Viva La Anarchy





	The bright lights of Las Vegas. They were blinding, even through the black sunglasses of the Zionic One. He looked around at the group that was with him. A short, red-haired young lady was hugging his arm and pointing to the many beautiful sites. Another lady, this one Asian, was standing on the other side of him, shaking her head. Rounding out the group was a large bulk of a man in a light brown trenchcoat with a black and yellow bandanna over his eyes and a young, bald black man.


	"I love these conventions," the red-head squealed. Zionus rubbed the bridge of his nose.


	"Why must we do this," a low, dark voice uttered to his partner. Genia looked up at him.


	"Because people like you and want to be like you." She wrapped her hands around his pale neck. "And you better be nice to them," she said through her teeth as she was ringing his neck.


	There was a tap on Zionus' shoulder. He turned to look eye to eye with Miles. "Hey, Z. We better get in there before it gets to late."


	"Point taken," he muttered as he removed Genia's hands from his neck.


	Zionus opened the double-doors into a large area. There was a variety of booths. Some had posters and artwork. Others had weapons and equipment. A large stage was at the back with a banner reading: WELCOME TO HUNTERS CON!


	"This is pathetic," Zionus said to himself. He spun around and began to leave. Genia quickly grabbed his arm and turned him back to face the convention.


	"Oh, no ya don't." She held him close as Megan grabbed the other arm. "You're going to do a public appearance and show people you're not such a scary guy." The girls began to drag Zionus down the large stairwell. "Besides, you might be able to recruit some new Hunters."


	Megan pulled Zionus in one direction, Genia pulled him in the other. The big guy and Miles just stood back to watch this. "Some guys have all the luck," Miles said with a hint of sarcasm.


	Zionus pulled his arms away from both ladies. "I can walk by myself," he growled. He began to walk down the middle aisle. Miles and Genia followed. Megan nudged the big guy and pointed to a booth off in the corner.


	"Hey, Fortitude. Let's go over there," she squealed. "Looks like something cool." Megan grabbed his arm and dragged him in the direction she pointed.





	Genia picked up a ceramic mug that had Zionus' dead white face shaped on it. "Look, Z. They got your good side." Zionus stopped and looked at the mug. "Cute, huh?"


	"That mug was hand crafted by my wife," a nasal sounding voice said behind the table. Genia turned to face a rather large man with a messy beard.


	"Your wife made these." She looked over the mug. "How much," she asked.


	"Fifty-two ninety-five."


	Genia rummaged trough her purse, then pulled out fifty three dollars. "Here. Tell your wife to keep up the good work.


	The man took the money and quickly pulled out a clipboard. "Would you like to join my mailing list?"


	"Sure. Why not. Genia Lee at Thirteen-thirteen..."


	"Whoa," the man rudely interrupted her. "You can't be THE Genia Lee."


	"I am," she responded with a hint of shock in her voice. "You don't believe me?"


	"No, I don't?"


	Miles walked up beside her. "Miles, aren't I Genia Lee?"


	He picked up a mug with his own face on it. "I dunno." Genia punched him in the arm, almost making him drop the mug.


	"You break it, you bought it," the man growled. Miles put the mug back on the table. The seller turned to Genia. "If you are really Miss Lee, what color are the Zionic One's eyes?"


	"Pure white," she responded with confidence. The booth owner gasped. Some other gasps were heard coming from around her, Miles included.


	"His eyes are WHITE," Miles asked in amazement. Genia nodded. "Daaaaaaamn! That's why he's always wearin' the shades!"


	"Genia," a deep growl uttered. "My eye color is none of their concern." Genia turned and saw Zionus staring down at her.


	She gave him a weak grin. "Alright, sorry." Zionus turned and left her with Miles and the mug man.


	"Was that HIM," the man asked. Genia slowly nodded.


	"Yeah," she sighed. "That was the Zionic One." She looked at Miles. "Come on. We've gotta make sure he plays nice with these people." She walked off and left the booth manager speechless.





	Megan was dragging Fortitude through the various booths and hallways of the convention. "I want one of these. And one of those. And, oh, I want a couple of these," she said aimlessly as she pointed at the many cool artworks and weapons. Fortitude stopped her as she walked past a booth marked 'EVIL HUNTERS LAS VEGAS'. 


