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CHAPTER  
ONE I hate my super powers.

Flying at high speed over a city and shooting lasers out of your eyes 
might sound pretty awesome, but trust me, it’s not. Not for me, at 
least. My super powers are more like a super curse.

This is me trying to use my laser vision.

Yeah, shooting lasers out of my eyes would be a pretty sweet power . . . if 
I wasn’t cross-eyed!



Wrong!

Turns out eyelids can’t stop a high-
powered laser. Who knew?

What’s worse is even if I don’t use 
my powers, I’m still cross-eyed.  
I have a pair of sunglasses I wear, 
and those help hide my eyes, but  
my teachers won’t let me wear  
them in class.

I’m not going to lie— if they’d let me wear my glasses, I’d totally sleep 
through history class. But that’s not the point.

When my parents find out that I fried the neighbor’s cat, they’ll 
probably sentence me to fifteen to life in my room. At least I’ll have 
some muscles when I get out— everyone knows the only thing to do in 
prison is to lift weights. I’ll probably grow a sweet beard, too.

You might be thinking, why don’t you just close one eye and fire your 
good laser? That’ll work, right?

TAKE OFF THE SHADES, 
MR. PRESTON. THIS ISN’T 

THE BEACH.

WHOA! CHECK OUT CRAZY EYES OVER THERE. MAYBE IF  
I SMACK HIM IN THE HEAD A COUPLE TIMES, I CAN KNOCK THAT 

GOOGLY EYE BACK INTO PLACE. 



So I have awesome powers that I can never use. See what I mean?  
I’m cursed.

It doesn’t help that I have to deal with a bunch of other problems, 
like my twin sisters . . . or maybe they’re triplets? I’m not really sure. 
Honestly, I have no idea how many sisters I really have, because at 
least one of them was born with the power to clone herself.

My mom isn’t a big fan of that power.

It’s not my favorite, either.

And my crossed eye is just the start of 
my problems. About a year ago, I figured 
out how to fly. Pretty cool, huh? Not 
for me. The day I learned how to fly 
was also the day I learned that I get 
severe motion sickness.

I really can’t fly anywhere unless I 
want to lose my lunch, which means 
I don’t fly anywhere. Ever. I want 
to be famous for saving the city, 
not for dropping barf bombs all 
over it.

TIME IT TOOK ME TO SAVE UP 
FOR ZOMBIEGEDDON: 5 MONTHS.

TIME IT TOOK THEM TO RUIN IT: 3 SECONDS.

UGHH . . . 

IT’S THAT  
KID WHO PUKES ON 

EVERYONE!

LOOK OUT!



At least their power works the way it’s supposed to. I’m jealous of my 
two-year-old sister/sisters. How sad is that?

But I’m way more jealous of the kids at school. Trevor Bretton’s a year 
older than me and he got some sweet powers after a meteor hit his house.

So, his first day back at school was pretty awesome.

A week later, Trevor saved our town from a hurricane created by a mad 
scientist and was recruited on the spot by the most awesome heroes our 
city has ever seen— the Superteam. Newscasters called him Superteen 
and acted like they didn’t know his true identity. Seriously? All he did 
was take off his glasses and put on a cape. Even my sisters knew it was 
Trevor, and they’re only two years old!

That’s been my dream for basically my entire life: to save the city, get 
my picture in the paper, and be recruited to a superhero team. Then I 
could move into my own place so my sisters couldn’t chew all my stuff, 
and I could finally kill zombies in peace.

But how would I stop a criminal? By barfing on him? Besides, the closest 
thing to a crime I’d ever seen in our town was my Uncle Doug stealing 
his neighbor’s newspaper.

OUR HOUSE 
IS RUINED!

WHO CARES? 
I HAVE SUPER 

POWERS!

WE’LL HAVE  
YOU ENROLLED IN 

THE GIFTED POWERS 
PROGRAM BY THE END 

OF THE DAY.

WE’LL PROBABLY  
WIN A GRANT, AND WE  

CAN FINALLY GET SPANISH 
TEXTBOOKS INSTEAD  
OF USING TAKE-OUT  

MENUS FROM LOS TACOS 
LOCOS!

THEY’LL TEACH YOU HOW  
TO BE A SUPERHERO AND WITH POWERS 
LIKE YOURS, YOU’LL BE RECRUITED BY 

A SUPERHERO TEAM BEFORE YOU  
EVEN GRADUATE! 

A GROWN MAN IN CARTOON 
PAJAMAS. THAT’S THE REAL CRIME!



