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New Chandilar, Capital of the Shi’ar Empire
The Year of Kythri, 2392 A.D.

The bomb burst cascaded across the chest of the alien called Gladiator, Emperor of the
once-mighty Shi’ar race. For the past several centuries, the mighty leader of the Imperial
Guard had reigned over the tattered and disparate parts of the Empire that had once been
ruled by his Majestrix, the noble and long-deceased Lilandra Neramani, helping his people
to once again thrive in the vastness of interstellar space. Under his rule, the Shi’ar had
finally begun to find their place in the universe once more, and from the throneworld of New
Chandilar did Gladiator wisely govern.

Until war was once again brought to his people’s doorstep. Gladiator had seen much of war
in his long time of living, for though his once proud and purple mane had turned grey over
time, he still clung to life, his span of aging much slower due to the power that coursed
through his veins. But as he fell to his knees, body wracked with pain, he wished that he
had died long before witnessing what had befallen his people today.

“Do you yield?” the voice of his enemy asked, prompting Gladiator to lift his head, to fight
through the agony that had latched onto his every muscle. Through the smoke and ruins of
his capitol city, he saw the bodies of his once proud Imperial Guard, all dead and broken in
their futile defense of their king.

“A warrior,” Gladiator said in reply as he attempted to stand on shaking, uneasy legs,
“never yields, no matter the outcome of battle.”

“Then consider this outcome,” the leader of the invading force said as he placed the laser
pistol only inches from the Shi’ar ruler’s face, “written in stone.”

The pistol, crafted from technology that would not exist for several centuries hence, flashed
at full force from the hand of its wielder. Flesh and bone gave way like water under the
gun’s onslaught, obliterating the head from Gladiator’s shoulders. His vaunted
invulnerability had stood as no obstacle for the man that had overtaken the ramparts and
defenses of New Chandilar, and the defeated Emperor fell lifeless to the battle-scarred
ground.

The warlord responsible holstered the pistol onto his side and paused, turning his helmeted
head to survey the destruction he had wrought. Finally, with his army at his back, he threw
his hands into the air, and with a head tossed back he bellowed a cry of victory.
“Conquered!” he shouted to the heavens, daring the gods of the Shi’ar to step in and save
their people from his merciless hand. And with his battalions cheering him on, the purple-
and-green clad general reached down and pulled forth the flag of New Chandilar from the
rubble at his feet.

“In my name, the name of Kang the Conqueror,” the triumphant mastermind of warfare and
conflict announced to his armies, “I declare this empire ours!”

And his men cheered, oh how they cheered.

Amidst the ruin of the Shi’ar city, however, stood one who did not cheer with the throng of
warriors. The cloaked man sulked back into the shadows of a defaced building, his head
shaking disapprovingly of what he had witnessed. Gustav Brandt, blind though he was,
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possessed abilities of foresight nearly unparalleled, and what his particular brand of vision
had showed him chilled him to the marrow. “Immortus was correct,” he said aloud,
speaking to none that could hear him, “the Conqueror must be stopped, whatever the cost.”

And with that said, the former Earthen criminal named Libra stepped sideways across the
timestream, leaving only an empty, deserted alley where he once stood.

Marvel 2000 Proudly Presents...

# 1 - "Some Assembly Required"
Written by Chris Munn

New Mexico, Earth
1876, A.D.

Lightning crashed, illuminating the rain and wind swept cliff-side that was the scene of a
fierce battle between two determined individuals. The craggy peak upon which the two
fought was a magical place, a place of spiritual worship for the ancient people of the
Comanche. It was there that the gods of the Indian tribe announced “the Son of the
Spirits”, and this Son would later in life come to be known by a different name: He Who
Rides the Night Winds, the Phantom Rider.

The woman that fought against Lincoln Slade was removed from her own time, lost amongst
the ages by the machinations of a 20th century villain and the betrayal of the Phantom
Rider himself, he who would have been counted as her ally. Barbara Barton was her name,
but she too had gone through her life under a different guise. She was Mockingbird of the
Avengers, wife to Hawkeye, and the Phantom Rider had wronged her most grievously. His
mind addled by insanity, the Rider had kidnaped Mockingbird out of a disturbed feeling of
love, stole her away from her friends and husband as they began a journey even farther
back into time, stranding her in the age known as the “Wild West”.

With the aid of mind-altering herbs, Slade drugged the woman he professed to love, causing
her to forget her previous life and submit to his will. When she regained her free will and
identity, Barbara felt violated, murder filling her heart at the rape she had experienced at
the Phantom Rider’s hand. And now, at the climax of their fierce battle, Lincoln Slade was at
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her mercy, hanging helplessly from the edge of the cliff that had blessed him so many years
before.

“I’m going to give you the same consideration you gave me,” Mockingbird said to the
pleading Rider as he dangled over the open air, unable to pull himself to safety.

“Woman, you will pull me up!” the Rider finally shouted, his desperate pleas turning to
hateful orders. “The Phantom Rider commands it!”

Barbara Barton moved nary an inch. “Drop dead!” She yelled as the man that had so cruelly
taken advantage of her lost his hold on the rain-slicked rocks. She watched as Slade fell to
his death, to the ground far below, and not a hint of remorse entered her mind.

Mockingbird looked skyward, to the heavens, and to her amazement the fierce storm that
had raged above her broke, revealing the sun and blessedly clear skies. She closed her
eyes, content in the vengeance that had been hers, deciding that her husband must never
discover what she had done this night. To him, there would be no difference between her
refusing to save the man and if she had killed him herself, and as she well knew Avengers
were not killers, stated so by their own rules.

But as the curious sound of a stranger’s hands clapping together interrupted her thoughts,
she would soon discover that all rules were made to eventually be broken.

She turned on her heels, battle staves at the ready for whoever the newcomer at her back
could be. When she saw the fit, costumed adventurer posing cocksure with his hands
clapping together, however, all pretense of her understand what was happening flew out the
metaphorical window. “I don’t believe it,” Mockingbird said aloud, “Hank?”

The man she recognized as Henry Pym smirked and loudly cracked the wad of chewing gum
clenched between his teeth. He was different then last she had seen, the most obvious
difference being the yellow and black costume that the meek scientist she was familiar with
was wearing. “You’re close, doll-face,” the man she thought she knew said between pops of
bubble gum, “too close for my comfort, in fact. The name’s Yellowjacket, and I think I was a
little before your time.”

It struck her, then, that the Henry Pym standing before her was not the one she had left in
California. This one was younger, for sure, but was much different otherwise as well. She
remembered well her studies of the Avengers History files, and that many years ago Pym
had suffered a psychological breakdown - the second of three - and regressed into a second
personality. This Yellowjacket appeared before the Avengers of the time and claimed to
have killed Henry Pym, and then went so far as to kidnap the Wasp with plans of making
her his bride. So similar to the situation Barbara herself had only just endured, she mused,
if not for the fact that Janet Van Dyne had seen through her beloved’s madness and married
him regardless.

“More time travel nonsense, then?” she asked her newfound companion, realizing that this
Yellowjacket must be the same one from years hence, before he regained his sanity and
returned to being the true Hank Pym.

“Here’s the deal, sweetheart,” Yellowjacket said as he strutted toward her, his hands held
gingerly behind his back, “I’m putting together a posse of Avengers from up and down the
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timestream to fight a big bad that I’m sure even you’re familiar with. You heard of a
loveable little teddy bear by the name o’ Kang the Conqueror?”

“I have to find my husband and the others,” Mockingbird said, trying to side-step the mind-
addled Avenger’s question, “and I don’t have time for this.”

“I can give you all the time you need, baby doll,” the man who was - but who claimed not to
be - Henry Pym said in return as he drew closer to her, “just hear what the guy I’m working
for has to say, and if you ain’t interested I’ll make sure you get put back right here where
we met without even the faintest recollection I was here. Trust me, I wouldn’t be asking if it
didn’t possibly mean the end of the universe.”

Mockingbird stared at the man in front of her, then thought about the oath she had taken as
an Avenger. No matter his era or mental state, Yellowjacket was an Avenger same as she,
and she couldn’t turn down his request for aid if there were even an iota of truth to his
words. “Fine,” she said, “let’s go.”

Yellowjacket grinned and placed a hand on Barbara Barton’s shoulder. “We got us a few
more stops to make, sugar-pie. Hold onto your panties, the ride’s a doozy.”

Jerusalem, Israel
1362 A.D.

It has been said that more men have died in the name of religion than for any other reason,
and on the blood-soaked battlefield in the deserts outlaying the city of Jerusalem, one would
be hard pressed to argue. For too many long years, the armies of King Richard the
Lionhearted, the right hand of England’s queen and country, had fought in the role of
invader. His goal was nothing less than the reclamation and dominion of the Christian Holy
Lands, the fabled stretch of sand and dust that was the symbol of European religious belief.

The battle being waged outside the city was the archetype of the decades long crusade,
signified by the blood spilled in the name of God, prayers and curses uttered in the same
breath by the armies of two very different people. To the defending Muslims that called the
object of war their home, their victory meant only one thing: survival. For the encroaching
English, it was their duty that urged them on, the ultimate representation of manifest
destiny. And none one either side of the battle fought more fiercely, or was feared greater,
than the one known as the Black Knight.

The fast growing and rapidly spreading legend of the Black Knight suggested that his hand
was guided by God himself, each swing of his Ebony Blade a strike against the heathens
that had dared laid claim to land not theirs. Eobar Garrington was the name given to the
Knight upon his birth, but that was not the name to which he answered to now. Unknown to
any of the time save King Richard himself, Garrington’s body had been supplanted by the
soul and mind of an ancestor alive centuries after the crusade’s end. This ancestor was
named Dane Whitman, and as the Black Knight of the 20th century he had fought under the
banner of Avenger.

But it was as a Crusader that Whitman fought now, and his mystical blade cut deep into the
flesh and shields of his Arab foemen. This was years before the Black Knight learned the full
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implications of the curse of the Ebony Blade, that its killing strokes stole not just life but
souls as well. He knew not of the madness that the sword would eventually bring upon its
wielder, and if he noticed the blood thirst clouding his mind as he dispatched the last of the
enemy battalion, he gave no outward sign.

In fact, when the battle ended, he scarcely noticed that out of the legion of fighting men
only he stood alive, up to his ankles in the bodies of friend and foe alike. When he finally
realized that the battle had been won with he as the last man standing, he knelt down to
one knee and began to pray to the God in whose name he fought. So enraptured was he by
this action, that he failed to notice the two figures appearing near him in a flash of chronal-
energy.

“You weren’t kidding, were you” Mockingbird asked as her legs nearly buckled beneath her,
the effects of the time-jump disorienting her.

“Don’t worry, Mock,” Yellowjacket said as he pointed toward the blood-soaked Knight that
was standing, his prayer finished, “there’s our man. We won’t be staying long, I don’t think.
Hey, Avenger, got time for some once and future teammates?”

Had Yellowjacket or Mockingbird been able to see the face of their ally beneath the full
helmet that covered his head, they would have noticed that no spark of recognition lit his
eyes. Instead, they would have seen the look of a madman, still entranced by the fervor of
battle. The Black Knight let fly a guttural war cry as he lunged forward, the cursed black
sword swinging wildly above his head.

“Holy cats!” Yellowjacket shouted as he jumped backward, barely evading the Black Knight’s
sword. “This guy’s off his rocker!”

“I think he’s just excited to see us, that’s all,” Mockingbird replied as the Knight turned
toward her, forcing her to fall to her haunches to avoid a swipe of his sword. With the grace
of a natural fighter and a strength that belied her small frame, Bobbi grabbed Whitman by
his heavy chainmail armor and tossed him head over heels, sending him sailing over her
head. The Black Knight landed hard on the ground across the flat of his back, knocking him
momentarily senseless.

“You gonna give us any more trouble,” Yellowjacket asked as he crouched cautiously in
front of the prostrate swordsman, “or did the looker knock some sense back in that
helmeted head of yours?”

“Y-yellowjacket?” Dane Whitman asked from the ground, the blind rage of battle finally
leaving him. “What the hell are you doing here?”

“That’s more like it,” Yellowjacket said with a smile and an extended hand, one which the
Knight graciously accepted to help him regain his footing.

“I don’t understand, Dr. Pym,” Dane admitted as he removed the large helmet, revealing his
dirty, weary face, “what are you and some girl I’ve never seen before doing all the way back
in the 12th century?”

“First of all,” Yellowjacket said, a hint of irritation evident in his voice, “for hopefully the last
time, I ain’t Hank Pym...”
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“I think you better just get used to that reaction,” Mockingbird teased.

“...and second of all,” Yellowjacket continued, ignoring the catty remark from his first
recruit, “me and the gal’s here to pick you up for some life-or-death Avengers business. Can
we count you in?”

“Of course,” the Knight answered, “anything for the Avengers.”

Blue Area of the Moon
2009 A.D.

The stars surrounded him as he jumped across an open area in the ancient ruins, the lighter
gravity allowing his momentum to carry him much farther than if he had been on Earth. The
Blue Area of the Moon, former home to the Inhumans and the celestial Watcher, had once
again been transformed into a battlefield, but he could scarcely keep his mind on the war
waging before him.

The Blue Area had been witness to so many events in human history, he mused as he
dodged a hastily tossed boulder, but so very few even knew of its existence. It was here
that the militant Kree first stepped across the galaxies, the city one of their lingering
contributions to the solar system. It was here that the X-Men, God rest their souls, had
fought the historic “Trial of the Phoenix”, valiantly protecting one of their own who had
become a mad god. It was here that the Supreme Intelligence, another product of Kree
science, had remained for years before being carried back to his empire.

And it was here, on the tiny satellite of rock high above mother Earth, that the man named
Craig Hollis was fighting for his life.

“Fie and pox upon you, tiny earthling!” the massive creature called Star-Stalker bellowed as
he stomped his foot upon the earth, barely missing Hollis. The monster was ignoring the
repulsor blasts of Iron Man that splashed against his scaly back, his attention focused solely
on the bouncing jack-rabbit that had infuriatingly evaded him.

A full assembly of Avengers had confronted the Star-Stalker, warned of his coming by their
most enigmatic member, he who was called Adam Warlock. The creature was an interstellar
nightmare, born of intentions most cruel, and it had once again set its sights upon the
Earth. So to the stars did the mighty Avengers soar, once again the first and last defense of
the helpless peoples on the planet below.

“My name isn’t ‘tiny earthling’, dragon-breath,” Hollis said as he jumped toward the
immense creature, his leg extended offensively, “it’s Mr. Immortal!”

“Craig, no!” his teammate, Darkhawk, shouted, but the cry of warning came too late.

“Immortal, eh?” the Star-Stalker asked as he snatched Hollis from the air, capturing him in
his clawed grasp. Mr. Immortal struggled, his arms pinned together beneath the creature’s
steel-like fingers, but it was all for naught. The Stalker squeezed as tightly as he could, the
bones of his small enemy snapping like twigs under the application of star-borne strength.
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The Star-Stalker had shattered planets in two with his might, and the body of an all-too
human Avenger was nothing.

“Bah,” the Star-Stalker said as he held the broken body of Craig Hollis by thumb and fore-
claw, “not immortal at all, thinks I.”

And with a sneer of contempt, the alien demagogue tossed the deceased Avenger’s body
over his shoulder, sending Mr. Immortal sailing limply across the Blue Area. The battle
continued, the Avengers marshaling forth to combat their enemy, with a seemingly callous
disregard for their teammate’s loss of life. For, dozens of yards away, across the ruins, the
body of Craig Hollis was not as devoid of life as it seemed.

With a painful series of snaps and pops, the twisted corpse began to move in the spot it had
landed so roughly only moments before. As Craig’s body danced across the sand, healing
and mending the grievous wounds inflicted upon him, a flash of light shimmered several
feet away. Where there had stood none now stood three, Avengers all, and each of them
were visibly taken aback by the grisly scene they were now witnessing.

“Is that normal?” Mockingbird asked, pointing a finger at the nearly completely healed
Hollis.

“I certainly hope so,” Yellowjacket said as he walked toward the now still body of the
Avenger before them, “because this guy’s who we’re here to recruit. Won’t that be a kick if
he’s already dead?”

“A battle rages nearby,” the Black Knight commented, his helmeted head cocked to the sky,
the sound of the chaos across the ruins catching his ear, “should we join?”

“We’re not to interfere, Knight,” Yellowjacket answered as he crouched down to examine the
body of the man that had indeed been dead only moments before.

“Yowzers!” Mr. Immortal shouted as he quickly sat up, his eyes wild from the process of
reincarnation. Each Avenger jumped backward at their newest member’s sudden
movement, Yellowjacket falling back on his rear end as he attempted to scamper away.

“Are you okay?” Mockingbird asked hesitantly while Craig shook his head to and fro.

“I’m just peachy,” he answered, looking up confusedly at the three heroes gathered around
him, “but I shouldn’t be able to say the same about you three. Last I checked, you were all
pushing up daisies.”

“We’re time-travelers, buckaroo,” Yellowjacket said as he helped Mr. Immortal to his feet,
“and we’re here to add you to the ranks. Some major Avengers business is going down
across the timestream, fella, and you’ve just been drafted to help us fight a guy by name of
Kang.”

“Uh, not that I don’t appreciate the offer,” Craig said, rubbing a hand through his mess of
blonde hair, “but I’m kind of a light-weight. What the heck could I do against somebody like
Kang?”

“I’m inclined to agree,” Bobbi remarked.
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“Oh, like you two are on the level of Thor or the Hulk,” YJ said with a smile. “Come on guy,
how can we lose with Mr. Immortal on the team?”

“Should I tell the others where I’m going?” Hollis asked.

“Don’t worry about it,” Yellowjacket answered as the timestream enveloped them, “they
won’t even notice you’re gone...”

Space Station Drydock,
3015 A.D.

The massive space vessel called Drydock spiraled across the infinite stretch of black, its
destination known to no one aboard save the enigmatic He Who Knows. A band of freedom
fighters called the Guardians of the Galaxy had made the space station their home, for in
truth not a one of them were able to call anywhere else by such a name. Exiles all were the
Guardians, but none of them regretted such a circumstance...for they had recently
completed the mission to which they had devoted their lives. The Earth, the planet that had
inadvertently birthed them forth across the solar planes, was now free by their hand; free
from the tyranny of an alien race called the Badoon.

There were five now upon the massive moon-sized ship, as the Guardians had recently been
joined by a mysterious man named Starhawk. But, at times it seemed as if a sixth had
joined their travels, as mysteries had begun to show their hand across the multi-tiered
decks of Drydock. It seemed, at times, as if a woman’s presence could be felt, but none of
the Guardians could explain such a feeling. Under cover of dark, brave Martinex had
overheard Starhawk muttering the name “Aleta”, but He Who Knows had so far refused to
divulge the nature of this person obviously held so close to his heart.

If Starhawk was the unknown, then the other four each had their own niche aboard
Drydock. There was the aforementioned Martinex, from the farthest planet of Pluto, whose
love for science accentuated his gentle manner. Charlie 27 was from Jupiter, and the Jovian
was by far the most passionate of the five, his large frame making his good nature all the
more unbelievable. Yondu, wielder of the miraculous Yaka metal from which he had crafted
bow and an arsenal of arrows, was the spiritual presence amongst them, constantly filling
his time with prayer to the unknown gods of Alpha Centauri.

The man that now stood staring through the large pressured window, his gaze and thoughts
out amongst the stars that moved around them, was the last of the Guardians. Vance
Astrovik, or simply Astro as he now wished to be called, was the quintessential “man out of
time”. An astronaut from the long lost 20th century, Astrovik was a hero amongst his fellow
man, a pioneer that was sent to the far reaches of space. Suspended animation had
preserved his life, but his body had paid the price. He was forever wrapped in the blue and
white suit that covered every inch of his disfigured form, for the body of a man born 100
years earlier was no longer equipped to withstand the rigors of the future.

What he had found upon awakening, what was supposed to have been a glimpse into the
rise of mankind across the heavens, was as hellish a world as he could imagine. Humanity
enslaved, decades before, by the Badoon, and his once proud race a victim of cruel cosmic
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manifest destiny. Had the Guardians not rescued him, he would surely have gone mad...but
rescued him they had, and now he was one of the few free men in the universe.

So who could blame such a man for being lost in thought, unaware and failing to notice the
shimmering light of time-travel behind him? For no alarm claxons flared at the presence of
the four intruders, the security of Drydock being torn asunder by those who traveled
between seconds.

“If I die after a trip like that,” Mr. Immortal mumbled as he fell to his knees, “promise not to
leave me behind. I’ll be fine in a few minutes.”

The Black Knight, too, was still disoriented, but he did notice that the stress of their travel
had lessened on his second jaunt. Mockingbird, in fact, had already adapted, her battle
staves at the ready in case of their possible appearance in enemy territory. Yellowjacket
smiled as he noticed the lone man standing at the aft of the bridge, his attention clearly
elsewhere. “Hey, Vance,” Pym yelled, finally garnering the attention of the man they’d come
to claim, “got a second to chat?”

“Voices?” Vance Astro asked as he turned, hands still folded behind his back. “Other than
the Guardians, who would be speaking English upon this ship?”

“Pax, brother,” Yellowjacket said, raising his hands to show he meant no harm, “we come in
peace and all that jazz. I’m pulling together a team for official Avengers business and you
just got drafted.”

“The Avengers,” Vance answered, “have been dead for nearly a century.”

Each of the Avengers, save the still dead Mr. Immortal, took visible steps backward as
Vance’s eyes began to glow a bright blue. Suddenly, Yellowjacket found himself lifted high
into the air, where he hovered in surprise for the briefest of moments before being tossed
backward with amazing speed.

“That’s it,” Mockingbird said as she side-stepped the flailing form of her recruiter, “I’m just
about sick of being led around by the nose. I’m ready to take out some much needed
aggression...you with me, Knight?”

“Right you are, lady,” the Black Knight answered as he drew forth his cursed Ebony Blade,
“no one attacks us when we’ve declared intentions of peace.”

The two Avengers rushed forward, but Astrovik made no sudden movements, his hands still
held motionless behind his back. As the Knight lifted his sword back behind his head, he
suddenly found himself unable to continue the stroke, the sword held by an invisible force
that would not budge even with his formidable strength. Mockingbird, too, found herself at
odds as her own large costume sleeves began to fight against her, entangling her arms and
constricting her to a limited mobility.

“I’m a telekinetic, you cheap Badoon imposters,” Vance admitted as the heroes struggled
against his mental power, “and you clowns are really dim if you think impersonating my
boyhood idols will make me an easy target.”
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“Wait, stop!” a voice shouted from the floor several feet behind the captive Avengers. Mr.
Immortal was still lying across the floor, but he was alive once again, and very aware of
what was happening. “You’re Vance Astro, of the Guardians of the Galaxy,” he continued,
“so I gotta ask...you been back to the 20th century yet, or does that come later?”

Astro furrowed his masked brow in confusion. “We recently returned to the time of my
childhood to raise champions to assist us...”

“And you got stuck with the Defenders, right?” Immortal asked, interrupting the Guardian’s
answer.

“We’re time travelers, bucko,” Yellowjacket said as he cautiously approached the mystified
Vance, “just like you. You don’t know it yet, but you’re going to be a card-carrying Avenger
in the future, and we need you for a mission of utmost importance.”

“Then how can I say no?” Astro answered as he released his telekinetic hold on Mockingbird
and the Black Knight.

Whisper Hill
New York
2021, A.D.

Storm clouds gathered ominously in the darkening sky, foretelling an impending doom in
the only way nature knew. Lightning flashed, followed a moment later by a furious crack of
thunder, and all who witnessed held collective breath at another example of the turbulent
air surrounding the large manse overlooking them. The house was called Whisper Hill, and
for the better part of a century it had been known as an abode of witchery.

Within the uppermost room of the cryptic home, a flickering light danced in defiance of the
overbearing night. A lithe, fragile hand moved a flame across the wick of the closest candle,
and as one lit so did they all...twelve candles in total, all sparking to life through the
simplest of spells. With the proper ambiance set, the blonde cloaked girl took her seat in the
center of a painted pentagram in the center of the room.

In the corner of the room sat a cat, perfectly calm amidst the arcane workings of his
mistress. Ebony was the witch’s familiar, an animal of immense magical power, and if it
missed its previous mistress it had made no outward sign. For Whisper Hill had once been
the home of Agatha Harkness, she of Salem witchcraft most dark, one of the most powerful
sorceresses of the 20th century. But age and death knew no favor for even those of the
profane arts, and old Agatha had long departed the mortal plain. The girl who now resided
in the ancestral home was not related through blood, but was most certainly her heir and
kin through spirit.

“Oh, Ebony,” the young woman said with a smile, one eye cracked open to catch sight of
her pet, “you feel it too, don’t you? The end is quickening, and I fear not even good Stephen
would have been enough to fell its approach.”

The mistress of Whisper Hill was indeed no relation to Agatha Harkness, but her lineage was
as deep and proud as any aged wizard. Luna Maximoff stiffened her back and returned to
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her trance, releasing tendrils of ephemeral sorcery into the spirit world that was her second
home. The daughter of Pietro and Crystal Maximoff, little Luna was the descendent of two
proud races: mutant and Inhuman. But despite such a powerful bloodline, Luna had been
born as normal as any average human girl, no special powers to claim as her own. She had
been denied the Inhuman coronation of the Terrigen Mists upon her birth, but when she
started to grow into a young woman she had realized that another birthright was hers to
claim. She was the niece of the Scarlet Witch, a powerful sorceress in her own right, and it
had been through her - and later Harkness - that she began her journey into magic.

“I believe,” she said aloud to the cat that purred in reply, “that we are about to receive
some very interesting visitors.”

No sooner had the words left her full lips, the candlelit room was filled with a flash of light.
Standing around her were five strangers, each placed at the points of the five-sided
pentagram surrounding her. Ebony hissed and arched his back as the newcomers looked
around the room in confusion.

“Well, that wasn’t anywhere near as bad as last time,” Mr. Immortal commented.

“That was abnormally calm,” the Black Knight answered, “even for one who has adapted to
the rigorous journey.”

“Welcome, travelers,” Luna remarked while standing from the floor, directly centered
between the five Avengers around her, “to my home.”

“Yet another Avenger I don’t recognize,” Mockingbird commented with a sneer, “I’m
beginning to feel like a rather small footnote in hero history.”

“Hey, I know you (sorta) ” Mr. Immortal exclaimed, a somewhat rude gesture of a pointed
finger protruded out at the girl in their midst. “You’re Quicksilver’s daughter, aren’t you?
You’re just a freckle-faced teenager where - er, when - I’m from ”

“But she’s a full-fledged Avenger now,” Yellowjacket said with a wink and a smile toward
her, “ain’t ya, dollface?”

“I left the Avengers some months ago,” Luna answered, “but yes, I was counted amongst
their number. And yes, Craig, I recognize you as well...though I believe it is still many years
for you before we fight together.”

“I don’t mean to pry, Miss,” Vance said, his eyes fluttering across the numerous artifacts
scattered across the room, “but what exactly is it that you do? This isn’t the place I’d
picture us finding an Avenger, even one from after I left Earth.”

“I am a sorceress, Mr. Astrovik,” she replied, “and for those of you who don’t know who I
am, my name is Luna Maximoff...or Arcana, if you prefer. I sensed your coming, and in fact
I eased your transition out of the timestream.”

“Then you know why we’re here?” the Black Knight asked, his voice muffled beneath the
large iron helmet that rested atop his head.
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“I do,” Arcana answered, “and I will happily accompany you on your quest. Let me collect
my cat and we can be on our way.”

Yellowjacket and Mockingbird exchanged nervous glances as Luna knelt down to scoop the
seemingly-innocent feline into her arms. “Uh, I dunno if where we’re going will be very kind
to a housecat,” Pym stated.

“Don’t worry about Ebony,” Arcana responded as she lifted the cat to her face, “he’s a
strong cat. Aren’t you a big, scary cat? You know you are, you big scary cat, you!”

“Ho-kay,” Yellowjacket sighed as they stepped once more into the timestream. “We got one
last stop to make, people...”

Avengers Compound
Los Angeles, California
1995 A.D.

He could hear the woman that loved him crying, sobbing uncontrollably, in the room that
had served as their home. He had heard her passionate pleas to their teammates, her
unwavering disbelief at what had befallen him, and the unthinking hatred toward a man that
she claimed had wronged them both yet still professed to be their friend.

