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That’s me. Jack Sullivan. Post-Apocalyptic Action Hero.
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Me and my best buddies, Quint, June, and Dirk, have all been action heroes ever since the day the Monster Apocalypse hit town—and giant portals to another dimension opened up in the sky, delivering monsters and zombies to our world.

[image: ]
Not all the monsters are bad—some even became our buddies. Like Globlet here.
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Since the Monster Apocalypse began, every day has been crazier than the next. I even levelled up and got THIS … the Cosmic Hand!

It gives me the power to control zombies—which is dope! But it’s maybe hijacking my body and maybe my mind—which is not dope!
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Because this is an epic battle of good versus evil, I, of course, have an archenemy: the vile monster Thrull!
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Thrull has one goal: bring his god Ŗeżżőcħ to Earth so Ŗeżżőcħ can devour it. Fun fact: I don’t want my world devoured.

So, in a desperate attempt to discover how to stop Thrull and defeat Ŗeżżőcħ once and for all, Quint, Globlet, and I travelled through a portal to the monster dimension!

Now we’re racing against time to learn how to save our world—and get back home alive. No easy task, because I’m currently locked in a fight to the death with a ruthless mad-scientist monster …
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And now … on with the show!
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Dedication

For Lila and Teddy

—M. B.

For chocky and the pud!

—D. H.
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chapter one

When I pictured myself leading an army of the undead, this is not exactly what I had in mind. This is … bugs.

Monster bugs, sure. Zombie monster bugs. Strayfurs, technically. Like mutant hornets, built in a laboratory, with whirling rotor blades sprouting from their backs.

But still: bugs.

They’re from the monster dimension. I am currently in that monster dimension. Me, my best friend Quint Baker, my monster buddy Globlet—we’re all here, on a quest to learn how to save our dimension. And that quest has brought us to this moment.

Two seconds ago, this happened: using my newly improved zombie-commanding abilities, I sent a whole swarm of zombified strayfurs rocketing towards Wracksaw, a villain most vile …

[image: ]
And right now, the horde slams into Wracksaw! He’s instantly blanketed in buzzing monsters.

“Beat it! Off! Get away! I COMMAND YOU!” Wracksaw howls, his armacles swinging wildly, smacking at the storm of strayfurs. “I created you! I made you the destructive darlings that you are now! How dare you turn on me?”

They turned on him because I made them turn on him. Sure, Wracksaw built these birdlike weapons—but he never figured on some dumb kid from another dimension hijacking them.

I march forward, one very strange arm extended. The Cosmic Hand—my hand, only enhanced with monster energy—has again become a strange, fleshy version of the Slicer, my tried-and-true weapon. My mind flips through a mental catalogue of commands—each one visible in front of me like some high-tech AR interface. Each tiny icon—or mind-doodle, as I named them (because I’m bad at naming things)—represents an action I can order the strayfurs to perform.
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“Poke! Pummel! Pester! Energy needles!” I shout while mentally sending the commands at my zombified army and also really wishing energy needles began with a p.

The strayfurs follow my directions—swooping, slicing, firing energy-blasts from their stubby stinger-tails. Flashes of red ripple across Wracksaw’s flesh. He slither-staggers back, trying to keep the giant bugs at bay.

Wracksaw’s body heaves, bobbing weakly on his leg-tentacles. He reminds me of a wrestler who’s been body-slammed hard and is oh-so-close to going down.

Then—for a quick instant amid the flying wings and talons—Wracksaw’s eyes lock onto mine …

[image: ]
“—you have still not seen me at full-strength,” Wracksaw growls, snapping two of his armacles like whips and sending strayfurs scattering. “And you have yet to fully witness the power of my … UPGRADES!”

“Oh c’mon, again with the upgrades?” I groan. I should have known that Wracksaw, the mad scientist, couldn’t make it through a battle without bragging about all his disturbingly deadly body modifications.

With a horrible squelch, one of his fleshy armacles begins to change. Metal spikes bulge beneath his skin, then—RIP!—burst through.

“A fearsome fusion of metal and flesh,” Wracksaw announces, then snaps the new weapon towards me—fast as a line drive!

The armacle punches into a snack stand, then goes anaconda, squeezing the stand like a soda can. There’s a deafening CRUNCH as the stand is wrenched free from its foundation. Wracksaw lifts it into the air, holding it over me like some giant hammer. And that would make me, well, a nail …
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I scan the strayfurs, thinking quick. Need to end this fight before Wracksaw uses that snack stand to play Whac-A-Mole on my head—

Bingo.

“Talon Tornado!” I shout, zipping the command to the strayfurs. At once, they form one huge, swirling cyclone. Wracksaw is encircled by a high-speed blur of snapping undead.
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Every turn of the swirling strayfur storm sends Wracksaw staggering, his spike-studded armacle swaying wildly, until—

SNAP!

