Bleed





	Zionus looked over the grim crime photos that he had seen time and again. The victim, or what was left of them, had been stabbed multiple times and was missing various limbs. They appeared to have been ripped off, he noticed. This was the work of only one being.


	“Zi-on-us,” a feminine voice yelled from elsewhere in the headquarters of the Evil Hunters.


	“I am not yelling,” he muttered as the sound of stomping footsteps where heard echoing in the hallway in front of his library. The large door slammed open as a young Asian woman walked in with only a bathrobe, eyes full of anger.


	“Zi, Smith is hogging all of the hot water again,” the young lady complained. He glared up at her from where he was sitting, dark sunglasses hiding his eyes.


	“Genia, what have I told you about coming to me with every little problem that happens here?”


	Genia huffed. “Well...I don’t want to go all the way downstairs again.”


	Zionus tilted his head slightly, not quite understanding what she meant.


	A sly smile crept upon Genia’s face suddenly. “I’ve got an idea,” she cackled. “Thanks Z,” she said, running out of the room.


	Zionus just shook his head. A few seconds later, a blood-curdling scream filled the tower. The Hunter got up from behind his desk and ran out into the hall. He turned to see a tall, lanky young man with spiked hair and a blue minotaur standing out in the hallway as well.


	“What the hell was that,” the minotaur asked.


	“Sounded like Smith,” the man answered. They all three ran to the bathroom where the scream came from just as Genia came out of the elevator close by, wrench in hand, with an evil grin on her face.


	“Genia,” Zionus growled. “What did you do to Smith?”


	“Why, nothing Zionus,” she replied innocently. The bathroom door flew open. Another young lady, this one pale white with pale blond hair, barely held up the towel that was covering her and looked around at everyone with bloodshot eyes.


	“Alright,” she asked in her raspy voice. “Who the hell turned off all the hot water?” She spotted Genia, trying to hide the wrench behind her back.


	“Umm..It was Frank,” she said, sounding more like it was a question than a response.


	Smith’s eyes narrowed in on Genia. “You..BITCH!” Smith lunged at Genia, grabbing her neck and trying to chock her.


	“Frank, grab Smith,” Zionus ordered, maneuvering behind Genia. Frank shrugged and grabbed Smith around the waist. He pulled her back as her arms started swinging in the air, still trying to grab Genia. Zionus held Genia back with one hand as she rubbed her neck.


	“Just try to kill me, why don’t ya,” Genia gasped.


	“That was the idea,” Smith yelled. She then muttered some obscenities that no one could quite make out.


	“Only a man like you would break up a cat fight,” the minotaur finally said. The other four looked up at him.


	“Kothrec, we are a team,” he began. “And, as a team, we cannot allow petty fights over pointless things to occur. Understood?”


	Kothrec shrugged. “Alright. Fine.”


	“Now,” he turned his attention back to Genia. “Go turn the hot water back on.”


	“Ahhhwww,” Genia moaned. “Do I have to?” Zionus just looked down at her. “Alright, I’ll go turn it back on.” She turned to leave, but spun around and stuck her tongue out at Smith. Smith tried to charge at her again, but both Frank and Zionus held her back.


	“Genia, just go,” Zionus ordered. Genia turned and left. Zionus then looked down at the other guilty party. “And as for you, you need to quit wasting time in the shower.”


	“What do you do in there, anyway,” Frank asked.


	“Girly things,” Smith replied as she walked back into the bathroom. “So stay out,” she commanded as she slammed the door.


	“She says it like we actually want to see her naked,” Kothrec mused.


	“I dunno..” Frank scratched his chin in a thinking manner. “I bet she’s hot when she’s nude.”


	Kothrec smacked Frank in the back of the head. “Do you even know where she’s been?”


	“Rush! Mavia! That is enough,” Zionus growled. He started to walk back to his library.


	“Oh please,” Frank blurted out. “Like we don’t know what you and Genia are up to!”


	He stopped in his track. “Genia and I are not ‘up to’ anything.” He then walked into his library and closed the door. He sat down behind his desk, only to hear the door slam open again. Frank strolled across the room and leaned on the desk.


	“We need a case, boss man,” he said.


