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CHAPTER 1

Mighty Terrible Situation



Mighty Tighty Whitey was one freaked-out pair of jockey shorts.

Dont worry, Mum and Dad! he shouted in his thick English accent, striking a super-heroic pose. Im comin!

Mayor Whats-His-Name had just phoned to tell us that Lousy Lou the LaundroManiac had clothesnapped Jumpin Jack Jockstrap and the Battlin Bra of Birmingham, Mightys super-hero parents.
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Mighty was mighty upset. He tensed up and his elastic waist/headband snapped shut. His face got bright red and hot air built up inside. The air had to go somewhere, and it pushed up and out, causing the elastic to vibrate, making a super-high-pitched farting sound.
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Blunder Mutt laughed so hard he fell on his face. He kept laughing as he stood up, dusted himself off, and fell on his face again.

Mighty Tighty Whitey was not amused. I dont know what you find so bloomin funny bout a supah bra and jockstrap gettin clothesnapped!
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He whacked a nail into the floor with three superfast hammer whacks. Then he stretched the backside of his waist/headband up over the front side, hooked it on the nail, dug in his heels and leaned back, stretching all the way across the room.

[image: image]

Jeepers-freepers, I wishes I could be makin myself longer an longer all aways crosstah room! said Blunder Mutt.

I think our friend Blunder means to say he wishes he were stretchy, I said.

No, Blunder replied, a little annoyed, Blunder meanded to say jeepers-freepers, I wishes I could be makin myself longer an longer all aways crosstah room!

All right, all rightstand back! shouted Mighty Tighty Whitey, straining hard against the super tension of his elastic. Fantastic! Elastic! Sarcastic!

But just as Mighty Tighty Whitey was about to let go and fly through the window, the nail ripped a gaping hole through the fabric of his foreheadif a pair of underwear actually has a foreheadand he flew backwards instead, into the kitchen-lair, and landed with a crash into the open dishwasher/3D electron probe analytic refractor. The impact caused the door to slam shut and the machine to turn on. We heard a muffled Blubba flah-bubbahbooblyfloobly! from inside.
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The Goofballs went into superpanic mode. And thats a lot of panicked goofballs: Blunder Mutt (the dumbest, bravest super lunatic ever), Super Vacation Man (vacation-obsessed avenger and Blunders partner), Scoodlyboot (SVMs childhood dog, recently made young and beautiful again, and for some strange reason deeply in love with Blunder Mutt), Wonder Boulder (624 pounds of gung-ho super granite), Pooky the Paranormal Parakeet (tiny turban-wearing, mind-reading bird), SuperSass CuteGirl (supersassy, supercute, super girlish), the Impossibly Tough Two-Headed Infant (Biff and Smiff, super-musclebound, constantly arguing twins), the Frankenstein Punster (monstrous master of the bad joke), and T-Tex3000 (supersmall space-cowboy-dinosaur-headcase). Plus, the original residents: Granny (the Bodacious Backwards Woman) and me (Amazing Techno Dude). It was getting to be a super-full house.

We struggled to open the door, but Mighty was holding it closed from inside.

Blubba flah-bubbah-boobly-floobly! he yelled again.

What theSplash! Sploosh! Splutter!is he trying to say? said Super Vacation Man.

MIGHTYS SOAPING TO SAY SOMETHING, BUT HE IN BAD BUBBLE AND ALL WASHED UP, said the Punster.
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Are you about finished? I said.

But Blunder Mutt understood Mighty. Doze underprants speakish my languish!

Turns out when you speak with a mouthful of soapy water, youre pretty much speaking Blunder Mutts language.

He saying dat if he cant even fly out a windowdah easierest ting ever fer underprantsthen some-budda else better save his underprants parents, cause dis underprants is just not super nuff!

Cant do it? I said. Hes usually such a confident guy. The most confident pair of underpants Ive ever met.

I yanked with all my might on the dishwasher/refractor door and it flew open, letting out a huge cloud of steam. There was Mighty Tighty Whitey standing among the dripping plates, cups, and refracted things. He was soaking wet and all spaced-out from the steamy heat.

[image: image]

His eyes rolled backwards and he stumbled forwards. He fell flat on the floor with a loud, soggy thwack.
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CHAPTER 2

Unsure Underpants



I revived him with a bucket of cold water.

Me mum and dad were right, he blubbered. I aint supah enough.

He told us that he had left home because his parents babied him too much. They felt he was too young to be a superhero. They insisted on calling him Itty Bitty Pants.

