
[image: cover]


[image: ]



Collection © 2019 Disney Enterprises, Inc.

“Bueno Nacho” by Kiki Thorpe. © 2003 Disney Enterprises, Inc.

“Downhill” by Jasmine Jones. © 2003 Disney Enterprises, Inc.

“Grudge Match” by Marc Cerasini. © 2005 Disney Enterprises, Inc.

“Killigan’s Island” by Jim Pascoe. © 2004 Disney Enterprises, Inc.

All rights reserved. Published by Disney Press, an imprint of Disney Book Group. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or by any information storage and retrieval system, without written permission from the publisher. For information address Disney Press, 1200 Grand Central Avenue, Glendale, California 91201.

ISBN 978-1-368-05064-7

For more Disney Press fun, visit www.disneybooks.com

Visit DisneyChannel.com




Contents

Title Page

Copyright

Bueno Nacho: Mission #4140

Notes for Mission #4140

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

The Cheesy Details: Local News for Cheeseheads

Downhill: Mission #4141

Notes for Mission #4141

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Weekly Wonder: Moving Mountains with News

Pain King vs. Cleopatra: Mission #4142

Notes for Mission #4142

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Middleton Matters: Middle-of-the-Road News

Killigan’s Island: Mission #4143

Notes for Mission #4143

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Middleton Tribune: Caught in the Middle of Current Events


[image: ]


[image: ]


[image: ]

“IT’S CRIMINAL!” Kim Possible cried.

Kim stared at an ugly baby-blue jacket on the screen of her Kimmunicator. The Kimmunicator was like a walkie-talkie combined with a high-speed computer. Kim wore it around her neck and used it to get information from all over the world—even the latest catalog from her favorite store, Club Banana.

Kim pushed a button to flip through the catalog. Different coats appeared on-screen. A boxy blue jacket with a zipper—ugh. A long wool overcoat—as if. A fluffy pink coat with big heart-shaped buttons. Kim wrinkled her nose in disgust.

“Someone at Club Banana is in major style denial,” she said.

Just then, Kim spotted a green leather jacket with a belt around the waist. The jacket matched Kim’s green eyes perfectly.

“Now, this is me,” she said. “Come to Kim.”

Suddenly, the coat disappeared from the screen. Her friend Wade’s face appeared instead.

“I have bad news,” Wade told Kim.

Kim slumped in her beanbag chair. “No kidding,” she said, pouting. “I cannot afford that jacket.”

“I know,” Wade said. “I looked at your bank account. You’re broke. But that’s not the bad news.”

Wade ran Kim’s website. He was a super genius. He was also super nosy.

“Apparently, the bad news is that my friend who runs my website has been hacking into my account,” she said. Suddenly, a horrible thought crossed her mind. “Have you peeked at my diary?” she asked.

“Of course not,” Wade said. “Anyway, the bad news is that your archfoe, Dr. Drakken, has escaped from prison.”

A mug shot of Drakken, the mad scientist, flashed onto the screen. His face could have scared Frankenstein.

Drakken, as Kim knew, was pure evil. Drakken and his sidekick, Shego, were determined to take over the world. Kim had stopped them before. And it looked like she was going to have to stop them again.

Kim stared at Drakken’s picture. Then a video appeared on the screen. She tapped the play button. It was a video of Drakken dancing, and it was totally embarrassing. Kim had seen enough.

“Drakken escaping from prison? That’s major bad,” she said.

“Almost as bad as last week at school—when you laughed so hard you squirted milk out of your nose,” Wade said.

“Nobody saw that—” Kim started.

Suddenly, she gasped. “You have been reading my diary!”

“Good luck on the mission! Bye!” Wade said quickly. Before Kim could say another word, the Kimmunicator screen went blank.
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SPORTING A RED FLEECE JACKET, A HELMET, AND GOGGLES, KIM RACED ACROSS THE ALASKAN TUNDRA ON A DOGSLED. The huskies pulling the sled barked and panted as they charged through the snow.

Kim’s best friend, Ron Stoppable, sat in the front of the sled. Ron was a tall, skinny boy with freckles. At the moment, his teeth were chattering from the freezing cold.

Akut, the large Alaskan man who owned the dogsled, sat behind Kim. He didn’t seem bothered by the cold at all.

“Thanks for the lift, Akut,” Kim said with a smile.

“No problem, Kim Possible. You saved my life. It’s the least I can do to thank you,” Akut replied.

“Oh, it was just an itty-bitty iceberg. So not the drama,” Kim said.

“It’s a beautiful day!” Akut added. “We don’t get nice weather like this very often.”

