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  CHANCE FORTUNE OUT OF TIME


  The most painful state of being is remembering the future…


  - Kierkegaard


  You must be the change you want to see in this world.


  - Mahatma Gandhi


  To die will be an awfully big adventure.


  - James M. Barrie, Peter Pan


  PREVIOUSLY IN THE ADVENTURES OF CHANCE FORTUNE…


  In CHANCE FORTUNE AND THE OUTLAWS, the first volume in the Adventures of Chance Fortune series, Josh Blevins, a normal boy existing in a world of superhumans, adopts the false identity of CHANCE FORTUNE, an alleged superhuman with the power of unnaturally good luck. Josh, aka Chance, is forced to keep the secret of his normalcy from friends and enemies alike in order to attend the prestigious BURLINGTON ACADEMY FOR THE SUPERHUMAN. With the help of his friends and teammates, THE OUTLAWS, Chance is able to defeat the smug, demigod-level superhuman known as SUPERION, and win the academy’s battle-team championship.


  With the second volume in the series, CHANCE FORTUNE IN THE SHADOW ZONE, Chance and the Outlaws’ story continues when they are teleported to the supervillain penal dimension known as the SHADOW ZONE.


  Upon arrival, the Outlaws discover they’ve swapped superpowers with one another (with the exception of Chance, who still has no true superpowers) as a result of a teleporter malfunction. Before the Outlaws may adjust to their new circumstances, they are set upon by the MORLOCKS, one of the many gangs comprised from the offspring of the exiled supervillains.


  Their battle is broken up by the arrival of the SHADOWMEN, superhumans who are under the control of MORDRED THE SHADOW PRINCE, a godlike teenager who rules the Shadow Zone with an iron fist. The Shadowmen kidnap PSY-CHICK, Chance’s pseudo-girlfriend, along with his other teammates, PRIVATE JUSTICE, GOTHIKA, and IRON MAIDEN.


  Chance and his remaining teammates, SHOCKER and SPACE CADET, escape with the help of the Morlocks—enemies now turned allies. During their escape, Chance is infected by the SHADOW-BITE, a sentient poison from the Shadowmen that slowly begins working its way through him, trying to take over his mind and body.


  In the interim, Mordred takes a special interest in Psy-chick, and so treats her more like a guest than a prisoner. Mordred informs Psy-chick that, with the onset of a lunar eclipse to occur within a few days’ time, he will use her psychic powers to crack open the dimensional barrier imprisoning him within the Shadow Zone.


  But Psy-chick discovers Mordred’s Achilles’ heel—the great, beating black heart within the Shadow Prince’s tower that maintains both the fortress and its master. Psy-chick befriends TOMMIE THE DRAGON—one of the exotic animals Mordred has shown her in hopes to win her cooperation—to use him as a living weapon to destroy Mordred’s heart.


  Meanwhile, the Shadow-bite consumes Chance, giving him superpowers. He leaves his friends to confront Mordred, but ultimately loses the battle. With Chance locked away, Mordred tries to use Psy-chick’s powers to open a dimensional doorway. Mordred quickly discovers Psy-chick now lacks her psychic abilities (due to the earlier teleporter malfunction) and so is useless to him.


  At this time, Shocker unites the Morlocks with the other Shadow Zone gangs and assaults Mordred’s tower. Shocker and Chance (the latter now free of the Shadow-bite’s influence and powers) reunite with the other Outlaws during the attack, and go up against Mordred. Mordred realizes Shocker now possess Psy-chick’s powers, and so uses him to open the dimensional doorway. Shocker perishes from the strain of the process. Before Mordred may escape the Shadow Zone, Psy-chick has Tommie the dragon destroy the Shadow Prince’s giant black heart, thus ending both Mordred and his tower.


  Their respective superpowers once again intact (save for Chance, who has no true superpowers), Chance and his fellow Outlaws grieve for Shocker and then use the dimensional doorway to escape the Shadow Zone.


  So begins CHANCE FORTUNE OUT OF TIME…
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  Chance Fortune exited the Shadow Zone through an interdimensional wormhole and joined his superhuman teammates, the Outlaws, on the campus of Burlington Academy for the Superhuman. The superhero-in-training stretched his fifteen-year-old body and then readjusted his sleek black outfit and Zorro-style mask. It seemed to Chance as though it had been forever since he and his teenage friends had been stolen away from Burlington’s hallowed halls. Chance was more right than he ever could have dreamed.


