
[image: cover]



[image: images]



www.hachettechildrens.co.uk





 


[image: images]



 


1.  COUNTDOWN TO HQ

2.  OFFICE OF DOOM

3.  REPEAT OFFENDER STRIKES AGAIN

4.  ZACHARY WOODWARD-LAMBERT

5.  OFFICE SPACE

6.  REPEAT OFFENDER WAITS

7.  ALERT. ALERT.

8.  CODE 88 MAROON

9.  MEANWHILE AT SUPERHERO H.Q

10.  TIME FOR POOP

11.  ZAC BECOMES REPEAT OFFENDER

12.  THE IGUANA CLOAKROOM SERVICE

13.  MISSION IMPOSSIBLE

14.  SLOW DAYS

15.  TO THE RESCUE

16.  CATS AND BURGLARS

17.  IGUANA BOY VS. THE 30 SECOND THIEF

EPILOGUE

DEDICATION

COPYRIGHT






[image: images]









[image: images]









[image: images]







 


[image: images]



 

 

Have you ever had a dream that felt so real, you couldn’t tell if you were awake or asleep? The kind of dream where you stop to pinch yourself, but you still don’t wake up? If you were to wake up, you might even look down and see a red mark where you pinched your skin a little too hard. Then a unicorn flies past riding on the back of a vacuum cleaner and says hello to you in Spanish – ‘HOLA!’ – and it becomes pretty obvious that you ARE asleep.

That’s EXACTLY how Dylan Spencer was feeling about becoming a superhero. It felt like a dream, but it wasn’t – there were no Spanish-speaking unicorns in sight, Dylan REALLY WAS a superhero and he was definitely wide awake.

Dylan Spencer, in his short reign as an awesome superhero, had defeated the Platypus Kid, a supervillain hell-bent on world domination, and saved every superhero, and consequently THE ENTIRE WORLD. He couldn’t have achieved any of this without the help of his best friends Paul, Crazy Red-Eye Paul, Smelly Paul and Pauline – who all happened to be iguanas.

Yes, Dylan was IGUANA BOY and his superpower was talking to iguanas. Without them, he would be nothing.

His prize for [image: images] was to be welcomed into the Superhero Collective, the neatest organisation ever, which aimed to bring all superheroes together for one common goal: to use their superpowers for the benefit of mankind.

 

Dylan’s first day as a fully fledged superhero was only a few hours away and, unsurprisingly, he was having trouble getting to sleep. His palms were sweaty and his stomach kept doing somersaults, as he thought of all the cool missions he would get to go on. He closed his eyes, determined to get some sleep.

‘And then I was all like, K’POW!’ said Crazy Red-Eye Paul, suddenly, flinging himself off the bookshelf above Dylan’s bed, his back legs stretched out in front of him. He landed in a heap on Dylan’s pillow, slapping him square in the face with his scaly tail.
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‘Please, Red-Eye, I have to get some sleep, it’s the biggest day of my life tomorrow,’ said Dylan, rolling over to face the wall.

‘Don’t you mean second biggest? Remember that time we saved the WORLD from the evil Platypus Kid? I certainly do, I was all like, K’POW! And then I did like a really cool cartwheel followed by a kind of SKA’PLUNK!’ Red-Eye sprang into the air, landing on Dylan’s back before performing a pathetic karate chop on his shoulders.

‘Please be quiet,’ said Paul, poking his scaly head out of the cage. Dylan could see that the other iguanas had buried their heads in a pile of bark, but it didn’t look like it was helping any of them get to sleep. Their tails were twitching.

‘Just ignore him,’ said Pauline, who had climbed out of the cage and was now resting on the pillow beside Dylan. The other three iguanas also gathered around him.

‘I can’t believe we are going to the real-life Superhero HQ tomorrow! Is it true that the building floats high up over the river in London?’ asked Smelly Paul.

‘It really does,’ said Dylan, admitting defeat and sitting up to reach under his bed and pull out a dusty poster. As he unrolled it, the iguanas gasped. Beautifully illuminated by the sunny skyline, a clear glass building hovered above the water.

‘How on earth will we get up there? Will your brother and sister show us the way?’ asked Pauline.


 


[image: images]



 


‘Yep, Sam and Millie will take us. Apparently, Ron Strongman himself asked them to bring us.’

‘Wow. That. Is. AMAZING! But seriously, who is Don Stronghands?’ asked Crazy Red-Eye Paul. ‘His name sounds familiar.’

‘It’s Ron Strongman – the head of the Superhero Collective. The most important guy on the planet. He’s the one we will need to impress if we’re ever going to make it as supercool superheroes,’ Dylan replied, sighing wistfully.

‘I’m sure we will. Remember that time— ’

‘SHUT UP!’ the iguanas shouted in unison, before Red-Eye could even finish his thought. Paul clipped him around the back of his head with his tail.

‘What? I wasn’t going to say what you think I was going to say,’ said Red-Eye rubbing the back of his head delicately.