He had heard and seen her through an entire gamut of emotion, and he still failed to
understand the logic behind any of it.

It had been merely four hours since he had been reactivated with his full capacity, but to
him it seemed as if he had been born again. Bereft of the emotional capabilities of his
former incarnation, the ghostly pale synthezoid altered his density to the smallest degree
and fell, wraith-like, through the floor of the Western Avengers’ headquarters. Through
several floors did he descend, his computer mind again running through the events that had
played out since his reintroduction to the Avengers. To them, he was completely different,
an abomination with the face and name of their loved one...but to him, it was if his eyes
had been opened for the first time.

It was, of course, only logical for him to think so.

As he entered through the ceiling of the compound’s sub-basement, the artificial being
known as the Vision scanned the laboratory of his colleague, Henry Pym, but found that he
was very much alone within the metal walls of the large room. His face betrayed no hint of
disappointment or longing, for any such emotion was now foreign to him. Simon Williams,
the man from whom his brain patterns had been copied, had now denied him access to what
had previously “humanized” him. But the Vision cared not, for he was content as he was.

As he had been told upon his reawakening, the governments of the world had united to
dismantle and erase him, an act of which they succeeded with little doubt. A year before,
the Vision had undergone a unique form of artificial mental illness, the result being an
attempt to take over every computer system across the globe in hopes of bringing about a
modern utopia. The Avengers stopped him, cured him, but when he and his wife rejoined
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the team after a long absence the world powers saw him as only they could. He was a
threat to them now, and to stop such a threat he had been placed back to his starting point.

His memories were now restored, but he had no emotional attachment to them. For Wanda,
his loving wife, such a state was unacceptable. To his teammates, he was looked upon as
their ultimate failure, having been unable to stop such a tragedy befalling one of their own.
The Vision, however, could do nothing but accept his current state, for how could a
computer dwell upon an act that made perfect sense to him? He was a threat that had been
nullified, and he understood why it had been done.

But when his Wanda screamed and yelled at her comrades over the lack of his emotions,
the Vision could only stand back and think that it was more likely that his wife was being far
too emotional. He was not human, and now even his origins as the Human Torch had been
thrown into question by the recently discovered creator of the first artificial hero. No, it was
far more logical to say that the Vision was now what he was created to be: a thinking
android, whose greatest weapon was the digital consciousness that formed his mind. Even
though he loved the Scarlet Witch (though what was love, other than a word used to lay
importance on a friendship that had evolved through physically mechanical processes), she
would simply have to adapt to their new situation...adapt as he had already done.

Suddenly, the Vision halted the firing of his synthetic cerebral neurons and raised his head,
almost as if he were listening for some inaudible sound. The air in the laboratory had gone
deathly still, even for the antiseptic bottled staleness that was the norm for the room, and
only the Vision would have been able to pick up on such a subtle nuance of change. “I
predict a tear in the fabric of space/time,” he said aloud, his voice cold and eerily monotone,
“in approximately 3.6 seconds.”

As a hole in empty space ripped itself into existence a few feet away from him, the Vision
nodded in acknowledgment of the preciseness of his prediction. A moment later, six
incredible people, some of which he recalled from his memory banks, had stepped out of
the portal and into the compound laboratory. “Halt,” he said as he floated over to the
intruders with a hand raised toward them, “you are trespassing on Avengers’ property.
Identify yourselves immediately.”

“Oh man,” Mr. Immortal said as he took a step forward, “this is like walking into a history
book! Guys, that’s the Vision!”

“It is?” Mockingbird asked as she took a look around her surroundings. “Okay, this is
strange, people. I could swear this is the West Coast Avengers compound, and it’s pretty
much just like it was when I left. How far in the future are we?”

“Mockingbird,” the Vision answered, caring not if the question was directed toward him,
“based on the amount of cellular decay in your body, I have come to the conclusion that it is
roughly one month ahead of when you left. Similarly, Dr. Pym, you appear to be
approximately seven years younger than when we last spoke. I hypothesize that you are
time-travelers...is this theory correct?”

“Yes, it’s correct,” Arcana said as she approached the synthezoid, her cat purring in her
arms as she stroked its fur, “and I assume that we’re California right now? You were
recently rebuilt after being dismantled...”
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“Luna Maximoff,” the Vision answered, his head cocked oddly at the young woman, “21
years of age. How very interesting. What may I do to assist you?”

“I remember the Vision,” the Black Knight whispered to Vance Astro, the two men standing
in the back of the room, “and he was never so...robotic...before.”

“Listen, Vizh,” Yellowjacket stated as he unwrapped a piece of bubble gum removed from
his belt, “we’re here on a mission to save the world from Kang. My boss specifically told me
that you were important to get on board, though he didn’t bother to explain to me why.”

The Vision did not reply immediately, instead staring at the impatient man that he knew as
Doctor Pym. “I can detect no irregular patterns to your heartbeats,” he finally said,
“therefore I believe that your statements are truthful. Shall I gather the other Avengers
upstairs?”

“Nope, we got all the Avengers we need right here,” Yellowjacket answered, “so can we
count you in?”

“Yes,” the Vision answered flatly, “I will assist you.”

The Realm of Limbo
Outside of Time and Space

In the foyer of the impossibly large castle, a multitude of identical beings shuffled to and
fro, slow and deliberate in their pace. At first glance, one would have believed them to be
the walking dead, for no expression passed across their faces. They were the Space
Phantoms, innocent beings of countless worlds pulled into Limbo and left stranded, their
individuality drained from them after an existence spent in the timeless realm. They were
the servants of an unconditional master, though it had struck most of them that their ruler
had changed. They could not say when such a change occurred, for in Limbo the passing of
time was unperceivable.

The Space Phantoms noticed not a bit when a flash of chronal energy brought the seven
strangers into their midst, for how were they to know if they were truly there and not
simply echos of visitors eons past? The Avengers all stood in bewilderment at the mass of
alien men that moved around them, and only Yellowjacket seemed at ease in their location.

“Very interesting,” the Vision stated as he floated alongside his fellow Avengers, all
following the man that had gathered them together toward a large door at the far side of
the room. “Past encounters have led us to believe that only one Space Phantom still existed
following the destruction of their homeworld. I shall update my records.”

“Alright, gang,” Yellowjacket said as he threw open the two wooden doors, “here’s where
you get to meet the Wizard. For some of you, your first reaction might be to attack him, but
trust ol’ YJ when he tells you that the guy’s on the up-and-up this time. Listen to what the
man has to say.”
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“When you tell us things like that,” Mockingbird said as she cautiously took hold of her
battle staves, “that’s when we get nervous. You make it sound like we’re about to have a
sit-down with Kang.”

“You’re not that far off,” Yellowjacket replied as he pointed toward the large throne in front
of them, “not that far off at all.”

“Welcome, Avengers,” the bearded man that sat atop the throne greeted, his face
recognized by all but Major Astro, “I am Immortus! I have gathered you seven together to
help me stop the single greatest threat the universe has ever seen!”

Each Avenger eyed the regally garbed man in front of them, his words forceful and strong.
“We are to wage war on the man I once was, heroes,” he said to them, “we are to wage war
on Kang the Conqueror!”

To Be Continued....

Next Issue: The Avengers have been gathered in the home of Immortus, and now it’s time
for them to find out what it is they’re supposed to do...and where their first mission takes
them might surprise you!

Name This Letter Column!

Welcome, one and all, to the debut issue of Avengers Immortal! As you can see by the
sentence above, I desperately need a name for this letter column, so feel free to send me
your suggestions! I hope everyone that read this issue enjoyed it and sticks with us for the
next few issues, as I plan on taking our time-tossed team of Avengers all across the Marvel
Universe! It should be a blast to write, and I think it’ll be an awful lot of fun to read.

As for the characters you were re-introduced to in this issue, here is where they came from
in Avengers history:

Yellowjacket - from Avengers # 60/Avengers Forever # 12
Mockingbird - from West Coast Avengers # 23
Vance Astro - from a little bit after the end of Defenders # 29
The Vision - from directly after the end of West Coast Avengers # 45
Black Knight - from the period of time between Defenders # 11 and Avengers # 225
...and, naturally, both Mr. Immortal and Arcana come from possible futures which have yet
to happen. So consider them both predictions of who will join the ranks of the mighty
Avengers in days yet to come! And if you think these are some wild cast choices, you ain’t
seen nothing yet!

~ Chris Munn
02/20/05



New York City, New York
Manhattan
2039 A.D.

Her name was Sarah, and she was running for her life.

She was the last of her kind, the last of the underground colony of mutants called the
Morlocks. They had thought themselves hidden in their Byzantine maze of tunnels, too small
for the massive hunters to enter. They'd become scavengers, emerging only in states of
emergency to forage for food and supplies…but the Morlocks' number was up, and the
woman named Marrow was the last survivor.

As she scurried through the debris littered streets, Sarah tried hard to ignore the tears that
were streaming down her scarred face. The Sentinels had sent Nimrod units after them,
human sized and thus able to navigate the narrow tunnel system that was her home. Each
member of her family had been exterminated with lethal prejudice, and she knew in her
hearts that she was going to be next.

“Mutant Designate # 3202,” the giant Sentinel announced as it flew overhead, illuminating
the dark, deserted streets with its high beam chest light, “you will stop immediately and be
terminated.”

As the Sentinel landed behind her, Sarah allowed a backward toss of her arm, too scared to
turn and face the giant murder machine. Two spikes of bone sailed through the air, colliding
harmlessly against the steel armor that covered the robot's body. Sleek chrome death
lumbered after her, and with casual ease the Sentinel unleashed a flurry of energy blasts
from its palm. Marrow weaved between the concussive blasts that erupted around her,
blowing crevice after crevice in the street and surrounding buildings.

Unbelievably, she spied her destination, the subway access that had long been abandoned
after the city had been turned into a mass concentration camp. Once she was in the
tunnels, she thought she could elude her pursuers. No one knew the tunnels as well as her,
and her freedom was only twenty feet away.

Her hearts broke when the second Sentinel landed in front of her, cutting off her means of
escape. Sarah slid to a halt, dust and gravel kicked up into the air as she landed on her
backside. “Prepare for termination,” the second Sentinel ordered as it raised its massive
hand. Marrow closed her eyes and did something she'd swore never to do again…she prayed
to God for help.

As if being answered, a flash of light appeared in the air between her and the second
Sentinel, catching the robot's attention. Incredibly, a man appeared in the light, his body
clothed in green and purple. His blue face was accented by the large helmet resting atop his
shoulders, and as he floated in mid-air a smile twisted onto his lips. The gun held in his
hands was easily bigger than he himself, but he held it with ease, almost nonchalantly.

“Sentinels,” the stranger said as he raised his weapon, “how quaint.”

The barrel of the gun flared to life, exploding with fury as shell after shell bombarded the
Sentinel. The robot, the monster Sarah believed to be indestructible, fell in a heap of
damaged circuitry and dented steel. The squeals and screams that came from its mouth as
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it died were frightening…almost human. The stranger then flipped his arm backward,
incredibly holding the weapon with one hand, and another burst of explosive rounds found
its mark on the first Sentinel's head. It, too, fell in destruction, and in victory the newcomer
rested his weapon across his shoulder.

“Who…who are you?” Sarah asked as the stranger floated down to her.

“You may address me as Kang, freakish one,” the stranger answered, “Kang the
Conqueror.”

Sarah couldn't help but cower in the presence of the regal warlord, unable to pull herself off
the ground upon which she'd landed. “Are you here to help us?”

“Kang helps no one but himself, child,” he answered, “and this was one era in time that I
simply had to see for myself…”

Marvel 2000 Proudly Presents...

# 2 - "Knights of Future Past"
Written by Chris Munn

The Realm of Limbo
Outside of Time and Space

Seven Avengers, gathered from different eras of time, stood in the throne room a man each
of them knew, whether by experience or reputation. Immortus was the self-proclaimed
“Lord of Time”, caretaker of seventy centuries of human existence, and his history was
engrained so deeply with the Avengers that most of them couldn't help but be wary of his
presence. This was the man that had manipulated them to such depths that – at times – not
even their own motivations could be trusted. This was the man that had driven the Scarlet
Witch to insanity, the man who had driven Iron Man to murder and later suicide…this was
the man that, at one point, had been their most brutal and dangerous enemy.

“We are to wage war on the man I once was, heroes,” Immortus proclaimed to the stunned
group of Avengers, “we are to wage war on Kang the Conqueror!”
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Of all the Avengers, however, only one of their number stood in satisfaction instead of
shock. Yellowjacket, the addled and insane alter ego of Henry Pym, cracked his bubble gum
loudly in the vast hall, the smirk on his face widening at the expressions on the faces of his
teammates. “Sorry to spring this on you, guys,” he remarked, turning back to face his
fellows, “but you gotta trust me –“

“You traitor!” Mr. Immortal shouted, stepping forward past Mockingbird and Vance Astro.
“You feed us a bunch of baloney about fighting Kang and then take us right TO him!”

“That's not Kang,” the Black Knight interjected, placing a restraining hand on Mr. Immortal's
chest, “I've fought Kang. This man is one I've never seen before.”

“No, Craig is correct,” Arcana spoke from the back of the group, more interested in stroking
the fur of her cat, Ebony, than in the goings-on around her, “Immortus is the man Kang will
evolve into. They are the same man, just as Kang was and will be Rama-Tut as well.”

“You are right, my young lady,” Immortus said as he descended down from his throne,
purple robe flowing behind him, “but you are wrong as well.”

Major Astro shot a look toward Mockingbird, who simply shrugged her shoulders. “Don't ask
me,” she whispered to him, “I am so confused right now.”

“It is physiologically impossible for this Immortus to be the evolution of Kang, as we have
been told,” the Vision advised, still hovering intangibly off of the castle floor, “for Kang was
at least in his 80 th year before he changed identities. This man is approximately 40 years
younger than that.”

“I feel I owe you all an explanation,” Immortus sighed, a pensive tone to his posture and
voice. The keeper of time removed the large helmet from his head and placed it on a rack
that stood to the left of his throne, showing that he was, indeed, a much younger man than
he had been before. “Of you all, only Yellowjacket was present during the events of the
Destiny War – an epic battle that decided the fate of all timelines across the dimensional
gulf. The Avengers were the deciding factor in that conflict, and as a result my own personal
continuity was altered. Most of you know me as the future incarnation of Kang, the former
Rama-Tut, but that is no longer the case. I am now a chronal anomaly, and am finally rid of
the stigma of my former past life as the Conqueror.”

“That makes absolutely no sense whatsoever,” Mockingbird commented, her statement
punctuated by an intentionally loud sigh.

“Look, okay,” Yellowjacket interrupted, turning to face his hastily assembled team of
Avengers, “I know this is all a mite bit confusing. Trust me, I know how you feel – ‘cause
I've already been through this kinda thing once already. Here's all you gotta worry about…”

Pym motioned backwards, pointing with an extended index finger and raised thumb at the
robed Immortus. “This guy used to be old Kang, but due to some wiggy time-twisting stuff
he's not anymore. Now that Kang knows he won't eventually become Morty here, well…”

Immortus stepped forward, placing a hand on his aide's shoulder as a way of taking over
the role of speaker. “Kang is now a man without a future save that which he makes for
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himself, no longer predestined for a fate that he's raged against for the last several cycles of
time. The Conqueror has freedom to do what he loves most… conquer.”

“So if that's the case,” Major Astro chimed in, his arms folded pensively across his chest,
“why did you choose such a small force? If this Kang is a threat to all timelines, why not
just bring together an army of heroes from across history to find and eliminate him? Seven
people do not a battalion make…”

Immortus nodded his head in the Major's direction. “Kang has taken it upon himself to wrest
control of all inhabited eras of time, but he is still just one man at the head of a vast army.
These campaigns cannot be done all at once, and an army of our own – no matter how large
– would be dwarfed by the sheer number of Kang's force. With a smaller number, we can
work in the shadows to thwart him without his knowledge…and it is my experience that a
single team of Avengers is easily the equal of a force much larger.”

“I'm assuming you chose each of us for a reason,” Arcana commented, her voice echoing
over the purrs of her kitten as she stroked his fur, “would you care to explain what those
reasons are?”

“In due time,” Immortus answered with a smile, “no pun intended. I open my home of
Limbo to you, Avengers – rest and acclimate yourself to your new surroundings and
mission, for shortly I will gather you to explain Kang's first advance against chronology.”

“Question,” the Black Knight interjected with a raised hand. “I know a little about the
repercussions of messing with the timestream. What happens to our timeline if we die
during this mission? Wouldn't that radically alter the present for each of us if, say, the
Vision were to die years before he was intended to?”

“Above everything else,” Immortus responded, “I respect the Avengers as heroes and
individuals, and though I have the utmost faith in your ability to uphold the mission…well,
the unexpected will happen. Should one of you fall from battle, you will not die – instead
you shall return to the moment in time from which you were plucked as if your participation
never happened. I am attempting to withhold the timelines, Mr. Whitman, not endanger
them further.”

“Okay, people,” Yellowjacket shouted with a clap of his hands, breaking the tension in the
large chamber room, “you heard the man! Let's go get you settled in before the big
debriefing.”

Reluctantly, the Avengers turned one by one, shuffled out by the insistent Henry Pym. Each
one of them took their turn giving the statuesque Immortus a last, wary look before exiting
the room. The Master of Time let his voice be released one last time before they departed,
however, stopping one Avenger where he stood as the rest took their leave.

“Vision,” Immortus requested, “I would like to speak with you in confidence.”

Slowly, in the wraith-like guise from which he took his name, the inhuman Vision turned in
mid-air and floated back to the throne. Immortus lowered his head and turned away from
the Avenger as he touched his bare feet to the stone floor, unable to look the synthezoid in
the eye. “In my prior incarnation, as servant of the Time Keepers,” Marcus began, “I did
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many a thing that I am not proud to say. One of those things, Master Vision, was the
manipulations I enacted against you and your wife.”

“I do not understand,” the Vision answered in his standard monotone voice, “your emotions
of guilt toward the actions taken against me by the world governments are misplaced. My
wife has simply to overcome her feelings of remorse, and she will recognize that I am the
same entity as before. That is the only rational outcome.”

Immortus found himself far from comforted by the Vision's words, perplexing the Avenger
even further. With a tender hand, the Lord of Time touched the synthetic hero's
shoulder…and smiled. “In time you will learn of that which I speak, my friend. All I ask is
that you not judge my actions too harshly, for my current path is an attempt at repentance
– for many, many things.”

The Vision cocked his head curiously at his host. Immortus retained his smile, though the
brief light fled from his eyes in the moment of silence. “Rejoin your comrades, Vision. Soon,
you shall see what it is that we face.”

“I don't like this one damn bit.”

Mockingbird folded her arms under her breasts and leaned against the wall, her head
shaking negatively. In the small chamber provided to her as a bedroom, she and her fellow
Avengers – minus the absent Vision – had gathered to discuss privately the mission and
man that had brought them together. Understandably, the information revealed to them
had raised a number of questions.

“I don't see where we have much choice in the matter,” Major Astro responded, though he
was uncomfortable with giving his opinion to a room full of strangers, some of which he
knew only from his childhood idolism.

“Of course we have a choice!” Mr. Immortal shouted, hopping up from the large bed as he
spoke, arms flailing in an over-exaggerated manner. “C'mon, guys, I don't care how much
Immortus talks about being reformed…he used to be KANG! Kang the freakin' Conqueror!”

“It's been well established,” Arcana commented from her stooped over position, as she
looked under the bed for the whereabouts of her Ebony, “that Kang and Immortus – despite
being the same chronological person – were possessed of far different personalities and
motivations. It is conceivable that this Immortus is speaking the truth, though he is also
renowned for his manipulative abilities.”

“So it's possible we're being played,” Mockingbird assumed, “great.”

“Look, regardless of Immortus' motivations,” the Black Knight chimed in from the far corner
of the room, “Kang is a threat. If we have the opportunity to end that threat…then why
shouldn't we?”

“I can't believe you people are even discussing this,” Yellowjacket opined as he stretched
out across the bed, hands folded behind his neck, “do you really think I'd bring you here if
the guy wasn't on the up and up?”
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“My fellow Avengers,” the Vision greeted as he phased through the closed doors of the
chamber, walking through them as if they weren't there, “while I understand your hesitance
to work with a man many of you see as an enemy, this discussion is moot. We are all
Avengers, and we have a duty to stop any threat brought before us. Kang is such a threat,
and should Immortus prove to be one as well…then it is our duty to stop him also. To ignore
this outright would betray everything our group stands for, and that would be highly
illogical.”

“Listen to the robot, people,” Yellowjacket added, his lips twisted into a smirk.

“So we're really doing this?” Mockingbird asked. Her brow furrowed as she scanned over her
time-tossed teammates, each of them nodding yes – though some reluctantly – to her
question. Finally, she shrugged her shoulders and placed her hands on her bare hips. “Fine,
okay, guess I'm in, too, then.”

A knock sounded on the large doors of the bedroom, causing a few of the heroes to jump in
surprise. Slowly, without anyone turning the knob, the door slid open…and almost as if he
had been waiting on their conversation to finish, a lone Space Phantom stood limply, his
expression blank and featureless.

“The master would see you now,” the Phantom spoke.

“Kang has reappeared, just as I predicted.”

The assembled Avengers stood around the throne room of Immortus once again,
surrounding the Lord of 70 Centuries in a loose circle. “Pay attention to the space above,”
Marcus said as he closed his eyes and began to concentrate. His extended left hand, open
and up, began to glow with light – revealing a shimmering crystal of intense radiance. The
light emitting from the crystal danced and came to life, snapping into place above
Immortus' head to form a 3-dimensional image spanning the length of the large stone
chamber.

The Avengers leaned closer, their eyes narrowed and their necks craned to the ceiling, as
the image became clearer. Some of them were able to recognize the destroyed cityscape as
that of New York City, but it was clear that none of them understood what could have so
thoroughly devastated such a populated area. “What happened there?” Major Astro asked,
speaking for each of his confused teammates.

“This is the year 2039 of a possible Earth,” Immortus explained after a slow opening of his
eyes, “and it is here that Kang is attempting his next beachhead assault.”

“Did Kang destroy New York?” Yellowjacket asked with a slight chuckle. “'Cause I've wanted
to do that myself for years now.”

“In this future,” Immortus continued, the image above his helmet panning across the scene
of destroyed buildings and wreckage, “the North American continent is ruled by an army of
giant robotic sentries, called the Sentinels by their creators. Their purpose was to police and
exterminate the growing mutant populace in the United States. However, their
programming altered into a nightmarish scenario – for them to control mutation, they
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deduced that should control everything. Heroes and villains alike, mutant or not, were
murdered where they stood by the unstoppable robotic force.”

“Oh my god,” Arcana whispered as the image changed to a wanted poster plastered on a
shattered brick wall, the word “deceased” imposed over the faces of people she had known
for her entire life. One of the faces was her father, Pietro Maximoff, and another her aunt,
Wanda Maximoff.

“Those unlucky enough to survive,” Immortus explained as the image changed again, this
time showing a brutal prison yard guarded by a horde of Sentinels, “were ushered into
concentration camps. The continent is under the stranglehold of these creatures, and they
have their eyes on the entire world.”

“So what business does Kang have on this world?” the Black Knight asked, his grip
tightening on his cursed sword as image after disturbing image flashed above them.

“Kang wishes to conquer it, of course,” Immortus answered, “for a world controlled by an
army of nigh-unstoppable Sentinels provides him a warrior's challenge. It would be a hard
fought victory, but it's one in which the Conqueror has unknowingly made easier by his
recent actions in that timeline. During his initial scouting mission, Kang destroyed two
Sentinel hunters – and it's my belief that he has no idea of the domino effect of his actions.”

The image changed once more, this time to a group of battered and desperate heroes
making their way through a series of underground tunnels. Immortus looked upward and
then continued. “These are what remain of the X-Men in this timeline, and they have
undertaken a desperate mission to free their world from the Sentinels' control. Had their
continuity proceeded without interference, they would fail – and pay for their failure with
their lives. But the two Sentinels destroyed by Kang are the units that would be responsible
for detecting the presence of these X-Men before their mission could be completed. Without
this key event, the heroes will now indeed free their world.

“But that's a good thing…right?” Mr. Immortal asked, an unsure hesitance in his voice.

“Without the Sentinels in place,” Immortus countered, “Kang will have this world his in a
matter of weeks. The remaining human and mutant populace will have no defense against
him, no matter their own feelings on their robotic authority. This world needs the Sentinels
to survive…”

With that said, the images faded from view, sucked back into the crystal resting in
Immortus' palm. “It is up to you, Avengers, to make sure Kang does not claim this world as
he has so many others.”

“How are we supposed to do that?” Mockingbird asked.

“The solution is a simple one,” the Vision stated, “and is the most efficient given our
estimated timeframe. To ensure that the Sentinels are in place to turn back Kang's invasion,
the X-Men must not be allowed to succeed in their mission.”

“Wait, no,” Mr. Immortal interrupted, “you can't mean…”
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The Black Knight stepped forward to stand beside the Vision. “We have to murder the X-
Men.”

New York City, New York
Manhattan
2039 A.D.

Smoke rose from the ruins of Wall Street, a stiff wind disturbing the tomb-like silence that
had fallen across the area in lower Manhattan since the Sentinels had passed through. The
historic stock exchange had been the scene of a massacre five years prior, the slaughter of
the young heroes dubbed the New Warriors scarring the landmark for the rest of time. No
effort had gone into cleaning the debris of robotic limbs or the disposal of heroic young
corpses.

And it was there that a flash of light signaled the arrival of another legendary group of
heroes. Amidst the wreckage of a monument stood seven time-lost Avengers, each of them
sullen and determined in the wake of their true mission. Each of them silent…save for one.

“I don't know how many times I can say this before you understand,” Mr. Immortal said, his
hands flung over his head, followed by a loud intentional grunt. “There is NO FREAKING
WAY I am going to kill a bunch of superheroes that are trying to save their world.”

“You don't have much of a choice, string-bean,” Yellowjacket replied with a trademarked
crack of bubblegum, the sticky goo strung between his finger to his mouth, “'cause while
we're trying to save this timeline from Kang, there's a good chance the X-Men may try to
kill you.”

“I live with death every single day of my life, Dr. Pym,” Craig Hollis responded, his finger
pointed and shaking in Yellowjacket's face, “so don't even try to patronize how I feel about
the subject.”

“Ah, the Avengers,” a voice said from the shadow of the nearest building, “how I missed the
constant bickering.”

Each of the seven Avengers turned in unison at the voice behind them, their eyes catching
sight of a robed man stepping from a place that had been empty a moment before. The
robed man pulled his hood down from his head, exposing the black visor that covered his
eyes. “My name, for those of you I have yet to meet, is Libra.”

“Libra,” the Vision repeated, “of the criminal Zodiac group, reported as deceased several
months ago at the hands of the second Zodiac. You are the father of Mantis, the Celestial
Madonna…I fail to calculate your presence in this timeline.”

“Don't sweat it, Vizh,” Yellowjacket said as he stepped forward to take Libra's hand in a firm
grip, “he's with us.”

“It's good to see you again, Yellowjacket,” Libra greeted. He then turned toward the group
of heroes and nodded his head respectfully. “And you as well, Ms. Maximoff. It has been far
too many years.”
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Luna smiled and bowed her head in return. “That it has, Mr. Brandt. I take it you are to be
our guide?”

“It is my job to preserve the balance,” Libra answered, turning to survey the scene of
devastation with his sightless eyes, “so yes, I will be your guide.”

“If that's the case,” Vance Astro interjected, stepping forward and away from his
teammates, “then point us on our way. I don't wish to stay in this timeline any moment
longer than we absolutely have to.”

“I would do so happily, Major,” Libra said while craning his neck to the grey sky, “but we
have a slight obstacle in our way.”

Almost on cue, the air was filled with a growing noise – a roar that built to the point of
shaking the ground under the Avengers' feet. As the rubble beneath them trembled, the
heroes readied themselves for the coming attack…for what else could it be? Painfully, the
sky tore open to reveal a nightmare clothed in steel and silicon, descending on the
superhumans like a rain of annihilation.