  The Outlaw known as Private Justice raised his red and blue spandex-clad arms into the air, using his powers of elasticity to stretch them far beyond their normal length.


  “We’re home!” His voice echoed throughout the Courtyard of Heroes, bouncing off the masks and chest emblems chiseled into the marble statues of Burlington graduates decorating the lawn. Other than the Outlaws, the Courtyard was void of students or faculty.


  “Where is everyone?” Space Cadet scratched his bulky white helmet. The Outlaw technomancer’s purple Lycra super-suit hung loosely on his body. While still far from skinny, the intense physical battles he’d participated in while in the Shadow Zone had melted away much of his former bulk.


  “When we left,” Psy-chick said, “everyone was teleporting home for semester break. Maybe they’re still there?” Psy-chick was dressed in shiny, form-fitting black. Ever since taking on Shocker’s electricity-based powers, the Outlaw’s eyes had steadily gained a faint, pulsing glow. Chance approved of his teammate’s new internal shine. Not only did the effect add to Psy-chick’s already striking beauty, but it was as though a piece of their fallen friend still lived on inside her.


  Chance exhaled, his body deflating in grief. He still blamed himself for Shocker’s death.


  If only I hadn’t rushed off halfcocked to face the Shadow Prince. Everything would’ve turned out differently. Shocker would still be here, making the guys laugh and the girls blush.


  Of course, Chance’s teammates had assured him his initial strike upon the Shadow Zone’s demon prince had had nothing to do with Shocker’s death. At the time, Chance had been infected by the shadow-bite, a sentient poison born of the Shadow Prince himself. It had affected his mind and body, giving him powers beyond belief, but at the same time clouding his judgment. He couldn’t be held responsible for his actions while under the shadow-bite’s sway.


  Yeah, but is a drunk driver any less guilty of vehicular homicide because he was under the influence of alcohol? It was my arrogance that allowed the shadow-bite to gain a hold over me in the first place.


  Chance shook his head.


  I don’t know. Maybe if I was superhuman like the rest of the Outlaws, I would’ve known how to handle all those powers. Maybe I wouldn’t have been overwhelmed. Maybe this. Maybe that. But maybes won’t bring Shocker back.


  Chance looked at his teammates, wishing he could confide in them about his dilemma in its entirety. But exposing his normalcy was not a luxury he could afford. At best, it would mean his expulsion from Burlington Academy and an immediate end to his dream of becoming a superhero. At worst, it would mean abandonment and ridicule from his teammates, people he had come to love more than anything in the world.


  Chance sighed. “Come on. Let’s see if there’s anyone here who can schedule us a tube-train home. I don’t know about you guys, but I don’t think I want to do any teleporting for a long time.”


  “Holler that,” Gothika said. “Even the thought of transporting magically makes me want to hurl.”


  Ever the fashionista, Gothika had once again used her witching ways to magically transform her appearance. Her dark hair was now highlighted with streaks of crimson. Her black clothes were adorned with patterns of cracked white skulls and broken red hearts that would’ve made any emo-skater-punk slouch their shoulders and act disinterested with jealousy.


  The Outlaws left the courtyard and entered the section of campus where the boys’ dormitories where stationed. The young heroes gasped in shock when they saw many of the high-rises lying broken on their sides, half of them little more than piles of rubble.


  “What’s happened here?” Iron Maiden asked, wide-eyed with shock. Shortly before leaving the Shadow Zone, the Outlaw demigoddess had cut off her luxurious auburn braid and laid it at the foot of the Obelisk erected in memorial of Shocker. The gesture was not only a sign of her grieving, but a gift in return for Shocker’s black leather jacket. Iron Maiden now wore it like a security blanket over her armor-plated leotard. She and Shocker had shared a special—if often strained—connection. Of all the Outlaws, his death had been hardest on her.


  “Let’s try for the Administration Building,” Chance said. “Alpha-man and the other Burlington Board members can explain all this when we get there.”


  The Outlaws jogged to the area where the Administration Building once stood only to find more destruction. The ground where Burlington’s most prestigious building had resided was now nothing more than a blackened crater. The thirty-foot statue of Lord Burlington, the school’s founder, lay on its side along the crater’s edge, the only reminder that the headquarters for the Brotherhood of Heroes, Burlington Academy’s governing board, had ever existed.


  Chance walked up to the fallen statue.