There are only so many pets you can fry before you decide to hang 
up your cape. That’s why I had pretty much given up on the whole 
becoming-a-superhero dream.

And the few times I tried to step in to help with something small,  
I made things worse.

HELP! IT’S  
GOING TO DESTROY  

MY HOUSE!

WHAT ON EARTH  
IS GOING ON UP 

THERE?!

TOTO?

I SAVED 
THE HOUSE!

UH-OH.  
THIS COULD BE 

TROUBLE.

AND I 
TOASTED 

TOTO.



 
 

CHAPTER  
TWO

My parents make me pull weeds at my grandma’s house every Friday. 
Most grandmas are sweet old ladies who give candy and silver dollars. All 
kids have to do to earn treats is let them pinch their cheeks.

Not my grandma.

The old man next door is just as bad. He’s always outside watering his 
garden, but doesn’t pay attention to where he’s spraying.

Anyway, last Friday I was hauling my grandma’s trash cans out to the 
curb when it happened.

IF I FIND ONE  
WEED IN THAT GARDEN, 

I’M NOT PAYING YOU  
A CENT!

OR MAYBE HE DOES.

HEHE!





A bunch of guys jumped out of the van. I knew if I tried to blast them, 
I’d probably end up frying another pet, so I took off in the other 
direction. Or at least I tried to. Joey, the biggest tattler in school, 
ratted me out.

YOU  
COULD SELL 
PRETZELS.

ARE YOU CRAZY? 
I DON’T KNOW HOW TO 

SELL PRETZELS!

THEY’RE  
GETTING  

AWAY!

HEY, THAT  
GUY OVER THERE  

HAS SUPER POWERS. 
HE CAN STOP  

THEM!

HE DOES? 

  
WHAT ARE YOU  

WAITING FOR, KID?  
GET ‘EM!

NO WAY!  
THE LAST TIME  

I—

MY HOT DOGS!  
WHAT AM I GOING 

TO DO NOW?

THEY’RE 
GETTING AWAY! 
SOMEBODY DO 
SOMETHING!

I WISH THEY 
WOULD HAVE 

LISTENED TO ME.





Just to rub it in, the jerks in black jumped the fence right next to me.

The cops tried to follow them, but . . . 

Guess who showed up to save the day?

YEAH,  
BEAT IT . . . 

LOSER.
SO?

SO, YOU HAVE TO COME UP WITH SOMETHING  
ELSE. DON’T JUST COPY ME, MORON.

NICE TRY, 
LOSER!

YEAH, 
MORON!

GET DOWN  
FROM THERE SO I CAN 

SLAP YOU!
I’M AFRAID  
OF HEIGHTS!

HELP! 

I felt even worse after that.

Trevor rounded up the bad guys in about four seconds, and, of course, 
everybody cheered.

I LOVE 
SUPERTEEN!

HEY, SUPERTEEN, I’M  
WEARING MY SUPERTEEN UNDERWEAR 
UNDER MY SUPERTEEN SHORTS WITH 
MY SUPERTEEN SHOES! BECAUSE I 

LOVE SUPERTEEN!

FINALLY,  
A REAL  

SUPERHERO!

YEAH, LOSER!

OUT OF THE WAY, LOSER.

HE’S MY  
FAVORITE  
SUPERHERO!

I WANT  
HIM TO MARRY MY 

DAUGHTER.

I ALREADY 
CALLED HIM 

A LOSER.



As if it wasn’t bad enough that my lasers blew up a hot dog cart, Trevor 
had to show up and embarrass me in front of the whole crowd. That was 
the last time I was going to use my powers. Ever.

Or so I thought.

I should have been the one capturing those criminals. And if my stupid 
lasers had gone straight, I would have. Then everyone would have cheered 
for me.

Once the cops finished taking pictures with Superteen, they put the bad 
guys in the back of their squad cars.

BOOK ‘EM, DANO.

I DON’T KNOW WHAT 
THAT MEANS.

ME EITHER.

NICE JOB, 
SUPERTEEN.

THANKS, ASHLEY.  
I JUST WISH I HAD  

MADE IT IN TIME TO SAVE 
THIS MAN’S HOT DOG  
CART. WHERE’D THAT  

KID GO ANYWAY?

UH, I GOTTA GO. 
I THINK MY MOM’S 

CALLING ME.

YEAH BEAT IT,  
CRAZY EYES, BEFORE 

YOU BLOW SOMETHING 
ELSE UP.



 
 

CHAPTER 
THREE

On my way home, I walked by the fence the bad guys had jumped  
over and noticed a piece of paper on the ground. One of them must have 
dropped it. I guess everyone had been too busy idolizing Trevor  
to notice.

