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Jake dreamed he was flying, darting

through clouds, cape billowing behind

him. But all at once, he was jolted

awake by a strange, soft glow

shimmering across his bedroom ceiling.

He rubbed his eyes, then blinked. There,

on his desk, was something he'd never

seen before: a small silver badge, round

as a cookie, with a star in the middle.

The star pulsed with golden light, as if it

were alive.

Jake sat up, holding his breath. This had

to be some kind of trick—maybe a prize

from a cereal box? But as he reached for

it, he could feel a warm hum, like a

secret just waiting to be discovered.

He turned the badge over in his hands.

On the back were words that hadn’t been

there a moment ago:

WELCOME TO THE SECRET LEAGUE OF

SIBLING SUPERPOWERS.

Jake’s eyes widened. Secret league?

Sibling superpowers? Was this a joke? He

shot a glance at Max’s bed across the

room. His little brother was tangled in

his blanket, still dreaming, a bit of drool

on his pillow. Jake snorted quietly; Max

could sleep through a meteor shower.

Still, he couldn't help but smile at the

sight.

Jake pressed the badge to his chest, just

because it seemed like the right thing to

do. Suddenly, the golden light flared,

and he heard a tiny, echoey voice

whisper in his ear:

"Every great hero has a partner."

Jake gulped. His pulse quickened—is this

thing magic?

Before he could say anything, Max

stirred. He cracked one eye open and

squinted at the bright badge in Jake’s

hand.

“Hey, what’s that?” Max mumbled,

scratching his head.

“Nothing! Just… a cool thing,” Jake

replied, quickly tucking the badge under

his pillow. He wasn't ready to share this

secret yet, not until he understood what

was happening.

But Max was already crawling out of

bed, stomping into his monster slippers.

“You’re acting weird,” Max said, peering

at Jake with suspicious eyes.

Jake just smirked. “Maybe I’m just super

today.”

And as sunlight spilled into their room,

toasting the carpet, Jake wondered what

other secrets this special morning had in

store—and whether he was brave enough

to find out.





Jake couldn’t stop thinking about the

badge, even as he munched his way

through a mountain of breakfast cereal.

How did it get in his room? Was it really

magical? Or was he just letting his

imagination run wild again?

After breakfast, Jake decided to do a

little experimenting. Max was busy

building a fortress out of sofa cushions,

completely lost in his own world. Jake

sneaked the badge out of his pajama

pocket and watched as it flickered

gently.

Time for a little test, he thought, grinning

his most mischievous grin.

He crept toward Max and made his best

funny face—a scrunched-up nose, tongue

wagging, eyes crossed. Usually, that

would make Max giggle. But today, Max

looked over, unimpressed, and turned

back to his fortress.

Jake pouted. Boring. 

Next, he tried a classic: hiding Max’s

favorite blue car under a pillow.

“Hey! Where’s my car?” Max called out

after a minute or two, panic in his voice.

Jake was about to burst out

laughing—but suddenly, the badge grew

cold and dull in his hand. For a second, it

even seemed to shrink.

“Strange…” Jake mumbled. He handed

Max the car, watching his little brother’s

smile return.

In that instant, the badge blazed so

bright, Jake almost dropped it.

Whoa. It really is magic!

Jake took a deep breath and tried to

tease Max again, this time pretending to

tickle him from behind. The badge

instantly dimmed, barely holding a glow.

When Jake stopped, it brightened once

more and felt warm—almost like a silent

cheer.

It was like the badge itself was trying to

teach him something. But what?

He glanced at Max, who was now

balancing the blue car atop his pillow

fortress, humming a made-up tune.

Maybe… just maybe… working together

was the real superpower. But honestly,

teaming up didn’t always feel as fun as a

good prank.

Then again, what if teaming up was even

better?

Jake tucked the badge away under his

shirt, feeling it glow against his heart. He

hadn’t cracked the code yet, but he was

starting to guess: if he wanted to unlock

real superpowers, he might have to work

with Max, not against him.

He grinned, already plotting his next

move—this time, maybe, a mission for

two.





Jake spent the rest of the morning

sneaking glances at the badge, itching

for an adventure. He almost wished

something wild would

happen—something to put their new

superpowers to the test.

That wish came true faster than he

expected.

The moment he and Max set foot in their

room, they heard a strange, zippy sound,

like a thousand rubber bands snapping.

Suddenly, dozens of bright rubber balls

began bouncing out from under the beds,

the closet, even the toy chest—red, blue,

green, yellow—everywhere!

Jake’s jaw dropped. “Uh… did you do this,

Max?”

Max shook his head, eyes wide and

amazed. “No way! Where are they all

coming from?!”

The balls ricocheted around the room

with a mind of their own, pinging off

walls and knocking over towers of books.

One even bounced right onto Jake’s

head.

Boing!

Jake yelped, spinning in a circle. Max

tried to catch one, missed, and toppled

onto a bean bag. The chaos only got

wilder—the balls were multiplying, filling

up every inch of space.

“We’ll never be able to clean all this up!”

Max groaned, his voice almost

swallowed by the bouncing thunder.