  “I…I don’t understand…”


  Suddenly, the smell of ozone filled the air, and the Outlaws found themselves surrounded by helmeted soldiers dressed in black Kevlar. They pointed futuristic rifles at the Outlaws.


  “More are decloaking, Chance,” Space Cadet yelled.


  The Outlaws looked on in amazement as large black tanks and other military vehicles appeared out of shimmering air to reinforce the soldiers’ ranks.


  “You are trespassing in a restricted area,” an amplified voice boomed at them through one of the soldier’s helmets. “Surrender now or we will be forced to incapacitate you by any means necessary.”


  “You picked the wrong day, gentlemen—!” Iron Maiden began.


  “No, Maiden,” Chance said. “These are DSAgents—human soldiers from the Department of Superhuman Affairs. We better do what they say until we can get all this sorted out.”


  “He’s right,” Private Justice said. “My father is DSA. Trust me. You don’t want to cross them.”


  Chance raised his hands in surrender and stepped forward. “We give up. Please, don’t shoot.”


  The soldier that had spoken stepped forward and lowered his rifle. He took off his helmet. Chance gazed at the DSAgent. It was like looking in a mirror.


  “Josh?” the young DSAgent asked.


  “Jacob?” Chance replied, dumbstruck.


  “Do you know him, Chance?” Psy-chick asked. “He favors you. Who is he?”


  Chance gulped. “He’s my brother.”
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  Chance Fortune jerked off his mask and stared at his brother in wide-eyed astonishment. He and Jacob ran toward one another, embracing as they collided. The action made the other Outlaws and DSAgents uneasy. Both sides tensed, readying to blast or pounce should the balance of this volatile situation tip one way or the other.


  The brothers moved to hold each other at arm’s length.


  “Josh,” Jacob said, calling Chance by his real name—his human name. “I don’t believe it! After all this time!”


  “Look at you,” Chance said. “My little brother’s older than I am.”


  Jacob grinned. “And taller.”


  “Ha! Only by an inch. And probably older only by a year or—“


  “I’m eighteen.”


  “Eighteen? How’s that possible? We were only gone a week.”


  “Josh,” Jacob said, hesitant, “the last time we heard from you was thirteen years ago.”


  “Thirteen years—?” Gothika gasped from behind them.


  Chance rocked back as though he’d been dealt a blow.


  Jacob shook his head. “We thought you were dead.”


  One of the watching DSAgent’s shadowed visors rose into her helmet, revealing her face. “Lieutenant, why have you broken ranks? Do you know this boy? Explain. On the double.”


  “Yes, M’am,” Jacob said. “Sorry, M’am. It’s OK, Captain Renard. Josh is my brother. He’s a normal, like us.”


  “A normal?” Psy-chick said. “But that’s impossible. You’re a Burlington student, same as us, Chance—?”


  Iron Maiden folded her well-toned arms. “You never mentioned you had a brother.”


  Space Cadet stepped forward. “And why is he calling you Josh, Chance?”


  “Who are they?” Jacob asked.


  Chance looked from his brother to his teammates, words escaping him. In a span of mere hours he’d lost his best friend, gained a brother, misplaced thirteen years, and had his superhuman teammates inadvertently tipped off to his normalcy. The barrage of questions in this context was just too much to deal with at once.


  “They…They’re my teammates.” Chance stuttered, finding his voice at last.


  “Teammates?”


  “From Burlington Academy.” Chance gestured to the crater and surrounding rubble. “From here.”


  “Do-gooders!” Captain Renard barked. Her visor slammed closed, locking into her helmet’s chin bar to once again conceal her face. She disengaged her pulse-rifle’s safety switch, and the other DSAgents followed suit.


  “No, wait,” Chance yelled. “We’re not a threat. We’re the good guys. Burlington works with the DSA.”


  “Not anymore.” Jacob put on his helmet and stepped back from his brother. “I’m sorry, Josh.” His visor closed as he raised his rifle.


  “Jacob—?” Chance’s voice was a disbelieving squeak.


  “This is a non-superhuman zone. Zero tolerance. You’re either with us, or against us. Time to decide.”


  Chance looked from his brother to his teammates and back, frantic and clueless about what to do. Before he could act, any choice he had was taken away.


  “Agents, fire,” Captain Renard roared. The DSAgents rifles ignited, and dozens of green laser blasts rocketed toward Chance at light speed.


  But Iron Maiden was faster.


  Chance felt a rush of wind, and then the six-foot-tall demigoddess was in front of him, shielding him from the rays of jade light with her near-invincible body.