	"This should be good," he looked at the sigh, then down at the young lady dressed all in black with black hair. "What is up with this," the muscle man said to the girl.


	"I'm the representative of the Evil Hunters Las Vegas division," she said cheerily. Fortitude grabbed his head in agony.


	"Too many...big...WORDS!...Must...slim down...SPEECH," he yelled as he walked away, holding his head. Megan took up his place in front of the girl.


	"What make you think you're a part of the TRUE Evil Hunters," she demanded.


	"Anarchy."


	She shook her head. "What or who is Anarchy?"


	"Anarchy is the name of our leader."


	Megan slowly nodded. "Oh. How...lovely." She glanced at Fortitude, who was still feeling his head. "I think...I'll...go now! Bye." She ran off to meet up with Fortitude. She grabbed the big man's arm as she led him down the pathway. "We've got a bit of a problem. I think we should tell Z about this."


.   .   .


	Miles was looking over one of the booths when Megan and Fortitude came up to him. "Miles, we've got a major problem here," she panicked as she pulled him away from the booth.


	"Whoa, Meg! What's the big deal," he said, trying to calm her down. She let out a breath of air before she started talking.


	"There's a psycho that's running a Evil Hunters faction here in Las Vegas and we've got to do something about it!" She grabbed Miles and looked at him with wide eyes.


	"Psycho? How?"


	Megan shrugged. "I don't know, but someone who calls themselves 'Anarchy' has give us a reason to take notice."


	Miles waved her down. "Alright. I'll see if I can find Z and tell him."


	"Where is he," she asked frantically. Miles shrugged. She let him go.


	"Fine. We'll just split up and look for him." She started to walk off, then stopped. "Where's Genia?"


	"Probably with Z." Megan nodded and walked off, dragging Fortitude with her. She got no farther than five steps when she ran into Genia.


	"Hey, girl! I've been looking for you," she said as she hugged Genia. "We've got a big problem."


	"If it's about the Las Vegas Evil Hunters, Zionus already knows and needs the group rounded up." Megan looked at her for a moment. "Where's Miles?"


	"At least let me tell you first. Yeesh!" She looked over her shoulder. "Miles is over that way."


	"Thanks," Genia said as she began to run off. Megan yelled at her. 


	"Where are we meeting?"


	"Behind the stage, in the dressing room," Genia yelled back.


	Megan nodded and ran off to the dressing room behind the stage.





	Miles and Genia walked in to see Zionus sitting in a folding chair with Megan talking his ear off about some meaningless thing. "And I saw this cute little figurine of Mystic and I was going to get it but Fortitude here..."


	Genia cut her short. "The gang's all here. What's up?"


	Zionus stood up from the chair. "We have a problem."


	"No duh, Z," Megan said rudely. "We want to know how to fix it." 


	There was a loud BOOM before Zionus could say anything. He turned to the curtain behind him. He walked over and, looking out the curtain, saw a man-sized green beast tearing apart the booths in the middle aisle. Soon, Genia and Fortitude were looking out with him.


	"This is a bad thing," Fortitude said.


	Genia looked at him. "Yeah, I think we can file this under the 'bad things' category."


	"Then let's stop it," Megan piped in. They turned to see Megan dressed in a red in the front, green in the back, form-fitting suit that was covering her face but let her fiery red hair flow out the back. She messed with her gloves a bit, then looked at Zionus. "I'm ready when you guys are."


	Zionus held out his hand as a ball of light formed around it. The light took the form of a sword as he grabbed it. The sword took on a demonic face with horns. The bottom of the blade took the form of an eye.


	Genia and Miles both pulled guns that were hidden in the back of their shirts. Fortitude pulled off his overcoat to reveal a black suit with a yellow X across it. A circle was in the middle of the X with the Evil Hunters symbol on it.


	"Let's kick some ass," Miles said as he readied his gun. With Zionus leading them, the Evil Hunters ran out from behind the curtains to face the monstrosity. As they got closer, the beast began to run. Fortitude jumped high into the air and landed on the monster, knocking the mask off the young man.


	"H...Hey! I'm just an actor," the man said panicky. Zionus and the rest of the Hunters stopped short as the people around them began to applaud loudly.