There was no way I was going to try and stop whatever was going  
down at the museum, not after the humiliation I had just gone through. 



So when I got home, I called the police to take care of it, but they 
wouldn’t listen to a twelve-year-old with a note from a guy with no name.

So the museum was going to be robbed. I wasn’t happy about it, but 
what could I do? No one would listen to me. Besides, wouldn’t it be 
better to have some thieves steal a few museum pieces than to have my 
lasers burn the place to the ground?

That afternoon, I sat down to watch some TV and forget about the 
whole thing, but then a news report came on.

WE’RE HERE LIVE WITH HERO  
SUPERTEEN WHO SINGLE-HANDEDLY STOPPED A GROUP 

OF THIEVES EARLIER THIS AFTERNOON. 

MY DAD DIDN’T BUY IT, EITHER.

SUPERTEEN, YOU SPEND MOST  
OF YOUR TIME BATTLING THE MOST  

DANGEROUS SUPERVILLAINS IN THE WORLD. 
WHAT MADE YOU JUMP IN TO STOP SUCH  

AN INSIGNIFICANT CRIME?

IS THIS 
A PRANK?

IS THIS 
A PRANK? NO CRIME IS  

INSIGNIFICANT. HOW  
WOULD YOU FEEL IF  

THOSE CRIMINALS HAD 
THREATENED YOUR MOTHER  

AND I HAD BEEN TOO  
BUSY TO STOP THEM?

EVERY CITIZEN  
IS IMPORTANT, AND EVERY  

CRIME COULD BE DANGEROUS. REPORT 
ALL CRIMINAL ACTIVITY TO THE 

AUTHORITIES, CITIZENS.  
INNOCENT LIVES MAY BE IN DANGER. 

IT’S YOUR DUTY TO DO  
EVERYTHING YOU CAN TO  

PROTECT THEM.

AS A LAST RESORT, I CALLED TREVOR. IS THIS 
A PRANK?



As much as I hated to admit it, Trevor was right. The museum’s security 
guards were in danger. How could I just sit back and let them rob the 
place when I could at least try to stop them? Like Trevor said, it was 
my duty— super powers or not.

So it was up to me and Lewis to save the day, which was kind of sad.

Wait, I haven’t said anything about Lewis yet, have I? We’ve been 
friends for a really long time now, like a whole year. He isn’t exactly the 
most popular kid at school, but then again, neither am I. We hang out 
because he’s the only other kid my age who’s still into playing with action 
figures. Everyone else makes fun of me for it. It’s really annoying. Last 
year, almost everyone I knew played with action figures, and now all of 
a sudden everyone’s too cool for that kind of stuff.

Not Lewis, though. Nothing about Lewis is cool, really, but that’s fine  
by me.

I’ve got a few more friends at school I hang out with, though.  
Lewis— not so much. No one really talks to him. At times, I can’t say  
I blame them.

I mean, for one thing, Lewis isn’t smart, at all.

And he almost never says anything unless he’s using his powers.

He’s a tele teletub . . . uh, Lewis can read other people’s minds. The 
problem is he always reads them out loud.

Which is why my dad hides in the basement when Lewis comes over.

Lewis definitely takes some getting used to.

I JUST PICKED THIS UP. 
 WHAT DO YOU THINK,  

HONEY? IT LOOKS LIKE  
A BIRD DIED ON YOUR 

HEAD, DEAR.

RACE YOU TO 
THE END OF THE 

STREET!

FORGET MY DIET— 
I’M GETTING THE  

EXTRA BACON!



If you think nerds get picked on a lot at school, you should see how 
Defectives like Lewis and I are treated. That’s what people call kids 
like us with powers that don’t work right— Defectives. Beating up a kid 
with super powers probably makes them feel tough, even if their victim’s 
powers don’t work right.

His mom says he’s a little different because he spends so much time in 
other people’s heads.

As you may have guessed, Lewis and I didn’t qualify for the Gifted 
Powers Program at school, so our chances of getting picked up by a 
superhero team were pretty much zero.

I, for one, seem to make a mess everytime I try to use my powers, 
even for simple things like using my lasers to cut paper in art class:

ZAPPING TEACHERS PERMANENTLY STAINS YOUR RECORD.

I’M PRETTY SURE THAT’S  
NOT HIS ONLY PROBLEM.

SORRY,  
DEBBIE. PLEASE  

DON’T KILL  
ME.



It was either that or the purple crayon costume he’s worn for the last 
three Halloweens in a row. So, of course, I went with Zorro, which didn’t 
make me happy. I mean, I wanted to look like a superhero but ended up 
looking like the Hamburglar.