“Attention unauthorized post-humans,” the first of the three falling Sentinels voiced as it
landed in front of the heroes, “cease movement and prepare for extermination.”

“I only got one answer for that, purple-puss,” Yellowjacket said as he threw his fist forward.
“Avengers Assemble!”

Henry Pym leapt forward, the wings affixed to his costume vibrating rhythmically, propelling
him into the air. Electricity danced from the wingtips, down his arms and into his gloved
fingertips. “Frickin' robots,” he mocked as he touched his hand on the shoulder of the
Sentinel, flipping heels over head as the behemoth attempted to counter the lightning-quick
attack, “why did anyone ever think they were a good idea?”

As he rolled off the Sentinel's shoulder, sliding down its back, Yellowjacket released his
“sting” – the charged bolt conducting thousands of volts of electricity throughout the robot's
body. With a terrifying SQUEEE!, the Sentinel fell to the ground, the arm touched by the
Avenger breaking off as it mated with the concrete.

“No offense or anything, Vision,” Yellowjacket apologized to his teammate, saluting toward
the fallen Sentinel.

“There is no need to apologize,” the Vision answered as he floated overhead, the massive
hand of another Sentinel passing through his immaterial form. “I am not a robot, but rather
a synthetic humanoid. That would be akin to me calling you a chimpanzee and then
apologizing.”

The Vision looked skyward, ignoring the battle raging below, and began to ascend into the
clouds. “I shall return in approximately 1.12 minutes.”

“Where the hell is he going?” Mockingbird asked as she took a very brief pause from
evading the thundering boot heels of the murderous death machine behind her.
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“This unit scanning for identification error,” the Sentinel said aloud, “target designate:
Mockingbird is reported as deceased on 09/02/01. Please advise.”

“Hey!” Bobbi shouted as she screwed together her two battle staves, the Sentinel above all
but ignoring her for the moment. “Saying someone's date of death aloud is just rude, like
guessing a woman's weight in public.”

As the Sentinel lowered its head, preparing to strike despite its confusion, the non-powered
Mockingbird raised her staff over her shoulder – like a javelin. The robot raised its hand, but
Barbara Morse had already let fly her weapon…and it stabbed deep in the monster's eye,
causing it to recoil backward.

“Little help over here!” she yelled, but none of her teammates were close enough to assist.
The Sentinel, damaged but not destroyed, pulled the staff free from its sparking eye socket
and tossed it to the ground. As Mockingbird looked up at her coming death, however, a grin
washed over her lips.

“Query,” the Sentinel began, pausing its termination procedure, “why is designate:
Mockingbird smiling?”

“Look up, you hunk of tin,” she said before diving to cover on the ground.

The Sentinel took her advice and looked up, only to see the rapidly descending Vision falling
toward him. His mass amplified to that of several metric tons, the synthetic Avenger
crashed through the larger robot, crushing it as he made his way to the ground. The
destroyed Sentinel, carved nearly in twain, sputtered its last before it died…and the Vision
floated free from the massive crater created by his landing, nary a scratch on his pale white
skin.

Across the Wall Street battlefield, the third Sentinel unleashed blast after furious energy
blast at the defiantly standing Vance Astro. The 30th century Guardian refused to move as
the robot buffered him with waves of power, his telekinetic shield easily withstanding the
barrage. Major Astro wasn't attempting to fight back…he knew he was merely the bait.

With its back to the nearest building, the Sentinel did not notice the Black Knight on the
rooftop, Whitman having climbed it as the attack began. With a running start, the Knight
jumped from the rooftop, his enchanted Ebony Blade gripped tightly in his gauntlets. The
Sentinel turned with just enough time to see the sword strike, the Merlin-blessed steel
slicing through the robot's head as if it had been made of paper.

The Sentinel fell backward as the Knight continued to slice with the Blade, carving away at
the creature's emotionless face. Just before it collided with the ground, Whitman stabbed
the sword into the Sentinel's forehead, riding the shockwave with a grip that refused to
surrender. As the smoke from the robot's fall settled, the Knight pulled his weapon free. “I
thank Avalon that you have no soul for the Blade to steal.”

“Three up, three down,” Yellowjacket commented as he took a seat on one of the defeated
Sentinels, “I'm officially impressed, Avengers.”

“Hey,” Mockingbird asked as she rubbed the sweat from her face with her sleeve, “aren't we
missing some people? Where are Arcana, Mr. Immortal, and Libra?”
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“We're up here!” Mr. Immortal announced from another adjacent rooftop, waving
emphatically at his teammates.

Across the rooftop, Arcana and Libra stood with their eyes cast out toward the horizon.
“There is where you must go, dear Luna,” Libra said as he pointed across the city. “That is
where your mission lies.”

“Where?” she asked, squinting her eyes to see across the city span.

Libra smiled warmly. “Even blind, I know where your destination lay. What is the most
important building in this city?”

Luna furrowed her brow.

“The Baxter Building…”

To Be Continued....

Next Issue: “Knights of Future Past” continues as the Avengers come to terms with their
grim mission…will they kill the X-Men of the future to stop the coming of Kang?

PLEASE Name This Letter Column!

Welcome to the as-of-yet nameless lettercol for Avengers Immortal # 2, and I want to
start off this month with first an apology and second a volley of thanks.

When this series debuted back in (my god has it really been that long since?) April, it could
easily be said that it was the best-received series debut in my entire fanfiction career -
which is now in its seventh year, believe it or not! - and I was riding high on the great
feelings that accompanied the near universal love that my peers and fans were flowering
upon me and the title's first issue.

And then I dropped the ball completely...and the second issue is finally appearing, some
four months later than originally planned. While it's my sincere hope that everyone enjoys
this issue as much as the first, I'll also completely understand any reactions along the lines
of "oh, that series is still around?". So, yes, I apologize profusely to both the readers AND
my esteemed editor, Cory Weigel, for putting up with my extreme tardiness. Issue # 3 is
scheduled for a November release, and by hook or by crook the issue WILL be done in time.

And now to the second part of the lettercol - actual, honest-to-Gawd LETTERS (and a few
reviews)!

The first is from M2K's current scribe of Captain America (and upcoming writer on a book
very closely related to this one, even more so than Cap), Steve Crosby:
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A very solid and enjoyable read, Chris. It's clear that you've done your homework
with this series, given the varied settings and specific continuity of each character.

Thank you, kind sir! I'm a huge fan of the large and complex history of Earth's Mightiest
Heroes, and in preperation for writing that first issue I immersed in the massive task of
reading about 200 issues of Avengers and around 75 issues of West Coast Avengers.
Needless to say, I was eating and breathing in the Marvel Universe for quite a long time
during and after that mind-numbing experience, lol.

Oh, and what a cast you've assembled. Granted, it's no Avengers Forever team, with
two Hank Pyms, but they're each in harsh moments in their lives and the ones we
don't already know about seem to have secrets of their own. Why did Luna Maximoff
leave the Avengers? Clearly my favorite scene was Arcana's. A very powerful woman
who is still something of a cat lady, it was funny when she baby-talked Ebony.

Honestly, Steve, what cast COULD match up to the awesomeness that was Avengers
Forever? But of course one of the perks to writing a series like this is that I had unlimited
carte blanche to choose my team of Avengers -- so I went with ones that, which maybe not
my favorite characters per se, would maximize the team dynamics. Plus, I get to write
Mockingbird and the Vision, two characters currently deceased at Marvel 2000! And yeah, I
really liked writing Arcana's introduction, too.

In Avengers Forever, we had seven Avengers battle Immortus and his masters for
the future of humanity. Now, we have seven Avengers working with Immortus to
battle Kang's mad new war of conquest.

Oh, yes, this will be very, very interesting.

I certainly hope you still feel the same way about the series another issue in, Steve.
Thanks!

Next up is the review given by Mike Exner III -- former Champions writer and sometime
co-EiC of the site - as his first Editor's Choice review:

This should come as no surprise. Chris Munn follows up his stellar run with Russ
Anderson on Avengers West Coast with a brand new title featuring Avengers plucked
from significant moments throughout Avengers history. Shades of Kurt Busiek's
amazing Avengers Forever storyline are evident immediately in this issue, but Chris'
flair for utilizing obscure characters and fitting them together seamlessly make this a
beast all his own. Chris' choice of Hank Pym's arrogant (some would say smug)
Yellowjacket persona as the leading man was the perfect decision to keep the spirit
of Avengers Forever alive. The easy confidence and swagger Yellowjacket brings to
the motley grouping is evident immediately and picture perfect characterization.
Chris continues along that line by incorporating a variety of Avengers from the past
and the not-so-distant future in surprisingly unique and interesting ways, and it isn't
until the end when the figure behind the assembling is revealed that you truly realize
you're witnessing something special indeed.

It's always an honor when one of my issues wins the coveted Editor's Choice Award,
especially given the stiff competition that my fellow site writers unleash upon me. Thanks,
Mike!
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Next is a letter from a guy that's awesome on both a personal and professional level, a man
I'm proud to call one of my close friends - the brand-new editor-in-chief of Avengers 2000,
Derrick Ferguson:

As you well know, I'm down for anything that concerns The Avengers, especially if
you're writing it. It seems as if The Avengers are experiencing a sudden popularity
boom with several fan fiction sites I'm familiar with either reactivating their dormant
Avengers series or beginning new ones. With so many Avengers series available,
their successes or failures will depend mainly on the skill, creativity, imagination and
talent of the writers involved. Since you've amply demonstrated that you possess all
of the above in doses that would be dangerous for any other mere mortal, I have no
doubt that AVENGERS IMMORTAL is going to be one of those successes.

Now that's high praise, indeed! Thanks, Derrick, for the show of confidence that I won't
screw this pooch TOO badly, lol.

The group of Avengers that you've picked are definately got my interest and I'm
looking forward to seeing how they'll work together as a team giving the wildly
differing personalities, especially such wildcards as Mr. Immortal and a more
bloodthirsty Black Knight.

In a bit of teasing for the future, fans of the Black Knight really need to tune in and pay
attention to the next issue. Dane Whitman's about to get some serious time in the spotlight
under my watch.

In fact, I notice a disturbing similarity in all of these members: they either have
killed in the past or show a lack of emotional compassion that I'm guessing would
allow them to bend or ignore the Avengers rule against not killing. Certainly Vance
Astro, The Black Knight and Mockingbird have killed in the past and I'm guessing
about Mr. Immortal, Arcana, The Vision and your incarnation of Yellowjacket but time
will tell about them and part of the fun of this series is going to find out exactly why
this particular team has been assembled as I'm positive that Immortus has nefarious
reasons of his own that will be explained further.

Ah, I can't sneak one past you, can I, Derrick? As you can tell by the twist in the team's first
mission laid out in the issue above, the "loose morals" of these Avengers are definately a
factor to be taken into account. And let's see a show of hands on how many people think
Immortus is saying all there is to say about his current motivations...

Speaking of your choice of bad guys here, while I'm one of those who thinks that
Kang has gotten more than enough exposure over the years and am tired of seeing
the character show up yet again, I trust you enough that you'll do something
interesting with him. Hell, just the fact that he blew off Gladiator's face right at the
beginning was enough to let me know that this wasn't going to be just another
Avengers series. I like the Immortus incarnation much better and am also hoping
you'll find a place for The Scarlet Centurion as well. I know I can't be the only one
who likes him!

Ah, now I love me some Kang, baby! In fact, the Conqueror is right up there as one of my
all-time favorite villains, alongside Baron Zemo and Ultron. Hopefully this series will turn
you around on your opinion on ol' Blue Beak, Derrick...and don't worry, I haven't forgotten
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about the Scarlet Centurion, either! Look for him to appear sometime around issue # 9 or
10.

I've probably run my mouth more than I should have when you were just looking for
a thumbs-up or thumbs-down but I wanted to let you know how much I enjoyed this
first issue and rest assured that I for one am looking forward to future issues.

Thanks again, Derrick, and I'm glad you enjoyed # 1.

Finally, our last letter comes courtesy of Tony Thornley, who reviewed # 1 as part of his
"Brawl Tells All" series of reviews:

Chris hooks you right in from the beginning of the issue, depicting Kang (come on-
Avengers, time travel, it's got to be Kang!) seizing control of the Shi'ar empire years
in the future. From there we're greeted with a whirlwind gathering of heroes from
different eras gathered by Yellowjacket. First Mockingbird and in rapid succession
Bobbi's followed by Black Knight, Mr. Immortal, Major Astro, Luna Maximoff, and the
Vision, all future and past Avengers. After the team is assembled, they are
welcomed by their benefactor- Immortus!

Just as an aside to Tony and other readers: Kang's decimation of the Shi'ar Empire and his
murder of Gladiator was written as a tip of the hat to Brent Lambert and his first run on
Avengers - where he instated Gladiator as the Shi'ar Emperor. Here at M2K, it's all-
continuity, all the time!

Chris does a good job with the stereotypical "gather the new team" issue that leads
off series like this. He sets up each individual's situation without excessive exposition
and gives you a glimpse into their character right off the bat. It's somewhat
humorous how each Avenger treats time travel as well easily deducing how they're
being greeted by this version of Hank Pym, why Mockingbird is still alive,
etc. Overall, it's an enjoyable issue.

As anyone who's written a team series can attest to, scripting a "gathering the team" issue
that's not boring as all hell is a hard thing to do. I'm glad the bits of humor and time-travel
continuity managed to keep the issue an entertaining read, Tony.

Three and a half of five punches thrown (and looking forward to later issues)

Thanks, Tony...and here's to me trying like hell to get those last 1 and a half punches for
future issues!

And that brings our second issue lettercol to a close. Thanks again to everyone who gave
me feedback on the first issue, whether it was in the letters above or the many personal
messages I received. The "name this letter column" contest is still open for anyone who
wants to hazard a suggestion...'cause lord knows I have no ideas for it, lol.

~ Chris Munn
09/18/05



New York City, New York
The Bronx
2039 A.D.

Sweat ran down his wrinkled brow, the jagged edges of the crudely fashioned helmet
cutting into his neck with each turn of his head. His inhibitor collar was now a fused piece of
technological trash, tossed to the ground beside where he had sat. For the first time in four
years, he was standing once again – his wheelchair wrapped around his body as armor. The
Master of Magnetism was the last man standing between the escaping X-Men and the
gigantic death machines stalking toward their rabbit hole.

This was the fall of the man called Magneto.

The first of the metal monsters exploded into several million components at the wave of
Magneto's hand, dissecting it like a child would a construct made of Lego pieces. The other
Sentinels hesitated after witnessing the easy destruction of their brother robot, giving one
another almost humanistic looks of distress and worry. Magneto hovered above the South
Bronx internment camp that had been his home for too many years, a fury entrenched in
his aged eyes that echoed the day he watched his son and daughter struck down by
Sentinels…

…just…

A girder ripped from an abandoned skyscraper, pulled from a mile and a half away, flew
through the side of a Sentinel's head at an approximate speed of Mach 2.

…like…

The electrical system of a second Sentinel short-circuited, causing it to fall to the ground as
a smoking metal husk.

…THESE.

More and more of the mutant-killers were descending from the sky, called by their central
mainframe unit to the point of hostile contact. Magneto was the biggest fish in their mutant
prison system, and it was always a statistical probability that he would one day attempt an
escape. This was the day, and the Sentinels were far past the option of recapturing him.

A shockwave of magnetic force exploded in a radius around Magneto, knocking a dozen of
advancing Sentinels onto their backsides. This was his moment of vengeance, the time
when he could pay back the anguish in his heart every time he'd passed by one of the many
“kill notice” posters plastered on broken brick. SLAIN, the posters had been stamped across
the faces of hundreds of mutants. His children, his chosen people, had been driven to
extinction and there had been nothing he could do to stop it. Until now.

He didn't notice the Sentinel approaching from behind until it was too late. The laser blast
pulsing from the robot's palm struck him, melting the metal on his body and incinerating his
flesh. Still, the Master of Magnetism did not fall. As his body became engulfed in flames, he
simply raised his fist into the air and screamed a defiant cry of a dying soldier. No more
prisons, no more waiting for the axe to fall…this was the end.
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This was the death of Magneto.

Hours later, a man clad in crude chain-mail crouched over the still-smoldering bones of Erik
Lensherr, his sword dug deep into the earth beside him. He lowered his helmeted head and
offered a silent prayer for yet another proud warrior slain in battle, a sight he had witnessed
far too many times in his life. “I knew of this man,” Dane Whitman expressed to his
teammates, scattered around the deserted area, “and he should not have died like this.”

The Avengers had arrived too late to save any of the 268 men and women that had been
held captive at the South Bronx Mutant Internment Camp. Following Magneto's defiant
stand, the Sentinels had initiated their Scorched Earth Policy…if one mutant showed
dissidence, then the entire population would suffer. 268 lives were snuffed out in the matter
of moments, and the time-lost heroes of years before and after this period of history were
left to literally sift through the ashes.

Seven Avengers stood in silence, pausing to reflect on what had happened and what they
had failed to stop. Only their guide, the man called Libra, spoke to break the silence. “My
friends,” the blind time-stepper remarked, “we must not tally, despite what we've seen. The
X-Men are currently on their way to the Baxter Building, and unless we stop them this world
is doomed to the machinations of Kang the Conqueror. I assure you, what you see here is
tame compared to what that warlord will do.”

Whitman, the Black Knight, made the sign of the cross on his chest before the ashes of
Magneto and then stood to his feet. “If these X-Men must die to prevent atrocities such as
this,” he said as he removed his Ebony Blade from the stab wound it had made in the
ground, “then so be it.”

Marvel 2000 Proudly Presents...

# 3 - "The Scorched Earth Policy"
Written by Chris Munn

“I told you that it would be a waste of time.”
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Craig Hollis, otherwise and heretofore known as Mr. Immortal, grunted at the statement
made by the man walking beside him. He'd never really had a chance to speak with Henry
Pym before his death years before, but if he'd been anything like his past incarnation then
that had been a many blessed thing indeed. “We had to try, dude.”

Yellowjacket cracked his bubble gum as loudly as possible, the sticky substance clinging to
his mask in several strategic places. “Hell, even the Vision tried to tell you guys. I can kinda
understand you guys not listening to me, ‘cause it's not like anyone else ever has, but Vizh
is a freakin' robot. When he tells you something, it's, like, statistically impossible for him to
be wrong.”

“I don't care!” Mr. Immortal shouted, stopping his forward advancement through the rubble
of New York City long enough to jab an accusatory finger at his teammate. “If there was
any chance at all of us saving those poor people, we had to at least try! We're the
Avengers, for crying out loud…innocent people shouldn't have to die if we're here to stop it!”

“Look,” Henry Pym replied, knocking Hollis' hand away from his chest, “you think I wasn't
bothered by what we just saw? These monsters killed people I've known my whole life and
I'm itching for some payback just as much as everyone else. But that's not our mission right
now, and what worries me is that this little side trip to save a bunch of people that were
already marked for death may have just doomed this planet to an eternity of Kang's rule.
So suck it up and get on task, Avenger.”

“Screw you, man,” Mr. Immortal mumbled as he walked on, leaving Yellowjacket where he
stood. Pym let loose another crack of gum and paused long enough to brush away a small
collection of insects that had begun to buzz around his head.

“Craig has a large heart,” a woman's voice said from behind Hank, causing him to smile
before turning his neck. Luna Maximoff, the sorceress Avenger named Arcana, placed a
hand on his shoulder and smiled in return. “I would've expected nothing less from him, to
be honest.”

“I'm just worried that the team's rules of admittance have really become lax in the future,”
Yellowjacket admitted, returning to his forward walk alongside Luna, “if they're letting guys
like him in. I mean, his power is to get killed a bunch of times, what the hell is that all
about?”

Luna wrapped her cloak around her arms, staring ahead at the skipping and bounding Mr.
Immortal, who was now several yards ahead of them. “You forget, Doctor, that I come from
further up the timeline than Mr. Immortal. He may not seem like much to you right now,
but believe these words – in my time, Craig Hollis is the current Avengers Chairman,
handpicked by Captain America himself.”

“Cap was always a sucker for red, white, and blue costumes,” Yellowjacket dismissed as he
took a glance over his shoulder. Walking several yards behind them were the rest of the
Avengers – Mockingbird, Major Vance Astro, the Black Knight, and the Vision levitating
above them – led by the enigmatic wanderer called Libra. “There's gotta be a faster way to
get to the Baxter Building than this. The X-Men are gonna save the world an hour before we
get there.”
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“I could try teleporting us,” Arcana stated, “but I'm wary of doing such a thing when we're
already clearly spitting in the face of the time/space continuum. The easiest way to do it
without upsetting the delicate balance of reality in this turbulence is to swap out matter for
matter – a simple bi-location spell that would switch us for other organic entities closer to
our destination.”

“Then go do that voodoo you do so well, honey child,” Pym replied, only half listening as he
continued to swat at the strange insects fluttering around him. “Damn Limbo bugs…”

“Craig!” Luna called out, waving down Mr. Immortal before he turned a corner in the
deserted street over a hundred yards away. Hollis turned and waved back, leaving his back
to the open blind spot behind him.

“Oh my god,” Arcana muttered as the Sentinel rounded the corner behind her friend, his
hand raised toward the brightly-colored Avenger.

“Unknown post-human target sighted,” the Sentinel announced, finally catching Mr.
Immortal's attention, “termination imminent.”

Craig Hollis didn't even have time to scream before the Sentinel let fly its lethal energy
barrage, incinerating the man where he stood. His fellow Avengers stood with mouths agape
as the death machine stomped forward, stepping unceremoniously on the ashes of their
teammate. “Attention post-humans,” the Sentinel commanded, “surrender or face
extermination.”

Yellowjacket threw his fist forward, but before the iconic phrase could escape his lips his
advance was halted by Luna's hand. “Don't bother, Doctor,” she said, forming a barrier
between her Avengers and the giant monstrosity, “I'll take care of this.”

As she walked forward, her ivory cape billowing in the wind created by the Sentinel's servo-
motors, points of light began to dance across her body. “I'm sick of you monsters
threatening us,” she said as the light built to a brilliant incandescence, culminating at the
point of her raised index finger, “just plain bloody sick.”

The Sentinel raised its own massive hand in reply, but not before the point of Luna
Maximoff's finger exploded in a fiery burst of light. The magick force commanded by Arcana,
the Sorceress Supreme of her time, was too much for the creature of metal and circuits. A
hole in space – a void, for lack of a better term – opened below the Sentinel, causing it to
stumble. A squee of surprise escaped its vocal unit as a set of massive green tentacles
emerged from the void, wrapping tightly around the robot's steel husk. Within moments,
the demonic creature had dragged the Sentinel down, while the aperture in space closed
behind them.

Arcana dusted off her hands as the other Avengers approached cautiously behind her. “I'm
glad I left Ebony back in Limbo,” she commented, “he never did get along with Shuma
Gorath.”

“Remind me never to make you mad at me,” Mockingbird chimed in from the back of the
group.
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As the Avengers took in what had just happened, a blackened figure staggered toward
them, his hand raised in greeting. “I'm okay, guys,” Mr. Immortal said with a drunken smile
before falling forward, “right as rain, I am.”

“Avengers,” Libra said, interrupting the odd moment, “time is of the essence. We are no
closer to our destination, and our current pace will ensure our arrival much too late. I can
step between the second and arrive at the Baxter Building, but I cannot carry you with me.
Have you any ideas?”

Yellowjacket let fly a wicked smirk before nodding his head in Luna's direction. “I think our
gal of the hour here may have found us a way…”

The Sentinel fell in a heap of destroyed metal, its head a melted slag of metal and fused
circuitry. This was the power of Ororo Monroe, the woman who – what seemed like a
lifetime ago – had also been called Storm. She touched down on the cracked concrete in
front of the abandoned Baxter Builder, former of the Fantastic Four and current central hub
of the North American Sentinel force. The one sentry standing guard at the doors to the
building was now destroyed by the African's lightning, and as she stood in anxious repose
her fellow X-Men approached.

Wolverine, a member of the Canadian Resistance Army, had been instrumental in the
mutants' breakout of the South Bronx facility. Alongside him was Piotr Rasputin, Colossus,
who held cradled in his organic steel arms the unconscious body of his wife, Kate Pryde
Rasputin. Rounding out the remnants of the X-Men was a young woman, a telepath, named
Rachel Summers, the daughter of Scott Summers and Jean Grey.

Colossus sat the body of his unconscious bride onto the ground, hidden behind the disabled
husk of the Sentinel. His eyes lingered on her, his thoughts drifting back to the mission she
had undertaken – a journey to the past, where she had switched bodies with the Kitty of her
youth. It was the teenage Kitty Pryde that now inhabited the older Kate's body, and there
was no clear idea just when the switch would revert back. “Rachel,” Colossus advised as the
redhead knelt beside Kate, “you remain here, to protect Kitty as best you can.”

As Wolverine and Storm moved around the massive robot body toward the doors of the
Baxter Building, the weight of their mission weighed heavily upon them. They were the only
people capable of stopping the Sentinels' march against the rest of the world, and if they
failed – well, failure wasn't an option anymore. They would succeed or they would die, and
there were no other choices left.

“X-Men!” a voice called out from behind them, in a place where there had previously stood
no one. They each turned to see the robed stranger walking toward them, Libra's identity a
mystery to them all. “I implore you, my mutant friends,” he said, his hands outstretched in
a sign of peace, “do not enter that building. To do so will endanger this reality for time
immemorial!”

“You know this hobo?” Wolverine asked, an impatient eyebrow cocked toward Storm.

“I do not;” she answered as Libra neared closer, “but he shall not deter us from our
mission.”
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“A pity,” Libra said as he leapt forward, his hands clutching unexpectedly onto the wrists of
the two X-Men, “for then you leave us no choice.”

Colossus rushed toward his friends as they were engulfed by a blinding flash of light,
generated by Libra's touch. “Ororo! Logan!” he shouted, but then found himself skidding to
a halt as he saw the three figures that had replaced his fellow X-Men. Where they had been
now instead stood three of the mighty Avengers: Major Astro, Mockingbird, and the Vision.

Rasputin's eyes narrowed…he was not amused.

Libra leapt backward, the adamantium claws of Wolverine missing flesh in favor of cloth
robe. “I am an agent of the Balance,” Libra said as he dodged the feral mutant's second
attack, “and despite being trained by the Priests of Pama I will not fight you.”

Logan found his third claw strike blocked, deflected by a sword with the color of midnight.
The X-Man looked up to find the regal armor and helmet of the Black Knight staring down at
him. “That would be our job, knave…”

Storm took to the sky, propelled aloft by a massive gust of wind beneath her. This was the
definition of a tragedy, and she could tell from the ruins that she and Logan had been
transported to another part of the city. How long would it take for a cadre of Sentinels to
arrive, to murder them with impunity? She looked down at the people that had abducted
them – the robed man, another in medieval armor, and one in gaudy red and blue spandex.
Who were these people, and why were they damning the one last attempt to halt the
Sentinels?

Storm furrowed her wrinkled brow and extended her hand. It didn't matter, she decided as
the thunder clouds rolled behind her, this had to be ended quickly. A static charge of
electricity collected across her body as she swept past a nearby rooftop, failing to notice the
two people standing atop it.

Before the lightning could burst from her hand, she saw the shadow of the man pouncing on
her. Ororo turned as he collided into her, his yellow and black costume immediately
recognizable to her. This was Yellowjacket, she surmised despite the impossibility of such a
thing, an Avenger long deceased at the hands of the Sentinels!

“You got sparks, baby doll,” he said as he grappled with her in mid-air, his costume's wings
vibrating furiously to keep him aloft, “well so does the Yellowjacket!”

And with that said, a massive discharge of electricity erupted from Henry Pym's gloves, his
bio-disruptors causing an immense shock to the X-Man's nervous system. Had it been a
purely electrical burst, Storm would have felt nothing – but the stinger blast of Pym's design
instead affected the synapses in its target's nerve endings, forcing pain receptors to fire all
at once, causing spasms and convulsions across her body.

Ororo screamed and fell into a dive, her body turning against her, while Yellowjacket kicked
himself away from her flailing form. As he bounded against the nearest building, he gave an
“a-okay” sign with his hand toward the rooftop he had just left. Libra stood at the edge of
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the aforementioned rooftop, having appeared there after a single sidestep in the street
below.

“This was an ingenious battle tactic,” Gustav Brandt admitted as he turned back toward the
other Avenger present on the roof, “divide and conquer.”