	"Let's here it for the Evil Hunters," a voice behind them boomed. Genia turned to see a young man with a microphone pointing at them. "Aren't they great," he continued. Zionus's sword disappeared as Miles and Genia put away their guns. Fortitude helped the young man back onto his feet as Megan walked next to Zionus. All of them walked onto the stage.


	"That was awesome!" the young man said in awe as he leaned towards Zionus. The Zionic One looked at him.


	"Someone could have gotten hurt," he growled. The man backed off a little.


	"Hey, didn't anyone tell you that was part of the act."


	Zionus raised an eyebrow. "Act?"


	"Sorry, Z. I should've told you sooner," Genia spoke up. "They had planned on someone dressed up like a monster and we were to 'fake' beat him up."


	Zionus gave Genia a cold stare. He got right up to her face. "That was a stupid stunt to pull. If I had not known that there was a human child inside that costume, I would have ended up killing him." He looked at the actor that was walking back with Fortitude. "And I do not think that would have been good."


	Genia tried to speak in her defense. "But no one got hurt. And if we didn't know about the Hunters that were here, I would've told you..."


	"Regardless," he growled. "It was a demeaning stunt that should not have happened. Do not try this again. Understood?"


	Genia slowly nodded. Zionus turned and left the stage. She yelled after him. "I said I was sorry. Z. Z! Don't walk away from me!"


.   .   .


	Zionus sat looking at the many people walking on the street. The bottle of water he got at the convention had just ran out. He looked at the label. HUNTER'S HOLY WATER.  How marketable he thought to himself. Getting up, the Evil Hunter tossed the bottle into the trash as he walked off. The cold night was nothing compared to what he felt inside. Why do these humans think the Evil Hunters are just a marketing ploy for them to use. He thought back to earlier. Genia said that people like him and want to be like him.


	"You don't want to be me," he muttered. Suddenly, there was a gunshot heard. Zionus looked over to see a couple of men run out of a casino. He chased after them. They turned down a dark alley that had a dead end. Zionus stood at the opening, ready to strike.


	Out of the corner of his eye, he saw a flash of red as a person in pure red outfit ran in from behind him and hit one of the gang members with a cane. He noted that this person also had a red cape and a red, wide-brim hat. Zionus just sat back in observation as this new person made quick work of the gang. This 'red man' soon finished the deed, then looked at the Evil Hunter. He looked back, ready for anything.


	"Well, the Zionic One. At last we meet," a whisper said to him. He walked up to Zionus and put his hand out to shake. Zionus just looked at him.


	"Who are you," his voice boomed. The person put their hand down.


	"Typical," it replied. "I shall introduce myself. I am Anarchy," he said with a bow. Zionus crossed his arms.


	"The same Anarchy that is currently running the Evil Hunters in Las Vegas without any sort of permission."


	Anarchy swallowed a lump in his throat. "One in the same," he hissed. "Are you not proud?"


	"No," Zionus growled. "I should have you arrested."


	"For what? Stepping into your territory? Do you even know how many Evil Hunter sections there are, dear lord?"


	Lord? Why did he call me lord? the Hunter thought in his mind. He shook it off.


	"Well," a whisper pierced his thoughts. "Do you know?" He looked back at the red man.


	"No."


	"Well, I shall tell you. There are about two hundred groups. And that's only in America."


	"I assume these have been formed outside of any of the true Evil Hunter's knowledge?"


	"On the contrary," Anarchy said. "There was a Hunter who helped pull us together. A few, actually."


	"What do you mean a few?" Zionus was beginning to get a little angry. He had a felling he knew who one of the Hunters were.


	"Genia Lee," he began to list names. Zionus let out a huff of annoyance at the sound of her name. "Frank Rush and Megan Michaels. But, then again, some have been started on their own."


	Rush and Michaels, too. Figures. he said in his mind. I shall have a word with them later. But for now... Zionus looked back at Anarchy. "Where is your headquarters?" Anarchy nodded.


	"Come on, I'll take you." He began to run off as Zionus quickly followed. When the Hunter rounded the corner, though, Anarchy was gone. He studied the dead-end alley, but found no sigh of escape.


	"Intrigue," he muttered as he turned and left. He just realized that he never saw Anarchy's face.


.   .   . 