And let’s just say that was the last time Lewis would be in charge of 
designing his own costume.

Back to last Friday: I didn’t know how much help Lewis would be against 
real villains, but he was the only help I was going to get. We set up a 
sleepover at his house for that night so we could sneak out to stop the 
heist at the museum.

My parents would totally bust us if we ever tried to sneak out of my 
house, especially after midnight, but Lewis’s mom was away at a work 
conference, and we knew his dad would fall asleep in front of the TV, like 
always. And nothing wakes him up. I mean, nothing.

We got to work making costumes but couldn’t really come up with 
anything good. When I went through Lewis’s old Halloween clothes, the 
only halfway decent thing I found was an old Zorro outfit.

ZZZ . . .  
THAT’S NO PLACE FOR A 

STUFFED FLAMINGO!  
 . . . ZZZ.



At midnight, we snuck out the back door and rode our bikes a couple blocks 
to the museum.

When we got there, everything looked fine until we went around to the 
back of the building.

This was it! A real crime with real criminals!

The problem? There weren’t any real heroes to stop them— just me and  
a kid with a rubber glove strapped to his skull. We could get seriously hurt 
. . . but we could also get seriously famous if we captured these guys.

If we could stop the bad guys, we’d be heroes, real superheroes. We’d 
get our pictures in the paper, land a bunch of TV interviews, be on lunch 
boxes— all that cool stuff. Just like the Superteam.

And if Lewis and I pulled this off, we’d be the most popular kids at 
school. People would want to hang out with us at lunch, and we’d get  
some sweet selfies with the cheerleaders. Kids might even stop calling  
me Defective. 

Maybe.

MY BACK IS 
KILLING ME! DO 
WE GET MEDICAL 

COVERAGE?

LIFT WITH  
YOUR KNEES!

THIS WOULD BE A  
LOT EASIER IF THE REST  

OF THE CREW HADN’T 
GOTTEN BUSTED.

HYDRATIA— SHE HAS  
THE POWER TO TURN HERSELF 

INTO PURE WATER.

SUPERGUY— SUPERTEAM’S LEADER.  
HE’S PRETTY MUCH UNSTOPPABLE EXCEPT 
FOR HIS ONE WEAKNESS: A RARE METAL 

CALLED ACHILLESIUM.

LYCANINE— HE’S A  
WEREWOLF THAT CAN TRANSFORM 

WHENEVER HE WANTS.

LED ZAPPLIN— HE CAN 
CONTROL ALMOST ANYTHING 

ELECTRONIC.



 
 

CHAPTER 
FOUR

Our wildest dreams were about to come true. All we had to do was stop a 
couple of thugs.

When the coast was clear, Lewis and I snuck in through the back door.

The thieves were loading boxes into the back of a van when an idea hit 
me: I knew exactly how to stop them.



Lewis was right, which meant I was right, because when Lewis said that, 
he was reading my mind. What if I missed? Every time I fired my 
lasers, they ended up hitting the worst possible thing. And in a place like 
this, the worst possible thing could be a lot of things.

I might get to sit with the cool kids at lunch if I saved the day, but I 
wouldn’t be sitting with anyone if a shark bit me in half!

HERE GOES 
NOTHIN’.

ARE YOU CRAZY?  
REMEMBER WHAT YOU  

DID TO THE HOT 
DOG CART?



Lewis just stood there, crying. I’ll admit I’m not the best friend in the 
world, but I wasn’t going to leave him there all by himself, surrounded 
by a bunch of goons.

So I held my breath and fired my lasers.

I could always start my superhero career with something a little less 
dangerous. I mean, superheroes are always walking old ladies across 
the street and stuff like that, so I could start with something simple 
and wait for word to get around. Old people always talked about how 
handsome and polite I was. I could bring a few of them to school so  
they could talk me up in front of some news reporters or something.

As a rule, I always go with whatever plan has fewer sharks in it, so 
instead of trying to catch the thieves, Lewis and I headed for the exit. 
Besides, now that a crime was happening, we could call the cops and 
probably get our picture in the paper, anyway. That would be a decent 
start for a superhero.

We were halfway to the door when Lewis had to go and blow our cover.

AND  
SUCH GREAT 
POSTURE!

THAT MARSHALL  
PRESTON IS SO HANDSOME 

AND POLITE.

I CAN’T BELIEVE  
I’M WORKING WITH THESE  
BUFFOONS. I SHOULD HAVE  

STAYED IN SCHOOL TO BECOME A  
BALLET DANCER LIKE I  

ALWAYS WANTED.