  “Thanks, Maiden,” Chance said. “You saved my bacon.”


  Iron Maiden moved rapidly, blocking lasers with her forearms. “No need to thank me. After what we went through in the Shadow Zone, I’m dying to punch someone’s lights out.”


  “Outlaws, to me,” Chance shouted over the zap of laser-fire.


  “Way ahead of you, Captain.” Private Justice stretched into the air, his torso spiraling to circumvent laser blasts. His body crested and then drew in upon itself to form a giant blue and red ball. In this shape, Justice crashed down among the DSAgents, scattering them like human bowling pins.


  Gothika sprinted by Chance, chanting a spell at the top of her lungs. The guns of the DSAgents stopped firing lasers and began dripping maggots. The soldiers threw their weapons to the ground in disgust.


  Without breaking stride, Gothika’s body began to ripple and change. Striped, orange fur sprouted down the length of her body, and the next thing Chance knew, the Outlaw witch was charging ahead in the guise of a roaring Bengal tiger. The soldiers ran in stark terror, screaming as loud as their voices would allow.


  Chance smelled the tart aroma of ozone once again and swallowed hard, knowing he was about to see still more soldiers materialize out of the air. He sighed in relief when he realized the odor was from Psy-chick’s multiple blasts of electricity. Arcs of lightning leaped from her hands like sizzling serpents to strike Agent after Agent.


  “Way to go, Psy-chick,” He yelled across the battlefield. He was taken aback when she responded by glaring at him.


  I hope that look doesn’t mean what I think it—


  Iron Maiden gasped as she was knocked backward out of Chance’s view. He whirled to see her lying on the ground, her eyes wide, some sort of metallic collar fastened around her neck.


  “Not again!” Iron Maiden bawled as she struggled to free the collar from her throat. Surprisingly, she was powerless to move it.


  Chance turned and ducked just in time to miss the barrage of green lasers that had been streaking toward him.


  “Misfire, please.” SC made the request in the same manner one asks to be passed a roll at the dinner table.


  Chance grinned as the DSAgents’ weapons obliged SC just as readily as any dinner guest. In an instant, the cacophony of laserfire was replaced by the metallic clicking of triggers. The DSAgents examined their rifles, utterly perplexed at their refusal to fire.


  “They’ve got a technomancer,” the DSA Captain roared. “Negate. On the double.”


  Chance rose and made to give Space Cadet a high five. “Way to go S—”


  At that instant, a metal collar exactly like the one fastened around Iron Maiden’s neck zoomed through the air and clamped itself around SC’s throat. Space Cadet’s eyes momentarily lost focus, and his head rocked back under the impact.


  “Are you all right, SC?” Chance asked as he steadied his friend.


  Space Cadet looked up at Chance in horror. “It’s gone again, Chance. The machines…the computer chips in the Agents’ weapons and armor…I can’t hear them anymore.”


  Oh no, Chance thought. It’s the collars. They must inhibit superpowers.


  Chance tackled SC to the ground as a new barrage of laserfire erupted from the DSAgents’ weapons.


  Chance rolled in time to see two more flying collars seize Gothika and Private Justice. His gaze retraced their trajectory to two DSAgents managing what looked like a futuristic bazooka. One agent squatted on a knee holding the apparatus while the other slapped a collapsed collar into the rear end of the tube.


  His job done, the latter Agent stepped back and yelled. “Back blast area clear.”


  The collar rocketed out of the tube’s front end, now open so that it formed a gaping C-shape that looked like a ravenous mouth. Chance realized the collar was making a beeline straight for Psy-chick’s delicate, bronze throat.


  “No,” Chance yelled. He yanked a Chancearang from his utility belt and slung it at the speeding collar. Chance was so certain of hitting his target that he threw up his hands in victory. But as the projectiles were about to collide, the collar banked and rolled out of the Chancearang’s path.


  Oh no, Chance thought. The collars must be equipped with smart technology.


  Psy-chick blasted away at the collar, but the contraption looped and bobbed in the air, dodging her attacks until at last it reached her and clamped around her neck. The effect was instantaneous.


  “My electricity,” Psy-chick yelled as the glow disappeared from her eyes, “It’s gone.”


  “Outlaws,” Chance called, “Retrea—”


  The wind left Chance’s lungs as Jacob tackled him to the ground. They landed with Jacob on top, his legs pinning Chance’s arms to the earth.


