
 

 



 

A Chance...  

By: Cambelle B 
Ch.1 Mission Alert 

 
Flyer and Bomb sat down on the couch, grabbed some cheetos and 

turned on the T.V.  Bomb stretched his arms, his tail was wagging like 
usual. Flyer stretched his arms and then his wings. By the way when Bomb 
was 2 and Flyer was 5, they were experimented on and tried to be made 
into an animal. They halfly succeeded, they are half animal, half human. 
Bomb is half monkey and half human. Flyer is half bird and half human. 
Anyway they found a way to escape. Years later they became 
superheroes.  

“Finally we can get some rest,” Flyer said. “Today was supposed to 
be my video game day, but no I had to do a interview with a little girl for a 
school project, so fun.” 

“Sucks for you. I got to go out with a girl and she is SO cute,” Bomb 
said dreamily.  

“Can you just shut up already? We all know you had a good day and I 
had a bad one okay,” said Flyer. 

“Sorry sorry, it’s just you always get the girl, and for once a girl likes 
me more,” Bomb said. “Can’t you be happy with me for once?” 

Flyer answered, “I am sorry you just don’t understand.” 
“I know it is totally fine,” Bomb said. “What should we watch?” 
They both sat there for like 15 minutes, looking at each other. All of 

the sudden they both jumped up and ran to their game room, grabbed a 
Xbox controller, Looked at each other and… 

“Hahaha” they were laughing hysterically because they had the exact 
same idea. 

“What game?” asked Flyer. 



 

“What's up with your face? it is all guilty looking,” Bomb said running 
for Alien Invasion. 

Once he grabbed it, he ran all the way back to the couch.  
“I don’t like that game!” yelled Flyer. 
“Well too bad,” Bomb said. “I love it, and I got the game before you 

got any games, so we are playing it.”  
“Fine, you jerk,” said Flyer. 
They were glaring at each other, while Bomb was putting the game 

in. Once they got it in, Flyer was doing great and Bomb was not having 
very much fun. Surprisingly, Flyer was the one having fun. Bomb was so 
bored. Bomb kept looking at his phone, hoping there would be a call from 
the mayor about some super villain they had to capture.  

“Can we please play something different?” Bomb asked. 
“No way, you are the one who wanted to play it in the first place,” 

Flyer said with another guilty grin on his face. 
“I will play any other game please,” Bomb begged. “Look at the clock, 

it is 1:37AM. We need to go to bed.” 
Flyer answered, “You are so right. Let’s go to bed.” 
They both ran to their rooms. 
“Haha, you still sleep with that purple fluffy teddy bear you got when 

we were kids,” Flyer said.  
Bomb answered, “Well you still haven’t painted your pink room black, 

and probably never will.” 
“Shut up!” Flyer yelled. 
“Why should I? You always make fun of me,” Bomb answered as he 

started to walk backwards to his room....  
BAM, he ran into the wall. 
“Ow, that really hurt,” Bomb said quietly.  
“Oh my gosh your head is bleeding!” Flyer said. 
Bomb opened his eyes, they were blaring with fright. His long brown 

tail started flapping with confusion. His big ears open wide. 
“Can you please repeat that, did you say my head is bleeding?” 

Bomb said nervously. 



 

“Haha,” Flyer exclaimed. “You believed it!” 
“That is not a funny joke,” Bomb said running to his room. 
The next day, they both grabbed some breakfast. 
“Why are you eating scrambled eggs with hot sauce?” Bomb asked 

disgustedly. “It’s gross.” 
Flyer looked at him weirdly, “It’s the best, and oatmeal is gross.” 
All of the sudden it went silent, Bomb started to doze off. Splash! 
“Haha you fell in your oatmeal,” Flyer laughed. 
But there was no answer, Bomb was asleep.  
“He’s asleep, sucks for him,” Flyer said to himself.  
When Flyer was done, he went to go get some money, so he could 

go to the mall with his super friends. But his wallet was not in its usual spot. 
He went up right by the now snoring Bomb and yelled, “BOMB! I can’t 

find my wallet. Did you take my wallet?”  
Bomb jolted awake, jumped out of his chair, and replied, “Huh, did I 

what?”  
“My wallet, did you take it?” Flyer asked. “I need it. Superman invited 

me to the Paris Mall, I need to go.”  
“I didn’t take it, remember you left it at the hotel in Fruita, Colorado,” 

Bomb said tiredly. 
“Oh crud, wait how do you know?” Flyer questioned. “Wait did you 

hide it?”  
“No, maybe, yes,” Bomb said as he slowly walked away. 
He tripped but caught his balance. BANG. 
“That wall needs to be removed,” Bomb said. “Why am I always the 

one to get hurt?” 
 “Because your clumsy. Why else do you think? Sucks for you,” Flyer 

chuckled. 
Flyer walked to the living room and turned on the TV. Then Bomb left 

with a mad face, but he didn’t go to his room, he went to the bathroom and 
grabbed some toothpaste. 