Arcana said nothing in reply, her eyes closed in intense concentration as she sat Indian style
on the concrete beneath her. It had been her power that had transported the two X-Men to
their position, traded along with Libra for three of her teammates to take out the resistance
at the Baxter Building . That had been taxing, but nothing close to what she was attempting
now. Back in her childhood, her aunt had told her a story of the Mandarin and one of his
many bids of conquering the world. The Mandarin had used a mystical artifact called the
Heart of Darkness to enclose China within a field that negated all technology. Even with
such an artifact, a spell of that magnitude was near impossible to sustain for a period of
time…and now Luna Maximoff was sitting, trying to sustain such a field by herself.

This was the only way to keep the Sentinels off their backs while their mission was being
completed, the only way to keep them alive to see things through. Libra took a look across
the horizon and saw the shimmering field a few blocks away, completely encasing their
battleground. A Sentinel flew toward them, and immediately deactivated as it touched the
ethereal spell field. Brandt then looked back at Luna and bit his lower lip…just how long
could she keep this up?

“Where are my friends?” Colossus bellowed as he threw forward his massive fist, directed at
the center of the Visions' chest. The Russian's steel hand collided furiously with the
synthezoid's breast, but the Vision remained standing in his typically rigid position.

“I have altered my density to its highest setting,” the Vision stated, the concrete under his
bare feet beginning to crack from the stress of his multiplied mass, “and am hence an
immoveable object. Will you listen to us, Mr. Rasputin, or will this continue to come to
blows?”

“Three of us just for this guy?” Mockingbird quipped as she moved around the fallen
Sentinel in front of the Baxter Building . “Seems like a bit much, considering who just got
teleported out of here…”

As she rounded the discarded metal sentry, however, Bobbie Barton's eyes lit up with the
sight of two women hunkered in hiding. The younger girl was holding the older woman in
her arms, protecting her behind a shell of timidity. “Uh, hey, gals,” Mockingbird said with a
slight wave, “are you X-Men?”

“Stay away from us!” Rachel Summers yelled, slamming a telekinetic force blast against the
Avenger's body. Mockingbird flew backward onto the street, her body turning in mid-air just
in time to allow her to roll with the blow. She somersaulted before hitting the ground,
landing on her haunches with the battle staves at the ready.

“Okay, kid gloves are officially off,” Mockingbird commented as she leapt back toward the
two women, her staves connecting into a telescoping staff that further propelled her in a
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pole-vault fashion. Imagine her surprise when she stopped in mid-leap, held fast by
Rachel's mental power.

“Katya?” Peter asked as he turned away from the Vision, concerned with nothing but the
safety of his spouse. He stomped toward the hanging Mockingbird, determined to end the
threat to his family and friends, but instead found himself halted in mid stride.

Major Astro stepped in front of the metal X-Man, his own telekinetic power holding him fast.
“Our mission is to kill you,” he admitted to the hero, “but I don't like to commit murder
without trying a different approach first. Have you heard of a man called Kang the
Conqueror…?”

Wolverine and the Black Knight circled one another, their eyes locked as time was spent
sizing the mettle of each's opponent. Nervously, Mr. Immortal stood in the background,
unsure of whether he should intervene in a battle that would inevitable end in bloodshed.
The Black Knight's sword lowered to the ground, the blade scraping lightly against the
broken concrete, while Logan sparked his claws together.

“My claws are forged o' pure adamantium, boy,” the Wolverine advised, “they can cut
through damn near anything. You sure you want to lose such a nice sword by being stupid?”

“Your weapons are manmade, lout,” the Knight replied, “while my Ebony Blade was forged
by almighty Merlin himself. Nothing of this Earth can withstand its steel, including your
vaunted adamantium. I will ask only once…yield or perish.”

“We don't got time for this,” the elder X-Man answered, “so I'm gonna bleed you quick.
Consider it a mercy kill…”

And with no other words left to say, the Black Knight pulled his sword back and ran forward,
lunging at the diminutive X-Man with all his strength. Logan sidestepped the parry and
swept his arm in a wide arc, catching Whitman's back. The chain mail armor adorning the
Knight's body was rent in a hail of sparks and blood, giving little protection to the mutant's
blades. The Black Knight moved with grace, swiping the Ebony Blade up and back, catching
Wolverine just under the chin. The mutant was fast, though, and a strike meant to slit his
throat instead just bloodied his chin, carving a slit of flesh from his profile.

The two men stepped backward, facing one another once again. The Ebony Blade sang out
to Whitman's soul, the blood of the mutant dripping from its tip, further cementing the
curse laid across any who wielded it. The curse was causing the madness to overtake the
Knight, a bloodlust that would only be sated when his opponent was dead and his soul
captured by the mystical weapon. Similarly, Logan circled around with a noticeable twitch in
his right eye. He was fighting a bloodlust of his own, an animal berserker rage that he had
long fought to keep contained. It had been many years since he had lost control, but the
stress of the mission and the obstacle now standing in his way had shattered the barriers he
had erected in his psyche.

The two men were ready to lose control, and only one would emerge alive. They stepped
forward, the last advancement of their final, brutal battle…
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“Stop it, you two!”

And in the biggest mistake of his life, Mr. Immortal stepped between them.

“Release me, villain!” Colossus shouted, frozen as he was under the power of Vance Astro,
Guardian of the Galaxy and current Avenger. “We do not have long before the Sentinels
detect us, fool, and our mission is too important for us to fail!”

“That, my Communist friend,” Astro replied, “is exactly what we're here to achieve: your
failure. If you stop the Sentinels tonight, then there will be nothing in place here to stop the
coming of Kang. I understand the hardships and tragedies you've suffered at the hands of
these monsters – I'm a fellow mutant, and this pains me as much as you – but this is
paradise compared to what Kang will do!”

“Let him go,” a shaking voice said as Rachel Summers approached from behind the
destroyed Sentinel husk, her own telekinesis holding Mockingbird in the air, unable to move
or fight, “or I'll kill her! I don't care why you're here, we can't fail…we can't live like this
anymore!”

Vance's eyes dropped, twisted beneath his mask into a visage of sorrow at the young
woman's impassioned pleas. Unconsciously, his power dropped from around Colossus, who
immediately felt the energy holding him begin to fade. Hating himself as he did it, Rasputin
forced his fist forward, connecting as hard as he could with the back of the Major's skull,
knocking him into blissful unconsciousness before he could hit the ground. “Rachel,”
Colossus said as he allowed himself only a moment to linger on the man he'd just struck
down, “we do not have time to wait for Logan or Ororo. I have to go inside, I have to finish
this.”

Rachel nodded, but failed to notice the ghostly form of the Vision passing from the ground
beneath her in his intangible state. As he slid up behind her, he slid his ethereal arm inside
her chest and solidified slowly, causing a painful shock to her system – biological disruption,
painful for every human that felt it, but more so for a psychic sensitive like Summers. She
screamed and fell to the ground, Mockingbird falling with her to her feet as her power
dispersed. “You are right, Mr. Rasputin, we have little time for this to continue. Surrender or
die.”

Colossus rushed forward, his rage building to a boiling point while his fist crushed forward,
striking the Vision's cybernetic form directly in the face. The synthezoid staggered
backward, ill prepared for the mutant's brutal assault, and then immediately felt another
incredible punch to the face. “Fall, monster!” Colossus bellowed as he landed blow upon
pulverizing upon the Avenger's durable – but not indestructible – body. The Vision
attempted to halt the furious strikes with a blast from his solar gem, but this – even coupled
with Mockingbird's ineffectual strikes to the X-Man's back with her staff – was nothing
compared to the anger rising in the once-peaceful warrior.

“Peter?” a weakened voice cried from nearby, causing Colossus to pause in his rampage.
Kate Pryde stumbled forth on uneasy legs, her mind having returned to her body from its
journey into the past. “What are you doing?”
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“Katya?” he asked, stepping toward his wife. “Then it did not work, your mission in the past.
It failed, as I have failed.”

The Vision returned to his feet as Colossus stepped past him, lost in the despair as to what
was happening to their last ditch effort to free their planet. “We warned you, Piotr
Rasputin,” the Vision advised as he again multiplied his density and mass, becoming as hard
as a diamond, “therefore this is the only logical avenue.”

Peter turned back toward the Vision as the synthezoid delivered a punch of his own,
shattering the organic steel that covered every inch of his body. Colossus fell backward, his
neck broken as his head had spun nearly 180 degrees around his body from the force of the
Avenger's blow. The ground shook as he landed, and the Vision merely glanced at his
knuckles, his artificial skin ripped and shredded from the fury of his attack.

“Peter!” Kate Pryde Rasputin shrieked, but any other words were lost in the sounds that
descended upon them from the heavens.

“Oh, this is not good,” Mockingbird commented as she turned her gaze skyward. A dozen
Sentinels descended down upon them, their battle having finally caught their attention.

Death was falling like rain.

“Just do us both a favor and stay down, doll face,” Yellowjacket advised as he walked up to
the recovering Storm, who had hit the ground hard following the attack on her nervous
system, “don't do something we're both gonna regret.”

Ororo raised her head, lightning dancing in her fierce blue eyes, and with a snarl she leapt
to her feet. “Do not threaten me, little man,” she commanded as she took to the sky,
propelled by her naturally generated winds. Yellowjacket felt the force of the wind hit him,
nearly knocking him backward as the air twisted and flowed around him. A funnel of wind
quickly surrounded him, spinning him at an incredibly fast rate as he was lifted into the sky
alongside his opponent.

Within moments, the two figures reached the tops of the nearby buildings, and with her
acute eyesight she spied two of her enemies atop one of the roofs. With a smile that
betrayed how much she had missed the thrill of combat, Storm commanded her winds to
toss Pym away, sending him sailing toward the defenseless Libra and Arcana.

“Gangway!” the nearly nauseous Yellowjacket shouted as he was sent sailing toward his
teammates. With the briefest of warnings, Libra easily sidestepped the flailing Avenger,
though he quickly realized his mistake. Her concentration focused totally on maintaining her
magical force shield, Luna Maximoff failed to notice the approaching Yellowjacket. He struck
her sitting form with the force of a speeding car, sending both of them rolling across the
roof with their senses stunned.

“Oh no,” Libra whispered as Luna rolled to a stop, nearly unconscious. The anti-technology
field supported by her magicks faded with her concentration broken, and it wouldn't be long
before the Sentinels arrived to overwhelm them.
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Oblivious to this turn of events, Storm twisted in the air and moved closer to the war being
raged on the ground below her. Thunder boomed in the sky above, the weather changing to
match her foul disposition and volatile emotional state. It was perhaps already too late for
them to strike against the Sentinel core like they had planned, unless Colossus had been
able to do so on his own. She prayed for Piotr, her “little brother”, before returning to aid
Logan.

Mr. Immortal danced on the street, desperately trying to avoid the razor sharp claws of the
Wolverine before he lost yet another limb. He jumped backward, Logan's claws scraping
against his ribcage painfully, only to receive a sharp pain in his back. “Idiot!” the Black
Knight yelled as Hollis looked down to find the Ebony Blade punched through his back and
out his stomach.

“Cheese and crackers, people,” Craig declared as he pulled himself free from the sword,
“you're lucky I can't die.”

“We'll see about that,” Wolverine growled as he punched a fist of adamantium claw through
Mr. Immortal's neck, nearly severing his head from his body. He wrenched his claws free,
casually tossing Hollis to the ground at his left, but was unable to dodge the Black Knight's
next sword stroke. The Ebony Blade came down upon the mutant's left arm, striking it at
the elbow joint – where the adamantium coating his bones was the weakest. The Blade
cleaved through the X-Man's arm like it wasn't there, severing Wolverine's appendage at the
elbow.

Logan screamed and propelled his remaining arm forward, striking the side of the Knight's
helmet – a helmet which, thankfully, managed to barely deflect the killing blow. Dane
Whitman fell backward, staggered by the metal-on-metal strike that was now causing his
head to ring and vibrate, and his sword fell from his grasp. Wolverine was upon him in an
instant, his right hand pressed against his chest. It would only take a little pressure, a little
push, to end the Avenger's life, and this Wolverine – this man who had watched everyone
he loved fall around him at the hands of the Sentinels – wasn't inclined to hold back
anymore.

“Stop!” Mr. Immortal yelled from directly behind the X-Man, causing Wolverine to turn his
head and look over his shoulder. The bloody Craig Hollis stood defiant, the Knight's Ebony
Blade clutched in his hands. “Don't make me kill you, man!”

Wolverine turned while a growl escaped his lips. Mr. Immortal quivered where he stood, but
nevertheless raised the sword above his head. Whitman, having recovered enough from
Logan's attack to understand what was happening, raised his hand toward his teammate
and screamed with a voice ragged with terror. “No, don't use the sword,” the Knight yelled
as he attempted to stand, “the curse will take you!”

Wolverine moved closer, but before Hollis could swing the mighty blade…the unexpected
happened. A bolt of lightning descended from the storm clouds above, guided and directed
by Ororo Monroe, and it struck the enchanted metal of the Ebony Blade. Millions of volts of
electricity were conducted into Mr. Immortal's body, causing his skin to burst into flames
across his body. He stood, paralyzed by the electricity coursing through his body while a
scream ripped from his throat, for several moments until the lightning barrage stopped. He
fell to the ground, a charred and smoldering husk, while the Ebony Blade was released from
his grasp.
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The Black Knight jumped forward, knocking his way past Wolverine, to catch the sword in
his hand. As he grasped onto the hilt of the blade, he twisted his midsection and swiped the
sword backward. The cursed blade sliced through the air, catching Logan at the base of his
neck. The X-Man's much vaunted adamantium skeleton proved no match for the Merlin-
enchanted blade, and the Wolverine's head was removed from his shoulders.

“Logan! Goddess, no!” Storm shouted as she swept down toward her fallen teammate. The
Knight jumped back to his feet from where his leap had landed him, and with another wide
arc of his arm tossed the sword into the sky. The Ebony Blade struck the descending Ororo
Monroe in the stomach, punching through vital organs before exiting out her back, cutting
her spine in two. She was deceased before she hit the ground.

Cautiously, Libra and the still-stunned Yellowjacket and Arcana approached while the Black
Knight retrieved his sword. As he wiped the mutants' blood off the blade with the edge of
his cape, he glared at his teammates from beneath his helmet. “They fought like warriors,”
Whitman, his voice infused with the accent of his ancestor Eobar Garrington, said, “and died
as such.”

“Your mission is complete,” Libra said as he looked to the sky to see the approaching
Sentinel army, “and with a touch I return you four to Limbo, while I brave this world to
rescue our allies.”

Before they faded away, Yellowjacket looked down at the regenerating Mr. Immortal, his
skin healing the massive burns across his body. "Useless..."

Kate Pryde was the first to fall in the Sentinels' wave of brutality, her intangibility having
long been countered by the robots' defensive systems. Her mangled and crushed body had
been dropped from the palm of a blood-soaked Sentinel, while the rest of the monsters
worked toward surrounding the four remaining humans.

“We must vacate this area,” the Vision advised as his solar gem exploded with energy,
melting an approaching Sentinel's face, “or we will be overwhelmed in approximately 32.20
seconds.”

“This is all your fault,” Rachel Summers declared, tears streaming down her face as she
cowered behind a telekinetic shield erected to protect the fighting heroes, “I could feel my
friends dying, their thoughts ending so painfully. You people killed them!”

Major Vance Astro stepped in front of the girl, his own telekinetic power merging with
Rachel's to further strengthen the energy field surrounding and protecting them. “You're
right, girl,” Astro said as he saw Libra appearing from seemingly thin air in their midst, “and
what we've done this day will haunt me for the rest of my life…”

“The mission is a success,” Libra told Vision and Mockingbird, his hand placed on their
shoulders, “and to Limbo we must depart.” The two Avengers faded away at Libra's touch,
his power returning them to Immortus' realm. “Come, Major,” Brandt ordered as the
Sentinels closed around them, the space of the telekinetic barrier being pushed smaller and
smaller with each arriving robot. “We have no time.”
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Vance looked down at the whimpering Rachel Summers, who had wrapped herself in terror
around his leg. “No, Mr. Brandt,” he said without hesitation, “I will not leave this child to die
alone when it was we who brought this death to her. If Immortus was true, I will return to
my proper time upon my own death…let us test that theory, shall we?”

Libra paused and then nodded toward the Avenger. “Godspeed, Major Astro,” the blind
master of the balance offered, “give these bastards Hell, eh?” Then he, too, faded away.

“On your feet, Rachel,” Vance said as he grabbed the girl by her arm, lifting her to stand
beside him, “let us face our deaths with dignity.”

Thirty Sentinels were surrounding them now, their telekinetic shield being pummeled on to
its breaking point. There was no escape, no way to fight their way to freedom. Vance
narrowed his eyes and straightened his posture, then took Rachel's hand in his. “Take us,
monsters,” he said defiantly as their telekinetic power finally failed, allowing the Sentinels
access to the small space in which they stood.

The two mutants were dead a moment later, the last of the X-Men...heroes to the end.

An Uncharted Island
The English Channel
1944 A.D.

“Where the hell are we now?” Mockingbird asked as she snapped her battle staff back into
its two separate components, readying herself for anything unexpected. She looked over
her similarly confused teammates, and immediately noticed they were short in their
number.

“Where's Libra?” Yellowjacket asked as he turned his head to and fro, looking over his
disheveled team. “I thought that creepy bastard was sending us back to Limbo!”

“I am here,” Libra said from behind them, causing Yellowjacket to jump in surprise.

“Gah!” Pym shouted, turning to wag a finger at his blind guide. “Don't do that, man!”

“Gustav,” Luna asked, trepidation evident in her voice, “where is Vance?”

Libra lowered his head and sighed. “Major Astro is the reason for your unexpected arrival in
this time, Ms. Maximoff. He fell to the Sentinels, by his own choice, and we are therefore
expected to pick up his replacement.”

Libra then raised his hand to the horizon, pointing out the giant stone castle looming in the
distance. “The year is 1944 and we are on an uncharted island in the English Channel that is
currently a secret base for the Nazi force. It is here that we shall retrieve our newest
Avenger…”

The faces of each Avenger, save the Vision and Yellowjacket, lit up at the knowledge passed
to them via their guide. There was only one man that fit the time and criteria of their
mission.
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“Great,” Doctor Pym grumbled with a crack of his gum, “there goes my spot as team
leader…”

That man was Captain America, and this was the day he died.

To Be Continued....

Next Issue: The Avengers have had to make a stop-off on their way back to Limbo to
replace the fallen Vance Astro, and their new member is none other than Captain America!
But will this Cap, decades before the formation of the Avengers, be willing to come with
them when he's got more important things to do…namely, the capture of Baron Zemo?

Time Out!

Ah, it feels so nice to finally have a name for this lettercol! Thanks to Bowie Sessions, who
came in right before this issue went up with the last minute suggestion that, admittedly,
rules all. Now everyone go read his Midnight Sons series!

The first order of bushiness is to talk about Avengers Immortal # 1 winning the 2006
Editor's Overall Choice Award, which was just down right awesome. This is not only a
series I'm immensely proud of, it's also easily the most well-received title I've ever debuted.
Thanks to everyone who's read it, and double thanks to the M2K editors for choosing it as
the best issue of 2006!

On to the letters!

The first is from a much-appreciated fan of the series, Rena, who is now starting to dabble
in writing for our loveable little community:

I just read it today and rest assured the series didn't lose anything from the first
issue. From Kang fighting Days of Future Past sentinels (coolies!) to everything else
it was again a great read. There are only one or two writers like you who can
perfectly portray these characters and make me feel the fun and magic of a real
Avengers story. That you read all those comics really does show! I literally laughed
out loud when the Vision says "I'll be back in 1.2 minutes"! This is the John Byrne
Vision? Love it. I heard of when Henry Pym was insane (I never read the actual
issues) but I doubt he was this entertaining at the time. I can't wait to see where
this is all going. That the Black Knight is going to be more prominent in the next
issue also makes me happy. I always liked him and Barry Reese made me even more
of a fan. Kang is also a big favorite of mine, though he's no Doc Doom. Any chance
Doom will show up? With how this series is I guess there's a chance anyone could.

Thanks kindly, my dear! I'm glad you're enjoying the John Byrne Vision (which is more than
most people did when he first debuted back in '89, lol), and I highly suggest at least picking
up Avengers Forever to see Yellowjacket in all his lounge lizard glory (or, you could also pick
up the currently running Earth's Mightiest Heroes II, which is supposed to shed more light
on Pym's breakdown).
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As for Doctor Doom, hell, there's as good a chance of that as anything else in this series!
I've added him to the "possible appearance" list, as per your request, so we'll see what
happens in the future. Thanks again for the letter, Rena!

Our next letter comes to us from frequent letter-writer Greg Cruikshank:

Greetings, Mr. Munn, Once again, I find myself prompted to write you in regards to
one of your fanfiction titles. And while I am presently starting second year university,
and should probably be focusing more on my newly-assigned projects, I think I can
afford a few more minutes of doing other stuff. Such as reading Avengers Immortal.
Let me first start by saying: yes, there was a bit of a wait between first and second
issue, which was kind of annoying. However, experience in reading your work has
taught me that it's usually worth the wait, and sure enough, that is once again the
case.

Thanks for being patient with the series, Greg. I highly regret the huge gap in time between
issues # 1 and # 2, and it was no one's fault but my own I'm sad to say. Thankfully, there
wasn't quite as long a wait between # 2 and # 3, lol.

Here we see one of the most diverse Avengers casts ever assembled. Mind you,
that's kind of a given where alternate realities and timelines are involved, but
consider who you've assembled: a heroine fresh off her rape in the Old West; a
man trapped in his ancestor's body, enduring an unquenchable
bloodlust; a synthezoid only JUST robbed of his emotions and memories; a largely-
useless idealist; a slightly creepy sorceress who left the Avengers for unknown
reasons; a guy who missed out on 1000 years of Earth history; and Yellowjacket. If
that doesn't spell team conflicts and great characterization, then I don't know what.
And then of course, there's Kang. And who doesn't like Kang?.....Well, maybe those
people who loathe time-travel stories...whatever, I just hope there's more going on
than we know. I mean, I'm familiar with the Busiek-era-honourable-military-
tactician-and-general version of Kang, so the idea of his JUST being out to conquer
stuff is a little uninteresting. Any chance he has an ulterior motive? Like, say, luring
Immortus out into the open.....?

I'm glad you're digging the diverse cast I've assembled, even if one of them didn't make it
out of the first story arc alive, lol. As for Kang, I'm one of those who really dug the
"honorable general" personality given to him by Busiek, and that's honestly the version that
you're most likely going to see in these pages - though that's not to say that Kang isn't
going to be a ruthless son of a bitch.

Regardless, I'm sure this will prove to be an interesting series. This is the kind of
freshness and originality which has been VERY SORELY declining in Marvel's Exiles
title, and I look forward to seeing what other f***ed-up alternate timelines you can
come up with. So, until Spider-Man and Wolverine join the Avengers in fanfiction as
well as in reality(and I pray to every god that ever was that this will never happen),
make mine M2K!

PS. Vote Chris Munn for new writer of Marvel's Avengers title! Restore the Scarlet
Witch's honor, integrity, and chaos-magic!

Greg, you are too kind to me! I hope you stick with the series through the long haul,
because I think you'll be pleasantly surprised at some of the tricks I have up my sleeve. Oh,
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and Spider-Man and Wolverine are scheduled to join the team with issue # 10...just
kidding!

Next up is a review given to # 2 by Brent Lambert, the rock of M2K:

THE GOOD: I really am enjoying the cast in this issue. It's oddball
but at the same time it feels right. Mockingbird was always a
character I wish I could have seen more of so I'm glad she's being
written here. And the Vision…oh how we have missed thee at M2K! If
anyone was to write him I think Munn is the best person for the
job. The initial scene of this issue was just perfect. Kang's
ending line sealed the deal there.

THE BAD: Admittedly, after reading Bowie's Midnight Sons I can't
help but to compare here and Munn's Craig seems a lot drier in
comparison to the character in Sons. Now this is a future version
of Craig so it can easily be written off as some massive life event
changing his outlook on things. Libra also seem to just come a
little out of the blue for me. Why did he specifically need to be
their guide? Couldn't Immortus have just told them where to go when
he briefed them on the situation? He seemed to know everything else
going on in the timeline.

OVERALL: A good issue. This title really pulls off being a mix of
Avengers Forever and Exiles, which is what I think Chris was going
for here. I definitely intend to keep reading the series.

Without a doubt, Bowie's version of Mr. Immortal over in Midnight Sons beats the shit out of
mine. As for Libra, his reasons for being the team's guide instead of Immortus will be
revealed in detail probably in the next issue. Thanks for the review, Brent!

Finally this month is a review for # 2 by Tony Thornley, who has been one of the biggest
supporters of the series on the Heroes list and the M2K forum:

This is a review of an issue I read last Thursday, so excuse me if I'm hazy on the
details. There's a few constants in fanfic though. One is Chris Munn + Avengers =
Great reading

Avengers Immortal #2 proves that again.

The team of time-lost Avengers are given their overall mission by Immortus as Kang
makes his move. When they're sent after Kang to stop his move into a particular
timeline, the Avengers discover they're going to have to do something that goes
against everything they stand for.

The good- It's a strong issue. There's a lot of good character interaction throughout
the issue, especially as the team considers the two moral choices before them-
working with Immortus and the dilemma faced once they reach the timeline they're
to rescue. Mockingbird is already my favorite, and Mr. Immortal is working towards
that spot. There's also a good scene of action, which is something I consider a must
in any story.
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The bad- This issue is still mostly set-up. It's not terrible, as said set-up provides for
some great interaction between Avengers, but sometimes you just want to see the
ass-kicking that you know is coming.

Overall- A fun read and the next issue promises to be better.

Rating- 3.5 punches thrown of 5

Tony, you are a scholar and a gentleman for taking the time to review this series with each
new issue. Thanks for all the comments, and something that's just dawned on me is how
each person I've talked to have their own personal favorite Avenger so far. That's really
good, because it means I'm not letting one character or two dominate in favor over the
others, lol.

Thanks again for everyone that wrote me about # 2, and to everyone who caught me via
instant message to talk to me about it. I promise that # 4 will be coming soon!

~ Chris Munn
01/13/05



An Uncharted Island
The English Channel
1944 A.D.

“Look out, Axis – here we come!”

The two figures fell from the sky like angels from upon high, their descent slowed down by
the billowing parachutes exploding from the packs across their backs. The older man –
though that in itself was a sad truth, as he was only late into his twenties – said nothing
through his gritted teeth. It was the younger of the two, the grinning teenager, who had
sounded that battle cry while his finger tightened across the trigger of his Browning M1919
machine gun, hefted by a surprising musculature beneath the red and blue uniform.

The German soldiers that stood sentry on the castle's parapets scattered as the boy
unleashed Hell from the muzzle of his gun, shell casings flying into the air behind him as he
and his partner dropped into the hot zone. The belt of shells shortened with each burst of
steel-jacketed death, uncoiling from around the boy's chest. That was the only problem with
the Browning – the ammo went like apple pie at a neighborhood bake sale, way too damn
fast. But that was okay, the boy thought as he narrowed his eyes and sprayed the Nazi
occupiers with American justice, the two Colt M1911A1 pistols tucked into his belt would
keep him safe.

The older man, who was floating down at a slower pace than his young ally, had no firearms
to speak of on his person; a personal choice for one said to be a “living symbol of liberty”.
He had a weapon, this much was true, but it rarely took a life. It was a shield painted with
the colors of his country, and no bullet could punch through its metal.

“Kapitan Amerikaner!” one of the Germans shouted as he aimed his rifle into the air. He
died a moment later, transformed by the Browning's 600 rounds per minute into a bloody
smear on the wall behind him.

The spinning of the Browning's empty turret coincided with the disappearance of the last of
the ammo belt across the boy's shoulder just as he spun the weapon around to halt the
arrival of another phalanx of guards, three in total. He dropped the artillery rifle like a
stone, and the absence of the gun's weight caused the parachute to jerk back into the sky,
allowing him to narrowly miss the whizzing bullets first fired from the Germans' rifles. He
didn't bother to reach for his Colts as his weight leveled out back into a steady descent – his
partner had his back.