  “Jacob?” Chance asked. “What are you doing?”


  “My duty. I’m sorry, Josh.”


  Jacob’s gloved fist grew large within Chance’s field of vision, and then darkness overtook him.
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  Chance Fortune awoke but did not open his eyes. His mentor, the elderly ex-adventurer known as Captain Fearless, had taught him the best way to acquire information on an adversary was through stealthy recon. (If they don’t know you’re looking, lad, they’ll be more apt to let you see it.) He pretended to still be unconscious and allowed his other senses to take in his immediate surroundings.


  The first thing he noticed, much to Chance’s chagrin, was that his wrists were cuffed in front of him by a pair of hi-tech shackles. He gave a mental curse and then continued letting his body take in information about his situation.


  He was bouncing along in a vehicle, sandwiched between Gothika and Private Justice he realized as their bodies jostled against his. A metallic smell hung in the air. It could be the negation collars, the cuffs, the vehicle, or guns—the latter of which would mean guards. He was about to risk a peek to find out when Psy-chick spoke his name.


  “We know you’re awake, Josh. We’re alone in here. No need to keep up the pretense.”


  Flarn. It was easy to glean from Psy-chick’s tone that she was not happy with him. Chance sighed, opened his eyes, and raised his head.


  He and the Outlaws sat on angular benches across from one another in the passenger hold of a large, black military vehicle—one used for transporting prisoners. Like him, the Outlaws were cuffed. Unlike him, they all wore negation collars around their necks.


  Psy-chick gazed at Chance, disgust in her eyes. “I should’ve known. The Shadow Prince said I was the only one not to be assimilated by Legion. It didn’t make sense to me at the time. The creature failed to possess either of us. I thought he was just confused. But that wasn’t it at all, was it, Chance?”


  “I was going to tell you, Psy-chick,” Chance said. His jaw ached from Jacob’s punch as it formed his words. “I tried to in Shadow Tower, but—”


  “But what?” Psy-chick snapped.


  Chance shrugged and hung his head. “But I just couldn’t.”


  “Oh yeah? Well, who could you tell? That little blue-skinned girlfriend of yours? The one who felt compelled to examine your tonsils with her tongue before we left the Shadow Zone? Is that who you could tell, Chance? Josh? Or whatever your name is?”


  “Please,” Space Cadet pleaded. “You guys, stop fighting. I’m sure there’s been a misunderstanding. Right, Chance?”


  “Oh, ho!” Psy-chick said. “You don’t know the half of it, SC. Our fearless leader has had us misunderstanding him from day one.”


  “What are you talking about, Psy-chick?” Private Justice asked. “Why are you so mad at—?”


  “Don’t you get it, flat-top?” Gothika asked. “He’s human. That’s why they didn’t bother to put him in a collar like the rest of us. It would’ve been wasted on him.”


  “Human?” Iron Maiden gasped.


  All eyes fixed on Chance’s bare neck.


  “That’s not possible,” Space Cadet said. “How could Chance have ever gotten into Burlington? They don’t allow normals.”


  “By lying to them,” Psy-chick said through gritted teeth. “The same way he’s been lying to us all this time.”


  Space Cadet turned his head toward Chance as much as his negation collar would allow. “It’s not true, is it, Chance? I mean, Psy-chick’s wrong, isn’t she?”


  “No way,” Iron Maiden said. “Chance would never have led us into all those battles without having supernaturally good luck to back our play. Anything to the contrary would have put us all at too high a risk. Right, Chance?”


  Chance hung his head in silence. It was all the answer the Outlaws needed.


  “Only human,” Private Justice spat. “Unbelievable.”


  Iron Maiden shook her head in disbelief. “How could I have ever turned leadership over to you?”


  “Uh, guys,” SC said, “human or not, you have to admit Chance has done a pretty flarn good job as our captain.”


  Iron Maiden whirled on Space Cadet. “What about Shocker? What kind of job do you think he’d say Chance has done?”


  “Oh, don’t even go there,” Space Cadet said. Everyone, including Chance, was surprised at the technomancer’s uncharacteristic boldness. “Chance may just be human, but his normalcy had nothing to do with Shocker’s death.”


  “No,” Psy-chick interjected. “It didn’t.” She frowned at Chance. “I’m as upset with Chance as the rest of you. Hurl, more so. But what happened to Shocker wasn’t Chance’s fault.”


  “Yes it was.”