	Genia paced around the hotel room. Megan and Miles were sitting on a queen-sized bed, watching television. Fortitude sat on the other bed, eating the food room service had brought up after the convention. Genia looked over at the phone. It was quite, mocking her. "Why hasn't he called yet," she begged. Then, the phone rang. Everyone stood in silence, staring at the device as it rang a second time.


	"You gonna get that," Miles asked. Genia nodded and picked up the phone.


	"Hello," she nervously said, hoping it was Zionus. Praying it wasn't the police, or worse, the morgue.


	"Whuuuussssssaaaaaaappppppp," a long, high-pitched voice responded.


	"Hello, Marmix," she said with a brief sigh of relief.


	"Genia, can't you play along? You're suppose to say 'Whuuuuuusssssssaaaaappp' back." Genia shook her head.


	"I'm not really in the mood."


	There was a pause. "I'm gonna guess it has somethin' ta do with Z."


	"You could say that. He's gone missing." Genia heard the sound of Marmix thinking.


	"How," he finally asked. "Who would, or could, take him?"


	"He wasn't kidnapped," Genia huffed. "He just walked out of the convention and no one has seen him since."


	"Maybe he went to the casinos."


	Genia shook her head. "No. He was mad when he left." She heard a loud, annoying scream on the other end.


	"Run! Panic! Call the S.W.A.T. Team! Call the Army! Call the National Guards! Z gonna kill us all!"


	"Marmix," she said, trying to calm him down. "I don't think Z gonna kill anybody or do anything stupid. Stopping Evil is his top priority. Besides," She let out a breath. "We're in Nevada. I don't think the National Guards can do anything here."


	"Whatta ya mean?"


	"The National Guards are for any sea-bound trouble."


	The line was silent. "Oh," he responded at long last. "Well, anyway. Just calling to do a check-up."


	"Great. Talk to you later, Marmix." She hung up on him. Fortitude looked up from his seventh chimichunga.


	"What was that all about," he asked through the food. Genia looked at him with disgust.


	"Could you please not talk with your mouth full? Thank you." Genia turned and looked out the window into the blackness of night and at the massive lights of Las Vegas.


Where is he she asked herself. Maybe Marmix was right. Maybe Zionus is out there doing something that was not of his nature.


	Suddenly, there was a knock at the door. More of the sounds of someone trying to beat it down. Fortitude, Miles, and Megan all stood up from where they were sitting and got ready to strike at whatever was on the other side.


	"Who is it," Genia said, trying to sound polite. With Zionus not with them, she didn't know what to do. But the team adopted her as the de falco leader after Z left. She readied her gun and slowly walked over to the door. "Who is it," she asked again, with a bit more anger in her voice.


	"It's me," a dark voice on the other side boomed. Genia let out a sigh of comfort. She opened the door and looked at the person at the other side. Her smile quickly faded as she saw that the man on the other side was not Zionus.


	"Who are you," she said to the man that was leaning on the door frame. He was dressed all in red, complete with a red cape and a red, wide-brim hat. He used his cane to tip his hat up to Genia.


	"Greetings, Miss Lee," The man whispered. "I have heard so much about you. May I come in?"


	"No," she yelled. "And what have you done to Zionus?"


	"Not a thing, my dear. In fact, I had just come from a meeting with him." Genia didn't like the way this man said 'meeting'. It didn't sound right.


	"Where is Zionus," she asked again, slower this time. And with more anger in her voice.


	The man put his hand on his chest and acted like he was offended. But, the gold face mask he was wearing hid whatever emotion he had. "I am shocked that you would accuse a fellow Evil Hunter like that."


	Genia gave this man a cold, hard look. "What do you mean 'fellow Evil Hunter'?"


	"Oh, I have not introduced myself." The man took a bow. "I am Anarchy."


	"The same Anarchy that's controlling the Evil Hunters out here?"


	"The same."


	"What's stopping me from knocking you clear into next week?"


	"The fact that he's on our side," a deep voice behind her bellowed. Genia turned to see Zionus staring back at her.


	"Wh...where'd you come from," she asked in shock.


	"The window."


	Genia looked over at the rest of the gang. "And why didn't you three say anything about this?"


	Miles shrugged. "Z told us not to." Genia gave Miles a cold look.


	"You're not very much help." She turned her attention back to Zionus. "Are you all right?"