Wracksaw’s battle-bruised armacle snaps in two. The snack stand drops, landing on one of the many statues and monuments lining the street.

Wracksaw’s face is twisted up with rage. His whole body pulses—flashing a deep, dark purple.

“I’ll see you again, Jack Sullivan …” he snarls, then—

SCHLOP-BOOM!

I throw up a hand to shield myself as a massive eruption of gunk and goo fills the space where Wracksaw was just standing. The explosion hangs in the air, slowly expanding outward like cracks on a sheet of ice.

Suddenly, a loud cheer rings out. I turn, gasping, and see my buddies coming towards me. Quint, Globlet, and Stargrove.
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“Inside out? No …” I say. I pause. “I don’t think I turned him inside out. Did I?”

“I’ve seen at least nineteen different jerks turned inside out in my time,” Globlet says. “And that sure looks like the aftermath of jerk turned inside out.”

“These are not guts,” Quint says, examining the strange, purple liquid. It hangs in the air in a way that liquid is not supposed to do. “It’s like … ink.”

The ink fades away. And there’s no Wracksaw hiding behind it. He’s gone, like some lousy magician vanished in a puff of smoke.

“Jack, you scared him off!” Quint exclaims. “Sent him scurrying back to … wherever he hangs out, usually.”

“Oh c’mon!” I groan in frustration. “We were right there. On the brink of victory! Like Mario, about to make the big leap to the flag at the end of the level. And then … he just scurries?”

Still … he’s not here anymore, and that’s better than nothing. It’s like the universe has given us a hall pass—a little break from the never-ending cosmic gut-punches.
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I glance down at the Cosmic Hand. When I first controlled Stargrove, the hand’s strange, fleshy skin transformed into a re-creation of the Louisville Slicer.
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It happened again, here, controlling the strayfur army. And now, with Wracksaw vanished and the battle over, the rubbery material is returning back to its regular, mostly handlike shape. Watching it, I suddenly feel an invisible weight on me. It’s like there’s a tiny black hole at my feet, tugging me down. My legs quiver. Sweat drips over my eyes.

“Is it me, or is it … hot … in this dimension?” I ask.

“Slightly toasty,” Quint says.

“And … is this one of those places with the weird gravity? Because I feel … heavy.”

“Nope. Regular gravity!” Globlet chirps. “If the gravity feels weird, something must be broken in your noggin.”

“Oh,” I say. “Darn.”

That’s when my legs buckle. Thankfully, our monster taxicab, Seabiscuit, is there—an actual helping hand—

[image: ]
Quint cries, “Jack!”

Globlet cries, “Bonanza!”

“I’m OK. Just … tired,” I say, waving them off. Like “four o’clock on a Tuesday, first week back to school after winter vacation” tired. Controlling a flock of flying zombies takes a lot out of a guy, apparently.

But … there’s something else nibbling at the corners of my mind; creating spiderweb-shaped cracks in what should be, like, my supreme Jack Sullivan moment. A thought pulsing inside my panic-stricken brain, like a distress signal, pulling the rest of my just-wanna-chill-for-a-sec mind towards it.

I fully wielded the powers of Ghazt, the General. Ghazt, the servant of Ŗeżżőcħ.

For the first time, I controlled a zombie army. And it was, well … easy. I wielded a power that is, essentially, evil. And it felt natural.

So what does that make me?

I spot Thrull’s sword, lying in the street. It’s the same weapon he used against Ŗeżżőcħ’s final (or supposed to be final …) servant, back in the day. The same weapon I grabbed when I had to go toe to tentacle with Wracksaw.

I lift my head. And staring at me is Thrull.

Not the real Thrull, of course. Real Thrull is back in my dimension, trapping human survivors in giant bubbles so they won’t interfere while he uses the Tower to bring Ŗeżżőcħ to Earth …

What’s staring at me here is Thrull’s statue, broken.

The stone face is cracked. The shattered mouth, split open, resembles a taunting grin. Or, worse maybe … a proud smile?
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Just as I’m about to slip into a pit of worry I might never pull myself out of, a clumsy battle cry snaps me back to attention. Debra-Bulb.

I’d almost forgotten about Debra-Bulb. Previously two separate creatures, Debra and Eye-Bulb are now a duo, fused together by Wracksaw’s foul hand. They’re like a classic best-buddy comedy team, except they’re not buddies, they’re not funny, and they keep trying to kill me.

They’re careening towards us like a go-kart driven by two kids who can’t decide who’s in charge of the steering wheel.

“Stop moving my leg!” Debra shouts.

“We share that leg!” Eye-Bulb shouts back. “It’s my leg, too!”

“But I moved it first!” Debra replies.

“Hush up and hurry forward so we can stab the humans!” Eye-Bulb shouts. He looks up at us. “THAT’S RIGHT! YOU HEARD US! YOU’RE GETTING STABBED!”

“We’re not gonna stab anything if you don’t veer to the left …” Debra says.
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