‘Go on, Red-Eye, what were you going to say?’ Dylan picked him up and gently moved him onto his chest.

‘I was going to say, before I was RUDELY interrupted … do you remember that time … when … we were all here … in this very room … talking about … how I SINGLE-HANDEDLY DEFEATED THE PLATYPUS KID WITH A GIANT KABLAMO!’

Dylan threw Red-Eye, launching him across the room and into the cage.

‘That’s enough, Paul, it’s time to get some sleep,’ he said. ‘I need to be up in time to shower and decide what I’m going to wear. First impressions will be key. I want to look and smell good, so Ron Strongman notices me for the right reasons. No offence Smelly Paul,’ he added, patting the iguana on the head.

Smelly Paul raised his arms to show there were no hard feelings, catching a whiff of his own armpit in the process. If they could bottle that smell, Dylan could grow an empire selling the best stink bomb in the world.
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Dylan looked at his clock. It was 7.58 a.m. His brother and sister had been very clear that they were leaving the house with or without him at precisely 8 a.m. Dylan noticed that Pauline’s tail was draped over the alarm clock. Great, Dylan thought to himself, she must have hit the off button in her sleep.

Dylan jumped to his feet so quickly that he stumbled forward off the other end of the bed, landing in a heap on an old pizza box.

The thud woke the iguanas, who looked up to see a panic-ridden Dylan wearing a large dollop of cheese on his forehead from landing on a slice of triple-cheese pizza.

The sound of sniggering could be heard coming from downstairs. He should have known. His brother and sister were overjoyed that he might miss his first day at Superhero HQ and sabotage his one chance of being a superhero.

‘I guess he must have overslept,’ he heard his brother say snidely. ‘Never mind, Millie, I’m sure Ron will realise his mistake. I mean, Dylan’s superpower is talking to iguanas. Hardly going to save the world again, is he?’

Dylan ignored them and slipped his right foot into an old sock he found on the floor, and pulled a T-shirt over his head – one that had been hanging over his bedroom door to dry. He stepped his left foot forward into another sock whilst pulling on a pair of trousers from the wash basket. Tugging at the waistband, Dylan realised they were shorts.

‘We have to leave NOW!’ Dylan shouted to his scaly friends.

The iguanas sprang into action. Well, Paul, Pauline and Smelly Paul sprang into action. Red-Eye was still very much asleep. He was dreaming of that time he defeated the Platypus Kid and had just got to the awesome part where he totally KADUNKA-CHUNKED a 10-foot platypus …

Smelly Paul launched himself out of the cage and grabbed Dylan’s rucksack from the wardrobe.

‘DIVE! DIVE! DIVE!’ Smelly Paul screamed.



Pauline jumped from the alarm clock into the bag. Smelly Paul crawled in, slow and stinky. Paul picked up Red-Eye and threw him in the air, before quickly climbing in himself. Red-Eye raised a foot as if he was performing a drop kick and landed in the bag, somehow remaining fast asleep.
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Dylan had no time to change. He looked down to see that his shorts were stained with pizza grease and he was wearing odd socks – one green with stripes, the other red with Father Christmas on.

Dylan grabbed his rucksack and launched himself over the bannister, landing with his arm outstretched in true superhero fashion. He just managed to grab his sister’s cape as she went to close the front door behind her.

‘Errrrgh, he’s holding onto my beautiful cape,’ said Millie, her hands trying to prise off Dylan’s fingers.

‘We made it, Dylan, man,’ Paul said, peeking his head out of the rucksack.

‘I know we did, Paul.’

‘It’s so weird hearing you talk to your iguana friends, Dylan,’ Sam said. ‘It’s a real shame you can’t find any real ones.’

‘Don’t worry, Sam, when I become the world’s most famous superhero, I will have too many to choose from. Besides, Paul, Pauline, Smelly Paul and Red-Eye Paul are all the friends I need,’ he said, turning around to face his brother.

‘HA! HA! HA!’ Sam and Millie laughed uncontrollably. ‘Oh, you look gorgeous, little bro. This is better, MUCH better than leaving him behind!’ said Sam to Millie. He turned to his little brother and the iguanas, who were now on Dylan’s shoulders in an act of solidarity, apart from Smelly Paul who was still asleep in the bottom of Dylan’s rucksack. ‘Onwards to Superhero HQ!’


OPS/images/px.jpg





OPS/images/co1.jpg
CHAPIIR 1

COUNTDOWN
1o HQ






OPS/images/p3.jpg
SN VANl r b/

SAVING THE WORLD
700000 Ty S





OPS/images/p7.jpg





OPS/images/p4.jpg






OPS/images/p11.jpg
]

:§8am





OPS/images/cover.jpg





OPS/images/p10.jpg
€

W\réJ





OPS/images/titlepage.jpg
VS.
THE =) SECOND THIEF!

JAMES BISHOP

RIKIN PAREKH

r‘ :A
Hodder
Children’s
Books





OPS/images/co0.jpg





OPS/images/p14.jpg





OPS/images/pviii.jpg





OPS/images/pix.jpg





