







Prince of Underwhere


by Bruce Hale


Illustrated by


Shane Hillman


[image: image]









To Billy the Kid—
 still crazy after
 all these years

—B.H.




Contents


Chapter 1

My Freaky Neighborhood




Chapter 2

Cat and Mouth




Chapter 3

Stranger Danger




Chapter 4




Chapter 5

I Spy Trouble




Chapter 6

Melvin’s Rap




Chapter 7




Chapter 8

Three Threats




Chapter 9

Bad Is Good




Chapter 10




Chapter 11

Beefing Up




Chapter 12

Countdown to a Castle Raid




Chapter 13




Chapter 14

Bad Undies




Chapter 15

Science Stinks






About the Author and the Illustrator




Other Books by Bruce Hale




Credits





Copyright




About the Publisher









CHAPTER 1

My Freaky Neighborhood




If we hadn’t run from the spies, I might never have discovered Underwhere. (The place, not the tighty-whities. I already know about those.) Then I would never have had to walk like a zombie, lead a midget revolution, and cut a mighty cheese in a castle. Which would mean, of course, I wouldn’t be battling the evil billionaire rapper and his mutant dinosaurs.

But we did, and I did, and I am, so why complain? World-saving is a lot more fun than homework, anyway.


But I’m getting ahead of myself. Let’s back up.

The whole thing started because of a scruffy, stinky, good-for-nothing cat.

I was walking home from school with my twin sister, Stephanie, and our neighbor Hector. That’s normal enough.

Steph and I were arguing. Also normal.

(We’re not the kind of twins who think alike and act alike. Some people don’t believe we’re part of the same family. In fact, I’m not totally sure she’s from the same planet.)

“No way, dwarf,” she said. “If you use Great-aunt Zenobia in that report, I’ll cream you.”

“You and what blender?” I said. “You’re just ticked ’cause you didn’t think of it first, frizzball.”

Her mouth fell open. “But I did! You heard me talking to Heather about it.”

“Nope.”

“And you ran straight to Mrs. Ricotta and told her it was your idea.”

“Did not.”

Well, maybe I did. But no way would I admit it to her.

Hector looked across me at Steph. “Don’t worry,” he said. “You’ll think of something. You’re the smart one.”

That’s Hector, my best buddy. Loyal, huh?

“That’s not the point,” she said. “It was my idea. I should do it.”

But you could tell she liked being called the smart one.

“I’m not dumb—just lazy,” I said.

And that’s the truth. Sort of. Look, it’s not easy being twins with a megabrain like my sister. So why raise everybody’s expectations? Why not let her be the overbusy beaver?

Steph tossed her dirt-brown curls. I think she thinks this makes her as pretty as the lady in the Chichi shampoo commercial. Yeesh. In her dreams.

“Hey,” said Hector. “Did your clocks get all wacky this morning?”

“Yeah,” I said. “They wore clown noses and purple socks.” That’s me: I’m the funny one.

Hector ignored me. “Ours showed all different times. I was so late for school, my grandma had to drive me.”

“Oh, that wackiness,” I said.

We turned the corner onto our street.

“Same thing at our house,” said Stephanie. “If I hadn’t set my watch, we would’ve overslept.”

That’s Steph: so in love with school, she uses two alarms to wake her up on time. She’s definitely from another planet.

“Mrrow mrow, meer rowww.”

Hector’s scraggly orange cat, Fitz, stepped from the bushes. He was carrying a lizard.


“Hey, Fitzie,” said Steph. She scratched him behind the ears. “Does kittycat want to be petted?”

Fitz dropped the mangled lizard at her feet.

“Gross!” said Steph, stepping back.

“Gross!” said Hector and I, leaning in.

Fitz stared up at us with golden eyes, then back to the reptile. “Murr mrrow, meer?”

“Snack time,” I said. “Want a bite, Steph?”

“It looks like…,” she said.

“What?” We both bent closer.

“Your face,” she finished.

“Har-de-har,” I said.

Hector stroked his cat’s back. “He’s been doing that a lot lately.”

“What, bringing you roadkill num-nums?” I asked.

Fitz narrowed his eyes. If he wasn’t a cat, I would’ve sworn he was giving me attitude.


“No,” said Hector. “His meows have gotten way weird—almost like he’s trying to talk.”

“Meer eeer,” said Fitz.

I held up a hand. “Wait. I…I think I understand him.”

The cat’s tail twitched. “Reoww rauw rauw.”

“What’s he saying?” said Hector.

“He’s saying ‘Kiss…my fuzzy…fazooski.’”

Hector cracked up.

Steph rolled her eyes. “That’s it; I’m going home,” she said.

My sister has no sense of humor.

“No,” said Hector, “he’s saying, ‘Foolish humans, bring me mouse pizza!’”

We followed Steph down the sidewalk. Fitz left his lizard and tagged along.

Three doors down from our house, we passed the new construction site. The building was half-finished. It looked like a kindergartner’s art project—all lumpy and lopsided. Sandpiles and equipment surrounded it, and a huge cavelike mouth yawned where a front door should’ve been.

“Your monster condo creeps me out,” said Steph.

“I never said it was a monster condo. Just that it seemed weird.”

“You should know weird,” she said. “You see it whenever you pass a mirror.”

Hector sniffed. “Speaking of weird, you smell that? Like someone had beans for lunch? This place always stinks like that.”

“And here I thought that was you,” I said.

Something—a bird? a bat?—fluttered past the cave-mouth door. Shoom! It was sucked inside.

“Whoa!” I blurted. What the heck?

“Beware,” said Hector in a vampire voice. “Dracula’s moving to the ’hood.”


“You’re both so immature,” said Stephanie. She snorted and walked on.

Hector and I tore ourselves away. “It would be kinda cool if it was a vampire house,” I said.

“Anything to jazz up this neighborhood,” said Hector.

By the time we met the zombies, he’d want to take that back. But by then, of course, it’d be too late.
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