“Stand down!” the older of the duo commanded as he pulled the painted shield off his arm
and hefted in an outstretched hand. With the chemically enhanced strength in his muscles,
the Sentinel of Liberty tossed the shield like a discus directly at the trio of Nazis, the
realization of who was falling down on them having caused hesitation and fear to halt their
barrage.

“Kommen sie herunter! Jetzt!” one of the guards shouted to his comrades as he dove for
the stone floor. The shield sailed over him and collided first into the jaw of the second guard
before ricocheting off into the face of the third, knocking both unconscious in two furious
spurts of blood.



- 2 -

The first guard, the smartest of the three, jumped back to his feet and took aim at the
defenseless American with his rifle, taking careful moments to ensure a kill shot. He failed
to notice the shield bouncing off the far wall of the castle's parapet behind him, returning
inevitably to its master's hand. The shield struck the guard at the base of his skull, snapping
his spine with a wet crunch and sending him to the ground in a twitching heap. After a few
more precise ricochets, the shield was caught in the firm grip of its owner as he lightly
touched down on the rooftop. He secured the shield firmly back across his arm as his
partner drifted down behind him, his twin pistols pulled and at the ready.

“So far so good, eh?” James “Bucky” Barnes commented with a wry smile, his eyes hidden
by the domino mask affixed to his face.

Captain America failed to return the smile as he glanced back at the boy. “Cocky and
careless are two words that can get you killed, Bucky,” he commented, “You know that full
well.”

“Fury and the Howlers are a good six hours from the LZ, Steve,” Barnes stated, the smirk
wiped from his face, “and we've lost our element of surprise.”

“He knew we'd be here anyway,” the Captain replied, “so let's not keep Baron Zemo
waiting…”

Marvel 2000 Proudly Presents...

# 4 - "Timeslide - 1944: On Ice"
Written by Chris Munn

“Did anyone else hear gunfire just then?”

The question posed by Barbara Barton, the Avenger also known as Mockingbird, went
unanswered by her collection of teammates. While her head was turned to the sky, trying to
make out the distant goings-on in the castle laying in wait for them across the island, the
rest of the Avengers were gathered around a man that they had every reason to mistrust
but yet had no choice but to follow.
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“I assure you, Avengers,” the blind seer named Libra reiterated, “going back for Major
Vance Astro is an impossibility at this point.”

“That's not good enough!” Dane Whitman, the armored Black Knight, shouted as he
grabbed Libra by his robe, slamming the older man into the nearest tree. “Astro was our
teammate, and I'll be damned if we simply leave him to die!”

“The Major made his choice,” Libra replied, lifted off his feet by the taller Knight, “and the
rules of engagement are clear in this matter. If one of your number falls along the way then
his replacement will be recruited at the first available moment. The longer you rage against
this, the more time will be spent away from your mission.”

“Let him go, Whitman,” the leader of the rag-tag group of Avengers, Yellowjacket, ordered
with a hand placed on the chain-mail shoulder of his teammate, “he's right in at least one
aspect: we don't have time for this. Besides, if Astro got aced on our first jaunt it doesn't
seem like he was cut out for the plan in the first place, huh?”

The Black Knight turned his helmet to peer over his shoulder. The rest of his teammates –
Mr. Immortal, Arcana, Mockingbird, and the Vision – all remained silent, none of them
coming to his defense. “Very well,” he acquiesced while dropping Libra to his feet, “but don't
think this won't be addressed when next we meet with Immortus.”

“As I was saying,” Libra began as he moved into the center of the group, “we are currently
on an uncharted island in the English Channel, circa 1944. Your newest recruit will be found
in the castle spied in the distance, on the opposite side of the island, and it is paramount
that he be added to your number within the span of the next eight hours.”

“Eight hour deadline?” Mockingbird repeated. “Surely it won't take that long to pick this guy
up?”

“Back up, Moxie,” Mr. Immortal interrupted, “don't you realize what we've just landed in the
middle of? This is the day that Captain America fell into the ice – into suspended animation
– while his sidekick Bucky was killed by Baron Zemo! We're in the middle of a hugely
important historical event!”

“You are absolutely correct, Mr. Hollis,” Libra remarked, “and each of you need to keep that
detail fresh in your minds. Your presence here must not alter the events as they have been
recorded…you intervene only to procure the Captain as your next Avenger. Otherwise you
will all be a party to the very same actions we are trying to prevent Kang from
accomplishing.”

“So in other words,” Luna Maximoff, the mystic Avenger codenamed Arcana, mused, “we
can't step in to save Bucky Barnes' life.”

“Mr. Brandt,” the Vision began, addressing Libra, “would it not be more logical to extract
Captain America from a less tumultuous era of his life? In this timeline he would not be
aware of the Avengers, for they have yet to exist. Nor would he possibly be mentally fit
following the death of his partner, and thus robbing us of the asset of his leadership.”
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“It is not for you or me to question the nature of the Balance, my synthetic friend,” Libra
answered as he walked toward the tree line, away from the Avengers, “we are simply slaves
to the cosmic inevitability. God speed, heroes.”

And with that, Gustav Brandt was gone, disappeared back into the time stream with six
confused and shell-shocked Avengers left stranded in his wake.

“Well, things certainly could be going better, couldn't they?” Mockingbird quipped, breaking
the silence that had squatted over them following Libra's departure.

“Alright gang, listen up,” Henry Pym addressed his fellow heroes, “I don't care if it is
Captain America we're picking up, I'm still the leader of this little expedition…”

The statement was met with sighs, groans, and at least one pair of rolling eyes.
Yellowjacket continued nonetheless.

“…and if this is 1944 then I'd bet my bottom dollar that Cap's already in Zemo's castle as a
prisoner. Anyone care to relate the history lesson for us, just in case we have some
questions later?”

“It was on this location in 1944,” the Vision spoke up, recalling his memory with computer-
like precision, “that Baron Heinrich Zemo had developed a remote guided drone plane filled
with explosives, intended to further the designs of the Nazi regime of Adolph Hitler. Steve
Rogers and James Barnes were deployed without back-up to this island and were ultimately
captured by Zemo's occupying forces. Following a period of time where the pair were
tortured and held in captivity, Rogers and Barnes were able to escape. In response, Zemo
launched the explosive drone plane…”

The Avengers each, in turn, lowered their heads. They all knew how the story ended.

“…and the Captain was unable to stop the missile's activation. He and Barnes jumped onto
the plane in hopes of dismantling it, but were unsuccessful. The plane exploded
prematurely, killing Barnes and throwing an injured Rogers into the icy waters of the English
Channel. The combination of the extreme cold and the Super Soldier Serum in his body
enabled Rogers to enter a state of suspended animation, in which he remained for decades
until his discovery by the founding members of the Avengers.”

“Thanks, Vizh,” said Pym, “so that's the rule. As much as we may want to save him, Bucky
has to die today. Whether we pull Cap onto our squad before or after that happens is
ultimately up to us to decide.” Yellowjacket smirked and cracked the wad of bubblegum in
his mouth. “I personally vote for the former.”

“If I may offer a suggestion,” the Vision interjected, “it would perhaps be prudent for me to
search out the Captain on my own, as there would be no barrier to stand in the way of my
density-altering abilities. I could find our newest recruit and return before our enemies are
aware of our presence.”

Yellowjacket gave a thumbs-up sign and nodded his head enthusiastically. “Great idea, Vizh,
you go scout ahead and we'll…wait here…” In truth, Pym's approval of the android's plan
had been rendered moot. The Vision had already turned and started his flight toward the
nearby castle before the Avengers' “leader” had opened his mouth to speak.



- 5 -

“This group's off to a fantastic start, don't you think?” Mockingbird remarked to Arcana, who
stood on Barton's left side. Luna only sighed in reply.

The crimson-gloved fist crashed into the German soldier's jaw, sending him spinning wildly
back into the stone wall behind him. He fell in a heap, unconscious, but was quickly lifted off
the floor by the same gloved hand clutching the front of his shirt. “This kid looks younger
than me,” Bucky remarked softly as he began to unbutton the soldier's shirt, “the Nazis do
their brainwashing like pros, huh?”

Captain America frowned at his partner's comment as he straightened the uniform he'd
appropriated from a second defeated castle sentry. “Most of these Germans are just doing
what they feel they must for their country,” he stated grimly, “the same as you and me. It's
their generals – their Hitlers and Zemos – that are responsible for all of this tragedy.”

“It's not that black and white, Steve,” Barnes replied as he removed the domino mask from
his face, “following orders only goes so far. If your country asked you to do something
morally reprehensible, what would you do?”

The Captain found himself unable to answer.

Sensing the uncomfortable turn that their discussion had taken, Rogers' younger partner
adjusted the soldier's cap on his head and swiveled to face his friend. “How do I look?”
Bucky asked while striking a salute pose.

The Captain smiled and returned the salute. “Like a soldier, son, no matter what the
nationality.”

Fully ensconced in their disguises – and with the former owners of the stolen uniforms tied
up and gagged in an unassuming storeroom – the two American heroes made their way
through Castle Zemo. Nazi soldiers passed them at every winding turn of the corridor, but
both men were fluent in the German language and were thus mistaken by each officer as
kinsmen. They searched slowly, methodically, but Rogers' mind wandered back to what they
had been told before their drop into enemy territory.

Somehow, Baron Heinrich Zemo had been given access to a fantastic sort of ballistic
technology…the sort that would allow him to fire a strategic missile straight into the heart of
the Allied forces in Eastern Europe. With notice as short as their chances of success, Captain
America and Bucky were sent to the English Channel with two goals, one primary and
another secondary.

The primary goal was to destroy the Nazis' super-weapon before it could be fired. The
secondary goal was to learn just how and from whom the Germans had acquired such
technology in the first place. The apprehension of Baron Zemo, though it would be an added
bonus for certain, was a pipe dream at best – the Nazi scientist had proven himself to be as
slippery as an eel, always disappearing from locations just as his capture seemed imminent.

“So far so good,” Bucky remarked with a smile thrown back over his shoulder toward his
senior partner. The Young Ally turned a corner, his eyes falling behind instead of in front,
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and thus failed to see the massive hand thrusting toward him until it was grasped around
his throat.

“Bucky!” Rogers shouted as he stepped around the corner to find his best friend suspended
in mid-air, lifted from his feet by a hulking brute of a man that had latched onto the boy's
neck. Captain America hesitated only long enough to take in the odd appearance of the
goliath: the orange and purple hues that colored his uniform and flesh, the blank expression
on his face save for the twisted downturn of his brow. Even the proportions of the giant
seemed out of place, as if his large stature was somehow unnatural.

A full four seconds had passed in this examination, long enough for Bucky Barnes to have
begun his choking struggle to retain consciousness as the life was slowly choked out of him.
The Captain leapt forward and kicked the freakish man in his breadbasket, then followed up
with a counter move at the joint of his elbow. Staggered, the behemoth released his grip on
Bucky and dropped the boy into the waiting arms of Captain America. “He'd best be okay,
friend,” Steve stated as he spun into a roundhouse kick, finishing off his foe with a heel to
his purple-skinned face.

“Bucky, speak up,” Cap pleaded as he sat his unconscious partner onto the stone floor.
Thinking his foe to be defeated, he had no time to realize his grave mistake. He turned back
around at the last moment to find the giant looming above him…but something had
changed.

Had his opponent somehow, impossibly, become bigger?

He had no time to ponder this inexplicable realization before the monster's fist came
crashing down on the top of his skull, sending him suddenly into the cold oblivion of
unconsciousness.

Five Avengers stood scattered amidst the forest's clearing, each remaining relatively silent
since the Vision's departure several long minutes before. Each of them, in their own way,
were creatures of action – and the thought of waiting patiently while a teammate risked
himself alone was gnawing at their collective thoughts. Finally, it was Mr. Immortal, sitting
on the husk of a fallen tree with his chin resting on his propped up hands, who broke the
silence.

“Is it just me,” Hollis said aloud, though in truth speaking as much to himself as to his
allies, “or does this mission of ours deal more with making sure people die than with saving
lives?”

“Not this nonsense again,” the Black Knight remarked as he removed his iron helmet,
revealing his sweat-covered face. “This is war , boy, and like all wars before and after it will
inevitably deal more with death than with life. If a handful of mutants or a young soldier
must fall in order for millions to live, then those are sacrifices I am comfortable with
making.”

“Of course you're comfortable,” Hollis answered, “because you're not the one doing the
sacrificing. Major Astro was a casualty of our “war”, but I seem to remember you bringing a
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sword to Libra's throat over him. What makes us better than the people dropping like flies
around us?”

“Bah,” the Knight responded, waving his hand dismissively at his fellow Avenger, “what
knows an “immortal” of the death of men? You, who so foolishly squander your gift, have no
room to talk of sacrifice when you can make no such act yourself.”

“Don't you dare!” Craig shouted, jumping up from his log to stand square with the time-
addled Black Knight. “You have no idea what it feels like to know that every single person I
love is going to die before my eyes while I continue to live! You say immortality is wasted
on someone like me? I agree with you, honestly, because unlike all of these “acceptable
casualties of war” you talk about – I actually want to die!”

“What are you trying to say, Craig?” Luna asked, stepping forward to intervene between her
two friends if the need arose.

“I'm saying that if I could, and not for lack of trying I assure you,” he answered, his
normally bright affect now grimly serious and stone-cold, “I'd have killed myself years ago.”

And as if on cue, Craig Hollis' head exploded across the Black Knight's tunic, spattering the
shocked Dane Whitman with blood, skull, and brain-matter. By the time it took Mr.
Immortal's body to hit the ground the four remaining Avengers were going to battle
positions. Another shot rang out, ricocheting off the Knight's metal helmet, thankfully
having just returned to cover his head.

“Sniper!” Mockingbird shouted as she dove toward Arcana, knocking her to the ground
moments before another bullet zipped through where the sorceress had previously stood.

“Cowards, come and face us like soldiers!” the Black Knight shouted as he freed his Ebony
Blade from its scabbard. In response, the surrounding forest came alive with a battalion of
advancing German infantrymen. “Finally,” the Knight smiled beneath his helmet, “time for
battle.”

So enamored with the thought of spilling enemy blood, Whitman didn't see the Nazi
approaching from behind – pulling the pin from a grenade as he advanced. The resultant
explosion hit only a few feet behind the Knight, shockwave and shrapnel knocking him aside
like a ragdoll. If not for his chain-mail armor, he would have surely perished.

“Dane's down,” Mockingbird reported as she went back-to-back with Arcana, her eyes
darting around the small battlefield while the enemy encircled them, “and believe it or not,
Yellowjacket is nowhere to be seen. Can't you, like, magic these guys into frogs or
something?”

“Doesn't work that way,” Luna replied, “And I don't think any of my spells could take out all
of these guys without one of us getting shot first.”

“Don't you say it,” Bobbie mumbled through closed eyes and clinched teeth.

The ratchet sound of a dozen plus rifles being cocked, each gun leveled only feet away from
the surrounded women, made their decision for them. “We surrender,” Arcana declared as
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she raised her hands into the air. Reluctantly, Mockingbird followed through with the same
gesture.

The women were quickly bound, hands behind their backs, and started on a march toward
the castle. Mockingbird watched as the Germans gathered up the unconscious Black Knight,
and kicked at Mr. Immortal's body to ensure he was deceased. They were leaving his body
in the clearing, she realized – though now that meant their rescue would be in the hands of
an Avenger that she, at least, felt to be fairly useless. That, however, wasn't the foremost
thought on her mind as the Nazis marched them into the forest.

Where the hell was Henry Pym?

Baron Heinrich Zemo scratched at the fabric covering his face, the mask adhered to his face
causing an unbearable itch to creep its way across his ruined features. Staring through the
bars of the castle's dungeon room at the unconscious Captain America , the Baron snarled
in contempt. Finally, after years of suffering, the man responsible for the destruction of his
face was at his mercy. Why, then, was the Baron so unhappy with this victory?

It was due to the man truly responsible for the Captain's imprisonment, the nameless
individual that had supplied the Baron with the technology so far advanced from anything
even his brilliant mind had been able to conceive. This stranger stood behind the Baron,
cloaked in the shadows of the torch-lit crypt, like a parent watching over his bumbling child.
“Tell me again, my friend,” Zemo said through his thick German accent, “why I cannot
simply shoot this man now while he is helpless?”

“As I have explained,” the unknown benefactor repeated, “this Captain America has a
glorious destiny ahead of him, but only if all of the pieces of predestination are aligned
carefully and correctly. He must live to witness the launch of your drone plane, Baron, and I
promise that by allowing him to do so you will have a greater vengeance than you could
even imagine.”

“You speak of this mongrel with such reverence,” Zemo replied, “what is he to you?”

The stranger laughed softly. “He is something rare indeed…a worthy opponent.”

“And what of these other masked men and women?” Zemo asked, turning his gaze to the
similarly unconscious Avengers captured and bound by his soldiers.

“They are a curiosity,” the stranger answered, “a familiar group of “heroes” that should not
be here. I desire the answer to the riddle of their presence on this island, for we may have a
secret enemy that would mark even the mighty Captain America as a mere pawn among
bishops.”

“Then I will leave you to your quest for answers,” the Baron stated as he turned away and
walked toward the stairs that ascended out of the dungeon, “while I prepare for my
fuehrer's conquest. Heil Hitler…”

The shadowy stranger did not return the mantra as he watched Zemo depart. He turned his
gaze back toward the Avengers, some only now stirring to slow consciousness. His enemy
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had shown his hand too early, he decided with a wicked smile across his lips, and now his
plans and manipulations would all be for naught. The stranger stepped backward, deeper
into the shadows…and disappeared.

Craig Hollis sat up with a start, a scream ripping from his throat as he returned to life as
violently as he had died. He clawed his way across the ground, dragging himself through the
pools of his own blood and brain-matter that had collected across the grass, frantic in a
near mindless state. There was a catch to his immortality, something he would never admit
to his peers in the Avengers: every time he resurrected from death, Mr. Immortal lost a
vital piece of his own very sanity. He had died many, many times now…and as he brought
himself back from the brink of insanity by sheer force of will alone, the terrible thought
crossed him.

What if he had already lost his mind, and this was a product of his insanity?

“Oh god, oh god, oh god…” he rambled, braced against the nearest tree with his arms
wrapped around his legs, rocking to and fro in an upright fetal position. He'd been shot in
the head, he'd felt the bullet tearing through his skull and his face exploding across the
clearing. Being immortal didn't mean he didn't feel every horrible facet of death, and the
unbearable pain was just one more thing tacked on to his rapidly dwindling coherence.

“I was beginning to think you weren't going to make it back this time,” a voice said from
beside him, though it was almost too soft to hear. Craig shifted his head to his left, but
found no one in the clearing but himself. Not the voices again, he thought.

“Down here, jackass,” the voice advised. Mr. Immortal looked on the ground beside him,
where he discovered a man…a man the size of an ant.

“Doctor Pym?” Hollis asked as the diminutive Yellowjacket leapt onto his lap to better
converse with his teammate.

“I'm gonna forget you called me that name,” Yellowjacket snarled, “because we've got more
important things to think about. Those Nazi bastards abducted Moxie, Luna, and the
Knight…and it's up to us to go break them out.”

“How did you avoid being captured?” Hollis asked, his eyebrow cocked suspiciously.

“I shrank down to ant-size with a healthy dose of Pym Particles (though I gotta come up
with a better name for those, come to think),” Yellowjacket answered, “since it was obvious
we were quickly fighting a losing battle. I figured it wouldn't do us any good for everyone to
get taken prisoner, so I shrank and hid until you woke up.”

“And now…?” Mr. Immortal asked.

Yellowjacket smirked. “Now we save the day, nimrod.”
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He awoke in chains, his arms hefted above his head by the shackles holding him to the wall.
His muscles ached from the strain on his shoulders and wrists, but the pain helped him
focus back on reality as he departed the blissful blanket of unconsciousness. Captain
America glanced around the dungeon cell, seeking out his partner.

“Your sidekick's still out,” a woman's voice said, causing Rogers ' eyes to dart to his right
side. Two blonde haired women sat on the stone floor, their hands shackled behind their
backs with heavy chains. They wore curious garb, masks such as the Captain's teammates
in the Invaders. Could these perhaps be a secret division of superhumans held in secret by
his country – the woman spoke English without a foreign accent – and sent to aid him?

“Bucky?” the Captain asked, prompting the woman who spoke – the one in the black and
white outfit and mask, her bare legs improperly exposed – to point to the far end of the cell.
Similarly shackled to the wall in the same manner as his partner, Bucky hung lifelessly. He
was still breathing, though, as Cap could see the shallow movement of his chest heaving.

“Who are you people?” Captain America asked, turning his attention back to the women.

“Okay,” the woman that had previously spoken began, “this is going to sound bizarre, but I
assure you that I'm on the level. My name's Mockingbird, and I'm from the future.”

Rogers ' eyes narrowed in disbelief.

“In a few decades, Cap,” she continued, “you're going to be an important part of a group
called the Avengers. That's we all are,” she pointed to the silent blonde and the armored
man slumped prostrate on the floor, “and this hero team has an enemy named Kang. He's a
time-traveler that conquers dimensions and rules them as a despot, one of the most
dangerous foes the Avengers have ever battled. Seven of us Avengers were plucked from
different points in time and gathered together to stop Kang from conquering the universe.”

“Assuming I believe any of this,” the Captain interjected, “why are you here now? Is this
‘Kang' present during World War II?”

“Actually,” the silent woman finally spoke up, “we're here for you, Steve.”

Cap was startled. “You know my name.”

“My name is Luna Maximoff,” the second woman continued, “and everything Mockingbird
has told you is true. Were my hands not bound behind my back, I would prove this to you
with a feat of sorcery. In our first mission one of our number fell, and we have been
instructed to gather you as our newest recruit.”

“I'm sorry,” he said with another glance back to his partner, “but there's a little thing called
the War going on right now, and it's been filling up my calendar pretty regularly.”

“You think Hitler's bad, Cap?” Mockingbird argued. “Kang destroys everything in his path
with a death-toll that puts this little slap-fight to shame. We need you, man!”

The thundering sound of footfalls on the stone floor quieted the women's pleas. “I think the
point is about to become moot, ladies.” Rogers stated as the purple-hued creature that had
subdued him and his partner opened up the cell and pointed his hand in the Captain's
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direction. Noxious gas sprayed from the tips of the monster's fingers, blasting the hero in
the face to the point of knocking him out after a rapid inhalation.

“He's taking Cap and Bucky!” Mockingbird said as she began to stand up.

“Sit down, Bobbie,” advised Arcana, who nodded toward the behemoth that was stalking out
of the cell with the two young men in his arms, “you couldn't stop that thing. Don't you
recognize it?”

“I'm afraid not, hon,” the former S.H.I.E.L.D. agent admitted.

“That was a Growing Man…”

“This is stupid,” Mr. Immortal mumbled as he crept through the dimly-lit corridor of Castle
Zemo, his normally garish costume covered by the drab military dress of an unconscious
and trussed-up sentry, stashed rather curiously in an empty store room that contained two
other similarly bound and undressed Germans that had already occupied the room upon his
discovery of it. On his shoulder, gripped tightly to the collar of his shirt, rode the diminutive
Yellowjacket. “How do you even know where the others are being held?”

The man formerly known as Hank Pym grunted in reply. “You see those little bugs flitting
around you?” he asked, pointing out the odd insects that Hollis had, until that moment,
failed to notice. “Those are Limbo Bugs, and they've been traveling with us ever since we
left Immortus' castle, hiding in everyone's clothes and hair. Just like any other insect, I can
control them with the cybernetic interface in my helmet…but these bugs are much more
than just bugs. They're charged with chronal energy, and right now they're telling me not
only how far away our friends are but how many minutes it will take us to find and rescue
them.”

“Time flies,” Craig quipped with a goofy smile.

Yellowjacket glared up at his physically larger partner.

“… time flies, get it?” Mr. Immortal muttered, the pun falling on deaf ears.

“We're getting close,” Pym steered the conversation back on topic, “the holding cells should
be right around this corner.”

Hollis and his shrunken team leader made their away around the sharp ninety-degree turn,
both feeling that their mission was going to be a rousing success. What they found waiting
for them around the corridor's bend was a phalanx of soldiers, their rifles cocked and ready.

“Aw, shit,” Yellowjacket said before leaping off of Hollis' shoulder, his vibrating wings
propelling him through the air like his insect namesake. “You hold these guys off,
useless…I'll go get the others.”

“Hold them off?” Craig asked in disbelief.
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“Just do what you do best,” Pym answered as he weaved through the crowd of advancing
armed guards, “die a whole bunch. That should keep them thoroughly entertained.”

Pym continued his flight down the hallway, ignoring the sounds of gunfire and shouting
echoing behind him. He slowed his flight of the bumblebee when he approached the cell
door, discovering bound and helpless Avengers awaiting him. “Hello, beautiful ladies,” he
said as he increased his size back to his original height of six feet just outside the prison
door, “your gallant rescuer has arrived!”

“Pym, you arrogant bastard,” Mockingbird shouted, standing up despite the chains holding
her down, “where the hell did you disappear to? We could've been killed while you were off
playing the coward!”

“Slow down, hot legs,” Yellowjacket answered as he ran fingers across the door's lock, “I
held myself in reserve as a strategic move, figuring that having one of us out in the free
world instead of all of us locked up in here would be a smart play. Now stand back…” The
scientist pointed a gloved finger at the lock and allowed a bolt of bio-electric energy to snap
outward, destroying a large chunk of the iron gate along with the lock.

A few moments later, the chains shackling Mockingbird, Arcana, and the just-awakening
Black Knight were similarly disabled by Yellowjacket's sting. “Now, all those in favor of
keeping me as Chairman raise your right hand,” Henry remarked with a smirk as he helped
the Knight to his feet.

“My sword,” Whitman said groggily, “it's not here.”

“They took it before locking us up, Dane,” Luna answered his unspoken question, “possibly
to study, or perhaps simply to destroy.”

Dane Whitman furrowed his brow while flexing his outstretched hand. “The Ebony Blade is
enchanted,” he informed, “and cannot be destroyed by mortal means. Thusly, it is linked to
me, and must return to my hand…” He strained, grunting between words. With a flash of
light, the magical Ebony Blade appeared out of thin air, gripped in the Knight's hand.
Though mentally and physically exhausted, the Knight stood proud and placed his helmet
back atop his head. “Let us let loose the dogs of war.”

The four Avengers ran back down the corridor from which Yellowjacket had flown, each
prepared for battle against the collection of soldiers he had previously left the defenseless
Mr. Immortal to face. They each stopped in their tracks when they approached the
teammate who had just been called “useless” by Pym…Mr. Immortal sat atop a pile of
unconscious German bodies, his chin propped up by an arm resting on his knee.

Mr. Immortal beamed at his teammates. “What took you so long?”

Captain America strained against the thick ropes that held him and his partner, Bucky tied
against his back, while the two men lay helpless on the ground. He'd been awake for a full
five minutes, while Barnes was just starting to come to, and in that time Rogers had yet to
give in to the futility of the situation. Standing over them was the monstrous Growing Man,
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watching as a sentry while its master stood crowing in the open air of the castle's exposed
landing strip.

“Finally,” Baron Zemo bellowed, his fists raised shaking in the air, “the Nazi regime shall be
victorious against the accursed Western mongrels! In front of you, Captain America , my
most hated enemy, I shall launch this drone plane into the heart of London where that
bloated bulldog of a Prime Minister shall die in a firestorm of destruction!”

“You're a madman, Zemo,” Rogers interrupted, “and you will not succeed today.”

Zemo laughed before turning toward the controls of the drone plane, a push of a button
raising the launching pad into position. “I'd like to see you stop me, Kapitan.”

Captain America strained once more against the ropes across his arms and chest, his eyes
closed in a vain hope of success. When he hoped his eyes again in defeat, he looked past
the guarding Growing Man, toward the further-most stone wall of the parapet. Cap blinked
his eyes rapidly as he stared at the wall, watching it blur and shimmer like a mirage. To his
disbelief, a hand emerged silently from the stone, followed by the body and billowing cape
of a pale ghost of a man. The white wraith stepped free of the wall, and the symbol of
American liberty saw gripped in the stranger's hand a most welcome object.

The ghost was carrying Captain America 's mighty shield!