“Oh, toothpaste got on my shirt,” Bomb said. 



 

That gave him an idea. He grabbed two other bottles of the paste. 
Then he tiptoed to Flyers room. Opened his pillow case and put the 
toothpaste in, and smoothed it out. 

“Huh, it looks normal, good for me, bad for him,” Bomb thought 
He also cut tiny holes that were unnoticeable for a bird eye. Bomb left 

and then he hid the coffee. So that Flyer would need to take a nap. Bomb 
went to his room and played on his phone while Flyer continued watching 
TV.  

After a while Flyer yawned, “I need coffee, and I can’t find it, Bomb do 
you know where it is?” 

“Nope,” Bomb answered. “No clue.” 
Flyer answered, “I will just take a nap.” 
“Haha,” Bomb whispered. “You are going to get tooth pasted.” 
Flyer said “What? did you say something?” 
“No, nothing,” Bomb answered. 
“Okay,” Flyer said. “Good.”  
He slowly loped to his room. For some weird reason he put on his 

pajamas. He must be very tired. He pulled his covers down, got in and put 
his head on the footboard, but his feet did not quite hit the pillow. Luckly it 
didn’t because Bomb would kill him. Physically kill him, he is very serious 
about pranks.  

After a while, Bomb went to check on Flyer “WHY do you not know 
how to sleep, on a bed correctly.” 

But there was no answer, Flyer was not waking up, even if there was 
yelling. He was not waking up for a while, Bomb could tell that. Bomb 
wanted to play chess, but nobody was up. So Bomb went outside and shot 
basketball hoops. 

After an hour Bomb yelled inside, “Flyer are you up yet? I want to 
play chess. ARE YOU UP?!!”  

“Well now I am, you are a big fat jerk,” Flyer said. 
Bomb answered, “Whatever, do you want to play chess or not?”  



 

“If you were patient, and didn’t wake me up, I would have played 
chess, but now no. Deal with it, you shouldn't have woken me up,” Flyer 
answered  

“Sorry dude,” Bomb said. “Can we play some time today please? It 
would mean alot to me.” 

“Of course,” Flyer said jokingly. 
“Thanks you’re the best,” Bomb answered thankfully. 
Flyer rolled his eyes, “You are so stupid, I already said no, come on.” 
“Why are you so mean to your little bro?” Bomb asked. 
“Because,” Flyer said. “I want to, and I can.” 
They both just turned around, glared at each other and walked away. 

They both were mad at each other, like usual. Boys, you know what I 
mean?  Well, whenever Flyer is mad he goes and lays on his bed.  

“Okay have fun,” Bomb whispered. 
“What,” Flyer answered. “Did you say something?” 
Bomb chuckled “No, are you hearing things?” 
“What, no,” Flyer said as he walked away. 
Flyer was so confused. He was sure on his life he heard Bomb say 

something, he was correct. When he got to his room, he jumped up onto 
his bed, and laid down his head. His head on his pillow…  

“Bomb, did you do this?” Flyer yelled. “I really hate you.” 
Bomb did not answer. Though Flyer did hear a echoing chuckle. He 

ran all the way to Bomb’s room, even though it is just across the hall.  
“I REALLY HATE YOU,” Flyer said.  
“HaHa you have toothpaste on your face,” Bomb laughed. “I pranked 

you good.”  
Once again they were mad at each other. 
“Now my room smells like breath!” Bomb yelled at Flyer. 
Flyer answered, “I don’t care.”  
Flyer stomped off dramatically, to his room. What babies, boys can 

be. For like a long, long time they sat in their rooms, and said nothing.  



 

After a while Flyer mumbled to himself, “If we don’t get a alert or 
paying job soon, I might go crazy with Bomb’s undirected energy, and 
pranks.”  

 Several hours later Bomb peeked into Flyers room, “Hey I am going 
to hang out with my squad, of NORMAL people. They wanted me to ask 
you if you wanted to come?”  

“Okay, but I can’t buy anything,” Flyer answered. 
“They said that they are paying,” Bomb said. “I said it is nice of them. 