This is nice weather? Kim thought as snow stung her face. She was pretty sure even her eyelashes were frozen.

Suddenly, a shout came from the front of the sled. “Kim!” Ron cried. “I’m snow-blind!”

Kim casually reached forward and wiped the snow off Ron’s goggles.

“Ron,” she scolded, “you’re supposed to be looking for signs of Drakken.”

Earlier that day, an oil rig near the Alaskan pipeline had mysteriously disappeared. Kim thought Drakken might be behind it. She’d come to Alaska to look for clues.

As their sled got to the top of a hill, they saw a huge oil-drilling rig below them. Four helicopters hovered in the sky above it.

Ron pushed up his goggles. “Okay,” he said, pointing. “That looks suspicious.”

Kim rolled her eyes. “Thank you, Captain Obvious,” she said. “Keep your eyes open for any—”

ROARRRRR! A loud engine drowned out Kim’s voice. A girl on a snowmobile flew over the top of the hill and raced up next to the dogsled. Her long black hair whipped in the wind.

“Shego!” Ron cried. “The mad scientist’s mad sidekick.”

Zipping past Kim and Ron’s sled, Shego yelled, “Bye-bye!” She threw a handful of dog treats into the snow. The sled lurched to a halt as the huskies stopped to gobble up the treats.

Quickly, Kim clamped a snowboard onto her boots and chased after Shego.

“Thanks for the ride!” Kim said to Akut as she sped away.

Ron tried to put on his snowboard, but he lost his balance. He fell face-first into the snow. When he started to lift himself up, his hand grazed something in the shape of a bone. He grabbed the dog treat and brought it to his nose, inhaling deeply. He considered his options: it was a dog treat, but it could also be a delicious snack. He stuffed the treat into his mouth.

“Mmm,” Ron said, chewing. “Bacon-y.”

Meanwhile, Kim was racing down a steep slope. Shego was only a few feet ahead of her.

Now that she was closer, Kim noticed that Shego was wearing a leather jacket. It was just like the one she’d seen in the Club Banana catalog. Only Shego’s was black.

“Nice jacket!” Kim called out. “Club Banana?”

“The very latest!” Shego shouted back proudly.

“Get a new lifestyle, Shego,” Kim said. “Green is the new black.”

Shego glared at Kim. “And this advice comes from a ‘fashion don’t’ in fleece,” she replied. Laughing, she stepped on the gas and zoomed away.

Kim looked down at her red fleece jacket. Fleece was perfectly acceptable in the snow, wasn’t it? Then she scowled and raced after Shego.

The drilling rig was just ahead of them. But as Kim watched, the giant rig suddenly rose off the ground. The helicopters were lifting it into the air!

Shego slowed down for a second and turned to show Kim what she had in her hand—a bomb!

“It’s going to blow the pipeline, Kimmy,” said Shego. “I suggest you run away while you still can. Your skin definitely doesn’t need more oil.”

With a wicked laugh, Shego slapped the bomb onto the front of her snowmobile. It only had twenty seconds until detonation. Then she drove the snowmobile straight at the oil pipeline.

Just as she reached the drilling rig, Shego leaped off the snowmobile. She grabbed the bottom of the oil rig as it rose into the air.

Then Shego was completely out of Kim’s reach. As the rig flew higher, Kim spotted Drakken on it. He was waving at her mockingly. Then he started to do the dance she had seen in the video. It was still just as embarrassing.

On the ground, Kim tore after the snowmobile. The bomb was set to explode in five seconds. If it hit the pipeline, it would blow up half of Alaska!

When she was close enough, Kim took a flying leap off her snowboard. She landed on the snowmobile. Grabbing the handles, she steered the snowmobile away from the pipeline.

The snowmobile sped over a jump and soared through the air. At the last second, Kim leaped off. The snowmobile exploded in the air above her. Kim skidded to a stop at the edge of a cliff.

Stopping to catch her breath, Kim heard someone call her name.

“Here I come, KP!” Ron hollered. He slid down the hill on his snowboard, his arms flailing wildly. He was totally out of control!

Kim knew what was coming next. She turned her head so she wouldn’t have to watch.

Wham! Ron smacked into the metal pipeline.

Ooof! He fell back into the snow.

Kim looked up into the sky. The airborne drilling rig was a dot in the distance.

Drakken and Shego had escaped…for now.


[image: ]

THE NEXT MORNING, KIM WOKE UP EARLY. She was feeling a little bummed about Drakken getting away, but she was really bummed that she couldn’t afford the cool jacket she wanted. There had to be a way she could get it, so she gave herself a special assignment for the day. Mission: get the Club Banana jacket.