HEY! 

DANG IT, 
LEWIS! 

COME ON, LEWIS. 
LET’S GO!

I WOULD  
HAVE BEEN SO 

GRACEFUL.



OW!

As if allowing the bad guys to get away wasn’t bad enough, I also got  
a mouth full of fake bunny hair!

At least I hoped it was fake. . . . 

Which reminds me, I still need 
to thank Lewis for all his help.

You would think, because we were just kids, the robbers would take it easy 
on us, like call our parents or just kick us out of the museum.

They say your whole life flashes before your eyes when it’s about to 
end, but all I could think was that I didn’t want to die dressed like a 
character from a fast-food restaurant!

The guy was just about to carve me like a pumpkin when . . .

MY GOOD BEAM HIT 
RIGHT WHERE I WANTED.

MY BAD BEAM DIDN’T.

I THINK  
THIS ONE’S  

BROKEN.

WRONG.





At first, I thought some real superheroes had shown up to save us, but 
it was just Crash and this guy named Tim— two kids who had been kicked 
out of our school last year. They both have super powers, but they’re not 
much better off than Lewis and me.

Crash can run so fast that he can break the sound barrier! Whatever 
that is. His only weakness? Stopping.

The same thing happens when he tries to change directions.

Don’t get me wrong, I’m glad Crash and Tim showed up, but they 
weren’t exactly the help I was hoping for.

Even though Crash is also pretty much indestructible, his brain gets 
rattled when he hits stuff too hard.

MORE KIDS? DID THEY  
ANNOUNCE WE WERE ROBBING THIS  
PLACE AT THE PLAYGROUND TODAY?

HE MEANT TO 
GO THIS WAY.

CLOSE  
THE GARAGE, MOM. 

IT’S RAINING.

STOP  
RIGHT  
THERE!



That’s probably why he keeps Tim around.

Because of Tim’s powers, you’ve got to use him as a last resort, which is 
fine with him. He hates using his powers. When he finally does, boy, you 
better watch out, no matter what side you’re on.

That’s when Tim took out his secret weapon: peanuts.

Back when he was still enrolled at  
our school, Tim would steal other 
people’s lunches all the time. Remember 
Trevor, the kid who got super powers 
and stopped the hurricane? Well, the 
day after the meteor hit Trevor’s 
house, Tim stole the lunch out of 
Trevor’s backpack when he was busy 
bragging about how great he was.

UH, EXCUSE ME.  
WOULD YOU DROP YOUR 
WEAPONS AND PUT YOUR 

HANDS UP, PLEASE?

LET ME THINK 
ABOUT IT FOR A 

MINUTE—

NO!

YOU DON’T  
HAVE TO BE MEAN  

ABOUT IT. I ASKED 
POLITELY.

HE’S  
GOT YOU 
THERE.

SHUT  
YOUR TRAP AND  

TIE ‘EM UP.

YOU REALLY  
SHOULD PUT DOWN 
YOUR WEAPONS. I’D 
HATE TO HAVE TO 

HURT YOU.

HAHA,  
YOU TALK PRETTY 

TOUGH FOR A 
 KINDERGARTNER.



The problem was that Trevor’s mom had made his sandwich the night 
before and it must have gotten some of the meteor’s radiation on it. 
The meteor gave Trevor some awesome super powers, so Tim might have 
gotten some pretty sweet powers, too . . .

So, what happens when you have an allergic reaction to radioactive 
peanuts?

You grow ten feet tall and smash everything in sight because your throat 
is swollen shut!

 . . . IF HE WASN’T 
ALLERGIC TO PEANUTS.

THINGS WERE ACTUALLY WORKING  
OUT PRETTY WELL FOR US . . . FOR  

A COUPLE SECONDS.

IS THIS  
PEANUT BUTTER?

AIR! I NEED AIR.

SOMEONE GRAB 
MY EPI-PEN

UH-OH.

BOCK!

BOCK!

THAT’S NOT 
GOOD.



By the time we were able to crawl out, the bad guys had gotten away.

Since I was wearing a costume that made me look just like a burglar, we 
decided to hightail it out of there before the cops showed up.

After all that, we weren’t any closer to becoming superheroes. But on 
the bright side, we weren’t dead.

The whole building came down right on top of us! Luckily, the dinosaur 
bones fell first and protected Lewis and me from the falling rubble.

I AM SO GLAD  
I’M INDESTRUCTIBLE 

RIGHT NOW!

I HAVE GOT  
TO GET SOME PANTS 

THAT STRETCH!