Are you okay with it?” 
“Sure,” Flyer said. “Let’s go.” 
“Thanks for coming… bro,” Bomb said.  
“Anytime, brother,” Flyer responded. 
They never consider each other brother, since they are both part 

different animal. So this was news to them too. At least they made up, it is 
a nice change to them. Usually they have to get a councillor. I hope they 
can do this again, well not get in fight, but if they get in one they can fix it 
very easy, like they did today. 

Their friends wanted to get tacos, but Bomb and Flyer have never 
had tacos in their life. Crazy right? Their friends MADE them try them. Flyer 
didn’t like them, but Bomb loved them. He ate about 15 tacos, and bought 
10 more to bring home. Now they are his favorite food.  

Later, when they got home, Bomb got a text,  
“Hey Bomb This is Klaire. If you remember, we hung out a couple days ago. I 

was wondering if you wanted to come over to the mini golf park  by my house, 
tomorrow at 1:30-4:30 pm.”  

“Sure. But can I come over 2:00-5:00 instead.” 
“That is fine with me Bomb. ;)” 
“K thx Klaire. See you there ;)” 
There was no more texting after that. Bomb was in a coma. It was 

1:30pm and Flyer was getting up to get his snack, he usually gets it at 
12:00, but he slept in. He looked out of the window and saw a weird black 
figure run and hide behind their bush. Flyer went to wake up Bomb but 
when he got there the door slammed on his face.  



 

“Bomb this is not a funny prank, I am actually scared. I saw a 
shadowy figure outside, please stop this,” Flyer voice shaked. 

The creak of the back door hit the ear of the bird. A scream came 
from Bomb’s room. The door opened and closed, the lights flickered, voices 
were heard and then silence, everything was normal. Bomb was sleeping, 
nothing weird. The only thing Flyer could think of was Prison Colhoun.  

Prison Colhoun was their brother until the animal experiment, 
scientists tried to turn him into a zebra, but he didn’t escape. They did more 
experiments on him, that turned him bad. You could say everyone makes 
mistakes, this one was a bad one.  

7:30am“Hey Klaire, is anyone else coming to golf, and what should I wear?” 
“Oh no, Just you and me. You can wear whatever you want, see you Bomb.” 
“By Klaire ;)” 
Bomb was in his closet all day he couldn’t find out what to wear. At 

1:55 Bomb found a plaid shirt and pants. He was ready, for some good old 
golf. 

“On my way :)” texted Bomb.  
“Okay Bomb bring a towel. =)” 
“Okay :)” 
Bomb got to the golf course, and saw Klaire in a weird golf outfit.  
“Why did you want me to bring a towel?” Bomb asked. 
“You’ll find out soon,” Klaire said. “It will be fun.” 
They played golf for a while, then Klaire accidently, hit her ball near 

the pond. On her next turn she was about to hit the ball and… 
 She pushed Bomb into the pond, but there was a catch. He pulled her in 
with him. 

“Hahahahaha,” Kalire laughed. “That wasn't my plan.” 
“Hey I have a question, do you know who Prison Colhoun is?” Bomb 

asked Klaire. 
“Of course silly, he is my partner in crime, oh shoot,” Klaire said. “I 

shouldn’t have said that.” 
She grabbed him by the neck, and drug him to her house. 
“So you caught on to our evil plan,” Prison Colhoun said. “Put him in 



 

the cellar and in his monkey seat strap him in. Prick him and start the juice, 
mahaha.”  

“Yes sir,” Klaire saluted. 
She was now holding him by the ear. She dragged him down the 

stairs and shoved him in his tube. She pricked him with a needle, and 
started the juice. The juice made him evil, if the whole thing got in him. 

“Help me!” Shrieked Bomb. 
“You fell for my trick. You’re ugly and dumb, you shouldn't have come 

to golf with me. You’re an idiot! Who likes you?” Klaire laughed. 
Meanwhile… Flyer was at home waiting for Bomb to come home, 

the next morning he was still not home, Flyer had to investigate, duh nuh 
nuh. He had always had a suspicion about Klaire, but now he knew 
something felt really wrong. He called his Brother… 

Prison Colhoun. 
“Hello brother, I have our brother, you will have to save him, if you 

ever want to see him again,” Prison Colhoun said over the phone 
Beep beep beep. The phone beeped and dropped to the floor as 

Flyer ran to get in his  Lime green and purple super suit. He was out of the 
door in 30 seconds. No time to waste. There was one problem Flyer has 
never done a mission without Bomb, but Bomb was there, just not helping. 
Flyer could do this and he knew it deep down.  