“Morning, Dad,” Kim said as she sat down at the breakfast table. She set the Club Banana catalog next to her bowl of cereal.

Kim’s dad, Dr. Possible, a rocket scientist, looked up from the blueprints he had laid out on the table. He was working on a design for a new rocket.

“Good morning,” he said. “How’s my teen hero?”

“Moderately bummed,” Kim said. “Drakken got away.”

“Well, I’m sure you’ll get him next time,” Kim’s dad said absently. He turned back to his drawing, muttering, “Now these launch vectors are all wrong.…”

Kim slid the Club Banana catalog over her dad’s rocket drawing. She pointed at the picture of the green leather jacket.

“Dad, what do you think of this jacket?” she asked. “For me. Just because.”

Kim stuck her bottom lip out in an adorable pout. She looked at her father with puppy dog eyes.

Kim’s dad looked at the jacket. Then he looked at the price of the jacket. He frowned.

“Cost-benefit ratio aside, Kimmy, don’t you already have a functional coat?” he asked.

Kim stopped pouting and rolled her eyes. “It’s a good thing fashion sense isn’t genetic. My jacket’s from last season,” she told him. “It’s red.”

“Didn’t you say red was the new black?” her dad asked.

“Red’s dead, Dad,” Kim said. Her father was so uncool. “Green is the new black.”

Just then Jim and Tim, Kim’s twin brothers, rushed into the room.

As usual, they’re up to something, Kim thought.

“Dad!” they shouted in unison.

Kim glared at them. “Jim. Tim. I’m working here,” she said.

Jim and Tim glared back. “So are we,” Jim said.

“What’s the combustion temperature of the J-200 fuel you developed?” Tim asked their father.

“Forty-seven degrees Celsius, Tim,” Dr. Possible answered without missing a beat. “Why?”

Jim and Tim looked at each other nervously. “No special reason,” said Jim.

Suddenly—KABOOM!—a loud explosion rocked the house.

“Gotta go!” Jim and Tim cried, dashing out of the room.

Ignoring the explosion, Kim’s father turned his attention back to his daughter.

“You know, Kim,” he said, “your problem reminds me of the time I asked for money for a new propulsion system. The university told me money doesn’t grow on trees.”

Kim sighed loudly. She put her head down on the table. She’d heard this story, like, a million times before.

“I told them money is made of paper,” Dr. Possible went on. “And paper comes from trees. So, in fact, money does grow on trees.”

Kim looked up at her dad.

“And this relates to me how?” she asked.

“Not sure exactly,” he said, scratching his head. “But no new jacket.”

Kim’s mom, Dr. Possible, a brain surgeon, walked into the kitchen. She was wearing her white doctor’s coat and carrying a newspaper.

“Morning, Kimmy,” she said. She kissed Kim’s cheek. Then she noticed the Club Banana catalog. “Cute jacket,” she said.

“Thank you!” Kim exclaimed happily. “Can you explain that to Dad, who incorrectly believes that I don’t need it?”

“Sorry, baby. I’m due at the hospital,” Kim’s mom said. “But if you need it, I have a suggestion.”

She held up a newspaper ad for Bueno Nacho, the local Mexican restaurant and one of Kim and Ron’s favorite hangouts. Beneath the picture were big red letters that said “HELP WANTED.”

“A job?” Kim stuck out her tongue. “At Bueno Nacho?”

“Now that’s the way forward,” her dad said cheerfully.

Kim slumped down in her seat, defeated. “You can’t be serious,” she said.

Her mom shrugged. “You practically live there anyway,” she said.
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Later, Ron and Kim were sitting in a booth at Bueno Nacho. As Kim filled out a job application, Ron munched on some nachos.

“Come on, Ron,” Kim begged. “We practically live here anyway.” She had finally come around.

“Kim, never work where you food,” Ron said. He tossed a nacho chip into the air and caught it in his mouth.

Frustrated, Kim said, “It’s the only way. The ’rents were totally not down for just buying me the jacket.”

“Did you try the puppy dog pout?” Ron asked demonstrating.

“No effect,” Kim said sadly. “If I want the jacket, I have to earn it.”

“Harsh,” said Ron. Then he picked up the nachos and dumped them into a taco shell with melted cheese and extra sauce oozing out the sides.

Kim stared at the dripping mess. “What are you doing?” she asked.

“Taco meets nacho,” Ron said proudly, displaying his handiwork to Kim. “I call it the tacho.”

Kim looked at Ron with concern.

“Wait, wait, that’s not it. Let me try again,” Ron said. Then he paused for dramatic effect. “I call it…the naco.”

