dinosaurs, and they don’t die. They got the blood of a dino running through their veins. So we figured, why not throw some of that in the mix? Why not get a little ‘gator grit in our dino?”

“Alligators die. Everything dies.”

Buck scowled and waved his hand at him. “Don’t interrupt. Then we did what Doc’s good at—magic. Well, okay, it wasn’t really magic, but we used this new-fangled gadget called CRISPR—it’s like a fancy screwdriver for DNA, all right? And that let us flip the switches on those chicken genes. We turned ‘em off—stuff like that beak. And we turned on the dino traits—claws, teeth, and you better believe it, that big ole tail that’s just waitin’ to pop outta this little guy.”

“What makes you think that this is going to be a Tyrannosaurus Rex then?”

Buck glared at him, but decided to allow the question.

“We have our own archeologist on staff. Dr. Pepper Lundy. She’s an Aussie. And instead of putting shrimp on the barbie, she got used scrapings of T-Rex DNA from a smaller version of one in Dinosaur Cove in Victoria.”

“T-Rex’s were pretty big. Where are you going to put this guy when he gets to be full size?”

“That’s the beauty of this.” Buck leaned in close to the camera, his face full of wild excitement. “Doc shrunk ‘em.”

“Shrunk...?”

“We filled in the blanks with some synthetic DNA. You know, to make sure he didn’t just turn into a giant chicken. We needed him to be a genuine dino, the kind that would make your mama proud. But not big enough to take over the world. And after all that, we set up a synthetic womb to grow him.” Buck nudged the incubator with his toe. “We had to make sure he didn’t pop out like some half-baked chicken nugget.”

With a satisfying crack, the egg suddenly trembled. The entire world seemed to pause—except Buck, who was vibrating with giddy energy.

“Y’all see that?” Buck shrieked, pointing as the egg cracked open, like a scene from an overly dramatic nature documentary. “This is it. The moment Thunder Valley was meant for. Come on out, little buddy. Show ‘em what you got.”

The egg cracked wide open, revealing a sleek, scaley, and very, very angry little creature. It looked like a miniature T-Rex, all right. Its skin was a mottled mix of green and gray, with dark speckles that looked like someone had splattered paint on it from too close a distance. Its beady eyes blinked at the world. Its nostrils flared as it sniffed the air, and its tail lashed behind it like a whip. Its jaws parted to reveal two tiny rows of razor-sharp teeth, a glimpse into its future potential as an apex predator.

Buck gasped in awe. “Look at that. That’s history, right there. That is Thunder Valley’s first official resident. Y’all are seeing a star being born.”

The baby T-Rex made another screech and shook off the rest of its shell. It bent down to eat the pieces, crunching loudly.

“So while this little guy was still in the shell,” Buck continued, “we hit him with the hormone treatments. You ever take a growth supplement, Mike? This is like that. It helps him grow faster. But, you know, in a safe way. We got the dino version of protein shakes for this little guy. Ain’t no half-measure here.”

The little dinosaur took a tentative step forward, its claws clicking against the concrete floor as it tried to stand. Then, in a move so swift it was almost comical, it lunged forward, its tiny mouth snapping open. 

“Ah!” Buck screamed, his voice a mix of pain and pure, unfiltered panic. Before he could even react, the creature’s mouth engulfed his entire hand.

“No,” Buck howled, his legs giving out beneath him as the dinosaur clamped down harder.

Mike’s hands shook as the camera wobbled, capturing the chaos. “Get out of there,” he shouted, but Buck was too busy trying to yank his arm free.

Buck shook his arm, but it didn’t let go. “Get it off me!” Buck screamed, his voice cracking with sheer agony.

Mike’s feet were rooted to the spot, frozen by sheer terror. Then, finally—finally—his survival instincts kicked in.

He dropped the phone.

It hit the ground with a thud, and Mike stumbled backward, panic flooding through him. “I can’t—I can’t—I’m out of here,” he mumbled, backing toward the pen gate.

“Get back here!”

The camera phone kept filming from the ground where it lay. The baby dinosaur, now more emboldened than ever by the chaos it had created, bit down harder on Buck’s wrist, and with one final tug, SNAP—the hand came free, leaving Buck howling in hysterics as blood poured from the stump of his arm.