The unearthly specter floated silently toward the unaware Growing Man, creeping ever
closer until – somehow, impossibly – the giant android sensed his enemy's presence. The
Growing Man spun on his heels, his great size belying his inhuman speed, but was quickly
met a blast of solar energy erupting from the wraith's eyes. The Growing Man fell
backwards, stumbling and stunned, but as Growing Men are wont to do the machine found
itself doubling in size from the force of the assault.

“Go, Captain,” the Vision said as he turned his solar gaze to burn the ropes holding Rogers
and Barnes, “stop Baron Zemo.” The Avenger tossed the shield into the waiting arms of the
Captain. “The Growing Man will not stand in your way.”

“This cannot be!” Zemo raged as he witnessed the two heroes rushing toward him. His
advisor had been a fool after all, the Baron decided, for having talked him out of killing the
hated Captain when he had the chance. “I may have been denied my vengeance,” the Nazi
doctor of death swore as he turned back to the control panel in front of him, “but the Reich
shall still achieve its victory!”

With a pull of a lever the drone plane's furious engine flared to life, propelling it – slowly, at
first – down the airstrip's ramp toward the coast-line ahead. “Cap, that thing's headed for
London!” Bucky shouted, but the young man's partner was already a step ahead. Leaping
across the seat of a motorcycle resting nearby, Captain America gunned its engine and spun
the vehicle in the direction of the escaping missile. As he took off out of the hangar, his
partner surprised him by leaping onto the cycle as it zoomed by, barely hanging on in time
to straddle the seat behind the heroic driver.

The drone plane, loaded with enough explosives to level London 's Parliament Building to
the rubble, began to climb into the air as it approached the end of the runway and open air.
Pushing the cycle as hard and as fast as it could travel, Rogers closed the gap by mere
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inches between them and the escaping doomsday device. “We're too late, Bucky! We have
to go after it in another plane!”

“No! Don't stop!” Bucky commanded as he jumped from the bike. “I think I can reach it,
Cap!”

Steve Rogers panicked as the plane lifted into the sky with Bucky its passenger. Cap leapt
from the bike, kicking off as hard as he could, and only barely managed to grasp onto the
wing of the missile. “Bucky – let go! Drop off – before it explodes!”

“You're right, Cap – I can see the fuse!” James Barnes' eyes widened in horror. Captain
America lost his breath as his grip slipped from the plane's exterior and he fell back into
nothingness. “It's gonna –“

The shockwave of the missile's explosion hit the Captain's free-falling body like a hammer,
propelling him even faster toward the open body of water below. “Bucky!” he screamed,
tears streaming down his face. “Nooooooo!”

He hit the icy waters of the English Channel , and it felt like slamming into a brick wall at
sixty miles an hour. His consciousness was fading quickly as he sank to the ocean's seabed,
the darkness advancing around his vision. All he could see was the fiery death of his best
friend, replayed a thousand times in his distress before the black overtook him, all in the
span of a few drowning breaths.

This was it, Steve Rogers thought.

This was the end.

“Bucky!”

Captain America snapped back into consciousness like a bullet fired from a gun. Attempting
to leap to his feet, his weakened body combined with the water on the stone floor, causing
him to slip and return hard to his fallen position. He coughed and sputtered, expunging the
sea water from his lungs, all while a collection of strange men and women began to huddle
around him.

“Cap, it's okay,” a man's voice consoled, followed by a tender hand on his shoulder from the
one dressed in black and yellow. Steve looked up from the floor and remembered what the
woman in Zemo's cell had told him. These “Avengers” parted the way, shifting to allow the
approach of a newcomer.

“Welcome, Captain America , to Limbo,” the robed man greeted with warmth and sincerity,
“I am Immortus. It is truly an honor for me.”

“Oh god,” was Rogers' reply as he curled up on the floor of Immortus' throne room, shaking
in the fetal position from both the icy depths and the shock of his partner's death.

The Avengers exchanged nervous looks with one another, though all failed notice the faint
smile crossing the lips of Immortus.
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“Bucky,” Captain America whispered.

The End

Next Issue: We're doing something a little different next month as I take a break and
allow my good friend Bowie (Midnight Sons) Sessions to take a turn as guest-writer for one
issue only! And where might he be taking our band of Avengers? Let's just say it's one very
familiar future. I'll be back writing with issue # 6, but that's no reason to not look forward
to Bowie's fantastic story!

Time Out!

Cross-Over.

A word that brings a feeling of dread to most fanfic writers, considering their tendency to
screw up schedules and well-laid plans of many a site past and present. The Avengers, too,
haven't exactly had a good track record when it comes to cross-overs. "Operation: Galactic
Storm" was a success, and "Acts of Vengeance" started strong before falling apart in the
home stretch, but the less said about cock-ups like "Disassembled" and "The Crossing" the
better. But come this Winter, Marvel 2000 is going to try and buck this trend by doing the
site's first line-wide Avengers cross-over. What's it about, you might ask? Steve Crosby,
Josh Reynolds, and I think the title of the story spells everything out pretty clearly.

"The Kang/Ultron War".

More info to come as we get closer, but the next handful of issues here in Avengers
Immortal will be providing the bridge-work for the cross-over (and look for all of the subtle
hints and sign posts in upcoming issues of both Avengers and Avengers West Coast).

On to the letters, and the only one this month comes to us from a Time Out regular, Greg
Cruikshank:

Well, it was a bit later than you originally predicted, but Avengers Immortal's newest
issue finally revealed itself to us. Now, if only the new issues of Thunderbolts would
start magically appearing (luckily, I have Meriades Rai's Supervillain War to tide me
over in that regard).

Guess what, Greg? Thunderbolts has returned with all-new issues courtesy of that book's
new co-writer and scripter, Steve Crosby! See, I always deliver most of the time!

Firstly, let me just say that this team continues to impress. Honestly, I'm surprised
you haven't done more with Mockingbird yet, although I'm sure that's coming.
Yellowjacket actually displays a little humanity, which is nice to see, and Mr.
Immortal continues to prove his utter pathetic-ness (Avengers Chairman? What the
hell was Cap thinking?).
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Trust me, both Mockingbird and Mr Immortal will be getting their time in the spotlight
sooner than you might think. We got a little look inside Mr. I's head in this issue, and I'm
curious as to whether it improved your opinions on him or not.

A little upset Vance Astro is already dead. Mostly cuz I figured we'd get a few more
missions before you had one of these guys die. Instead, it's Magnus all over again:
one mission, and he's gone. Oh well. At least now we get Cap (or Bucky, or Heinrich
Zemo......). And Wolverine vs. the Black Knight. Need I say it? F*** yeah. So once
again, kudos for another great issue. Keep 'em comin'!

No one was more upset that Vance Astro had to die than me, and I'm the guy who had to
write it! Like the Exiles/Magnus example you cited above, I wanted to show that the
dangers these Avengers will be facing are of the life-ending variety of a much higher degree
than normal...so, yeah, Major Astro was the sacrificial lamb for the first story-arc. Glad you
enjoyed the Black Knight/Wolverine fight, though, and I had a blast showing those mutie-
lovers out there that Adamantium ain't shit compared to the Ebony Blade. Thanks for the
letter, Greg!

So while next month will be a fill-in issue by a guest-writer, by no means is that an excuse
for you all to stop reading - especially when said guest-writer is none other than the uber-
talented Bowie Sessions of Midnight Sons fame! I'll be back with next issue's lettercol to
answer more of your reader questions and I'll return to the writer's chair with # 6, where
we'll be visiting an obscure bit of Marvel history that many readers may not have even
heard of.

Anyone remember a little story called "The Kree/Skrull War"?

Also, everyone should take a look at this awesome Avengers Immortal promo piece that
Dino Pollard whipped up for the series. Thanks, Dino!

~ Chris Munn
08/01/07



Nueva York, New York
13TH Street
2099 A.D.

High above a glittering cityscape, a dark figure manifested through a haze of convulsing
light suspended in the chill air of the night. The ominous figure of purple and black stared
over the city’s polluted sky from miles above, absorbing the beautiful sea of the glimmering
cloud-scraping towers’ plentiful lights. From where he hovered, the city even in its
magnificence appeared filled with ants, small trains of traffic through both the sky and the
hardly-visible ground of a metropolis that, without any more land to steal, had instead built
upwards, spearing whole levels of a city into the very clouds.

The purple-garbed time traveler lowered himself gently, his hovering form gracefully drifting
downward as if the softest travel of a leaf. The regal image of Kang lowered himself through
the air until his metal-encased boots touched gently down upon a street. He fell past
countless windows, admired thousands of lives in but moments, and smiled plainly.

He found himself, as he landed, in what seemed to be local slums. His cold, calculating eyes
carefully appraised the land that lay before him; these careful eyes carefully continued this
task from his first appearance into the sky high above, as a man might fondly appreciate his
property. “Curious,” he spoke aloud, in grim fascination with the splendor he saw above
married to the squalor he now found scattered at his boot.

“Where are your heroes?” he asked aloud, rhetorically, a smirk playing on his face as he
passed a drunken homeless man that lay curled up on the street. He carelessly hung his
pistol by his side, confident in his prowess and seemingly fearless of repercussion while
wandering amongst the detritus of a world that, high above, gleamed its imagined
perfection.

Crossing the street inquisitively, his highly polished boot brushed aside rubbish, considering
the nature of the world presented before him. A look of recollection spanned his face, and
his head craned upward to appreciate the sight of cars that flew high overhead and trains
that soared across the city’s heights by way of intricate top-mounted rails. Symbols such as
‘Stark-Fujikawa’ gave him pause, a grim awareness of a long hated enemy chilled his bone,
but he disregarded the thought and continued his slow, purposeful stride.

That passed-over homeless man, dirty and filthy, emerged from the debris, cardboard
crushed under him crackling as he removed his weight from the once comforting refuge of
refuse. His greasy blond hair clung to his face sickly, as the strong-chinned man reached
into the depths of his garbage-stained and hole-ridden overcoat to pull free a large blaster
weapon and leveled it for the Lord of Time, before pulling the trigger. “We’re here,” the
homeless man belatedly answered the warlord’s early question, firmly, surprising the time-
spanning conqueror.

Anticlimactically, a shimmering sphere erupted around Kang in response to the fired bolt of
energy, and immediately dissipated from view as the charge failed completely. Turning
imperiously, Kang leveled his own weapon and sneered. He fired twice into the man’s body,
sending the homeless would-be hero collapsing back into the refuse he crawled out of.

“I knew you were coming,” the homeless man taunted. “I’m not the only hero who will—” he
didn’t manage to finish his threat, as Kang fired once more, into the man’s head, removing
it firmly from the man’s torso with a scent of burning flesh.
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Kang considered his words calmly, and turned around, amused by what his systems had
warned him of – police were en route, and here they had arrived before him. “These are the
heroes your martyr prayed for?” he mocked callously, appraising the armored men bearing
the letters ‘S.I.E.G.E’ on their exoskeletons as they rushed into clearer view, descending
from their lofty spires to handle a threat they seemed foolishly confident they could
manage.

With but a wave of a hand, their systems found themselves suddenly disabled. He launched
forward on them, trapped within their own suits of armor, and tore through them carelessly
by way of a staff that appeared suddenly in his hands, using its bladed tip to impale and
slaughter the soldiers sent against him while they screamed for mercy, unable to resist,
imprisoned in armor that had moments before been their salvation.

Kang smirked again. “I hardly even have need of an army. Your world is laughable. Yet – we
can never be too firm, or sure, now can we?” he admired himself aloud, lost in amusement,
a portal swirling into existence behind him and a sea of shadowed figures soon spilled forth
into a world from which they have never known and would soon seek to claim.

Marvel 2000 Proudly Presents...

# 5- "The Once and Future Kings"
Written by Bowie Sessions

The Realm of Limbo
Outside Time and Space

In the void of realities, seven men stood in the whitewashed throne room at the
Nothingness of Nonexistence. Six stood around a man curled into a ball on the ground,
clutching tight his star-spangled shield as he whispered one word and stared into the ether.
“Bucky.”

Mockingbird and Mr. Immortal tended to his side, while Yellowjacket cleared his throat to
get the rest’s attention. Immortus, swathed in robes and a massive helmet, leaned forward
from his massive throne. “Tomorrow is troubled,” Immortus explained simply, and his clear,
commanding voice demanded their focus. “The time stream has been violated again. He has
arrived at the turn of the 21st Century.”
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The red, white-and-blue dashed hero was toweled off by Mockingbird, drying away the icy
cold water from his shaking body as best she could. Her attention focused forward, as well,
the rest of the team fixated entirely upon their conscripting ‘guide’ through this war they
found themselves battling.

Yellowjacket smiled widely; completely ambivalent to the prostrate American Legend curled
by his feet, he smacked his fist into his open palm in excitement. “So you finally want us to
take down Kang?” Enthusiasm was clear in the hotshot hero’s voice.

This set Vision into his own rebuttal. “Immortus stated we operate in the shadows; an open
assault would be a faulty inference. We will be given a mission to dismantle his own. The
survival ratio of our seven engaging Kang is ...”

“Never tell me the odds,” Yellowjacket interrupted him briskly.

Immortus, smiling, waved them quiet. “Nevertheless, he’s right, Yellowjacket. You do not
have the strength or experience necessary to encounter the Conqueror. Fortunately for you
all... there’s someone in 2099 who does.”

At this, Kang closed his eyes, and began to concentrate. With a gesture of his left hand,
poised outward and open, a glow shone forth; a shimmering crystal which casted light
brilliantly, performing a flow and sweep of its radiance, before it manifested itself above his
head, forming a lifelike image that filled the entirety of the void’s expansive throne room.
Sitting back, Immortus focused further, and the image clarified instantly, before beginning
to move.

In front of them, they could see a massive, sprawling landscape of gleaming buildings,
soaring cars and levels of streets. They saw reflected a city that had built itself high into the
scientifically cleansed clouds. Bizarre attire and overly large goggles bedecked its
inhabitants, living in what would initially appear to be a Metropolitan utopia, hiding what lay
at its city’s feet. “The year is 2099 A.D. The city is named ‘Nueva York’, what remains of
New York City. It is a future borne from a society where, for nearly a hundred years,
superheroes have all but disappeared. Many believe them to have been nothing but myth.
Understandably, this means their world – as technologically advanced as it might be – has
no true resistance to Kang’s efforts. They will be conquered within days. You must stop it
within hours, or their timeline will be altered beyond any repair.”

“No pressure or anything,” Mr. Immortal muttered quietly.

The blonde gymnast, Mockingbird, looked up from the mentally shattered Captain America
to refuse. “No, not yet – he’s still in shock. He’s not ready. We can travel through time, so
let’s just wait a few days and ... and then we’ll go.”

“The timeline’s a woogy thing, darling. It’s sort of a whatever-now-is or never deal,” the
divergent Hank Pym explained, his arms crossed as he waited for their marching orders.

The Lord of Time looked amused as he readily agreed. “Yes. The chronal aperture will only
remain extant for a short time; past that, and we won’t be able to follow the wake he
leaves.” His eyes remained closed, as the picture changed. An image appeared – it was a
specific towering building, one that’s peak crested higher than all the others beside it –
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Alchemax. The view followed forward and pierced the wall of the building, scanning into a
massive room filled with technological marvels. The image stopped on a long, metallic arm.

His eyes opened, and the image lingered for only a moment longer before dissipating into
the crystal that then seemed to disappear in the closing of his hand. “This is your target.
The scientist Jordan Boone, the lead researcher of that lab, has access, knowingly or not, to
the greatest chance their reality has against the threat he poses.”

Mockingbird continued to denounce their urgency. “We can do this without him; he’s in no
state to...”

“Good luck,” Immortus interrupted, finishing the discussion firmly and causing their bodies
to wash in light.

Nueva York, NY
13TH ST
2099 A.D.

Light crashed through the decimated street that welcomed the seven time-lost heroes and
their guide Libra; detritus fluttering through the air to escape their sudden arrival. The
sounds of battle rumbled in the distance, the distinct noise of screaming and crying carried
far and clear. Klaxon sirens blared before they each were rendered inert. The sky bustled
with motion, all rushing to one district that seemed only a scant few blocks further on.

“It seems the matter is upon us,” Arcana whispered darkly, her eyes misting white as she
focused on the distant conflict.

It was the Vision, though, who distracted them. He pointed at a homeless man with a
smoking hole in his chest – or at the very least his shirt, as well as tears at the neck of his
shirt, though he appeared to have more of a head than he had moments ago. “He is not
dead.” This received an almost instantaneous response; Yellowjacket kicked the homeless
man, at Vision’s apparently surprised beckoning.

“Eh?” the voice rumbled from amidst them, while most of the stunned crew still gathered
their wits about them. The dirty, shaggy-haired homeless man curled up amongst filth,
seemed to look about as if surprised.

“The energy emanating from his wound matches Kang’s technology,” Vision explained
simply as he hovered, attention spread elsewhere. “It would be a fatal would. The damage
to cloth suggests entrance and exit wounds inconsistent with the body’s health. Initial study
suggests regeneration due to-“

The homeless man simply stared in shock at the group of them, his eyes gleaming,
unblinking, by the spectacle presented before him. Mr. Immortal, led on by the others,
interrupted Vision and questioned both the Robot and then in turn, the derelict. “Well, how
the hell is he alive? Who is – hey, dude. Who are you?”

His answer was responded to with silence, at first. “You’re not supposed to be here!” he
suddenly yelled out, standing up, eyes bulging as he grabbed Mr. Immortal by the shoulders
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to focus his verbal assault. “You are out of time! You are lost! You can’t be here! You can’t
be here!”

The assembled group had stopped, more or less, the entirety of what they’re doing to focus
on the insane homeless man in front of them. As if by a slow chain reaction, they all turned
to stare at Vision, expecting some kind of answer. Vision, floated, staring into oblivion, his
focus again roused by the impatient Mockingbird. “Who’s the hobo? What’s he talking
about? Vision! What’s he talking about?”

After a brief moment, Vision slowly rotated and stared at the homeless lunatic, and the
scene of him clinging dangerously to Mr. Immortal. “As I sought to inform you moments
before, target is designated Craig Hollis. Known in modern timelines as Mr. Immortal. His
discussion topic unknown. Extrapolating theories--”

“I know who I am!” Mr. Immortal yelled out. ”Who’s he?”

“Target is designated Craig Hollis. You are both Craig Hollis, at different intervals in the
timeline.”

That awkward silence flowed among the group for some time. “How can I...” Craig asked,
touching him. “Isn’t the time-space continuum supposed to collapse when we do this?” His
eyes focused oddly on the event in front of him, puzzling out what features laid behind
decades of unkempt hair and weeks of unwashed skin.

“I never met me before! I didn’t know me when I was you! How can you be here?! You can’t
be here! You must leave! You have to leave because I wasn’t here! I never came here! I
don’t remember me!” the man, the future-Immortal, raved wildly, as he shook Mr.
Immortal, his younger self, angrily. “This is wrong! This is wrong!” he began to scream
and reached for his time-lost counterpart’s face.

The younger Immortal hurled a fist for his older self, who took the blow and fell back
against the wall. The rest of the team was silent for a long moment, and eyes fell on Libra.

“The laws of all reality are still far beyond yours to grasp; but as Immortus can battle Kang,
so too can ... Mr. Immortal meet himself.” The smirking time bandit bowed his head to
them, and then waved. “Not my fight. We trust you… but you still might want to stop
dawdling.” With his dismissal, he disappeared from their sight and certainly returned to the
Limbo from which they all left.

As they prepared to move, their main burden was Captain America, who still kneeled while
clutching his shield, forced to stand with the help of Mockingbird and the loyal Black Knight.
“We must endeavor to make haste.” With his free hand, he pointed the Ebony Blade
forward. “There.” Beyond the point of his sword, towered a massive monolith of a building;
and upon it was the distinct letter ‘A’ as seen in their offered vision.

With their target in sight, Yellowjacket jumped back into action. “Yo, Arcana, you gotta be
the conveyance. Convey. But quiet like.”

With that order, Arcana began to meditate and levitated as she whispered incantations.
“Vizh, go play recon. Fly into that ... Archaeopteryx building or whatever and float around
until you find that lab. You give a signal,” Yellowjacket continued, directing their flow.
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Scanning the group with his eyes, he looked for more to distribute while Arcana readied.
“Immortal, ignore your double, man. Head on straight, alright? Focus. Now, you and
Mockingbird, slap some sense into Cap. Fat load of help that waste of space is being.” That
received a sneer from both of them – for a variety of reasons, to be sure, but none of it
seemed to faze Yellowjacket. As his orders finished, a light ensorcelled them and they
disappeared from view, then floated higher into the air, slowly gliding across the sky in the
direction of Alchemax.

“I can’t believe that was me. How does that even work? Why would--” Mr. Immortal’ words
fell silent as they flew. What they saw below, as they ascended, none of them quite
expected, and rendered him speechless, for the moment all thoughts of the confusion
behind them fleeting away.

Destruction had visited the world they just moments ago saw gleaming in perfection
through the proverbial looking glass. A massive tower lay in ruins across an esplanade far
below, people – like ants – no doubt crushed below it. Plumes of smoke rose from the
destruction. A massive portal hung in the air, letting its soldiers out to the Earth some five
feet below it, pouring like abbreviated and well-armed rainfall. Scattered across the streets,
countless civilians kneeled in worship to the majestic Kang, who gloatingly hovered over
their heads and they bowed before him.

Even with the Black Knight sneering in rage, he – like the rest – settled down. They
somehow remained focused on the mission at hand, heads turning to ignore the horror
before them. “...how long has he been here?” Mr. Immortal inquired with a dark pain
evident in his voice.

“Mere moments,” Black Knight responded calmly, though gravely. “My sword sings to
ensure that is all it is.”

“Maybe ten minutes,” Yellowjacket clarified. “Maybe.”

The rest looked away even harder at that realization – of all he accomplished in such a short
time. The army amassing at his feet – horror, awe and amazement mingling in their bellies
at the realization of just how swift and deadly this Kang acted. The husks of police officers
that smoldered on the streets did little to dissuade them.

They floated higher, nearly entered the building, but waited. It was only seconds before
Vision walked out through the wall. Not bothering to explain more, considering unnecessary
discussion beneath him, the android turned and phased back in through the wall once he
made the simplest of beckoning gestures.

The rest found a more dramatic manner of entrance.

Inside the labs were countless technological marvels; but the most distinct was the one
hidden by a large tarp, obviously the arm and console of the device they had seen through
their proverbial looking glass. At a separate console sat a tall, lanky raven-haired scientist
with a sharp goatee. Upon his white lab coat he had the name ‘Boone’ stenciled, clearly
identifying him to the Vision, whose pale hand rested on their target’s shoulder. “You are
Jordan Boone,” the artificial man stated obviously.
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The scientist was startled, and physically jumped in shock. His heart raced and voice
wavered from the initial surprise. He turned to look at the ‘man’ that stood behind him.
“Who are – you’re ... not a who, are you?” asked Boone, who apparently desired to never
be outdone in explaining self-evident facts.

Unfortunately for Jordan’s desire for answers, their conversation was abruptly ended when a
massive blast of light heralded the entrance of the suddenly visible time-lost Avengers,
destroying the wall on their way in. Arcana’s hands glowed with ancient runes that faded
moments after their entrance, making it clear where it came from. They seemed, more than
not, just as surprised by their entrance’s excesses as their new host was.

“What the shock is going on? Pardon my language, but am I actually being held hostage by
some Avengerites? Is this what my life has been reduced to? I could swear we have
security--”

The group, unaware of whatever he might be talking about, moved forward on him and
interrupted his panicked meandering. “You’ve just been volunteered to help save the world,
Jordy,” Yellowjacket explained. Behind him, Black Knight’s hand gripped his sword hilt, and
Arcana’s hands swirled with energy while Mr. Immortal and Mockingbird helped the shell-
shocked Captain America walk forward, when all the Living Legend wanted was to sit down.

Boone narrowed his eyes and he looked around the gathered, stubborn in the face of
insurmountable odds. “If you think you can just bully me into somehow violating my...” His
words slowly dwindled into silence as he noticed, and began to stare understandably once
he realized, that Vision’s pale hand had pushed itself through his chest, and obviously
through his heart on the way out. The immaterial limb hung in the air freely.

“Professor Boone,” the synthezoid began to explain, “The mission given to us requires strict
urgency. I am certain you understand that, as you so succinctly stated a ‘not who’, I have
little reservations in acting with lax moral standards. My hand is currently intangible; but if I
were to materialize it, you will die. To avoid such an unpleasant future, I suggest you
promise to comply. This will guarantee us all a pleasant future.”

Ever a pragmatist, Boone instantly complied. “Yes, of course. How can I help you
gentlemen? I’m, of course, always interested in the prosperity of my world. It’s currently
foremost in my mind, in fact.”

Curiously, Black Knight was the one to explain it, his eyes furtively glancing about behind
the helmet’s slits for eyes. “Cease your prattling,” he ordered gruffly and moved past them
all to grasp the canvas covering the device they’ve come for, and ripped it free, exposing
the massive metallic arm connected to a large control console that lay dormant. “With this,
you will find our champion. The lone chance of your world’s survival.” A certain awareness
seemed to register in the Knight, as if the champion of science hidden somewhere in the
helmet shone clear for a moment.

At this, the realization of what they were here for, Jordan’s eyes widened. “It’s ... not a
good idea to let him out,” he advised plaintively, glancing around the assembled group in
his lab.

“Sorry, buddy, but I – and my buddy Vision with the ghost hands over there – just gotta
insist,” Yellowjacket smirked, crossing his arms. “Whatever is in there, that’s what we’re
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here for. Plain, simple. You get him out or we get a little messy.” Suggestively, he tapped at
his wrist mounts, where the lasers would fire from; as if Boone might know that obscure
fact.

The rest of the group – excepting Vision and Black Knight – looked far less severe. Arcana
glanced behind her, at Immortal and Mockingbird, who remained focused on comforting the
traumatized Captain America. She nodded to them, receiving a look of support from
Mockingbird before she faced forward. “We must insist,” the sorceress confirmed.

With a long, deep breath, Boone sighed and moved towards the control console. “Very well.
Do you all have a volunteer? He’s going to need to bond to someone...” the scientist
drawled, slowly, his eyes glancing to Yellowjacket, who had clearly affirmed himself their
leader, as the machine’s preliminary stages were put online.

“What’s the volunteer for?” Yellowjacket asked, demanding, his eyes shooting unnecessary
threats at their commandeered assistant.

With a heavy sigh, Boone glanced to an empty space in the air meaningfully, before he
looked back to Yellowjacket. “To avoid losing you all. The project is Virtual Unreality; while
there’s certain overlaps, what happens there is fundamentally false; at best, it’s projected.
Think of it as a computer scan of a picture. There really is a picture somewhere, but it’s only
falsified for the computer. The computers, however, can then print out that same picture
and make it real. We need someone to be the new medium for transfer; the real Thanatos –
that’s the name of your conscript you’re begging for - wherever he is, requires a host so as
to materialize here.”

“So, you’re the volunteer,” their leader asserted, not at all distracted by the long diatribe,
his answer as sudden as if he had been ignoring it completely and just waiting for a breath
to speak during.

Jordan laughed. The mad scientist genuinely, hysterically laughed. “Me? No. It’s suicide.
Now, I’m willing to risk my life to avoid my certain death – as your android so motivated –
but I’m not willing to sell my life just because you’re bullying me into it. No, no. If you
intend that, go ahead and shoot me now. Should I go ahead and depower the machine?”
the scientist inquired, voice clipped and threatening as his finger moved to the shut-down
sequence.

“No,” Mr. Immortal interrupted. “I’ll do it. So it might kill me. I’ve had worse,” he explained
further as he stood up and walked away from Captain America, smiling supportively to
Mockingbird who remained with the Sentinel of Liberty.

A silence crossed the group, which – if nothing else – suggested a tacit agreement. The
machine began to activate, and with a bright blast of energy, a swirling portal coalesced.
“Don’t panic,” Jordan suggested, as the massive craning arm swerved to grab Mr. Immortal
by the back from behind. “To be sure he comes I’m going to have to give him some bait. It
means dangling you into a world of impossible chaos, pure untainted creation… and there
might be, ah, turbulence.”