Jake felt the badge pulse against his

chest. For a moment, he remembered

how it dimmed when he teased, and

glowed brighter when they worked

together.

“Wait, Max,” Jake called, dodging a

rubber ball the size of a grapefruit,

“what if we do this as a team?”

Max’s eyes lit up. “Like superheroes?”

Jake nodded. Instantly, as if

understanding grew between them, the

badge began to shine with a fierce

golden light. Suddenly, Jake felt a tiny

jolt—like drinking a whole can of fizzy

soda.

“Whoa! My hands feel… super fast!” Jake

cried.

Max giggled, bouncing from foot to foot.

“Me too!”

Working together, they zipped and

zoomed, dashing through the mass of

balls. Jake scooped them up by the

armload, while Max dashed across the

floor, snatching the hardest-to-reach

ones from under beds and chairs. It felt

like time had slowed down for everything

else, but they were lightning—Super

Speed Clean-up heroes!

Each ball they collected made the badge

shine brighter, until it was positively

blazing. With a final leap and a gleeful

shout, Max caught the last bouncing ball

mid-air.

Just like that, the room grew silent. No

more bouncing. Everything was tidy

again. Jake and Max stood, grinning at

their amazing teamwork.

And as the badge shone warm and

golden, Jake knew for sure: some

superpowers only unlocked when there

was more than one hero in the room.





The afternoon breeze fluttered through

the open window as Jake sprawled out,

basking in the afterglow of their epic

clean-up. Max sat nearby, arranging his

cars in a neat parade. For a moment,

things were peaceful. 

Then, the air suddenly shimmered. A

shower of sparkling confetti drifted

down, and right in the middle of their

room, a figure appeared—tall, with a

pointy hat and a cape decked out in

spinning pinwheels and rubber chickens.

He bowed with a flourish.

"Greetings, Super Siblings!" he

announced, twirling his mustache. "I am

the Trickster, master of games! Now you

must face my Challenges of Champions!"

Jake leaped to his feet, brimming with

excitement. Max ducked behind a chair

but peeked out with wide, curious eyes.

The Trickster snapped his fingers, and

instantly three strange arenas appeared

in their room—a plastic hopscotch path,

a giant stack of wobbly blocks, and a

tabletop maze filled with marbles.

"To win, you must beat me at these

sibling games!" The Trickster grinned, his

eyes glinting. "But win alone, and your

powers will vanish!"

The first game was hopscotch. Jake

dashed forward, eager to show off his

Super Speed. He bounced through the

numbers, but when he hopped on the

final square—he landed right on a

whoopee cushion. Pffft! Jake jumped,

startled, as Max snorted with laughter.

Next came the Stack of Doom. Jake raced

to build it himself, stacking and

steadying the wobbly blocks. But just as

he balanced the last one, Max sneezed

and the whole tower clattered down.

Jake’s excitement turned to irritation.

"Max! Why'd you do that?"

Max looked away, cheeks pink. "It was an

accident…"

Jake clenched his fists, feeling a flicker of

the badge’s light inside his shirt. It wasn’t

glowing as brightly as before.

The Trickster cackled, spinning a

pinwheel. "Not so super after all without

a partner, eh?"

Frustrated, Jake watched Max struggle

with the marble maze, the marbles

spinning everywhere. He marched over,

ready to take over—but when he tried to

grab the maze, the badge dimmed

instantly.

Jake paused. He looked at Max again:

small, patient, wanting so badly to

help…

Gently, Jake nudged the maze closer.

"Let’s do it together. I'll tip the maze, you

steer."

Max’s face brightened. They worked as a

team, Jake moving the base while Max

guided the marbles. It worked! The

marbles rolled straight to the finish line,

and a wave of golden light shimmered

out from the badge.

The Trickster blinked, startled.

"Well done! You’ve beaten my trickiest

trap—with the greatest power of all." He

tipped his hat and, in a flurry of confetti,

vanished from the room.

Jake and Max plopped down side by side,

breathless and grinning. Jake realized

teamwork did more than save the day—it

made even the Trickster disappear!





That night, after teeth were brushed and

pajamas pulled on, Jake and Max settled

into bed. Moonlight slid through the

window, painting shimmers on the walls.

Jake felt the badge warm against his

chest, as if it were humming a lullaby.

He was almost drifting off when a

strange whirling sound filled the room.

Suddenly, the floor beneath Max’s bed

began to swirl. Max yelped as he slipped

right through, vanishing before Jake’s

eyes!

Jake leaped up, heart thumping. Without

thinking, he gripped the glowing badge. 

In a heartbeat, the room spun around

him and—

BAM! He landed in a gigantic puzzle

maze, walls higher than his head and

paths twisting everywhere. In the

distance, he could hear Max calling,

“Jake? Where are you?”

Jake dashed into the maze, shouting

back, “I’m coming! Don’t move!”

But the maze was full of tricks: doors

that turned into slides, spinning arrows,

and rooms that changed direction with a

giggle. Jake quickly realized he could

never find his way by racing around. He

paused and took a deep breath,

imagining what Max must be

feeling—confused, maybe a little scared.