“Someone call the damned ambulance. Doc! Doc! I need you. Grab the Raid.” Buck continued to howl, his words barely intelligible as the pain hit full force. He stumbled backward, nearly falling over, still clutching his bleeding arm. But the baby T-Rex—completely uninterested in Buck’s crisis—turned its attention toward something far more intriguing: the phone lying abandoned on the ground.

The camera, still recording, caught the creature lowering its head, its nostrils flaring. It sniffed the phone, then nudged it with its snout, as if trying to figure out what this new object was. Its eyes gleamed with curiosity, then narrowed in on the phone as it tilted its head suspiciously. Then, with one swift, decisive motion, it opened its mouth and chomped down on the phone.

The screen cracked, and the camera shook violently as the mini dino chewed through the lens like it was just another eggshell—its jaws breaking the glass with ease. The phone rattled in its mouth for a few seconds as it munched, satisfied with its new snack.

As the camera was devoured, it captured a final, chilling moment. Buck’s voice, barely audible over the sound of his own frantic breathing, howled once more: “I will never financially recover from this.”
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Yelp Review: ⭐⭐⭐⭐⭐

“Like Enchanted Forest, but with more screaming and tetanus shots.”

Buck’s back, baby! Six months after the “hand incident“ (RIP Buck’s left hand, you beautiful, reckless appendage), Thunder Valley has risen from the ashes like a phoenix made of duct tape and pure stupidity. The new foam T-Rex slide only partially collapsed, the petting zoo “lizards“ seem less bitey, and that suspicious smell is now 60% less suspicious. My kids are already planning their birthday parties here. My husband is planning our divorce. 10/10 would risk life and limb again.

—-Bethany K., Turner, Oregon



The morning sun beat down on Thunder Valley Dino-tainment Park like God’s own spotlight, illuminating what could generously be called “improvements.” Buck Joseph stood in the center of his kingdom, his left arm ending in a proudly displayed stump that he’d taken to calling “the motivator.”

Perched on his left forearm like a scaly parrot sat Clawdia, Thunder Valley’s newest star attraction. The miniature velociraptor, about the size of a bipedal iguana, wore a tiny red sequined vest and skirt that matched Buck’s leather ensemble. Her intelligent amber eyes surveyed the park like a tiny dinosaur empress reviewing her domain.

“All right, people!” Buck bellowed to his assembled staff of half-awake employees. “Today’s the day we make history. Again. But this time, with less bleeding.” He held up his stump for emphasis, and Clawdia chirped in agreement.

Dr. Zebulon Grisham—Doc Z to his friends, assuming he had any—emerged from the refurbished research facility wearing his trademark white lab coat over a bare chest and Crocs combo. His wild Einstein hair was somehow even wilder than usual, suggesting he’d either been struck by lightning or had another breakthrough with the coffee-powered centrifuge.

“Buck, my entrepreneurial amigo,” Doc Z said, spreading his arms wide, “today we transform from cautionary tale to cautionary tale with better marketing.”

Mike Stubbins, now sporting a ring light and a small camera crew following him around, looked up from his phone. “Dude, we’re already trending on TikTok and the park isn’t even open yet. #BuckIsBack has like fifty thousand views.”

“Fifty thousand?” Buck’s eyes lit up like a kid on Christmas morning who’d just discovered the present under the tree was actually a flamethrower. Clawdia preened at the attention, ruffling her tiny feathers. “Mike, you beautiful, caffeinated genius. This documentary will be reality TV at our finest.”

“What’s our situation with the, uh...” Mike gestured vaguely toward the enclosures.

“The dinos are good,” Buck said. “Rex Jr. keeps trying to grab things, but, you know, tiny arms.”

“He mostly just ends up headbutting stuff until it moves,” Doc said.

“Headbutting is a sign of ingenuity.” Buck fished a sardine from his vest pocket and offered it to Clawdia, who delicately plucked it from his fingers. “That’s the problem-solving skills that’ll make this place legendary.”

A camera boom swung overhead, operated by a sweating man in a khaki vest who looked like he’d rather be filming literally anything else. Behind him, a woman with a clipboard and the dead-eyed stare of someone who’d seen too many reality TV disasters shouted into a headset.

