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Chapter 1
Flurbian Joyride




A bright orange blur streaked and looped across the purple Flurbian sky. It took a sharp downward turn and then shot straight up again. Screaming and yelling rang out across the multicolored landscape, but it quickly turned into laughter . . . uncontrollable laughter.
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It was King Freddy and Glyzix riding Orange Beauty on a high-speed tour of the Flurbian wilderness. Freddy’s crown flew off his head, and Glyzix immediately replaced it with another. It was the eleventh crown Freddy had lost that afternoon, but it was totally worth it.

Now the seven Flurbian suns were about to set. “We’d better head home, Kingster,” said Glyzix. “On Flurb, when the suns go down—”

“I know, I know,” said Freddy. “They go down fast.” As if on cue, the suns suddenly dropped like stones beyond the far hills, plunging Flurb into total darkness.

Just as suddenly, Orange Beauty turned downward in a wild death plunge.

“AHHHHHH!” yelled Freddy.

“C’mon, O.B.”—Glyzix yawned—“you’re going to scare our young ruler out of his wits.”

Orange Beauty’s eyeball lit up like a headlight. The ground was closer than Freddy thought.
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“AHHHHH AGAIN!” he yelled.

But just when it looked like they were about to be flattened on the rocky Flurbian surface, the ground opened up and they plunged into one of Flurb’s many underground canals. Freddy closed his mouth and held his breath as they went deep into the water, but before he knew it, they popped back up to the surface and were all laughing again. The canal twisted and turned and dipped and dropped like the wildest water park ride in the universe. What a planet.








Chapter 2
A Heavy Message




By the time Freddy and Glyzix slid down Orange Beauty’s tail, the whole palace was asleep. Not just the residents—the palace itself was asleep . . . and snoring.

“Good night, Kingster,” said Glyzix, shaking blue sand from his head plumes. Then he yawned, scrunched inside himself, and blasted off like a spring-loaded rocket to his room.

Freddy entered the royal sleeping chambers and looked over at his bed, which was gigantic, bigger than his entire house on Earth. In fact, it was so big he had created a bed within a bed that became his cozy, private getaway. The mattress was covered with all Freddy’s stuff—gadgets, comic books, leftover birthday cake. His birthday had been a couple of days ago. Everyone in the kingdom had given him amazing presents—stuff he couldn’t have even imagined back on Earth. And his parents had given Freddy the only thing they had. It was a tiny flashlight that Dad had grabbed off his nightstand when they were being abducted. It said JOE’S HARDWARE on it, and, though it wasn’t much, it was Freddy’s favorite gift. Mostly because it was from his parents and it reminded him of home. Babette, on the other hand, hadn’t given him anything. “I’ll give you a birthday present when you get me off this stupid planet,” she’d said.

Freddy brushed his teeth and washed his face (actually, his personal-hygiene robot did it for him). Then he took off across the floor toward the hovering Flurbian-style trampoline that he used to jump onto the bed. He was in midair when he heard it—a high-pitched whine that sounded like an incoming missile. Freddy immediately tucked and rolled and slid under the bed for protection, just as a large meteorite crashed through the arched bedroom ceiling, through Freddy’s bed—slicing off the points of Freddy’s crown as it passed—and through the floor. Freddy heard a gigantic crash down below, and then the low, rumbling voice of the palace said one word: “Ouch.” Freddy looked down the hole and saw that the boulder had blown through four more floors on the way to its final resting place in Orange Beauty’s stall, located directly below his room. The gigantic green rock had landed right on the royal steed’s tail, but it hadn’t woken her up. Orange Beauty could sleep through anything.

Everybody else was jolted awake though and Freddy’s mom was the first to enter his bedroom. She saw the gaping hole and imagined the worst.

“MY FREDDY! MY ADORABLE LITTLE FREDDY, KING OF FLURB!”

“I’m okay, Mom,” replied Freddy from under the bed, but she couldn’t hear him over her own screaming.

“DISASTER! WOE IS ME! WOE IS FLURB!”

Babette shuffled in and put her hand over her mother’s mouth. “I have a feeling your precious little brat king may have survived this incident,” she said.
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“How do you know?” Mom asked be-tween sobs.

“Because I can see him under the bed, which is exactly eighteen times the size of my whole bedroom, by the way.”

“How can you think of bed size at a time like this?” said Mom.

“Uh, guys,” said Freddy, wriggling out from under the bed. “Huge hole here.”

Freddy led the way and everyone followed him down to the stables. Wizbad was already there, and he had found a large envelope tied to the boulder.

“Well,” said Wizbad, “what have-est we here?”

“It look-eth like-eth a rock-eth and an envelope-eth,” mocked Freddy. He loved to make fun of the way Wizbad spoke. He knew it wasn’t very nice, but Wizbad wasn’t very nice either. He was basically an evil, greedy, all-around pain in the nergzip.

“Very amusing-eth,” said Wizbad, trying to hide the fact that he hated Freddy more than anything in the universe. Literally. More than anything. Once he had gotten a splinter in his eye from a Flurbian fire-spice tree, and even that hadn’t bothered him half as much as Freddy. He blamed Freddy for everything, including his broken fang. It caused him excruciating pain—but Wizbad refused to get it repaired because he liked being reminded of his hate for Freddy. He was just that nuts.

Still, Wizbad had to be very careful not to make his real feelings known. First, because the Flurbian people absolutely adored Freddy. And, second, because Ex-King Wormola (now enjoying his retirement . . . fishing for space trout, playing space bingo, whatever) had chosen Freddy as his replacement and was watching from afar, keeping an eye on the diabolical wizard.

Wizbad opened the envelope. He pulled out a handheld scanner translator and read the message:

 

“‘Greetings, Freddy, King of Flurb—

“‘Welcome to the neighborhood. We, the undersigned, hate you. The attached rock is a symbol of that hate. We hoped it would land on you and squash you, but if you’re reading this, it obviously didn’t, so we’d like to take this opportunity to say (and please scream as loudly as possible when you read this):

“‘GET OUT OF THE GALAXY AND TAKE YOUR LAME-O FAMILY WITH YOU! . . . OR FACE OUR WRATH, EARTH DORK!’”
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“AHHHHHHHHHHHH!” screamed Mom, Dad, and Babette.

“But wait-eth, there’s more,” said Wizbad.

 

“‘And by “wrath” we mean the immediate invasion of Flurb and a public pulverizing of you and your family and the rest of the population with the brand-new industrial-sized pulverizer we just ordered from a catalog. It was a pretty good deal—we split the cost three ways.

“‘Sincerely yours—’”

 

“Well, at least they’re sincere,” interrupted Freddy, “because if there’s one thing I can’t tolerate, it’s insincere, bloodthirsty neighbors.”

“SILENCE-ETH!” screamed Wizbad, before he caught himself. “Heh-heh. What I meant-eth to say was please, let me finish, your highness. Eth.”

“Oh, all right,” said Freddy.

 

“‘Sincerely yours,

“‘Chewtyke, Supreme Leader of Molaria

“‘Big Bad Wongo, Supreme-er Leader of Wongolia

“‘Deathsnail, Supreme-est Leader of Z-9X G-Vector.’”

 

“Catchy name for a planet,” said Freddy.

“Freddy!” screeched Babette. “Being pulverized would seriously cramp my style, once we get off this stupid planet. By the way . . . do you know what time it is?”

“No,” said Mom.

“IT’S TIME FOR US TO GET THE HECK OFF THIS STUPID PLANET!” screamed Babette.
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