He pressed a hand over the badge.

“You’re not alone, Max! I’ll help you!”

He listened carefully. Max’s voice was

shaky now. “I’m stuck behind a wall with

funny pictures!”

Jake remembered a path with silly

paintings he had just passed. “Max, can

you see a picture of a dancing banana?”

Max sniffled. “Yeah!”

“Okay, close your eyes and try to hear

my voice. I’ll clap three times—follow the

sound!”

Jake clapped slowly, his voice steady.

Each time, Max’s reply grew closer.

Suddenly, Jake felt a buzz—like static in

his ears. His mind filled with images from

Max: the paintings, the twisty walls, the

fear. And just like that, he knew exactly

where Max was hiding.

He sprinted to the spot, turned a corner,

and there was Max, curled behind a wall,

eyes wide with hope.

“See? Told you I’d find you,” Jake said,

offering his hand.

Max grinned, grabbing on tight.

As they walked out together, the badge

shone stronger than ever. Inside Jake’s

head, he could feel Max sending a big

THANK YOU. They’d unlocked a new

superpower—a Mega Mind Link! Now, no

maze could ever keep these brothers

apart.





Morning arrived with a gentle fanfare of

sunlight and birds. As Jake stretched, he

felt the badge pulsing with excitement,

as if it already knew what lay ahead.

Max was already awake, spinning in

circles, badge-like sticker of his own

plastered to his pajamas.

A shimmering envelope appeared on

Jake's pillow. He opened it carefully. 

CONGRATULATIONS, SUPER SIBLINGS!

For your final test, you must invent a

power that’s all your own—by combining

your strengths. Only then can you

graduate from the Secret League!

Jake grinned at Max. "Ready for our big

moment?"

Max jumped on his bed. "But what’s our

superpower going to be?"

Jake thought hard. He was fast, Max was

clever. Jake liked pranks, Max liked

building things. But what did they both

do best together?

“Let’s try…

Super-Flying-Fortress-Building!” Jake

declared.

They dashed around the room, using the

Mega Mind Link to share silly ideas:

Should the fortress have jet packs? What

about a ball pit moat? Each time they

giggled or cheered one another on, their

badges blazed brighter.

With teamwork (and plenty of pillows),

they built a fort with cardboard towers

and glowing tunnels. Imaginary controls,

made-up gadgets—each feature

appeared as they willed it, powered by

their trust and laughter. It became a

stronghold unlike any before.

When they climbed in together, the room

spun with magic. Their badges merged

into one glowing shield above the fort.

Suddenly, anything they imagined inside

the fortress came to life: dragons

appeared to play with, treasure maps

twinkled on the walls, adventures spilled

out in every direction.

Max squeezed Jake's hand. "This is the

best superpower ever!"

Jake looked at his little brother, seeing

how happy he was. Every silly face, every

giggle shared made the magic whirl

brighter. 

Jake realized that making Max

smile—doing things together, turning

ordinary days into wild stories—was the

true source of their power.

The League’s voice echoed in their minds:

“You have done it! The greatest

superpower is shared joy. Use it well!”

Jake beamed. From that day on,

whenever the brothers joined forces,

even the simplest moments had the

spark of a real super adventure.





That evening, as the sky turned dusky

purple, Jake and Max curled together in

their magnificent super-fortress. The

glowing badge hovered above them,

brighter than ever before. It shimmered

and spun, filling the whole room with

golden light.

Jake thought about everything that had

happened—magic badges, bouncing

balls, tricky mazes, and all the

superpowers they had unlocked. More

than anything, though, he remembered

how good it felt to see Max smile and to

know they could tackle anything, side by

side.

Suddenly, the badge flashed and split

into two, one for each brother.

Shimmering letters circled through the

air:

YOU ARE NOW GRADUATES OF THE

SECRET LEAGUE OF SIBLING

SUPERPOWERS

YOUR MISSION: TO USE YOUR POWERS

FOR GOOD—TO PROTECT, SUPPORT, AND

CHEER EACH OTHER EVERY DAY.

Jake and Max stared in awe as their

badges settled gently onto their

pajamas, still glowing softly.

Max grinned, his whole face lighting up.

“Does this mean we’re real heroes now?”

Jake ruffled Max’s hair, a big, proud

smile spreading across his face. “Yeah, I

think it does. But the best superpower

isn’t speed or mind-reading. It’s looking

out for each other. Nothing can beat

that.”

Max gave Jake a bear hug. “You’re the

best big brother ever.”

“Right back at you, sidekick,” Jake

whispered. They both laughed, feeling

strong and safe.

Somewhere in the gentle, starry

darkness, the League clapped for their

newest heroes, certain their adventures

were only just beginning.

And from that day on, no matter what

mischief or magic life brought, Jake

always remembered: the brightest badge

in the world was the one that came from

loving and protecting his little brother.



Before You Drift Off...

If you could create your own superpower

by working with someone in your family,

what would it be and how would you use

it to help others?

Why do you think it’s important for

siblings (or friends) to work together and

support each other, even when it’s hard?

Can you think of a time when you and

someone else made a better team by

helping each other?