  Psy-chick and the others snapped their heads in Chance’s direction. “What did you say?”


  Chance raised his head. “I said, ‘Yes it was.’ Viz warned me what would happen if I went to face the Shadow Prince alone, drunk on the shadow-bite’s power. But I wouldn’t listen.”


  “We,” SC stammered, “we’ve been over this, Chance. You weren’t yourself.”


  “Maybe. But I was your captain—I was Shocker’s captain. And I failed him. I’ve failed you all.”


  At that moment, their transport vehicle jerked to a halt. Almost immediately, the double doors at the vehicle’s end burst open to reveal a squad of armed DSAgents ready and waiting for them in the sun’s glaring light.


  “Convicts,” the foremost Agent said, “exit the vehicle.”


  When no one moved, the Agent placed a hand on Gothika’s bicep. She immediately shook him off. “All right. All right. Keep your breastplate on. We’re coming.”


  The Outlaws filed out of the vehicle, a Humvee-like contraption with tank-treads instead of tires, and surveyed their surroundings.


  They stood near the base of the giant cubed structure that had once served as Kirby Coliseum. Their former team combat training center been modified to such a degree it was almost unrecognizable to Chance. Guard towers now stood at the cubed structure’s four corners, and a massive wall of steel topped with laser-wire now circumvented its base. Chance and his fellow Outlaws were trapped inside the prison yard along with hordes of DSAgents clad in suits of black Kevlar. Several of the agents were operating immense exoskeletal suits that lumbered around the prison yard on robotic lupine appendages.


  DSA mechs, Chance thought.


  Chance had played with toy replicas of older models as a child. Back then, he had thought the mechs were cool. But under the present circumstances, they only added to his apprehension.


  “Move it along, do-gooder.” Chance felt an armored hand shove his back, and he stumbled toward the steel wall’s open gate.


  Having little choice but to obey, Chance strode forward, the remaining Outlaws trailing behind him.


  Shocker dead, Burlington under siege, my brother my enemy, and my friends turned against me. How could things get any worse?


  It wasn’t long before Chance found out.
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  The DSAgents marched Chance Fortune and the Outlaws through Kirby Coliseum’s permeable surface and entered a long, dark hallway.


  One of the Agents who’d been herding them along turned and raised his hand, halting them.


  “Face front,” a voice from hidden speakers commanded.


  They did so and the beams of wall-mounted laser-scanners washed over them.


  “Convict number one,” the speaker-voice commanded.


  A guard stepped forward and patted Chance down. He removed the Outlaw’s boots, single glove, grappling gun, and utility belt. Chance’s heart sank as every piece of equipment hidden in his uniform was dumped out onto the floor. They even took the lucky marble a much younger Jacob had given him when he had first left the states to go to Burlington.


  So much for picking any locks, Chance thought as the guard shoved the Outlaw’s emptied boots and glove back into his arms. Chance had to move quickly to keep them from spilling out of his cuffed hands.


  “Face right.”


  Everyone but Space Cadet turned right.


  “Your right or my—?”


  The guard snatched SC by the scruff of his neck and spun him so that he faced right. The laser-scanners ignited once again, their light inspecting the Outlaws from head to toe.


  “They’re clean,” the speaker-voice said.


  The guards marched the Outlaws out of the hallway into a series of branching metal corridors that looked akin to what one would find aboard the space station of an advanced alien race. The Agents handling Psy-chick and the others directed them to the far right. Chance followed only to be tugged backward by his own guard.


  “Not you, do-gooder. Your brother told us how dangerous you are, collared or not. No way are we putting you in general population.” The Agent gestured to a corridor on the far left with his rifle. “That way. March.”


  The guard escorted Chance to a door stationed halfway down the corridor. The guard pressed his palm to a control panel on the door’s frame. The door slid open with a pneumatic hiss to reveal Jacob inside, sitting at a table, his arms crossed over his chest.


  “I’ll take it from here, Corporal,” Jacob said. “Wait outside until I call for you.”


  The guard saluted and then stood aside so that Chance could enter the room. Chance reluctantly did so, the door sliding closed of its own accord behind him.


  Chance hopped on one foot, struggling to slide his boots back on. The shackles fastening his arms made it awkward.


  “I’m gone thirteen years and you welcome me back by punching my lights out?”


  “Thirteen years is quite the temporal anomaly,” Jacob said. “The science division is acting like they’ve just won the geek lottery. They had Agents on recon in your wormhole before we even made it back to base. But anyway—” Jacob gestured to the chair on the desk’s other side, “why don’t you have a seat, Josh?”