“I call it gross beyond reason,” Kim said with a look of disgust.

Ron took a huge bite of his naco. “You want some?” he asked with his mouth full.

Kim wrinkled her nose. Just then, two more customers walked into Bueno Nacho. They looked around and noticed Ron’s loud crunching. With each bite he took, crumbs were flying everywhere. Then he took another delicious bite and let out a loud burp. The customers were still staring.

Kim smiled apologetically at the customers. Then she glared at Ron. “You know, we are dining at a restaurant. In public,” she said.

“I mean, I wouldn’t classify Bueno Nacho as a restaurant per se,” Ron said matter-of-factly. “It’s more of a food factory, a watering hole but for food, if you will.”

“It’s still a public space where some people would like to keep their appetites,” Kim explained, trying not to laugh.

Ron looked at Kim. Then he looked at the other Bueno Nacho customers. He realized everyone was looking at him. Maybe he needed to tone down his naco enthusiasm a smidge.

“Okay, you may have a point,” he said, lowering his naco for a moment.

Kim looked at the picture of the jacket in the Club Banana catalog.

“I did the math,” she told Ron. “Two weeks of drudge work and I’m in green leather.”

Kim was snapped out of her Club Banana fog when she suddenly heard someone calling her name.

“Miss Possible?” said a boy standing next to their booth.

Kim and Ron looked up. The boy was wearing a green-and-orange Bueno Nacho shirt and a necktie. He had greasy hair, freckly skin, and large glasses. He held a clipboard.

“I’m Ned, assistant manager here at Bueno Nacho number five eighty-two,” he said in a particularly whiny voice.

“Hola, amigo,” Kim said. She gave him a big toothpaste-commercial smile.

Ned didn’t smile back. “Your bilingual wiles will hold no sway with me, Miss Possible,” he said. “I am management.”

He picked up Kim’s application and looked at it carefully. Ron made goofy faces behind his back.

Ned looked up. Ron stopped making faces just in time. He gave Ned a big smile.

“Is that a clip-on tie, Ned?” Ron asked brightly.

Ned nodded. “For quick removal in the event of a grease fire,” he explained, popping the tie off and on to demonstrate. Then he turned to Kim and asked, “When can you start?”

“Born ready, sir,” Kim replied enthusiastically.

Ned looked at another form. “And you?” he asked Ron.

“Me, what?” said Ron.

“Isn’t this your application, Mr. Stoppable?” Ned asked. He held up a piece of paper.

Ron glared at Kim. “You didn’t!” he cried.

Kim stuck out her bottom lip and looked at Ron with puppy dog eyes.

“It’ll be more fun if we both work here,” she said sweetly.

“Oh, no!” Ron cried, defeated. “Not the puppy dog pout!”

Kim smiled. Her parents might be immune to it, but it got Ron every time. It looked like Bueno Nacho had two new employees.
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——— Notes for Mission #4140

Here’s the sitch: Wade just got
word that the evil Drakken—or Dr.
Drakken as he likes to be called,
even though he isn’t technically
a doctor—just broke out of prison
again. The mad scientist and his mad
sidekick, Shego, were last spotted
in Alaska near the site of an oil rig
that mysteriously disappeared. So
Ron and I are off to the Last Frontier
to stop whatever pure evilness they
are up to. Unfortunately, I haven’t
had a moment to update my winter
wardrobe, so I'm stuck wearing last
season’s red fleece jacket. Hopefully,
I can escape without anyone noticing.
I guess all this crime fighting
started a few years ago when I
accidentally intercepted a distress
call. I was done with my homework,
so I answered it. Instead of normal
teenage stuff like babysitting, or
maybe walking dogs, I got messages
from people all over the world asking
for help—serious help. Fighting-
sinister-bad-guys kind of help. Pretty

soon I realized that I really could do
anything. Now when I'm not in school
or at after-school activities, I save
lives and capture evil criminals. My
most frequent bad-guy interactions
are unfortunately with Drakken. Some
may even call him my archnemesis.
If Drakken has a plan for this
pipeline, it feels a little too small
for his world-domination agenda.
There’ve also been rumors that he’s
set up an evil lair somewhere in
Wisconsin. But what do Alaska and
Wisconsin have in common? Maybe
I’ll find out on this
mission. ... One thing
is for sure: I have
to stop whatever
they’re up to before
it's too late.

Name: Dr. Drakken

Wanted For: Attempting to take over the
world

Strength: He mostly leaves the fighting

to his evil sidekick, Shego

Weakness: Will reveal his evil plan even if
you don’t ask for details

Last Seen: Escaping a maximum-security
prison
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