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​Chapter 1 – Welvin’s New Hero
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The gulls screeched overhead, circling the Welvin pier like drunks looking for dropped change. Frank Peniston and Ronald Whitaker walked side by side, the boards creaking under their boots.

Ronald broke the silence with a squint, like he’d been holding the thought in since dawn.

“Frank... you’ve seen Bill & Ted’s Bogus Journey, right?”

Frank stopped dead in his tracks, one hand dramatically gripping the pier railing.

“Seen it? Ronald... you know good and goddamn well Bogus Journey is a top-five all timer for me. Arguably top three.”

Ronald nodded solemnly, as though Frank had just confirmed a family lineage.

“Okay, so yeah, you know what I’m talking about then. All that heaven and hell and afterlife stuff... you think it’s real?”

Frank stroked his mustache, his gaze drifting over the gray Atlantic horizon like a philosopher of saltwater and cheap fried clams.

“George Carlin never struck me as the lying type, Ronald. So yeah. I’m thinking it’s legit.”

They walked another ten feet in silence, digesting both the weight of metaphysics and the smell of fish guts wafting from a bait bucket.

And then the world turned pink.

The cotton candy machine stationed near the arcade sputtered, wheezed, and let out a noise like a jet engine having an asthma attack. The vendor screamed, yanking at levers, but it was too late: a geyser of spun sugar blasted into the air, raining down in sticky strands that tangled tourists together like spiderwebs dipped in Pepto-Bismol.

Children shrieked, parents cursed, gulls dive-bombed to eat the sugary fallout. Within seconds, the entire pier looked like it had been webbed up by a diabetic Spider-Man.

Frank leapt forward, eyes blazing with the fire of duty. He whipped out a gadget from his vest: the Sugar-Slicer 3000—a chrome, motorized contraption that looked like a cross between a hedge trimmer and a kitchen whisk.

“Stand back, Ronald. This is exactly why I invented—”

The device sputtered, whined, and then jammed with a sickly clunk. Smoke belched from the vents, filling the air with the acrid stench of burnt marshmallow. Frank smacked it against his palm.

“Damn humidity factor... screws the circuits every time.”

A boy screamed nearby, wrapped like a fly in candy silk. His mother wailed. The mayor himself, Jenkins, was halfway cocooned against the corn dog stand, his toupee glued to the cotton mess like garnish on a sundae.

And then—he arrived.

Ross Haverston.

Tall, broad-shouldered, his jawline sharper than Frank’s by exactly one degree. His hair glistened as if it had been styled by the ocean breeze itself. His armor of choice wasn’t neon polyester—it was jet black, tailored, glowing with prestige. In one smooth motion, he unsheathed a folding blade that caught the sunlight like a holy relic.
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