	"Well enough." He walked past her and got face-to-face with Anarchy. "How did you find out where we were staying?"


	Anarchy pointed down the hall at a cleaning cart. "One of our Hunters work at this hotel. They told me."


	"Now that you know where we are, you can leave," the Zionic One growled as he slammed the door in Anarchy's face. He turned to see Genia in his face.


	"That was a little rude," she coaxed. Zionus looked at her.


	"Whatever. The only thing we need to worry about is if Anarchy is on our side or not."


	"But he said he was an Evil Hunter," Fortitude butted in. "How can he be a problem?"


	Zionus started to pace about the room. "By himself, he's not much of a threat. A small one at that. But, he has people following him."


	"And that's where the trouble lies," Megan finished.


	"Exactly."


	Genia shrugged. "So whatta we do, O Fearless Leader?"


	"We do the only thing we can do, wait."


	Miles got up from the bed. "Well, while we wait, I'm goin' to bed. Aight? Later, Gees." Miles left. Megan gave out a long, forced yawn.


	"I think I'll follow Miles's lead. I'm gonna hit the sack, too. Night, guys."


	She walked to her room. Fortitude, Genia, and Zionus were the only ones left in the room. Zionus turned to the muscle man. "Fortitude, I believe you should follow suit. We will continue our work in the morning."


.   .   .


	Genia awoke with the sun shining brightly in her eyes. The curtains were oddly left open. She sat up, hearing the bathroom door creak. Zionus stepped out with a small trail of steam following him. He closed the curtains as his dead-white skin shunned the sunlight. He then walked over to his bed and started to put on his boots.


	"What'd you do that for," Genia coaxed. Zionus stooped tying one of the boots for a second, then continued.


	"I do not like the sun," he muttered. Genia got out of bed and walked over to the window.


	"Well, I do," she stated, opening the window. She then let out an 'eek' and slammed the curtains shut. She turned and looked at Zionus like she had just seen someone spying on her. "Z! You might want...to come see this." She pointed to the closed curtains.


	Zionus got up and pulled the curtains open. A red-dressed, gold-faced person was looking back at him. "Anarchy," he growled. He threw the window open and grabbed the man. Anarchy was thrown across the room and slammed into the just opened front door. Both Megan and Anarchy rolled out into the hallway.


	"Where'd you come from," Megan yelled. Anarchy stood up and bowed to her, then ran back into the room.


	"Is that any way to treat a fellow Hunter," a plead was heard. Zionus shook his head. The more he heard the voice, the more it sounded eerily familiar.


	"Whatever. What do you want now?"


	"There seems to be a problem. The convention is being attacked by some person named Demonex." Anarchy bowed to Zionus. "We felt it was best to call on you, the fact being that you have faced him on several occasions."


	Genia came up behind him, placing her hand on his shoulder. "Careful, Z! It might be a trap."


	Zionus patted her hand. "I do not think we have much of a choice. Trap or not, If Demonex is here, then he is a threat to all of us." He ran up to the shattered window. "Genia, gather the rest of the Hunters. Meet Anarchy and I at the convention center." With that said, Zionus leapt out the ninth story window along with Anarchy. Genia ran to the window still, but they were already gone.


	"How does he keep doing that," she muttered, shaking her head.


.   .   .


	Zionus and Anarchy slammed open the double doors to the convention floor. The large hall was torn apart with lumber and bloodied bodies laying everywhere. "Well, your boss has made a mess once again," Zionus growled. He turned to Anarchy and held him at blade-point. "Why?"


	"I do not know what you mean," the Redman stuttered. Zionus shook his head, not moving the sword from its position.


	"Do not give me that crap! It took me some time to figure it all out, but I  finally have you cornered...Code!"


	Anarchy looked away from the Hunter. A small chuckle came from him. "What gave me away?"


	"The fact that your lips never move was one. And your telepathic voice sounded very familiar the first time I meet you."


	Anarchy shrugged. "Is that all?" Zionus shook his head.


	"No. There is still a question to be answered. Why the trap?"


	"Pardon?"


	"Why this 'convention' trap?"


	Another chuckle echoed in the Zionic One's head. "The convention was not a trap. The convention was real. Convenient, but real. The humans were here to see and celebrate the Evil Hunters. The 'trap' was the Hunters in Las Vegas."