“The producer wants to know if the dinosaurs are actually safe,” she called out.

“Safe?” Buck laughed, the sound echoing off the aluminum siding of the gift shop. Clawdia tilted her head and made a sound that might have been laughter or might have been her impression of a tiny chainsaw. “Lady, nothing worth doing is safe. You think the Wright brothers were worried about safety when they invented flying? You think Elvis was worried about safety when he invented rock and roll?”

“Elvis didn’t invent—” Mike started.

“The point is,” Buck continued, raising his stump for emphasis while Clawdia performed a little pirouette on his forearm, “we’re pioneers here. Lewis and Clark didn’t have safety manuals when they mapped uncharted territory. And speaking of uncharted territory, Doc, how’s our breeding program coming along?”

Doc Z’s grin widened to proportions that should have required medical intervention. “You’re going to love this. We’ve successfully created what I like to call ‘Dino 2.0.’ All the prehistoric charm of our original models, but with enhanced tameability algorithms.”

“Enhanced what now?” asked Mike, still filming.

“I fed them Prozac,” Doc Z whispered conspiratorially. “Well, not actual Prozac. More like... herbal Prozac. Mixed with chicken feed and a little something I cooked up in the lab. Point is, they’re 40% more docile and 60% more photogenic.”

The boom mic operator chose that moment to whisper urgently into his headset: “We’re gonna need more insurance.”

Buck clapped his hand against his stump. Clawdia squawked in protest. “All right, team, let’s do our final walk-through. Mike, you keep that camera rolling. Doc, you make sure nothing’s actively on fire. And somebody find out why the pterodactyl habitat sounds like a mariachi band having a nervous breakdown.”

As if summoned by his words, a distinctly off-key screeching echoed from the direction of the inflatable pterodactyl exhibit, followed by what sounded suspiciously like a trumpet having an asthma attack.

“That’s probably fine,” Buck said with the confidence of a man who’d already lost one hand to his dreams and wasn’t about to let a little thing like common sense stop him now. 

The reality TV crew followed Buck and his entourage as they made their way past the foam T-Rex slide (now reinforced with pool noodles and a prayer), the petting zoo (featuring “lizards” that looked suspiciously like iguanas with horns glued on), and the crown jewel of Thunder Valley: the newly constructed Raptor Habitat.

“Now this,” Buck said, gesturing grandly at a chain-link enclosure that looked like it could contain either a pack of mini raptors or moderately determined chihuahuas, “is where some of the magic happens. But the real magic,” he lifted his arm to display Clawdia, who struck a pose that would make a supermodel jealous, “is right here. Clawdia’s going to be doing meet-and-greets, photo ops, maybe even some live performances.”

“She’s been working on her routine all week,” Mike said, zooming in with his phone camera. “I think she’s trying to choreograph something to ‘Baby Shark.’”

“That’s my girl,” Buck said proudly, offering Clawdia another sardine. “Doc, remind our viewers what exactly went into Clawdia’s genetic cocktail.”

“Authentic velociraptor DNA from Mongolian fossil deposits, supplemented with chicken for docility and monitor lizard for intelligence,” Doc Z said. “Plus, some accidental cat DNA from my neighbor’s Persian. We had a contaminated specimen because of a hair from Duchess, the neighborhood’s most pampered feline, had gotten in the test tube. Which honestly, that explains the attitude and the showmanship.”

As if responding to her cue, Clawdia executed a pirouette on Buck’s forearm, followed by a series of hops that bore a disturbing resemblance to a TikTok dance trend.

“Magnificent,” breathed Buck. “Absolutely magnificent. This is exactly the family-friendly entertainment that’ll put Thunder Valley on the map.”

The producer with the clipboard approached, looking like she was contemplating a career change to something safer, like bomb disposal. “Mr. Joseph, we’re going to need you to sign some additional liability waivers. Apparently, our insurance company has never encountered a situation quite like this.”

“Insurance is for quitters,” Buck declared. Clawdia squawked in agreement. “Besides, what’s the worst that could happen? We’ve already covered the ‘dinosaur bites off owner’s hand’ scenario. Everything else is just gravy.”