  “Didn’t you hear me? I mean what the hurl, Jacob? I’m your brother.”


  “Josh, I think you better have a seat.”


  Using his teeth, Chance pulled his one remaining glove back over his left hand. Its twin had been shredded in the process of ridding him of the shadow-bite. “Mom would tan your hide if she knew.”


  “Mom’s gone, Josh.”


  “Just because you’re a little taller and technically a little older now…what?”


  “She’s gone, Josh. The Captain, too. They’re in a better place.”


  “A better place?” The anger drained from Chance. “You mean like Hawaii?”


  Jacob looked Chance dead in the eye and slowly shook his head.


  Chance fell into the chair across from Jacob.


  Mom and Captain Fearless, dead? I can’t believe it. Shocker was bad, but this—I just can’t take it.


  Chance lowered his head into his hands and cried. He cried for his mom, for Captain Fearless, for the years he had lost with them, for not being there when they had needed him most. Everywhere he went, the people he loved died. He had wanted to be a hero, but he couldn’t seem to save anyone.


  After quite some time, Chance gained a semblance of control over himself. He raised his head and looked at his brother, who had been sitting there in silence, patient and cool the entire time.


  Oh, Jakey, it must have been so hard for you all alone. Your tears fell without anyone being there to notice, and now they’re all dried up. I’ve failed you too, little brother.


  Chance shook his head, knowing, as usual, he was too little too late. He cleared his throat and wiped his eyes. “How did they…I mean…?”


  Jacob sighed. “The assault that started the Do-gooder War wasn’t like anything anyone expected. “


  “Do-gooder War?” Chance wiped his eyes. “What are you talking—?”


  “Initially, there were no armies of invading superhumans—no giant, rampaging robots leveling major human cities.


  “In fact, the first strike on human soil wasn’t a seemingly relevant target at all—at least not in the military sense. It was just a small, backwater town in the southeastern United States.”


  “Littleton—?” It was more of a gasp than a word. “Our home town?”


  Jacob nodded.


  Tears began to leak from Chance’s eyes once again. “What happened?”


  “It was a suicide run. A Brotherhood jet with a nuclear payload dive-bombed downtown. The resulting explosion wiped Littleton off the map.”


  Mom…the Captain…all those people. Gone in an instant.


  Chance was dumbstruck. “But why? The superhumans were our protectors—our heroes.”


  “In the years after you vanished, things changed between us and the Do-gooders.


  “No. That’s not right,” Jacob corrected, “What actually happened was that things we humans had long suspected at last began to prove true.”


  “What do you mean?” Chance wiped the tears from his cheeks using his shoulders. “What could have happened that was so bad?”


  “For starters, all the rogues started popping up.”


  “Rogues?”


  “Not villains exactly, but non-sanctioned do-gooders with no respect for DSA authority. They claimed to be heroes—or at least antiheroes—but felt no need to bother with any formal training from Burlington or elsewhere. Or at least, that’s what the Brotherhood of Heroes told the DSA. But like everything else, that soon proved a lie.“


  “The Brotherhood lie? Alpha-man would never lie.”


  “Maybe not. But the alien masquerading as him had us all going for years.”


  “Alien? Masquerade? You’ve lost me, Jacob.”


  “Many claim the MI3 was the true impetus for the Do-gooder War.”


  “MI3?”


  “Martian Invasion Three, often called the third great Martian invasion.”


  “Martians? But I thought—?”


  “That they’d been wiped out during WWII? So did the rest of us. But the truth was, just like in Europe after the eighteen-hundreds, they’d merely gone underground. Both on Mars and on Earth.


  “Disguised, working in secret splinter cells, they were able to infiltrate every level of our civilization. Heroes, villains, presidents, kings—no one could be trusted. Not us, and especially not the superhumans.”


  Jacob leaned forward, frowning as he scratched the back of his head.


  “Anyway, MI3 is why the Brotherhood instituted global martial law—and also why the DSA readily agreed to it, even helping to police the globe and fight the Martians.


  “By the time it was all over, half the superhero teams on Earth were found to have been harboring Martians. Even


  

  

  
OEBPS/Images/image2.jpg





OEBPS/Images/CoverDesign.jpg
The Adventures of
Chance Fortuane





OEBPS/Images/image0.jpg





OEBPS/Images/image1.jpg