He flew all the way down to Klaire’s house. He went down the 
chimney. Then he climbed into a hot and smelly vent. The extra gross thing 
was that there was mucky water in the vent that he was climbing in. When 
he got to the end… 

“Oh crud, there is bolts on the vent. I can't get out,” Flyer thought to 
himself.  

Luckily he had his handy dandy screwdriver in his belt. His claws 
were getting stuck in the cracks of the vent. That made quite a racket.  

“Well well well, who do we have here? My dumb little brother, thinking 
he can save Bomb, no chance,” Prison Colhoun said. “I will take you in with 
your brother.”  



 

He punched and hammered at the vent until it broke, pulled Flyer out 
and shoved him in with his brother. One thing he didn’t know was when 
Bomb and, Flyer are together they are unstoppable. So when Prison 
Colhoun left they kicked at the door and punched until it broke. There they 
were, two brothers reunited again. They snuck up to Prison Colhoun’s 
office, they weren’t that sneaky. Bomb fell on his face and made a big 
crash. 

“What are you doing trying to sneak up on me like that, it never works 
like that little bro’s,” Prison Colhoun chuckled.  

“It’s two on one let’s go!” Bomb hollered.  
So the fight began. At first they were hesitant to throw any punches. 

Bomb is not the smartest of that group, he threw the first punch. In an 
instant, he got thrown to the wall. Flyer flew up above Prison Colhoun. 
Flyer can grow claws on his feet if in an emergency.  He picked Prison 
Colhoun up, took him all of the way to the roof of the house. You could tell 
the house wasn't normal because it was 5 stories tall, skinny and had. Flyer 
went over the edge, but Prison colhoun was to heavy. Flyer started to fall to 
the ground. His claws were caught in Prison Colhoun's shirt. Flyer’s shirt 
got caught on one of the spikes around the house. His suit slowly started to 
tear. Bomb came up on the roof to find two guys hanging from it.  

“How do I help you?” Bomb asked.  
“I don't know just do something, about it,” Flyer screamed.  
“Okay,” Bomb said, “I will pull you up.” 
Bomb reached down to grab them but fell. He caught hold of Prison 

Colhoun’s hoof. Now his suit was tearing even faster. 
 Klaire came out onto the roof because she heard some ruckus.  “Oh 

baby boo boo bear, how did you get stuck down there?”  
“It is all his fault,” Prison Colhoun said.  
“I shall pull you up then,” Klaire said. “But how do I do it without 

falling?”  
Prison Colhoun responded, “All I know is don’t take Bomb’s word for 

it.”  
“Okay I won’t,” Klaire agreed. 



 

“I have a plan, but it will save all three of us not just Prison Colhoun,” 
Flyer said. 

“Ok whatever it takes to save my boo boo bear,” Klaire said. 
“I will grab two spikes with my hands, then Bomb can swing up. You 

can grab his feet,” Flyer said. 
“Then what,” Klaire said. “How will I save you?” 
Flyer answered, “Then you can pull him up. We will all slowly get 

back up on the roof.”  
“I love your plan, Flyer is very smart,” Klaire said. “Let’s do it.” 
So Bomb swung, but Flyer’s suit ripped and they plummeted toward 

the ground. Flyer caught them again and flapped his wings as hard as 
possible. Prison Colhoun hit his head on the ground, but he was still alive. 

In a dazed look, Prison Colhoun said, “Hey bro, I don’t want to be a 
villain anymore. Can we be the three supers, not the two.”  

“Of course brother. But are you serious?” They said at the same time. 
“I feel that I just got some sense literally knocked into me. I love you 

bros, and yes I am serious,” Prison Colhoun said. 
“Well then we have to come up with a superhero name for you,” 

Bomb said. “Not a villain name.” 
“Ok,” Prison Colhoun said.  
Flyer responded, “How about Dr.Stripes.” 
“No,” Bomb responded. “That sounds like a villain.” 
“Ok, I will say multiple you pick. Herowick Stripes, Prison Guard, 

Lovable Strips, Stripes of the Day?” Flyer questioned. 
“Herowick Stripes makes you sound cocky, Loveable Stripes is just 

weird, and Stripes of the day is not a name,” Bomb responded. “But I do 
like Prison Guard. How about you Prison Colhoun?” 

Prison Colhoun said, “I do like that. Call me Prison Guard from now 
on.”  

“Great,” Bomb and Flyer said at the same time.  
Just at that time, the front door burst open. Klaire threw herself at 

Prison Guard. “Are you okay?” 