	Zionus glanced up from the file folder in his hand. “Pardon?”


	“We need a case.” Frank repeated. “I’m guessing the only reason the natives are restless is because we haven’t combated any villans in the last few weeks.”


	Zionus slowly shook his head. “Fine,” he huffed. “We’ve gotten a few reports about a string of murders that have been puzzling the police and the FBI”


	“Murders? That’s it? No demons or evil interstellar world conquerors or anything weird or cool,” Frank questioned wildly.


	“Frank.” Zionus looked up at him. “Not every case is going to be wild and spectacular.”


	“Well,” Frank thought for a moment. “Do the police think at least that Demonex might be involved?”


	“Although the crime scenes look like the work of him,” Zionus hands Frank a few of the crime photos. “I am seriously doubting it is his type of thing.”


	“Why’s that,” Kothrec asked as he entered the room, eating an apple.


	“Because, these murders were the result of sacrifices.”


	“Sacrifices?” Frank raised an eyebrow. “Now things are getting interesting.”


	“Wacked out religious fanatics,” Kothrec asked.


	“Oh yeah,” Frank responded.


	“As I was saying,” Zionus spoke, interrupted their conversation. “These murders are due to these ‘wacked out religious fanatics’, as Kothrec so colorfully put it, trying to spill blood for their god.”


	“I wonder what god that could be,” Frank mused.


	“This is not a matter to joke about.”


	“Alright, so we find out who’s doing this and...”


	“Stop them.”


	“Ri-ight,” Frank muttered. “Like it’s going to be that easy. I don’t know if you’ve noticed, but we have a bull that we’re working with.”


	“What’s that suppose to mean,” Kothrec interjected, grabbing Frank by his shirt collar.


	“It means you won’t be able to sneak in undercover, if the need comes up,” Frank covered panically.


	Kothrec let him go. “Point taken.”


	“Who’s going undercover where,” Smith asked while walking by, drying off her hair.


	“Not Kothrec,” Frank replied.


	“Oh.” Smith then walked off. Frank turned back to Zionus.


	“Sooo...how many Hunters will we need for this case?”


	Zionus looked over the case file again. “This case just might require all of us.”


	“Next question,” Frank continued. “Do we get to use our weapons?”


	The Zionic One thought for a moment. “Only if you are in dire need of them. Otherwise, no.”


	Frank hung his head. “Damn.” He then looked back at Zionus. “So we’re gonna have to use our brains for this mission?”


	“Like you really have to worry about using yours,” Smith muttered.


	“I heard that,” Frank yelled. Frank then grabbed the folder off of Zionus’ desk. “So, let’s go out and see what we can round up.”


	“Well,” Smith cut in. “You might want to wait a little bit.”


	“Why,” Zionus growled.


	“Genia’s in the shower. Remember?”


.   .   .


	The coroner unzipped the bodybag of the latest victim as Zionus and Genia stood next to the body. “This...this might be a little too gruesome for your lady friend there,” the coroner stuttered.”


	“I think I can handle it,” Genia replied. The coroner shackingly nodded as he pulled off the plastic bodybag. Genia quickly pulled her hand up to her mouth and tried not to throw up. Zionus just looked at the body, his cold expression never changing.


	“This was the only one that could be identified,” Zionus questioned.


	“Yes. Her file is on my desk.” The coroner weakly smiled at Zionus. “I’ll just...go get it.” The coroner scampered over to his desk as Genia grabbed on to Zionus’ shoulder.


	“Well, so much for getting lunch after this,” Genia mused, still holding her hand over her mouth. She leaned closer to the Hunter. “What kind of psycho would do this sort of thing?”


	“I am not completely sure,” he whispered. The coroner came back and held out the folder as far as her could towards Zionus. Genia walked over and yanked it from his hand.


	“Thank you,” she said kindly as she started to leaf through the pages of the bio. “According to this, the lucky victim’s name is Shirley Terason and she’s from Twenty-seven Nineteen Carioso Drive.”


	“Interesting,” Zionus muttered as he lifted a piece of burnt flesh slowly off like a cover.


