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CHAPTER ONE

“Wakey, wakey, Mr. Stonkadopolis,” a voice whispered.

Darren Stonkadopolis could hardly open his eyes. “Who’s that?” he mumbled before reaching down the back of his pants to scratch himself. He scratched and scratched and furiously scratched some more, but instead of calming the raging itch in his butt, he only made things worse.

“It is I, Harold Buttz, Senior. Owner of the Buttz Factory, Buttz Industries, Buttz Bakery, Buttz Office Supply, Buttz Savings and Loan, and two-thirds of everything else in Buttzville. Now WAKE UP, son! We’ve no time to waste!”

Darren’s eyes popped wide open. “Whoa!” he shouted, realizing Harold Buttz’s face was hovering only an inch from his own. There was just enough light to make out his super-thick sideburns and his black fedora, with a long turquoise peacock feather sticking out from the side.

Where am I? Darren wondered. And what’s Harold Buttz, the richest man in all of Buttzville, doing here?

Darren quickly got up from the cot he’d been lying on. Now he could see that the rest of the Squad was asleep in cots next to his. But how did they all get there in the first place?

“I must apologize for my men’s slightly aggressive tactics,” Mr. Buttz said.

With that, the nightmarish details of the last twelve hours all came flooding back to Darren. The army of scary-looking men in black suits and sunglasses sneaking up on them. The frenzied, fart-powered retaliation. And finally, a stabbing feeling that came from behind and then: darkness.
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“Slightly?” Darren squawked. “They took us down with tranquilizer darts!”

“Well, that’s why I’m apologizing!” Buttz barked. “But I had to ensure your arrival by any means necessary. I need you and your friends to complete the most important mission in the history of Buttzville.”

“Mission?” Darren was still a little woozy. “What kind of mission? And how do you know who I am, anyway?”
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“How do I know?” Mr. Buttz snorted. “I’m Harold R. Buttz, son. I know everything.”
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“Dude . . .” Juan-Carlos Finkelstein sat up drowsily in his cot. “Where are we?” Normally, he would have chimed in with a bad joke, but he was focused on relieving his own raging itch by dragging himself across the floor in a seated position, like a Chihuahua that had just eaten chili.

“I, too, am baffled by this dim and unfamiliar location,” Walter Turnip, the heaviest and most well-spoken Fart Squad member, added as he raked his behind with the fork he kept with him at all times in case of unexpected food opportunities.

“This is all so inappropriate.” Tina Heiney sighed. She may have looked like an adorable little princess, but the stink of her silent-but-deadly farts was lethal.

“Linda!” Mr. Buttz shouted into the darkness. “Our young heroes are finally awake. Lights on!”

A loud ker-chunk echoed overhead as blinding floodlights suddenly whirred to life.

Shielding his eyes from the bright lights, Darren looked around, and his mind was officially blown.

The stone walls of the room stretched as far and as high as five school auditoriums. Half of the enormous hall looked like it was from the future, and the other half looked like it was hundreds of years old—like a medieval castle.

Darren recognized the weapons hanging all over the walls from pictures he’d seen in Mr. Krustenshortz’s history class. But then, in between those old weapons, there were twenty-foot-high HDTV screens and massive supercomputers made of space-age plastic and glass. Men and women in white coats were sitting at big touch-screen consoles that looked like iPads for giants. One of those women, Darren assumed, was named Linda.
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“Impressive, isn’t it?” Mr. Buttz boasted, spreading his arms wide. “I had the entire complex modeled after Castle Buttz, my family’s medieval castle in Scotland. It’s the largest collection of medieval weaponry in the world. It’s also the finest collection of cutting-edge technology in the world. Yes, Bruce Wayne may have his Batcave, but this, my young friends . . . this is the Buttz-cave!”
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For one rare moment, even Juan-Carlos was speechless.

“Now, come,” Buttz said, clapping his hands to make sure the Squad was fully awake. “We must get to the tower immediately to begin the mission.”

Tina looked very confused. “What tower?”
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“Yeah, and what mission?” Darren asked again.
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“You’re going to save our entire town from the Itch,” Mr. Buttz declared.

“The entire town?” Juan-Carlos asked.

“Linda!” Mr. Buttz shouted. “Bring up the local news onscreen. Show them what’s happening aboveground.”

The WBRP News suddenly came up on every screen in the Buttz-cave. It was a helicopter shot from high over Buttzville, showing a line of desperately itchy citizens that stretched all the way from the Buttzville Pharmacy through to the center of town. All the townspeople had their hands jammed down the backs of their pants, scratching wildly at their backsides. The news crawl read:

“BUTTZVILLE STRICKEN WITH POSTERIOR ITCH . . . TOWN IN DESPERATE NEED OF OINTMENT.”

“Posterior itch . . . ?” Juan-Carlos stared up at the screen.

“Butt itch,” Darren whispered in shock. “The whole town has butt itch! Just like Harry. . . .”

“Indeed,” Mr. Buttz said gravely. “Just like my son, Harry, Jr., and every other Buttz throughout history. The town has been stricken with the Buttz family curse. We can’t afford to waste another minute. Come!” He hurried them along. “You’ll be briefed for the mission on the way to the tower.”

“Briefed?” Juan cracked a goofy half smile. “But I’m already wearing underwear.” Even in a crisis, he couldn’t resist a terrible pun. “Get it?” he added. “Because briefs is another word for—”

“Not now, Juan,” Tina huffed.

“Yes, not now, Juan!” Mr. Buttz shouted. “Everyone into the Buttz-mobile!” He trotted over to a black, six-seat golf cart parked against the wall, and hopped into the driver’s seat.

“That’s the Buttz-mobile?” Juan chuckled. “Really?”

“That it is,” Buttz said. “I’ve given the motor a few modifications, though. All aboard!”

The Squad climbed into their seats. When Mr. Buttz stepped on the gas, the Buttz-mobile took off like a rocket.




CHAPTER TWO

The Buttz-mobile raced down the long, stone tunnels of the Buttz-cave, as Mr. Buttz briefed them for their mission.

“Ah, that infernal Itch!” he shouted over the whir of the golf cart’s motor. “My family has been cursed with it since the Middle Ages, you see! That’s why my ancestor, the brilliant alchemist Psoracious Buttz, tried to create a cure. He forged a powerful butt scratcher that helped the family scratch the Itch away.”
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“The Golden Butt Scratcher!” Darren blurted out. “But I thought it was forged by Scabious Buttz right here in Buttzville?”

Buttz shook his head. “Not exactly, young man. You’ve probably noticed by now that we Buttzes are a gentle sort, so when poor Scabious, who by all accounts was a batty old man, started to believe he invented the Scratcher, no one had the heart to correct him. It’s an open family secret that Psorious Buttz, a medieval Scotsman, was the actual genius behind it all.”

Why would anyone bother taking credit for something so problematic? Darren wondered. Sure, the Scratcher worked, up to a point, but its design system was so flawed, it wasn’t anything to brag about. The Scratcher operated by collecting all the itches, but as soon as it couldn’t contain them anymore, it burst like a dam, unleashing all the stored-up itch on anyone unlucky enough to be within range.

The effect was brutal. Lives came to a halt, as no one could concentrate
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