 

Prison Guard rubbed his head and said, “I feel more like a normal 
person. I don’t want to be a super villain any more.” 

“What?! How dare you! You’re leaving me like this after all I did for 
you?” 

Prison Guard looked at the ground and murmured, “Well, I’m tired of 
doing mean things.” 

She stormed back into the house, “WELL FINE, JUST BE THAT 
WAY! Thanks for ruining everything Bomb and Flyer!” 

The door slammed shut.  
 
 
They left and went to town to tell the about the new Super friend. 

When they got to town, people started to scream and hide. It took hours to 
get the people to believe, Prison Guard (Prison Colhoun) was no longer 
evil. They went to the mayor’s office. 

Flyer said to the mayor, “Look he is now on our team, a new good 
guy. Now do we get the $50,000 reward right?” 

“That would be fine if you hadn’t ruined part of the Eiffel Tower. It will 
take that much just to fix it,” replied the mayor. 

“What no reward? how unfair,” grumbled Bomb. 
“Look at the good news, there are no more supervillains to catch and 

the citizens are safe,” said the mayor.  
“Wait how are we going to make money?” Flyer realized. 
“You are smart come up with something,” the mayor laughed. “How 

about a trash collector or construction worker to fix your messes?”  
Bomb, Flyer, and Prison Guard left without saying anything.  
 
“How cruel is your mayor?” asked Prison Guard.  
“Pretty cruel,” responded Flyer.  
 
  
  
 



 

 
Ch.2 Unfamiliar Bed 

They went home, and they ate hamburgers, french fries and cream 
soda floats. Then they were all in their beds, Prison Guard was in the 
newer used guest bed.  

“We will turn that into your new bed. If you would like?” Bomb said. 
“I..I,” Prison Guard snickered. “I would love that, you guys are so kind 

to me.” 
In Prison Guard’s dream, he thought of getting revenge on his 

brothers, but he decided to wait. Maybe it wasn’t that bad to be good. 
Maybe I’ll still do revenge don’t know, he told Klaire, in his dream.  

In Bomb’s dream, he was running in a prairie with butterflies, 
ladybugs, bunnies, and unicorns. When all of a sudden, a huge moss 
monster came out of the crystal clear lake. He pulled out an adorable, 
lovable beagle dog. Instantly the moss monster turned into a puppy. The 
beagle and moss monster puppy, were in love. <3 eyes, filled the air.  

In Flyer’s dream, he was sitting in a lake of gummy bears. Then a 
hotdog came and started to eat them. Flyer yelled FOOOOOOOD!!! He ate 
the hotdog, then he jumped off of a diving board into the gummy bears. 
Then he ate them all, but he left the yellow ones for his dog. (which he 
doesn't have). He wishes it was a black lab named Bella.  

They were all restless that night, even know they had amazing 
dreams.  

  
The next morning at breakfast, Flyer said, “If we hope to make any 

money being superheroes, we need to find a new town to defend.” 
“I don’t want to move or get some stinkin’ boring job,” whined Bomb. 

“I know, we can disguise ourselves as new supervillains.”  
“But I just turned good. You have to be kidding me,” said Prison 

Guard. “I want to know how it feels to do the right thing for once.” 
“We could be the villains and you Prison Guard could be the hero,” 

said Bomb. “It’s perfect.” 



 

“STOP! I mean please stop. We are not turning to villains. Our job is 
to protect,” interrupted Flyer. 

Purple smoke filled the room, and a short strange looking man with 
tiny ears and eyes and an enormous nose appeared. “Funny you say that, 
we need a protector for the land of Fortune. Come with me, I have an idea. 
You can earn lots of gold coins and jewelry.” 

“How far away is the land of Fortune?” asked Flyer. 
“If you want I could take you there in a split second,” The strange 

man said.  
“Well, I don’t know. There's so much stuff we love to hear about it.” 

Flyer responded. 
“Did you hear that? Gold and jewelry, I think I will go no matter what,” 

Prison Guard said.  
Bomb yelled, “I’m in!” 
“Well that does sound nice,” Flyer said. “But I don’t know if I want to 

leave here…. I guess so.” 
The strange man hit his stick on the ground and poof, they were 

going light speed through what appeared to be a rainbow twisty straw. 
When they plop out on the ground, they were in a strange land that 
everything in it was very valuable like diamonds, gold, and crystals. 

 
TO BE CONTINUED...  

  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 
  

 
  
  
  
 
  
   
  