From somewhere behind them came a loud crash, followed by Mike’s voice. “Uh, Buck? Rex Jr. just headbutted the vending machine so hard it dispensed everything. And I think the other dinos are learning from him.”

Buck’s grin widened to match Doc Z’s. Clawdia made a satisfied chirping sound. “See? Problem-solving skills. This is the kind of educational value parents are looking for these days.”

The camera crew exchanged glances that clearly communicated a shared understanding: they were all going to die here, but at least it would make great television.

“Places, everyone!” Buck shouted; his stump raised toward the morning sun, while Clawdia spread her tiny arms like she was addressing her subjects. “Thunder Valley is about to reopen to fame and fortune.”

In the distance, a car alarm went off. Then another. Then a small explosion.

“That’s probably fine too,” Buck said, his confidence unshaken. “Mike, you getting all this?”

“Every terrifying second,” Mike said, his camera capturing Buck Joseph and his feathered co-star in all their delusional glory as Thunder Valley prepared to open its gates to the unsuspecting public.

The boom mic operator muttered a prayer in three different languages.



Confessional: Prehistoric Priorities

[Interior: Buck’s trailer office. Buck sits in a worn leather chair, Clawdia perched regally on his forearm. Behind them, a wall covered in newspaper clippings about the “hand incident” and a motivational poster reading “EXTINCTION IS OPTIONAL.” Clawdia wears a tiny crown made of bottle caps.]

Buck Joseph: [Looking directly into the camera.] You know what they don’t teach you in business school? How to bounce back from having your hand eaten by your own product. [Holds up stump.] But here’s the thing. This little setback? [Gestures to stump.] This is just proof of concept. You don’t get this type of experience at other theme parks.

[Clawdia chirps and tilts her head toward the camera.]

Buck Joseph: That’s right, princess. Tell ‘em. [To camera.] Six months ago, people said I was crazy. Said I was reckless. Said I needed psychiatric evaluation and possibly a rabies shot. But look at us now. Clawdia here is an international sensation. We got a reality show, merchandise deals in the works, and a waiting list of people who want their kids’ birthday parties here.

[Clawdia performs a small backflip on his arm.]

Buck Joseph: [Grinning proudly.] Show-off. But that’s what makes her special. See, most people think losing a hand would slow you down. But I ask you this: how many hands did the greatest entrepreneurs in history really need? Walt Disney? One hand. Colonel Sanders? One hand, tops. [Pauses.] Okay, they probably had both hands, but that’s not the point. The point is, when life gives you dinosaurs that bite, you make... dino-nade.

[Clawdia squawks what sounds suspiciously like “dino-nade.”]

Interviewer: [Off-camera.] Tell us about your background, Buck. How does someone go from... well, whatever you were before, to owning a dinosaur park?

Buck Joseph: [Chuckles, feeding Clawdia a sardine.] Oh man, that’s a story. You got time? ‘Cause this goes way back. [Settling into his chair.] See, I wasn’t always the confident, handsome entrepreneur you see before you. Back in middle school, I was what you might call a nerd.

[Clawdia makes a questioning chirp.]

Buck Joseph: That’s right, baby girl, your daddy was a straight-up dinosaur geek. Had every Jurassic Park movie memorized, collected fossils, drew pictures of mini raptors in my notebooks instead of paying attention in math class. Kids used to call me “Dino Boy” and not in a good way.

Interviewer: That must have been difficult.

Buck Joseph: Difficult? Try getting stuffed into lockers daily. But you know what? That’s where I met my boy Doc Z. He was the weird kid with the chemistry set who kept talking about cloning his hamster. We were both outcasts, but we had vision.

[Clawdia preens and eyeballs Buck’s pockets where he keeps the sardine can.]

Buck Joseph: Then life threw me a curveball. Mama died when I was thirteen. Cancer. [Voice softens.] She was the only one who believed in my dinosaur dreams, you know? Always said I was gonna do something special with all that prehistoric knowledge rattling around in my head.

Interviewer: I’m sorry for your loss. What happened after that?

Buck Joseph: Well, that’s when my stepfather stepped up. Big Jim—he drove monster trucks on the circuit. He looked at this scrawny, dinosaur-obsessed kid and said, “Boy, the world’s gonna eat you alive if you don’t learn to fight back.” So he took me on the road, taught me to drive, taught me to be a man. [Flexes his remaining hand.] Turned Dino Boy into Buck “Thunderbolt” Joseph.