	“Ms. Terason was found lying face down in the cold earth of the New Tao Necropolis, covered in third-degree burns and missing her right arm and left leg.” Genia looked up from the report. “The burning is understandable, but the limbs?” She just shook her head and went back to looking at the report. “Anyway, the New Tao Police district number five twenty seven brought the body in after Mister Ergo Joneson found and reported the body at approximately Eight thirty-two a.m.” She shut the folder. “That sucks.”


	“Does it state the estimated time of death,” Zionus asked, shining a small flashlight into the charred, exposed rib cage.


	Genia opened the folder again. “Umm...It says that the E.T.D. was Two a.m. on March Fifteenth.”


	“Two days ago,” the coroner butted in. Zionus stared at him as the coroner cowered back behind his desk.


	Zionus stared down at the body again. “Coroner,” his voice boomed. The coroner slowly crept out from his desk.


	“Y...yes,” he stuttered.


	“Are there any other bodies like this in this mortuary?”


	“N...no sir.”


	“You have a copy of the folder for this person, correct?”


	“Well, of course. Why?”


	Zionus nodded once, then started to walk out of the room. “Genia, bring the folder with you.”


	Genia looked over at the coroner for a moment. “I’m sorry for him being rude.” She started to run after Zionus. “Thanks for you help,” she yelled as she ran out.


	The coroner fainted.





.   .   .


	Smith looked around the taped off area of the Necropolis. Chalk had outlined where the body was found. She turned to the giant suit of golden armor that stood next to her. “What are we looking for again” Smith asked.


	“Clues, I think,” the armor echoed.


	“Why did you have to wear that big, bulky thing to a crime scene?”


	“Chicks dig the armor,” it replied.


	“How you became a Hunter is beyond me.” Smith slowly stepped over the yellow tape. She peered at the few flakes of burnt skin that littered the area the body once laid. She turned back to the golden armor. “That thing have a magnification thingy in it?”


	“You mean my visor,” he questioned.


	“Yeah. That thing.”


	“Of course it does.”


	“Well, use it to find a clue!”


	The armor huffed. “Fine. Fine.” The visor of his helmet started to glow a bright red as it looked back and forth across the taped off area. The light faded from the visor as the armor looked back at Smith. “Well, my theory was correct.”


	“What theory?”


	“That you are hot when you’re nude.”


	Smith developed a shocked look on her face, then it slowly formed to anger. She walked across quickly and smacked the armor upside it’s head. The armor winced at the impact. “Could you get your mind off of women for about five minutes?” She walked back to the scene. “Next time, I’m wearing all lead.”


	“That’s not going to help block my x-ray vision.”


	“Frank, just scan for clues.”


	The visor on Frank’s helmet started to glow again, this time a deep blue. He looked back and forth across the crime scene again. The glow faded as he slowly walked towards Smith, breaking the yellow tape with the mass of the armor. “Well, outside of some patches of charred flesh and foot prints here and there, no clues whatsoever.”


	Smith crosses her arms and stares at Frank.


	“What?”


	“You just broke the police tape.”


	Frank looks back at the broken tape. “Oh.” He looked back at Smith. “My bad.”


	Smith shook her head. “What kind of footprints are we looking at?”


	“Well, outside of the footprints of the groundskeeper, the police, and you, there are a few bare feet prints.”


	“So whoever dumped the body here...”


	“...Weren’t wearing shoes of any protective foot covering.”


	“Trying to hide something?”


	The armor nodded. “I think so.”


	“Well, let’s get back to headquarters.”





.   .   .


	“What have we found out so far,” Zionus asked, the light from above him shining down and further shadowing his already unholy features.


	“Well, we found out that whoever is in this cult, the don’t wear shoes or socks.” Frank said, leaning forward. His suit of armor was still on, but he had taken his helmet off. Smith shoved him back in his seat and propped herself up with her elbows on the smooth glass surface of the table.


	“We also found out that the body was dragged there from some separate location.”


	“Gee, I thought they burnt the body right there,” Genia muttered. Zionus shushed her quickly. She leaned back in her chair and muttered something not even the Zionic One could hear.


	“Any other information,” Zionus looked back at Smith and Frank.


	Frank shoved Smith back in her chair. “We haven’t found anymore yet.”