[image: image]

I knew how he felt. Granny (the Bodacious Backwards Woman) used to treat me like that, too. Even though she now knew I was a superhero myself, she still babied me sometimes. Cold its! Up bundle! and, of course the old standby, Asparagus your eat!
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Mighty and his parents had a terrible argument when he left. Who needs family? he said as he walked away. Im an important pair of super underpants now! But he was just talking tough. He loved his mom and dad and missed them a lot. Now he wanted to rescue them, but he was worried that they had been right all along.

Cmon, Mighty! I said. Pick yourself up and wring yourself out! Tell you what. Ill come with you. Well work together on this case, and if it works out, you can be my permanent sidekick. I dont know a darn thing about the seamy underworld of super undergarments, so you have to do it! Youre the only one who can do it!

Mighty struggled to his feet. He was still droopy from all of the water. Yeah, right, he said sarcastically. I can do it.
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This is no time for sarcasm! I said. You really can do it.

You seriously think I can do it? He smiled.

And then all the Super Goofballs yelled, Yes! with such enthusiasm that the wind from that shout knocked Mighty Tighty Whitey over again, flat on his back.

[image: image]

Everyone helped him up. Biff and Smiff wrung the water out of him, SuperSass CuteGirl dried him with a hair dryer, and Granny sewed up his rip with a few superfast backwards stitches. Pretty soon he was almost looking like a super pair of underpants again.







CHAPTER 3

Underwear 101



By the way, Mighty, I said, Ive been meaning to ask you: Whats the deal with you and your parents? I mean, not all underwear is super, or even alive, for that matter.

Okay, said Mighty, Ill give you a crash course in Underpantology. Correct. Most underwear is not alive. Like the kind of underwear youre all wearing now.

Not me, said Wonder Boulder.

Nor me, said Pooky. I wear underfeathers, not underwear.

Under where? said Blunder Mutt.

Okay, stop, said Mighty. Like most of you are wearing. Lemme ask you somethin, Goofballs. Any of you ever lost a sock?

Not me, said Wonder Boulder.

Ive lost lots of socks, I said.

And I suppose youve lost underwear?

Of course, I said.

No, you havent.

Yes, I have.

You didnt lose them, they ran away.

Thats the craziest thing Ive ever heard, I said.

Dats da troof. Mine never runned away and me have da same underwear under dere my whole life, said Blunder Mutt.

Like, did we really need to know that? said SuperSass.

[image: image]

Well, Blundah, some underwears got it, and some aint, said Mighty. I come from a part o town called the Lost Undergarment District. Its a bloomin parallel world where runaway undergarments of all kindsdoctors, lawyers, students, teachahs, and mums and dadslive, work, and play. Me mum and dad appen ta be undergarment supahheroes. And now theyve been clothesnapped.







CHAPTER 4

Let It Be Me



Of course, all the Super Goofballs wanted to come along. Me! Me! Me! Me! Me! Oh, why dont the rest of you, like, just grow up? said SuperSass. Okay, where was I? Oh, yeah: ME!
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The Impossibly Tough Two-Headed Infant claimed that he/they should get to go because he/they are diaper experts, and diapers are just like underwear. Only more comfy! shouted Biff. And more convenient! said Smiff.

I had my doubts, but Granny said, Idea fine a like sounds! and Mighty Tighty Whitey and I didnt feel like arguing.

Okay, but no more! I insisted.

Cept me, said Blunder Mutt, cause I da bestest a da bunchest and I want to meet an underwears doctor because I is a doctor of answer-da-phoneology.

Scoodlyboot, the prettiest dog on the planet, blew air kisses at him.

Stop that you not-at-all-pretty dog I gots no interesht in kissin! growled Blunder. And then, back to his superhappy self, he jumped up and down and shouted, But yes, I is comin and Supers Vacationy Man comin, too, cause I kicks his sides for him! Yes! Yes! Yessy yes!

No, Blunder, I replied. You and Super Vacation Man are staying here.

SVM didnt want to come anyway. He had just settled into the wading pool.

But my words hit Blunder hard and he hit the floor even harder. Then he sat up and stayed like a good dog, but pouted like a spoiled kid. All the Super Goofballs were pouting.

Im sorry, I said, but I can only handle so many goofballs at one time!

Then Mighty Tighty Whitey, the Impossibly Tough Two-Headed Infant, and I headed out the door and down Thirteenth Street. Our mission: to rescue Jumpin Jack Jockstrap and the Battlin Bra of Birmingham from the dastardly clutches of Lousy Lou the LaundroManiac.
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