Though resistant at first, especially how it gripped him, he tried to remain still and
compliant; even as fear mounted some, in his chest, faced with the unknown beyond that
wall of sizzling energy. Then, suddenly, the arm rushed forward. “AAAAAAH---!” Mr.
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Immortal screamed in terror, and his cries silenced suddenly as he disappeared into the
seeming ether. There were several moments, before the arm pulled back from the swirling
matter, just in time to see the hero covered in now Roman armor, his centurion’s helmet
and breastplate without mark of legion, a distinctive bracer on his left arm and, holstered on
his leg, a blaster pistol that set the rest of his period clothes awry. With a mighty jerk of his
hand, the fingers of the ‘claw’ tore free, while the rest crudely bent as needed to allow him
to leave its iron grip.

When he landed, it was on one knee, and with a wave of his hand a massive spear
materialized in it, the weapon seeming to gleam with power. The anachronistic Centurion
stood slowly upward and looked amongst them. His face had changed – as had his muscular
body, a scar visible barely beneath the eye slits. The spear aimed towards them and he
curiously examined them all.

“Why am I back?” he inquired coldly, awaiting those he addressed, his tone clearly superior.

The group’s eyes flitted about one another before Yellowjacket gave a meaningful nod to
Black Knight, who he seemed to want to pass the buck of answering the question to.
Loyally, Black Knight nodded to the fellow anachronism and explained matters. “The
fearsome Conqueror of all Time and Space; Kang. He threatens your realm, and of it, you
alone have been seen as worthy to abate his wickedness in this, and perhaps all other
worlds.”

To their surprise, the Centurion smiled brightly, a wicked, dangerous smile. It grew from
cheek to cheek, each end point of his smile hidden behind the metal of his helmet. “Kang.
Kang is here?” Without hesitation, the massive ‘hero’ of this time raced for the hole in the
wall that Arcana made moments before and leapt free of it – as he did, a massive flying disc
with the symbol of the Omega emblazoned upon its base and foothold rushed towards him,
catching him in his fall. Without hesitation, his vehicle, him aboard, rushed towards the
sound of the distant battle and off into the dull, but city-lit night sky.

Yellowjacket, wincing, stared out the craterous hole in the wall at the figure disappearing
into the city’s horizon. “I’ve got a bad feeling about this.”

The sound of battle likewise had inspired other heroes of the era; though he did manage to
prove to himself, unaware of the challenge at all, that he was not the one destined to stop
Kang in this timeline. Bedecked in an altered Mexican Day of the Dead costume, the Spider-
Man of 2099 swung desperately out of the way as the muscles over his spinerettes forced
free more webbing to allow him his brachiation through the city and from the endless
stream of energy blasts that chased the racing hero back away from his altruistic intentions.

Miguel O’Hara landed on a far wall, safe from the invading hordes of Kang that had spilled
onto Earth, and breathed deeply, trying to summon up his courage. “Think, Mig. Those
people need some help,” he psyched himself up, glancing over his shoulder to the prison
camps that were being jury-rigged throughout the city’s streets, corralling up its citizens for
‘pacification’. His every attempt was ended quickly and suddenly by the near-death
experiences of outrunning laser fire, which the scientist in him reminded was luck and not
speed – he can’t go faster than light.
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It was a passing blur of motion that distracted the scientist-turned-hero from a moment of
reverie to stunned fascination, which itself gave way to horror. Above him he watched as
the distinctive figure of an enemy he could not himself survive, rushed beyond him and
towards the heart of the nation, leaving him in stunned silence for several moments as the
disc bearing Thanatos’ distinctive Omega symbol raced beyond them.

“Ohshockme,” S-Man whispered with a gasp, eyes widened beneath the black mask.

The blurred figure of Thanatos burned through the sky, his disc that he rode upon
proclaiming the proud Omega sigil to all those below it. The man had a singular destination,
the purple-masked Conqueror, the chronal master Kang. The massive figure, grown
somehow to a towering twelve feet as he raced through the sky, stood and postured upon
his ride. His arm pulled back, the massive spear gripped tight as his eyes bored through the
helmet.

Below them both were the arrayed armies of Kang; the small invading force he bothered to
bring with him, along with his newly captured four city blocks, dozens upon dozens of men
and women lined up, their heads bowed to the cement. Few looked up. Few enough that a
Lieutenant of his who’s eyes passed to the sky in consideration saw only a moment before
the murder would be complete. “No!” he cried out, and raised his blaster rifle in a snap
movement and aimed it for the Roman-clad Thanatos, firing for him even as Thanatos’
spear loosed from his hand, hurling towards the Conqueror.

The bare second of warning gave Kang enough time to turn slightly, which transformed the
spear from impaling him through the heart to slide through his lung. Kang gasped loudly,
shocked both by the action – and by the fact that the spear tore straight through his force
field and his body armor to impale him. “In – inconceivable!” he claimed, angrily. He did not
have long to bluster.

“Time to conceive,” Thanatos responded wryly as the disc collided with the surprised Time
Lord, and stopped at the man’s patent force field. Thanatos hung at its outer edge, and
gripped the spear which pierced through it as if it was nothing, and tore it free from him.
The gunfire he received was unappreciated. Leveling his weapon, he discharged a massive
explosion of force from his pistol, which decimated the first dozen who raced into the sky to
meet him.

Behind him, considerably desperate but nowhere near as fast, the Avengers had finally
managed to catch up to the racing figure. They rode in a sphere of Arcana’s make, while
Vision flew at its side, racing out to see where he’d gotten to; and only mildly surprised to
see he’d done just what they’d asked him to. “This is a good thing he’s all... fighting for
Team America, right?”

“I didn’t like that movie,” Arcana mentioned calmly, to the confusion of Yellowjacket, who
seems perplexed at her reference, but otherwise, his attention focused on the battle that
raged before them.

Mockingbird was their voice of reason. “Forget them! We need to help the people down
there. Get them free from danger. They’ve got a fighting chance now, with their General
stopped – put us down, Luna!”
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“The Spear of Longinus,” Kang meanwhile observed, with his rifle aimed to Thanatos.
Without hesitation, Kang discharged angrily his incredible rifle, his aim slightly awkward
from his right side, so wounded. The blast rocketed free of his field, but Thanatos whipped
his shield up in time, deflecting it off his cestus’s supreme defense. “Impressive.
Nevertheless, futile. You pose little threat to my aims, anachronism.”

Thanatos’ face lit up and he laughed uproariously at the chiding insults from the warlord, as
he pressed himself up against his aggressor’s force field. “You want to conquer this world?
You’ll have to come through me, Traveler. This is my world,” the Centurion barked and
allowed his Omega disc to slide him backwards in the air. With a slam of his spear to his
shield, a golden sphere of energy coalesced around the titanic mortal, whose blue eyes
narrowed behind the nose of his Centurion helm.

Below them, emboldened by the first blood of their ‘God King’, the people under the rifles of
this foreign horde revolted, and bravery surged through the otherwise compliant crowd as
they took this as their chance.

The Avengers joined with them, saving them from what might otherwise have been
effectively suicide. Mockingbird remained with Captain America, who stood in silence,
staring and occasionally shuddering as the world before him reminded him too much of the
horror that just occurred to him, shocking him further into his shell.

Arcana performed expertly, eliminating much of the threat as her spells disarmed the entire
forces, evening the odds significantly. Meanwhile, the Vision decimated their machinery,
disabling their technology with swipes of semi-solid phased limbs. The most vicious assaults
came at the hands of Yellowjacket, and Black Knight, both seeming to be missing an
important amount of moral certainty as they destroyed Kang’s highly advanced forces.

Up until now, Spider-Man kept back from interfering thanks to the sprayed fire of Kang’s
conquering army and their superbly effective energy rifles. However, rendered now useless,
he swung in to assist, his webbing and heightened reflexes doing their own part to help
pacify and subdue the enemy forces. “Who the hell are you people?!” he asked, as much to
the soldiers as to his unwitting allies.

Up above the melee, Kang, wincing with pain, examined his aggressor. “Tend to the
children,” Kang ordered his lieutenant, and hung his rifle casually over his back, pulling free
from a gauntlet that somehow microscopically stored it, a single gleaming sword, sharp and
dynamic. “We’ve met, haven’t we?” the Conqueror inquired, eyes tightening on Thanatos,
who politely did the same, holstering his pistol.

Thanatos smirked, as he savored this moment, familiar eyes staring into Kang’s, despite the
Conqueror’s lack of understanding. “Oh, have we ever. Many times now. But never have I
had such a grand opportunity as I do now, Kang. Don’t worry – I’ll make your death take as
long as I can. So we can both savor it.”

He didn’t waste time. Kang, whose field seemed to glow as it reformed, his wound seeping
blood over his armor still, was quite surprised as Thanatos leaped from his disc forward at
him, his shield pressed forward. Their two protective fields collided, but Thanatos’ force
drove them both away, in through the near skyscraper. The walls gave way to the two
titans, one towering and one merely commanding in his presence, as they destroyed that
which laid in their way. Gone from the sights of the lesser mortals who inadvertently
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brought them to this realm, the two would-be Kings tore apart a monolith of engineering
that broke through the clouds above.

The chaos of battle had been, at least temporarily, aborted; Kang’s soldiers, like their
former captives, sought shelter as pieces of rubble began to fall from the sky, crashing into
the street hundreds of feet below.

Yellowjacket shot valiantly skyward, precise aimed shots taking out smaller chunks while
The Vision did his damnedest to deflect them with his increased strength, his body morphed
into diamond hardness. Once again, Arcana managed, with the moment bought for her to
concentrate by the distractions of her allies, to do the greatest damage control of them.
With a mighty shield formed to protect from further collisions, massive chunks of steel,
falling shards of glass and concrete slabs bouncing off them almost casually, while sweat
glistened from her forehead under the duress of focus.

Mockingbird and Black Knight did their parts as well; she rendered basic aid those already
injured, as best she could, and Black Knight policed between those that would further
escalate violence.

The building shuddered as the discharge of light and the clash of weapons that resounded
like thunder even over the din of the combat below. There were office workers who had
been watching from the windows in fascination, fear and trepidation. Now, however, they
ran desperately out of the way, racing away as Thanatos’ massive form shrank to fit into the
seven foot ceilings, and face off against Kang opposite him. The two warriors eschewed
their powers and their greatness instead for their two mighty weapons. Kang, obsessed over
war-torn cultures, wielded his massive sword and his shield then materialized with expert
skill. Thanatos, however, bearing his own small shield and his massive Spear of Destiny,
readied himself, smirking. Both men shook their shoulders, brushing free the dust and
rubble from them before the battle joined; each blow answered with an almost inhuman
finesse from the two warriors, kings and conquerors.

The spear cut through all in its way as if it was nothing; tearing through floor support
structures like they were but paper mache. One such sweep brought the weapon whirling
back towards Kang’s neck, who barely ducked back in time to watch it stick into a desk and
shatter it instantly. Kang’s sword whipped downward to deflect the blow further and, with
any luck, deny the spear’s return. Even the Lord of All Time began to look concerned,
fighting to get closer. “Who are you, Centurion?” he asked, aware of the irony as the Scarlet
Centurion himself. “No weapon can pierce my fields.”

“Well, obviously, one can,” he answered simply as he tore the spear free from under the
sword, which did nothing to damage the legendary blade. The spear turned and pulled back
its blade along the sword’s in a flash of motion, causing Kang’s saber to rend in half. The
spear flipped about again in his hand and jabbed forward through Kang’s raised shield.

With a quick leap, Kang managed to avoid being impaled, and instead a piece of cloth was
torn with but a slash of flesh revealed and damaged by the impossible weapon. Disarmed,
boxed in and without reach for the long-weaponed enemy across from him, Kang chose
instead to violate their unspoken rule. “Then it will be mine.” With one hand he grasped the
end of the spear, and with the other aimed his palm for the face of Thanatos and released a
blast of white light. A blast that rivaled that of a low-yield nuclear bomb was released
directly in Thanatos’ face, which was easily deflected by the field that Kang bore. It was so
powerful that it devoured its own sound; a muffled blast sounded more by the destruction it
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wrought than its own action. The building, or what part of it they were in, was incinerated
instantly; floors above and below destroyed easily. And the tower, which possessed at least
a hundred floors above their battle, simply toppled over like a domino, looming a massive
shadow onto the streets below.

“Oh my God! Look!” Mockingbird screamed, gesturing skyward. Vision, pragmatic as always,
went intangible in case things went the worst possible way, as the screams of those that
looked up to see what she meant. They saw the shadow rushing for them from several
dozen floors above them – and they would begin to run, as if that made any difference with
a building of its size toppling down; they had no chance of survival, but the human desire
for it overrode logic and most futilely fled in panic.

Arcana whispered her strengthening of the shield, but knew it useless. “My shield won’t hold
against this!” she warned, cringing already at the fate that might await them, as devotedly
she refused to abandon those beside her who couldn’t flee. She wished, quietly, she had
time to cast a massive teleport spell ... but it was beyond the sparse seconds they had.

It was the most unexpected of heroes who made the difference. Yellowjacket eschewed his
weapons and menial crowd control. Instead, his body suddenly began to bulge and he
started to grow. As the tower raced downward, he expanded upward, rapidly. His costume
accommodated him as the mad Hank Pym did his ultimate civic duty. “Just keep that shield
up!” he roared, his massive voice booming as with every millisecond he exponentially
doubled. By the time the building’s falling half reached the street below, he had grown to
almost a hundred feet; his legs spanned across the street, rooted deeply into the cement,
knees braced for impact. The sound of the building crashing into him, as his massive hands
reached to find a place to take hold of it, was difficult to describe by anyone hidden in the
dust and Arcana’s protective field below. It sounded like it was; a bag of bricks effectively
dropped on him, his arms spanned to try to stop it from crumbling around him. He stumbled
for a moment under the impact which bruised and perhaps even broke a few things in him,
but with a mighty, struggling groan he held onto its base and gripped it as solidly as he
could, leaning it against the remainder of its own foundation to alleviate some of the weight.
All around him, shattered pieces from the sudden impact with the size-altered hero pelted
the shields of Arcana, who barely managed to keep them up under the duress, especially
with Yellowjacket threatening to buckle against them under the strain.

“Move those people!” he yelled angrily. “I can’t hold this!”

The dust clouded the area. No one could see past a foot in front of themselves as it rushed
over the assembled mass. It began to settle, despite the screams of suffering that sounded
in the distance, and Kang, who lost his grip of the spear in the blow, kneeled in the
decimated ruins of the building to lift up a Roman helmet that spoke of his enemy. A slow
smile crossed the face of the bleeding tyrant; his eyes alight, watchful for the sheen of that
miraculous weapon.

The very weapon that he then found pointed to the base of his neck, turning slowly to
appraise it, as well as the face of the battle-scarred and gray-templed Rick Jones that held it
to him, body covered in his distinctive golden Roman armor. “You are still a man, and the
Destiny Force draws its powers from all the potential of mankind; you could no more
destroy me than you could ever enslave the human spirit. Know that even this destruction
has seen your failure. Know this as I perform my own little Waterloo,” the maddened Jones
said with a smirk, as he prepared to finish off the accidentally kneeling Conqueror.
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“Napoleon did not fall at Waterloo, Mr. Jones. And nor will I at my own routing. Only his
army died,” Kang corrected him. Without so much as a blink, the Emperor Kang
disappeared; no doubt shifted in the timeline away from the menace that had promised him
his death. Thanatos roared mightily, a vocal howl of suffering at the death – the vengeance
– stolen from him in its final moments. The Omega Disc, as if on command, hurtled through
space to find him. Stepping onto it, it rose into the sky and flew him towards the sound of
battle. His spear, coated in the blood of the Unstoppable Kang, shone with impatience as he
approached the final hold-out of these heroes, who even now focused more on the handling
of one building than the entirety of civilization.

Looking down upon the ant-like heroes and citizens, he watched as the masses fought back
with a fiery passion against the retreating forces of Kang’s abandoned army. He smiled
down upon them as, once more, he grew in size. Towering to nearly fifteen feet, the spear
barely moved in size. With it clasped in hand, he pulled free his pistol in his shield-clasped
arm and directed it below. While a soldier of Kang forced himself forward among the fracas,
a massive bolt of energy tore free his head wholly, leaving the bodiless soldier to collapse to
the ground. “I’ll start here.”

Without their leader, and with such a sight before them, many of Kang’s abandoned army
broke ranks to flee. It only gave him a better target, and he eradicated those that scattered
before him callously with the aim of his mighty pistol.

The group was shocked by the horror that just erupted before them; the forces of Kang,
who had began to rally in a military standard, while tactically planning their escape, were
wiped out whole sale before their very eyes. The face of Captain America shook with every
blast of the pistol that resounded like thunder, massive explosions rocking forth that called
his mind to the countless artillery barrages, the screams of the dying as he sought to do his
duty. A duty which left him as he stood frozen silent, helpless to do anything but watch the
murders performed in front of him.

“Where the hell is our portal? We’re done here! Kang left,” Yellowjacket muttered with self-
interest as he breathed carefully, worried about the state of his rib-cage that he comforted,
eyes alive at the devastation being wrought by the ‘hero’ they freed.

“No,” Black Knight adamantly refused. “We stop Thanatos.”

The rest were quiet for a moment, but Vision, of all people, agreed plainly. “They may not
consider it a success until we resolve the issue of our time pollution; we must remove Mr.
Immortal – and the person possessing him - from the time stream. By any means
necessary.”

With a long silence shared between many questioning gazes, Spider-Man, far from their
debate, had the chutzpah, likely because he didn’t entirely understand the depth of the
problems they discussed. “Hey, Thanatos,” S-Man greeted pleasantly the conquering ‘hero’.
He had scaled the nearest wall just so he could face the would-be Conqueror, who stared
cruelly back to him. Behind him, the Vision flew closer, intending to argue his own case if
needed.

“Remember me?” S-Man asked familiarly, “Me and my friends over there, tenuous though
that phrase might be, wanted you... oh, to get the shock out of here. We can put you
back into VR and call it a day.”
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Thanatos just smiled. “Really? You’re done now? I’ve done my part? You have no further
use of me?” With a quirk of his head, the towering conqueror asked rhetorical and mocking
queries, his arms crossed as he examined his questioner’s face.

Then, just as easily, Thanatos flew over to face the android. With a brave motion, he
lowered his spear and moved it forward to poke, casually, the chest plate of Vision. Even
such a brisk touch dragged a deep furrow of a cut through the synthezoid’s ‘skin’. “I believe
I’ll have to turn down such a magnanimous offer.

“Now, this is the part where I should offer you to serve me or to die; but I know the
Avengers would never surrender. I will save you the insult to your dignity and thus sully
your worth, by not asking. Bask in my kindness.”

With a disinterested flip of the spear, the blunt end of it struck the Vision, discharging a
blast of energy that seemed to render the robot unconscious; promptly the robot fell to
Earth below, gravity seeking its claim. The Centurion they faced glided about the assembled
Avengers on his Omega-emblemed disc, without a sign of concern. Painted on his face,
visible easily behind the single nose-piece that hung down the center of his helm, he wore a
wide and mocking grin.

If ever there was a call to arms, this one clearly stood out, as the crash of their synthetic
teammate to the ground rallied and shook them. The collapse found itself punctuated with a
call, when Yellowjacket loudly cried “AVENGERS ASSEMBLE!”

Their leader transformed himself, straining his body to the limit between this and the crisis
before as he once again attained a massive height, towering beside buildings as he
launched himself for Thanatos. With ease, he grasped the large Roman in one hand and
began to squeeze, as if he was intending to pulp him.

With casual disinterest, Thanatos hurled out his shoulders to break the grip, causing
Yellowjacket to scream in pain at the trauma done to his shattered hand, recoiling as if
stung. Immediately after, he was stung, when the massive spear shoved through an
oversized finger, making a small hole through his flesh that gushed blood over the armor of
the enemy. Flung away reactively, the Omega disc flew to meet him; he landed in mid-air
and used his momentum to flip the disc around, then leveled his firearm back at
Yellowjacket, releasing a charge with severe prejudice. A sudden, vicious blast should have
struck. Instead, red runes highlighted the air in front of the Yellowjacket, and the streaks of
energy blown from the pistol’s tip dissipated useless against it, shattering the magical wall
in the process but protecting the hero behind it.

Floating in mid-air, their sorceress’ hands swirled with eldritch powers rich in deep auburn
hues, and Arcana stood opposite the cosmically-empowered Rick Jones, fearless. “Perhaps
you can humble physical might. But this is magic, Pretender. And this will be quick.”

Then, suddenly, she disappeared from sight. Thanatos’ head swiveled in pursuit of her,
while the Yellowjacket struggled to regain a sense of himself, over his broken hand. “Where
are you?!” he cried out angrily, hovering high in the air while most of the team had nothing
to do but stare and pray. The sole exception to this was S-Man, who clambered up the walls
quickly to get a position, being careful not to reveal himself overtly.

“Right here,” she greeted pleasantly when she announced herself from behind him.
Instantly, a strobe of white light bathed Thanatos, stunning him. His eyes flickered, as light
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danced before him, blinding and dazzling him. The light turned him slowly to stone, yet the
action clawed much slower than she seemed to anticipate. She looked shocked – frustrated,
as the gray craggy surface seemed to stop somewhere along his left shoulder, leaving only
part of his side transmuted to rock. “It should have already worked!” she cried, as she tried
to summon a new spell.

The mad conqueror grinned broadly behind the helmet. “You witness true power,” he
warned. Her hands whipped into a dangerous flurry of motion, light erupting from her body
as she prepared a incantation – but it would not see fruition, as the massive God of a Man
hurled that massive rocky fist for her, knocking her head back and giving her oblivion when
his punch found her with a sick crack. She plummeted towards the Earth, limp and without
control.

Desperate to save her, Spider-Man abandoned his climb to launch himself forward like a
spring. He grasped Arcana mid-fall and swung down to the Earth, where he deposited her.
Meanwhile, Yellowjacket reacted angrily, eyes distraught at the sight of yet another fallen
teammate and he raced his healthy fist forward for Thanatos. The Would-Be Conqueror,
however, easily slid away from the overly telegraphed motion, and with a simple grip of the
passing giant’s wrist, his superhuman strength tossed the massive Yellowjacket into a
nearby building, his skull connecting firmly with its side. The titan, limp, crumbled to the
street below where people scattered to avoid his towering height.

“Enough already!” Spider-Man barked out loudly and turned to fire a spray of web from his
forearms, erupting from his powerful sac-filled muscle. The superhumanly tensile cord
caught not Thanatos, but his sled, and with a mighty yank ripped it free from the
superhuman Centurion, this strange permutation of Rick Jones, and the titan fell to Earth.

In true fashion, the powerful villain landed on one knee with barely a flinch, standing up
carefully. He aimed his spear for the face of Spider-Man as the hero swung by. “This you’ll
regret, web-slinger,” he warned, but his intentions were considerably silenced. With a sharp
gasp, his eyes widened beneath the mask and he stumbled forward. The man’s gaze fell
slowly, and he saw a black sword stabbed through his stomach. Slowly, shock turned to a
furious rage, and he swung around fiercely – the sword ripping through more of his flesh
and free of the Black Knight’s hands, trapped in his own flesh. It was obvious who stood
behind him, and the Black Knight clenched his gauntlets as he stood fast, resolute, but
unarmed. The Knight, with blood seeped onto the blade, raced forward in a berserk rage,
his fists racing for the impaled titan.

Thanatos caught the savage son of Percival’s fist in mid-swing and with a mighty kick, he
sent the Black Knight away, flung far and skyward. His intention was suddenly obvious as
the propelled body moved with an impossible, unavoidable momentum, even for Spider-
Man. The heavily armored Knight crushed the bug into the building he had taken to, the sick
crash followed by yet another as the combined bodies fell to the street below. With a steady
hand, Thanatos reached behind him to rip free his sword and surveyed the group that
remained before him with a mocking smile. In quiet silence, Mockingbird stood beside the
crumpled Captain America and the unconscious Arcana, the two weak heroes his only
remaining threats.

Understandably, he scoffed, and walked forward. He pulled the Ebon Blade from his
stomach and used it to slice free the webbing from his flying disc. He stabbed the blade into
the Earth with a vicious, inhuman strength and stepped onboard his platform, beginning to
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ascend. “I have more important things to do than kill a gymnast with sticks and a mentally
handicapped Sentinel of Liberty. Besides. He will ever have my respect.”

He began to ascend into the air, but Mockingbird finally acted. She abandoned Captain
America and raced forward to grasp the sword. With the speed she gained, it was clear she
had intended to take the sword with momentum – but she stopped dead with a hard grunt
of effort as the blade refused to budge, buried too deep into the ground for human might to
move it. Hearing her struggle, Thanatos looked down and laughed, then aimed his pistol
idly. “Fine. If you insist, Bobbi.”

The light seemed to come on in Captain America’s eyes, staring up from his kneeled
position, his heart racing a thousand beats a second; Mockingbird was fighting for all their
lives, the only Avenger left. A gun was trained on her, the finger placed into the trigger well.
The weight of his shield was felt by him. Captain America knew he must act. The sounds of
the battlefield still stirred in him. The dead, the dying, the sight of his trusted sidekick
destroyed before him as he plunged for the cold water – it all welled up in him, and made
him hesitate. The one thought that finally broke him free – an epiphany that shook him. He
was the only one left, and it was now or never. Everything hung on him, and he couldn’t
disappoint them again.

With his arm swung backward, he swung his body around to gain momentum and stopped
on a dime, left leg kicked out and the shield hurtled from his arm – the red, white and blue
disc racing through the sky, it’s stripes a blur as much as the spokes on the star at its
center. Thanatos had barely a moment to see it even coming, his hand poised to fire. The
shield nicked his finger, jerking the gun as it fired to shoot wildly ahead of its target and in
doing so incinerating several feet of concrete. The shield raced on to slam into the
Centurion’s opposite wrist, causing even the would-be God to cry in pain at the perfect
metal’s impact, jarring bone. The Spear of Longinus fell from his hand to the ground below,
and the Sentinel of Liberty rushed across the newly made battlefield, his every moment
deliberate and swift. With an incredible effort, he leapt skyward to capture the shaft of the
legendary blade in mid-air, coming down on his shoulder, tucked into a roll. When he came
back up, without pause, he’d turned to face the still-reeling Thanatos as the Centurion tried
to aim the pistol for him; but already his eyes had found their target and his arm had
hurtled forward, fingers slipping open to allow the shaft of the spear to fly.

The Roman Spear that had slid through Christ’s side so too, now, rushed through the heart
of the armored Thanatos. For all of his cosmically empowered armor and form, the Spear
rushed through him as if he were tissue; with a crash of metal his armor gave in, and with a
sick wetness his flesh surrendered. The spear punched out his back, and the Titan fell from
his perch, eyes wide and lips speckled with blood. The man that would be a God crashed a
dozen feet below in a limp pile, his helmet fallen from his scarred face.

Captain America strode forward and slid his fingers around the shaft of the spear still
impaled into Rick Jones, whose unfamiliar face stared up with its fond memories at the
living legend, the man he had worshipped, and who had just stolen his life. “I just wanted to be

Bucky,” he whispered weakly.

His idol twisted the spear and ripped it out, allowing the wound to bleed freely, and his
heart to beat its last. “You only get to die like him.”

The spear in his hand, Captain America walked away. Behind him, the form of Thanatos
stopped twitching, before suddenly his wounds began to heal – and with it, his body was
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replaced with that of Mr. Immortal, dressed in bloodied and damaged Roman armor but
returned in full. The confused Immortal sat up and looked around, at the destruction
wrought around him, the strewn bodies of his teammates and stared. “Cap!” he called, at
the slowly leaving figure. “What happened?”

The man stopped in his tracks and slowly pivoted to face his questioner, and smirked
darkly, blood dripping from the stolen spear, “We won,” he said simply, as behind them, a
light appeared and from it Libra.

Though stunned, Libra focused his power so augmented by his Lord and allowed shimmering
light to overlap his team, despite their injuries and horror.

“It’s time.”

When Spider-Man would awaken, minutes later, his silence would speak for his awe and
horror at the battlefield left to him, the only living man left behind.

THE END

Next Issue: The team finds itself thrust into the middle of the Kree/Skrull War, back in the
hands of the primary AVI scribe, Chris Munn! Don’t think this is the last you’ll see of the
Destiny Force. Kang’s only getting started!