	"And that is where we would have caught you and your 'friends'," a voice darker than Zionus's bellowed. The Hunter turned to see the floating form stand before him. Black smoke covered by a blood red cloak. It landed next to the duo.


	Zionus lowered his sword. "So, you finally decided to show yourself. What took you so long?"


	"I had to wait for when you began to trust my follower." It motioned over to Anarchy, who bowed at the mention of 'follower'. "And now that you are alone, you shall be easier to kill." The form and Anarchy both erupted in a maniacal laughter. 


	Anarchy's red gloves began to rip and shred. Giant metal claws grew from their holding and stretched across his hands. Anarchy ripped his mask off, only to reveal a pure black one underneath. He raised his claws into the air, then threw them downward towards the Evil Hunter. Zionus blocked the claws with his sword. He then kicked the villain in the stomach, sending him flying back into the wall.


	The form pulled out a scimitar from it's cloak. It sliced the air above the Hunter's head. He ducked, barely missing the blade. Zionus then turned and made an uppercut slice at the other attacker. Blocking the attack, the form pushed the sword back down. It then raised it's blade to strike him down. Zionus maneuvered himself away from the blow and jumped up to tackle the form.


	Code leapt into the path and knocked Zionus onto the convention floor. He landed with a THUD as Code landed on his feet. The psycho hovered above him. Then, with his mighty claws, pinned the Hunter onto the floor. He moved his foot and kicked Code square in the genitals. Code fell over, clutching his stomach.


	"Zionus, you never did fight far," the form bellowed.


	Zionus grabbed his sword. "Nor did you, Demonex." He ran at the form with his blade faced forward. The sword was blocked by Demonex's blade. The sword fight was the only sound that echoed across the convention center. Metal clashed with metal. Strike meet with evil strike. Demonex sliced the sword near the head of the Hunter, only to find the blow blocked by Zionus's blade. Soon, Demonex and Zionus pulled back to catch their breaths. "This is getting old, demon."


	"But, dear Hunter," Demonex coaxed. "Our score is not settled."


	"Understood. But you are seriously outnumbered."


	"WHAT?"


	Zionus nodded. He then pointed to Code, who was suddenly in a bearhug hold by Fortitude. Miles and Genia had their guns aimed at him, and Megan was floating in the air, ready to blast Demonex with a stream of sound. "I suggest you give yourself up."


	Demonex let out a maniacal laugh. "You think your pitiful human friends are any match for me? Humph. Never in a million years." Demonex bowed as black smoke covered him. "But, you know what they say. He who fights and runs away," The smoke began to spread. His voice lingered. "...Lives to fight another day!" The smoke cleared as it became obvious that he had escaped. Zionus looked away from the smoke and down towards the rest of the Hunters. Miles and Genia put their guns away as Megan lowered herself next to Fortitude.


	She took one look at Code, then slapped him. "That's for being a stupid buttweasel," she stressed. Genia shook her head.


	"Stupid buttweasel? Sounds like something Marmix would say."


	"Or a gaming magazine," Miles argued.


	"Whatever," Zionus growled. "The important thing is that we have one of the Hatred. I think we need to turn him in." Fortitude, Megan and Miles began to leave the center. Zionus stayed behind. He walked over to one of the bodies. Crouching down, he saw the young man with a shirt that read 'FEAR THE HUNTERS' in white with a black background. "Damn," he muttered. Genia placed her hand on his shoulder.


	"It's not your fault, Z!" She tried to hold her tears back.


	"They died because of me."


	"No. They died for you." Zionus looked up at her. "They were fans. Fighting for you was their ultimate goal."


	He stood back up. "Not anymore." He turned and looked at Genia. "When you, Miles, Megan and Fortitude get back to New Tao, you will tell Frank and the rest of the Hunters..." He paused for a moment. "To disband. There will never be a group called the Evil Hunters again. Go back...to your own lives. Forget that any of you were ever part of this." He began to walk away from Genia. "This is your last order. Do not disobey it."


	"Zionus! You can't walk out on us," Genia screamed. She tried to run after him, but was stopped short by an invisible wall. She pounded against it with all her might. Zionus? Zionus," she yelled, but the Hunter had already left the building. She fell on her knees. "Please don't leave us
