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Chapter 1
Freddy, King in Exile

“Get me out of this flying sardine can of doom!” howled King Freddy, pounding on the walls of his cramped jail pod, careening through deep space at ten times the speed of light. It seemed like about an hour since Wizbad had blasted him off at the end of that horrible dinner party with Deathsnail, Chewtyke, and Big Bad Wongo, three of the most horrific alien leaders you’d ever want to not meet. Freddy had hoped to win them over and secure peace for the galaxy, but things had gone terribly wrong. It was probably a good thing that he didn’t know he was already about six billion seven hundred ten million miles away from Flurb. In fact, in the five seconds it took to read this sentence, he’d gone almost a million miles farther. This kind of information might be kind of depressing, even to an optimist like Freddy.
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Soon after takeoff, he’d tried to communicate with his mom (Miriam), his dad (Al), his sister (Babette), and his best Flurbian friend (Glyzix) . . . blinking a message in code with his funky little Joe’s Hardware flashlight: “Don’t worry. I shall return to crush, clobber, whack, and whup Wizbad!” He hoped they’d received the message, but the truth was, Freddy didn’t even know what had happened to them or where they were. Wizbad had taken them into custody and that no-good villain was capable of unspeakable horrors.

“ARRGH!” screamed Freddy.

He was a tad frustrated.

“AAAAAAAARRRRRRRRGGGGGGGGGHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!”

Make that a lot frustrated.

“Why me?” he wondered aloud. “Back on Earth, when teachers asked, ‘Hey, Freddy! What do you wanna be when you grow up?’ Did I say ‘You know, I’ve always dreamed of being king of a distant planet, where an evil alien jerk with a magic wand sticking out of his head will constantly torment me and a bunch of killer alien dictators will nearly eat me and my family for dinner’? NO, I DID NOT!”

Freddy wondered why ex-king Wormola had selected him from everyone in the universe to rule Flurb. He wondered . . . but there was nothing he could do about it now. “The fact is, I am king and I promised to protect and serve Flurb and that’s what I must do. Just as soon as I get the heck out of this space-traveling tomb.” Freddy really had no clue how he was going to do that. And he had no idea where he was. Space is a big place.





Chapter 2
Message in a Bubble

Just then, a light flickered in front of Freddy. It blinked and buzzed and popped into a few weird shapes before finally taking the shape of Wizbad’s head. His freakish features came into focus and floated there in front of Freddy. “Greetings, King. I mean-eth used-to-be king! I mean-eth obviously-never-should-have-ever-been king!” Wizbad cackled. His famous fang, which had broken off during an earlier battle with Freddy, had been repaired and it was now twice as big and stupid looking as before. Wizbad even had it studded with Flurbian diamonds. Wizbad had terrible taste in everything, including dentistry. The wand protruding from the alien’s bald head was vibrating the way it always did when he was thinking evil thoughts.
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“Listen, you worthless piece of space scum!” said Freddy. “Turn this tin can around and step on it!”

“No can do-eth,” said Wizbad. “But what’s the problem? You got an all-expenses-paid seven-billion-mile vacation out of this! And counting! There’s enough fuel in that tank to hit the quadrillion-mile point. It gets amazing mileage. So you might as well relax and enjoy the trip, even though I intentionally designed this thing to be totally unenjoyable. No TV screen or magazine rack or books or games . . . pretty much nothing to do for the rest of your miserable life! But you’re lucky compared to your beloved family.”

“What have you done to them, you lunatic?!”

“Gosh,” said Wizbad, “I’m glad-eth you asked.”

Another light flickered next to Wizbad’s head. It created a bubble, and in it appeared an out-of-focus hologram. As the scene sharpened, Freddy realized it was his mom, dad, Babette, and Glyzix. Freddy was happy to see his family again, even if they couldn’t see him. They seemed to be engaged in some kind of physical activity, like a sport or something. Freddy couldn’t quite make it out.

At least they’re out in the fresh air, he thought.

But when everything came into focus, Freddy realized that his family and friend were swinging sledgehammers and breaking rocks in the hot Flurbian desert, shackled together in a chain gang. Sweat ran down their faces like rivers. They all looked miserable. Flurbian deserts make Earth deserts seem downright air-conditioned.
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Freddy’s dad had deep, dark circles under his eyes. “I can’t believe how horribly wrong our lives have gone,” he said, shaking his head and slamming his heavy hammer down.

His mom was crying, her lower lip trembling. She swung her hammer and moaned, “Woe is Freddy!” At this point, Freddy realized that the rocks they were breaking were actually the remains of the huge statue of him that Wizbad had had torn down.

“Woe is Freddy?” screeched Babette. Her nightgown was in tatters and her fluffy slippers were filthy. “Freddy is the cause of all this!” she screamed, throwing her hammer onto the ground. “Do you know how much I miss home? Do you have the slightest idea what I miss about it? Try everything! School, friends, movies, clothes . . . everything! I would kill for a chocolate milk shake from Greasy King right now. And, meanwhile, all the bad things that have ever happened to me are a direct result of Freddy being born!”

Glyzix rolled his eyes, all thirteen of them. It was obvious that he’d had just about enough of Babette.

“Babette,” he said, “have you ever stopped complaining for two seconds in your entire life?”

“Let me remind you, space twerp,” she replied, “if I hadn’t woken up Orange Beauty and come to the rescue, you would have been consumed by those insane alien dictators and be ninety-nine point nine percent digested by now. So watch the attitude, friend of Freddy . . . who, again, is to blame for all that is wrong in the universe!”
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“Well,” said Mom, “at least he tried to communicate with us.”

So they did get my message, thought Freddy. I hope it was a comfort to them.

“Did that idiot think that was a comfort to us or something?” Babette continued. “‘I shall return to crush, clobber, whack, and whup Wizbad’? Yeah, right—I’ll believe it when I see it.”

“Now, now,” said Mom. “It’s normal for siblings to have their differences.”

“Yes, well, we’re different, all right,” she replied. “For one thing, I have a brain in my head.”

“Okay, Babette,” said Dad, with a deep sigh, “could you maybe just stop talking for a little bit?”

“I second that,” said Glyzix. “Is there an off switch on you somewhere?”

“Ahhhhh!” screamed Babette.

The family hologram started to fade and Wizbad burst into laughter.

“Don’t go!” Freddy yelled to the disappearing image. It felt like his family was actually leaving him, this time maybe for good. “Wizbad, what did they ever do to you?”

“What they did was be-eth related to you!” he shrieked. “If you haven’t noticed, I really, really, really, really hate-eth you.”

“Don’t you have an ounce of compassion?” asked Freddy.

“Yes,” Wizbad sneered. “Exactly one ounce. But I use that on me.”

Then Wizbad’s hologram head popped like a soap bubble and Freddy was alone again.

“I can’t take it anymore!” he howled. He slammed his body against the walls of the space pod and kicked the ceiling. That gave him an idea.

“Maybe if I jar this thing’s internal computer, I can change course!” Freddy rocked and rolled and roared at the top of his lungs. He cursed the blinking lights and buttons on the wall panel in front of him, and stomped them with his feet. The panel fell to the floor, exposing wires and cables and he stomped those too. Sparks flew, and smoke poured out. He was so busy taking his frustrations out on the pod that it was a while before he noticed how good a job he was doing destroying it. Gasping for air, he realized that transforming the pod into a toaster oven might not have been the brightest idea ever. But he did cause a major malfunction, and the pod was thrown off course. It zigzagged across the galaxy like a flaming pinball and spun off in the direction of a small brown planet called Wongolia.
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