Time Out!

Since I don’t have the usual fan mail to respond to, I just wanted to express:

Despite the delays it took, I was really honored that Chris Munn let me contribute to this
project. It’s a truly incredible idea, and I feel proud just to be a part of it.

Thanks to Dave for getting on this, thanks to Cory for being patient before that, thanks
again to Chris for letting me totally traumatize an American idol, as if the man hasn’t been
put through enough. I imagine our hero, ol’ Winghead, would be spinning in his fictional
grave, but it was still deeply enjoyable to get a crack at writing it.

So stay tuned. Things’ll settle sooner or later, and I am looking forward to what I’m sure
will only be bigger and better issues in the arcs to come.

-Bowie Sessions



Washington, D.C.
1984 A.D.

“Hold my calls, Sylvia,” the older man in the suit and tie ordered as he entered his office on
Capitol Hill, “I don’t wish to be interrupted for the next bit.”

H. Warren Craddock sighed softly as he collapsed into his leather chair, the burdens of
being a United States Senator. The Alien Activities Committee, founded by his own
incredible ability of persuasion and paranoia, was floundering as a “special interest” within
the Executive Branch. What use was there in having a committee on alien affairs when no
evidence of such aliens had been produced since the coming of Galactus?

“We need a new enemy,” Craddock opined as he shuffled through the random assortment of
files on his oak desk.

“Consider your request granted, human,” a voice said from the far corner of the office,
causing Craddock to jump from his seat. Before the Senator could call for help, a laser beam
was fired from the intruder’s pistol, incapacitating the politico. With the smoke still
smoldering from his unconscious form, H. Warren Craddock was approached by his
assailant, crouching down to run inhuman fingers across his weathered face.

“You see now how this will benefit your race?” the voice of another intruder, a third man,
queried to his ally. Kang the Conqueror folded his arms and awaited his reluctant partner’s
reply.

“We have you to thank for freeing us from our indignant imprisonment, Warlord,” the alien
answered, “and for that – and that alone – we will begin your nefarious scheme.”

The face of the alien, green and grotesque, began to flow like liquid. Within moments, the
creature had copied the appearance of H. Warren Craddock. “The Skrull agenda can only
flourish with the knowledge you have given us.”

“Certainly,” Kang responded, “for this is merely the beginning, for you and your comrades
shall bring about the downfall of the Avengers!”

# 6- The Kang/Ultron War:
Prelude Two
“The Spoils”

Written by Chris Munn and Steve
Crosby
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New York City
1985 A.D.

“So…” Craig Hollis began hesitantly, fingers tapping on his knees, “there’s a couple of
questions coming to mind right about now.”

Barbara Barton sighed and cocked an eyebrow at her teammate, her eyes staying focused
on the newspaper spread across her lap. The two time-lost Avengers had appeared without
notice in the empty bathroom of Grand Central Station, thankfully closed for repairs and
thus missing the assured throng of onlookers. This wasn’t necessarily that strange, as they
had become somewhat accustomed to being dropped into the timestream with little to no
details on their mission. But this time was different; instead of the full contingent of
Avengers, seven in number, only she and Hollis had been whisked away to this unknown
destination.

“Like, okay,” Mr. Immortal continued, tugging at the collar of the shirt he had “borrowed”
from the Station’s locker room to disguise his colorful uniform, “is there any reason
Immortus had to be quite so vague this time? Kang was here, in this timeline, doing
something unexplained to someone involved with alien affairs? How is that helpful at all?”

Mockingbird sighed loudly. “Or how about this one,” she commented wryly, eyes still locked
on the newspaper, “of all the teammates I could’ve been stranded with, why did it have to
be you?”

Craig lowered his head, staring intently at his knees. “I get the feeling you don’t like me
very much…”

Mockingbird finally raised her gaze from the newspaper to look at her comrade, immediately
regretting her last statement. “It’s nothing personal, really,” she apologized, “I’m just not
really feeling up to idle chitchat. I want to go home, to see my husband again…even if…”

“Even if you don’t know how to tell him that you murdered the Phantom Rider?” Hollis
finished for her.

“The bastard brainwashed and raped me,” she replied, a slice of anger evident in her
changed tone, “and I didn’t murder him.”

“You just let him die,” Mr. Immortal continued. “Trust me, Bobbie; Clint won’t see the
difference between the two.”

“I know,” she answered, her eyes closed to fight back tears, “and I have no idea how to
handle it. That’s why I agreed to stay on this mission, in all honesty. So I wouldn’t have to
face him yet, so I would have the time to think.”

“If you really want to know,” Craig hesitantly offered, “I can tell you exactly what happens
between the two of you. I was there for part of it, the aftermath mostly.”

”Maybe another time,” Barbara replied with as forced a smile as she could muster. “In the
meantime, I think I figured out why we’re here,” she said, changing the subject as she held
the newspaper up for Craig to read.
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It was all there on the front page in big, bold typeface:

THE AVENGERS NO MORE?
Local Team of Heroes Brought Before Congress on Charges of Alien Conspiracy

“If this Daily Bugle is today’s edition,” Mockingbird continued as Craig read the article, “then
we’re dead in the opening shots of the Kree/Skrull War. The Skrulls, posing as the founding
members of the Avengers, will have disbanded the current team at Avengers Mansion
following the hearings. The hearing was yesterday, so that means the Avengers are
probably already gone from New York.”

“So you actually do know some history,” Craig said with a slight chuckle, “and here I
thought I was the only one of us that actually did his homework when he joined.”

“Don’t ask my how I know this, it just sort of popped into my head just now,” Bobbie
stated, stabbing a finger at a picture of an older man on the Bugle’s front page, “but we
have to find him: Edwin Jarvis.”

“The Avengers butler? Why?”

“Because the Skrulls and the Kree are about to make this planet their private battleground.
With no Avengers to stop it, everybody here is as good as dead. And what Jarvis needs to
do…is get the Avengers to reassemble.”

Kree Homeworld of Hala
1985 A.D.

“Ha!” Ronan the Accuser laughed in the face of Rick Jones. “It is impossible to lessen the
odds of zero, whelp. These are the odds that you were ever best me! Now away!”

Rick Jones, who was floating helplessly in the power of Ronan’s Universal Weapon, was
hurled through an open door that slammed shut. Ronan turned from the chamber, and
addressed the three uniformed Kree soldiers that had suddenly appeared.

“No one is to cross this threshold without my consent!” he ordered.

“Yes sir!” the three soldiers said in unison. One, unseen by Ronan, was clenching his fists
tight.

Ronan strode off to see to other duties, but mused to himself, “Conversation with an
Earthling as dull-witted as that boy should weaken the Supreme Intelligence further. Just
now I fear that my own mind has found the stupid.”

Once Ronan was out of sight, the three Kree soldiers removed their helmets. They were in
fact Captain America, Black Knight and Vision, in disguise.

“We should cut the enemy down now,” Black Knight declared. Captain America was nodding
his head in agreement, but Vision voiced dissent.
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“The battle is already one. Even now, Rick Jones is being imbued with the Destiny Force,
mental powers so great that he will stop this war himself. Unless that is what Kang came
here to stop.”

“In which case we should get in there and make sure everything is okay,” Captain America
finished. “Vision, go through the door and open it from the inside.”

The three Avengers of Immortus burst into the chamber, and found it empty except for the
Supreme Intelligence. “We’re too late!” Black Knight cried.

“No we are not,” Vision reassured its teammates. “I see the residual energy of a
dimensional gate. Rick Jones has been transported into the Negative Zone.”

“Indeed he has,” the Supreme Intelligence informed the new arrivals. “There, the youth will
access power beyond imagining. Greetings, Avengers from other eras. Immortus has chosen
wisely.”

“He knows who we are!” Captain America declared.

“I am the Supreme Intelligence, all-knowing and all-seeing. This conflict between Kang and
Immortus is a minor thing that shall not affect my own far-reaching schemes. Already I
have taken actions that will solidify ever-lasting peace between the Kree and the Skrull. It is
good however that Immortus brought you three, for Rick Jones will be of no use to me if he
is dead!”

“What is it that you think we’re to do, monster?” inquired Captain America.

It was the Vision who answered. “When he emerged from the Negative Zone, Rick Jones will
find himself attacked by Ronan, who becomes aware of this scheme. To defend himself, Rick
Jones will mentally create heroes from World War II. These heroes will include Captain
America and another being called Vision.”

“Correct, but in the infant stage of his manifestation, Rick Jones will not be able to create
enough defenders. You three must place yourselves among them. Captain America is
suitable, but you other two must be appropriately disguised.” Mental power erupted from
the Supreme Intelligence, altering the appearances of Black Knight and Vision.

The pale white of Vision’s body became a light green. His appearance was now that of
Aarkon, the other-dimensional policeman who was called Vision in the days of World War II.
Gone was Black Knight’s armor, replaced by the red, white and blue garments of the Patriot!

“Now hide yourselves, Avengers. Only when the time is right should you emerge.”

Outer Space, Past the Orbit of Pluto
1985 A.D.

In the far reaches of space, far beyond our own solar system, the Skrull armada was met by
a single ship. One insignificant ship against a vast fleet of advanced warships, it at first
appeared to be no contest. But this single ship housed Earth’s Mightiest Heroes, the
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Avengers! The advance force of Thor, Iron Man and Vision repelled the armada’s initial
attack and met the enemy in kind!

As the epic conflict went underway, events of a different sort occurred on a minor vessel in
the fleet’s center. The Skrulls on board were a flurry of activity, preparing themselves to
meet any Avenger that should board their ship. But more importantly, they went about the
task of guarding the vessel’s most important passenger and perhaps set him free should the
situation require it.

“Stand ready!” the commanding officer ordered. “You!” He pointed at a junior officer, “take
your squad to the cell by and keep an eye on the prisoner. At no point is he to escape
before required!”

“Yes sir!” The junior officer saluted and ran down the corridor with his squad of eight Skrulls
behind him. They passed a pair of unseen intruders, Earthlings much like those currently in
battle against the Skrulls. They were time-lost Avengers, Yellowjacket and Arcana, their
presence concealed by the latter’s magic.

“Looks to me like our purpose is pretty clear,” Yellowjacket commented to Arcana.
Fortunately, she was shielding them from being heard as well as seen. “The Skrulls have a
prisoner on board, some kind of living weapon they plan to use against Earth.”

“There was never any record of the Avengers fighting an unusual threat,” Arcana stated.
“That must be because we stop it.”

“Either we keep this thing locked up tight,” Yellowjacket remarked with a smirk. “Or we
spring him early, and watch as these Skrulls get hosed by their own weapon. It can’t be
that hard, considering there’s only the two of us here.”

Arcana shook her head. “I have a sense of multiple chronal fluxes in this vicinity. The others
must be off dealing with those. Time is fragile here. The slightest misstep, and much more
than Earth will be lost.”

“Then let’s get after those prune faces.” Yellowjacket rushed down after the Skrulls, half-
flying due to the rapidly moving wings on his shoulders. His much younger teammate
hurried after him, not moving nearly as fast as her father, the fleet-footed Quicksilver.

As unseen by the two Avengers as they were by the Skrulls, Kang the Conqueror observed.
“Hmm, so they’re attempting to thwart me here as well. I’ll brook no further interference
from these meddling pawns.” Kang approached the Skrull ship’s main console and raised a
hand. “Not only should this eliminate a threat, but it will buy me the time I require.”

At contact with the ship’s console, Kang transmitted sophisticated data from his armor,
upgrading the ship’s primitive sensors. Immediately, the alarm claxons sounded as the
presence of intruders were suddenly detected. The Skrull commander whipped about in
astonishment.

“Intruders have breached the ship! How could they have gotten so deep inside?”

“Should we ask before killing them sir?” an under-lieutenant inquired.
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“No!” The commander pointed down the corridor. “Adjust your optical nerves according to
the ship’s sensors and shoot on sight! We must prevent them reaching the prisoner at all
cost!”

Skrull Throne-World of Tarnax IV
1985 A.D.

Anelle, daughter of the Skrull Emperor, was startled awake. She sat up in her bed, holding
the sheet tight around her nude body. “Hello? Who is there?”

He walked out of the shadows, the Kree hero Mar-Vell. “There is no need to be afraid. I’m
not here to hurt you.”

Somehow, Anelle knew Mar-Vell’s words to be true. “How did you get here? My father
ordered you under guard while you are to be building an Omni-Wave Protector.”

“He did, and when I finished I used the Omni-Wave Projector to create an image. While the
guards continue to see me working, I stole around them to come here.”

“But why come here? In your freedom you could help you friends, stop my father’s mad
schemes.”

Mar-Vell nodded. “Yes, but I know that once you heard the sounds of fighting, you would
rush to your father’s aid out of loyalty. I’ve come here to warn you not to, that you could
accidently get hurt for no reason. I…would not want you to be hurt.”

The Skrull princess Anelle rose to her knees on the bed and allowed the sheet to fall. “All
my life I’ve been told horrible things about the Kree, but in you I see a person more noble
and true than most Skrulls. You know that I have to be at my father’s side, if only to talk
him down from this madness he’s brought about.”

“Yes, I feared you would say that.” Mar-Vell approached. “Although, if you were too tired,
the fighting may be over before you arrived.”

Hidden between the folds of time, Immortus watched and waited patiently for his moment.
While in another galaxy, the Supreme Intelligence was pleased at the prospect of what his
influence would wrought.

Outer Space, Past the Orbit of Pluto
1985 A.D.

“Oh yeah, this is much more my style!” Yellowjacket hollered as he dove between blasts of
laser fire. He plunged in the midst of shooting Skrulls and swung wildly. “No more sneaking
around like a tiny ant! This Yellowjacket is looking to sting!”
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The laser blasts that burned past Yellowjacket had continued on toward Arcana. The young
woman threw up her hands, calling upon her training with Agatha Harkness and conjuring
up a mystical force field. The deadly firepower was deflected, but Arcana had no time to
reflect on how some of her spells were working while others had failed.

“Luckily I’m keeping their minds fogged,” Arcana yelled for Yellowjacket’s benefit. “But we
need to finish this fast while they’re in their default forms!”

“Hell, let them change into whatever shape they like!” Yellowjacket gleefully bellowed as he
kicked on Skrull in the face. Another he grabbed by the front of his uniform and hurled into
a small grouping. All crashed to the floor. “Bring it on you ugly green suckers! It’s time you
all learned how real men fight!”

“For Vishnu’s sake use your stingers!” Arcana yelled as she fired eldritch beams at distant
Skrulls. At impact their firearms exploded and the Skrulls were thrown clear. “Or at least
hack their system and find out where these Skrulls were headed before they found us!”

“Done and done!” Yellowjacket stretched out a hand and watched as electric stingers shot
out of the gauntlet. The two Skrulls in front of him dropped, screaming in pain. At the same
time, Yellowjacket snatched something out of the air with his other hand.

“You gotta love these Limbo bugs. This little beauty just downloaded their entire database
and is whispering sweet info to my ears. I’ll give you one guess which big celebrity has been
a Skrull from almost the beginning.”

“I know all about Alicia Masters,” Arcana responded. “Now which way?”

“Down here!” Yellowjacket threw his arm forward in the direction of a corridor branch. “Now
go girly go! We’ve got a weapon to stop!”

New York City
1985 A.D.

“There is no way this is going to work,” Mr. Immortal whispered as he walked in lock-step
fashion with Mockingbird, the two super-heroes disguised as civilians walking into a bar. The
décor at atmosphere was decidedly English in tone, making the establishment more of a
pub.

“Listen,” Barton said softly into Craig’s ear just before entering the pub, “I was a high-level
agent of S.H.I.E.L.D. during this time. That gave me access to everything Avengers-related,
including the habits of their butler Jarvis. If he’s not at home or the mansion, he’s certainly
here.”

“Or off visiting his sickly mother,” Hollis replied. “When it’s gotten to the point that you
betray the Avengers to Ultron and accidently sell Stark’s company, you should just suck it
up and pull the plug.”

“Just keep your mouth shut and act cool,” she advised as she pushed open the door. The
pub was a full of patrons, loud servants winding down after a hard day of being proper
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gentlemen and ladies. Mr. Immortal got a good eyeful of the English lass dancing on a table,
and grunted when Mockingbird elbowed him in the guts. “Focus. He’s over there.”

Sitting alone in a corner was Edwin Jarvis, with only his cloudy thoughts and a tall pint of
ale keeping him company. Mr. Immortal approached him while Mockingbird hanged back,
and mentally prepared his best Cockney accent.

“Oye! Ain’t you that bloke what services te Avengers?”

Jarvis looked up at the strange, and nodded in a sullen fashion. “Yes, I suppose, before
today, I was. Sadly, the Avengers are no more!”
“Crikey! Don’t tell me that bloody Craddock got his way. I watched what he was say’n on
the telly and had a mind to pop ‘im one.”

“No, there was no forced shutdown by the government.” Jarvis motioned for Mr. Immortal
to sit down. Talking about what had happened had him feeling good. “As the hearing was
going on, rioters outside Avengers Mansion broke in and ran amok. I had only just finished
tidying up the place before locking up, for the final time.”

“Blimey, if folks had only known all it took to shut the Avengers down was to bust up their
place.”

“Oh, no.” Jarvis allowed himself a smile, but then it vanished and it took another long gulp
of ale. “It was felt, by three of the most prominent Avengers, that the team had acted
irresponsible. Captain America, Iron Man and Thor declared the Avengers to be disbanded.
And as there are no longer any Avengers for me to, as you said, service, I am now out of a
job.”

“What a crock!” Mr. Immortal declared. “Just cause some members made a bad call don’t
give those uppity heroes the right ta call it quits. And what’re you doin’ just sitting here
drowning yer sorrows, when you did nothing wrong! If you ask me, you should give those
bosses a piece a’yer mind. You ain’t gonna be fired! You’ll quit!”

Jarvis took another drink of his liquid courage, and slammed the empty mug against the
table. “By George, you’re right! There’s no way for me to write the heroes themselves, but I
can submit a resignation to Tony Stark. I will write him a letter now, immediately!”

Jarvis rose to his feet and stormed out of the pub, intent on writing down all his
frustrations. After the butler left, Mockingbird went and joined Mr. Immortal. “Good work.
Once Stark receives that letter, he’ll call an emergency session. Once Iron Man, Thor and
Captain America realize they were impersonated, they’ll learn of the Skrulls involvement
and deal with them.”

“So what do we do now?” Mr. Immortal asked. “Track down this Craddock guy that’s been
smearing the Avengers and reveal he’s really a Skrull.”

“Oh, there won’t be any need for that.” Libra, temporal agent of Immortus suddenly
appeared at the table, seen only by Mr. Immortal and Mockingbird. “His powers will fail in
front of a crowd and a mob beats him to death. It’s done for now, at least your task. I’ll be
taking you back to Limbo, where the others will join you as soon as they’ve achieved their
goals.”
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Outer Space, Past the Orbit of Pluto
1985 A.D.

Micro-filaments from Kang’s gloves were dug deep into the skull of the cowering figure in
front of him. Outside the cell, four Skrull guards were unaware of their prisoner’s agony, nor
of how close they were to impending doom. Because the agony had a purpose, as Kang
sought to bend the victim to his will.

“Poor poor Kl’rt,” Kang muttered with deep pity. “You are nothing like the proud warrior I
killed years ago. Perhaps my actions now are what rose you from such depths. Truly, you
should come to thank me.”

The imprisoned and tormented Super-Skrull made no response to Kang’s words. In fact he
didn’t even hear them. There was only the pain as his brain’s chemicals were diluted and
nerve synapses rerouted. Slowly, systematically, the Super-Skrull’s mind was being
reprogrammed.

“Even without these copied powers, you should be a formidable foe,” Kang went on. “All of
you Skrulls should be almost unbeatable. A race of shapeshifters, and you invade with ships
and blasters. Honor is a commendable trait, but at a point it becomes stupid.” Kang leaned
in, close to the Super-Skrull’s face. “After conquest, I will make perfect soldiers of you all.”

Sounds of conflict outside the door drew Kang’s attention. Beneath the purple mask he
grinned. “Ah, now these knocking at our door are warriors. Again and again they triumph
against the most overwhelming of odds. But proud though I am to call them adversaries,
they must die all the same.”

The micro-filaments were already retreating back into Kang’s armor when the cell door
behind him was forced open. Yellowjacket and Arcana were in the doorway, aghast as the
sight of Kang before them. He turned, allowed them to see the form of Super-Skrull. No
longer cowering and timid, the mightiest warrior of the Skrull Empire was brimming with a
new life. Fire danced behind those alien eyes.

“Welcome, pawns,” Kang greeted the two Avengers. “As always, you’re too late. Meet my
latest soldier.”

After taking one look at Super-Skrull, Yellowjacket whirled about and tackled Arcana away
from the door. “Oh sh-”

In the vacuum of space, no one heard as the ship exploded in flames.

Kree Homeworld
1985 A.D.

“My Universal Weapon has sensed an uncommon flow of power from the chamber where I
have isolated the Supreme Intelligence.” Ronan the Accuser rose from his throne and held
the weapon high. “Soldiers of the Kree Empire, to me!”



- 10 -

Scores of armed Kree soldiers gathered, ready to do their ruler’s command. Pointing his
weapon in the direction of the Supreme Intelligence’s chamber, he marched forward. His
soldiers marched behind with synchronized precision.

“I did not destroy him outright because I hoped to one day harness his matchless intellect,”
Ronan mused aloud. “But, that is an error I shall no longer made. Kill him, lackeys—and the
Earth-pup with him!”

Surging toward the chamber, Ronan saw the guards were gone.

“Treachery!” Ronan roared. “When this deed is done, I shall purge the empire of all who
would dare question my authority!” A burst of power from the Universal Weapon blew the
door apart. Inside the chamber, the voice of the Supreme Intelligence could be heard.

“What matters now – is what happens to the eternal Kree!”

Facing off against Ronan and his warriors were Rick Jones and his warriors, heroes of World
War II that he created from memory! Namor the Sub-Mariner, Human Torch, Blazing Skull,
The Angel, and Fin were seamlessly joined by Captain America and the disguised Vision and
Black Knight. The assembled heroes rushed at the Kree, and the battle was joined.

“I know not who your allies are – or whence they sprang!” cried out Ronan. “But you’ve
merely provided more targets for our death-dealing blasters!”

Energy blasts were useless against Captain America’s shield however. He and Namor were
at the front lines, smashing into the enemy.

“Any idea who these bald-headed rats are, Cap?”

While he did, Captain America lied to his old teammate. “Nope! Just keep sluggin’, Namor!”

Deciding it would be something the Patriot said, Black Knight yelled out as he kicked a Kree
in the face, “You lugs picked on the wrong guys this time! Americans are nobody’s patsies!”

“That one is green like the accursed Skrulls,” one Kree yelled out at sight of the disguised
Vision. Several concentrated their fire on him, but it did no damage to Vision’s diamond
hard form.

“Men have ever called me – the Vision!” Using the smoke from nearby explosions as cover,
Vision phased through the ground and reappeared behind the Kree. Quickly going solid, he
smashed their heads together.

But the battle was quickly ending. Angel found he was fading, but managed to down two
Kree before vanishing completely. The same was true of Blazing Skull, Fin, Namor and
Human Torch.

“The costumed ones are vanishing!” Ronan yelled to his soldiers. “Kill the boy now!”

Just as Namor and Human Torch vanished completely, Rick Jones concentrated at the
Supreme Intelligence’s urging. “I know what I’ve gotta do! And…I’m…gonna…do it!”
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Energy erupted from Rick Jones, freezing the chamber. Only Captain America, Vision and
Black Knight were unaffected. “All the other heroes have vanished,” Captain America noted.
“But the boy did it. Once Immortus spirits us out, it will be assumed that we vanished with
the other constructs.”

“You are correct in your assumption, Captain.” The heroes turned at the voice to see that
Kang the Conquerer had appeared behind them. “But not the manner in which you are
leaving!”

In Kang’s hands were multi-barreled guns, and he shot multiple bursts at the Avengers.
Captain America’s shield deflected the bursts, while Black Knight’s unsheathed Ebony Blade
absorbed all bursts that came at him. The Vision simply went immaterial.

“It is illogical for you to make such a direct ass-aaghh!” Instead of passing harmlessly
through his body, the energy bursts exploded inside Vision. Chunks of his android body
were lost, and he fell to the ground, gravely injured.

“No!” Captain America rushed at Kang. “You won’t take another teammate from me!” But he
struck Kang’s force-field, and the backlash sent Captain America flying.

Near Black Knight, Immortus faded into view. “To me Avengers! This foe is beyond you.”

“The Black Knight does not run from battle!” But before he could take more than one step
toward Kang, Immortus grabbed Black Knight by the shoulder. The hurling Captain America
was also touched by Immortus, and the three disappeared just as Kang unleashed another
volley.

“A great pity,” Kang muttered. His gaze fell onto Vision. “But I have the one that matters.
You will make for a useful tool in the conflict ahead.” Kang then shifted his gaze to the
frozen Ronan. “As for you…it is only fitting that the greatest warriors from both Skrull and
Kree serve Kang the Conquerer!”

Limbo

Captain America and Black Knight reappeared inside the palace of Immortus, in the
otherworldly realm of Limbo. Immortus himself was with him, and a short distance away
were Mockingbird and Mr. Immortal. A split second later, Libra appeared with Yellowjacket
and Arcanna at his side.

“I managed to get us out just in time,” Libra muttered with a prayer of thanks.

“Rick Jones as a youth was so different from the other one we faced,” Captain America
noted. “That boy did have his wish. He was every inch the hero Bucky was.”

“Rick Jones and Bucky be damned.” The Black Knight whirled to face Immortus. “You took
us from the field of battle, and left one of our own to die at Kang’s hands!”

“You guys faced Kang too,” Yellowjacket said between deep breaths. “Did any of us actually
succeed?”
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“We did,” Mr. Immortal mentioned with no small amount of smug.

“You all succeeded,” Immortus informed the Avengers. “The three greatest Avengers were
assembled in time rescue their own and battle the Skrulls. The Skrulls were in turn denied
their greatest warrior, who would have killed several of the Avengers otherwise. And Rick
Jones was kept alive long enough to end the war itself. As for Vision, he will not be killed,
for I know that Kang intends to use him!”

“For what?” Arcanna asked.

Immortus spread his arms wide, and behind him a great image appeared of conflict so epic
it threatened to destroy the Avengers’ minds. “Kang now goes to make war against one of
your greatest foes. Vision will be forced to observe and record the conflict, and also to warn
that era’s Avengers so that they can participate.”

“Why would Kang want the Avengers to get involved?” Mockingbird wondered.

Black Knight had the answer. “Because he is a true warrior who thrives on challenge. The
greater the obstacle, the better!”

Immortus nodded his head. “We shall participate as well, because above all else…Kang must
die at Ultron’s hands!”

“Oh, you gotta be shitting me,” Yellowjacket said without thinking. “First, no way in hell am
I helping Ultron do anything! Second, Kang just kicked out asses from here to Sunday, and
now we’re a member short.”

“Correction.” Immortus raised an arm and let it dropped, as though pulling back a curtain.
“You were a member short. I took the liberty of bringing a souvenir from the war.”

He appeared from behind a curtain in time, a man all the Avengers recognized. His masked
head was cut at the cop, revealing a crop of blonde hair. The mask was a deep blue and
went down over his shoulder and chest, where the color became a blood red. Gloves, boots
and belt of costume were the same blue color. Where the colors met in the chest’s center
was a star burst of the same golden color as his wrist bands.

“My Avengers, I present your newest member,” Immortus declared. “Captain Mar-Vell.”

The End

Time Out!

Some of you readers might have noticed that I’m not Chris Munn. Well, that’s because I’m
Stephen Crosby, Munn’s frequent collaborator who finished this issue on his behalf. Some of
Munn is in here…somewhere. I had to shift some things around because I’m not nearly the
writer Munn is and his plots tend to scare me. But I think I got the gist down okay.
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This may well be the last issue of Avengers Immortal. Munn had to step down, this was just
me filling-in, and the odds of another writer crazy enough to write time-lost Avengers are
slim-to-none. But it’s been a great journey Chris Munn took us on, and in a sense its not
over yet, because the big story Munn was building towards is now a reality.

Hold onto your hats, ladies and gentlemen! The Kang/Ultron War is on!
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