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“Hey, nerd-burger!” yelled a voice behind me. “What are you doing out here in your pajamas?”


Rudy and I spun around to see my arch-enemy, The Parasite, standing at the door of Comic World. He glared at me with his beady, evil eyes and burst into cackling laughter. “Mwaaa Ha Ha Ha Haaaaaaaaaa!”


“Oh, man,” Rudy groaned. “I am not in the mood for Chaz Pharsight right now.”


“What do you want, Parasite?” I snapped.


“I want to know why you’re running around the neighborhood in your little jammies, doofus.”


“These are not pajamas,” I explained in a deep, heroic voice. “This is a sleek, aerodynamic superhero outfit.”


“And what is that all over your face? Did you draw on yourself with a marker?”


“That is my mask, Parasite.”


“And what did you do to your hair?” The Parasite sneered. “It looks like you glued a buttered gerbil on your head.”


“I told you that hairdo was a mistake, dude,” Rudy whispered.


I shooshed Rudy and ran my hand over my perfectly sculpted superhero hair. “I used my mother’s super-hold hair gel. It’s called style, Parasite.”


“Stop calling me Parasite, weirdo. My name is Chaz. What is wrong with you?”


“See the cape?” I asked, flapping my cape. “See the mask and the amazing superhero outfit? See the super-heroic hair? I am Commander Universe. And this is my sidekick, Rudy.”


“I’m not your sidekick, dude,” Rudy sighed.


“More like Commander Gooniverse. You have a pillowcase pinned to your shoulders.” The Parasite laughed again. “You get weirder every day, Stevie.”


I gasped.


How could The Parasite possibly have recognized me? I spent hours in my secret laboratory yesterday creating a superhero outfit that would hide my true identity of mild-mannered Stevie Blunt. My disguise was foolproof and my hair was absolutely perfect.


“Who is this Stevie person?” I asked, looking around. “I am Commander Universe. I don’t know anyone named Stevie. Although he certainly sounds like a smart, handsome, and very cool person.”


“He’s not. He’s a weirdo dork-o-rama who runs around town in his pajamas with marker all over his face,” The Parasite sneered. He reached for the door. “Why don’t you fly back to planet Goofball? I’m here to buy the first issue of Captain Fantastic that Mr. Falcetti just got.”


“You’re too late, Parasite,” I said, giving him SUPERHERO LOOK #8: DRAMATICALLY ARCHED EYEBROW. “The first issue of Captain Fantastic is mine.”
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“What?” cried The Parasite. “You bought it?”


“I still can’t believe you’re going to waste $75 on a stupid comic book,” Rudy said.


“A stupid comic book?” I gasped. “This is no ordinary comic book, young Rudy. This is the very first issue of Captain Fantastic. There were only 1,000 copies ever printed. It contains his personal training journal, where he explains how he developed his incredible skills after he was involved in a terrible toxic waste spill. The training journal is top secret, and everyone who reads it must swear an Unbreakable Oath of Secrecy. The only way to find out what’s in it is to get that comic book. And now I’ve got it.”


“No, you don’t. You didn’t have the $75 to pay for it,” Rudy said. “Mr. Falcetti said that he’d hold it for you until Monday.”


“That’s right. And once I get my hands on that top-secret training journal, I will learn how to control these amazing powers I’m developing.”
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Yesterday, I was involved in a tragic accident. A twisted supervillain covered me with millions of gallons of toxic waste. Now I’m developing incredible superpowers, just like Captain Fantastic. I will be the world’s newest, greatest superhero . . . Commander Universe.
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“Where are you going to get $75, Stevie?” The Parasite laughed. “You probably don’t even have 75 cents. My father gives me money to buy whatever I want. I’m going in to buy that comic book right now. It’s the only one I’m missing from my Captain Fantastic collection. After I get it, I’ll have every issue ever printed. And you’ll still just be hanging around out here in your pajamas like the super goober that you are.”


I jumped in front of him. “Oh, no you don’t, Parasite. I won’t let you use that training journal for evil.”


“Get out of my way, Commander Pajamaverse.” He pushed past me and reached for the door of Comic World just as Mr. Falcetti flipped the sign in the window to “CLOSED.” Mr. Falcetti stepped out the door, locking it behind him.


“Wait! Mr. Falcetti!” The Parasite cried, yanking a wad of cash from his pocket. “I have money. I want to buy Captain Fantastic!”
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“Sorry, kid,” Mr. Falcetti answered. “Closing early for the weekend. It’s my wedding anniversary. I’m taking Mrs. Falcetti out for an afternoon movie and the Early Bird Special at that fancy new French restaurant, La Maison des Oeufs Verts au Jambon. And anyway, I said I’d hold that comic till Monday for Stevie.”


I gasped again. How could he possibly have recognized my true identity?


“Looks like your evil plans have failed again, Parasite,” I said, standing in SUPERHERO POSE #142: HANDS ON HIPS.
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The Parasite laughed another evil laugh. “Mwaaa HA HA HA HAAAAAA! You’ll never come up with $75 by Monday, Commander Weenieverse. But I’ll tell you what. I’ll let you use your Weenie-Vision to watch me read the first issue of Captain Fantastic.”


He jumped on his jet-powered rocket cycle and blasted off down the street toward his evil lair.
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“I’m going home,” Rudy said. “My mom made more pistachio pudding. I’d invite you to come over, but she’s still kind of mad that you called her a villainous super-criminal and yelled about her pudding rearranging your molecules.”


I was halfway back to my headquarters when a blood-curdling scream echoed through the neighborhood. . . .
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