Interviewer: You were successful in monster trucks?

Buck Joseph: [Grinning widely.] Successful? Lady, I was royalty. Thunderbolt was a household name from Texas to Tennessee. Had my own action figures, endorsement deals, the whole nine yards. But Doc Z, he went the college route. Harvard, if you can believe it.

[Clawdia squawks indignantly.]

Buck Joseph: I know, right? Harvard! My best friend was off becoming some fancy scientist while I was crushing cars for a living. We kept in touch, though. He’d send me letters about genetic engineering, I’d send him videos of me jumping school buses.

Interviewer: So, how did you two reconnect?

Buck Joseph: [Leaning forward conspiratorially.] Well, turns out Harvard didn’t appreciate Doc Z’s innovative approaches to genetic research. Something about “ethical violations” and “unsanctioned experiments.” Their loss, right, princess?

[Clawdia nods sagely.]

Buck Joseph: Then he calls me up one day, must’ve been about three years ago, and he goes, “Buck, remember when we used to talk about bringing back dinosaurs?” And I’m like, “Doc, I’m thirty-five years old; I got a garage full of trophies and a bank account that’s seen better days since I retired from the circuit. You telling me you figured out how to actually do it?”

Interviewer: And had he?

Buck Joseph: That’s when he laid it on me. CRISPR technology, synthetic biology, the whole scientific enchilada. But he needed funding. You know what this crazy genius suggests? [Laughs and shakes his head.] Vegas, baby. Said we should take my life savings from the monster truck days—every penny I had—and bet it all on red nineteen at the roulette table.

Interviewer: That sounds incredibly risky.

Buck Joseph: [Voice rising with excitement.] Risky? It was insane! But Doc Z, he had this look in his eyes, like he’d seen the future or something. Said red nineteen was calling to him. So we drive to Vegas, walk into Caesar’s Palace, and I plop down every dollar I’d saved from twenty years of crushing cars for people’s entertainment.

[Clawdia chirps excitedly, as if she knows what’s coming.]

Buck Joseph: The wheel spins...ball bounces around...and wouldn’t you know it? Red nineteen. Two-point-eight million dollars, just like that. [Snaps fingers] Doc Z turns to me and says, “Buck, that wasn’t luck. That was destiny calling.”

Interviewer: And you believed him?

Buck Joseph: [Looking at Clawdia, who performs a little dance.] Lady, when you win that kind of money on a number your best friend picked out of thin air, you start thinking maybe the universe has plans for you. Six months later, we found this old research facility in Louisiana, and the rest is history.

Interviewer: What about the safety concerns?

Buck Joseph: [Scoffs.] Safety concerns. You know what’s not safe? Driving to work every day. Flying in airplanes. Eating gas station sushi. At least here, if something goes wrong, you’ve got a story to tell for the rest of your life. [Looks at Clawdia.] Right, sweetheart?

[Clawdia strikes a tiny pose and makes a sound that’s either agreement or a threat.]

Buck Joseph: See, people think I’m just some reckless guy who got lucky. But this whole thing—Thunder Valley, Clawdia, even losing my hand—it’s all part of the universe’s plan for me. From that skinny kid getting stuffed into lockers to the Monster Truck King to the Dinosaur Entrepreneur...it’s all been leading to this moment.

[He feeds Clawdia another sardine.]

Buck Joseph: That’s my girl. We’re gonna show the world that extinction is just a state of mind. And if that ain’t worth betting everything on, I don’t know what is.
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Chapter Two
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Yelp Review: ⭐⭐⭐⭐☆

“My toddler peed on a fake fern and somehow ended up on the park’s most wanted list.”

Brought little Jayden for his third birthday. Kid wandered off during the “Feeding Frenzy Spectacular” and somehow got into the employee break room where he relieved himself on what I thought was a plastic plant. Turns out it was Doc Z’s “experimental hybrid vegetation.” Security footage went viral on the park’s TikTok. Jayden is now banned for life, but they gave us a coupon for funnel cake. The funnel cake was surprisingly good.
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