	“That is all.” Zionus directed his attention to Kothrec. “Do you have anything to report?”


	“Well,” Kothrec got up and slid a folder across the table. It stopped in front of Zionus. “The name of this group is called The Burning Eye of Newsion. They, as we’ve found out, don’t wear shoes.”


	“Any reason why,” Genia asked as Zionus looked carefully over the file.


	“They feel it humbles them and brings them closer to their god,” Zionus spoke, not even looking up from the file. He closed it and placed it on the table.


	“And the removing of the arm and leg?”


	“Only done to those who have betrayed the cult.”


	“Oh, so we’re classifying it as a cult now,” Genia asked, sitting up.


	“For now, yes.”


	Frank shot up from his seat. “So let’s go find them and kick their asses!”


	“It is not...quite that simple,” Zionus said, motioning for Frank to sit back down. “True, we have a name and a motive for this murder, but it doesn’t quite explain the others.”


	“Aliens,” Frank cut in. Everyone just stared at him. “Well...at least it’s something.” Smith shoved him back in his chair.


	“Well, we’ll have to keep looking for more clues,” Smith groaned.


	“We have no choice.”


	Genia grabbed Zionus’ arm. “Hey Z, we’re going to do the ‘split up and search the city’ routine, aren’t we?”


	He looked down at Genia’s hand. She slowly let go and sunk back into her seat. “Yes. We will have to divide and search the city for any evidence or clues as to who or what the Burning Eye is about.”


	“I’ll take to the skies,” Frank declared as he threw his helmet on.


	“The sewers are mine,” Kothrec boomed.


	“That leaves Genia, Smith, and myself to search the ground of the city,” Zionus said. “Genia, you take the southern half of the city. Smith, take the eastern side. I shall cover the north and west. Move out Hunters!”





.   .   .


	Kothrec’s hoofs sloshed through the mucky waters of New Tao’s sewer system. His battle ax glinted faintly with the citylights from about. Thousands of small, beady eyes watched him from the shadows of the pipes that branched off from the main line. The smell of rotting food and feces filled his nostrils. For once, he felt like he was back home in the Alterstate, working as a cleanup crew in the Deita. The sound of someone running towards him broke his flashback. 


	He spun around quickly to spot a homeless bum running directly at him. Squinting, he saw that the bum had a small blade, opened, and was charging at him with it. With a quick swing of his ax, he sliced off both of the attacker’s hands. The man suddenly fell to the ground and pulled his bloody stumps close to his waist.


	“What the hell’s wrong with you? Trying to attack the Minotaur’s Champion,” Kothrec boomed.


	“I know what you’re looking for, but you will never find it,” the bum said, shivering from the sudden cold. Kothrec tensed up also at the gust of wind that came from seemingly nowhere. The wind smelt fresh, almost sweet. The minotaur turned to look down the tunnel, but couldn’t see anything. He turned back to see the bum’s flesh had turned a pale blue and he was no longer breathing.


	“Great,” Kothrec muttered. He reached down to a small, burlap pouch that hung from his leather belt and pulled out a small device that looked like a hearing aid. He placed it in his ear and began to concentrate.


	Zionus? Can you hear me?





	Zionus? Are you there?


	Zionus held in the hearing aid device that was inside his ear.


	Go ahead Kothrec


	There was a brief pause. I just got attacked by some bum in the sewers.


	Zionus narrowed his eyes as he looked out of a pair of binoculars. Why?


	I don’t know. He said something about knowing what I’m looking for, but I’ll never be able to find it.


	Sounds like a bad riddle another voice in the Hunter’s head spoke.


	Any idea what it means Genia?


	Well, it sounds like the bum knew about the cult.


	Zionus stood up from the crouching position he took on top of the roof and quickly jumped to the next one. He cleared two building tops in this manner, then stopped and crouched again, this time next to a gargoyle and looked around with the binoculars again. So he died before you could get any information from him?


	Yeah.


	Zionus gave a thinking growl.


	I heard that Genia’s voice said. You think something is up, don’t you?


	“Correct,” he muttered. The bum was sent by the cult.


	Thank you, Captain Obvious Kothrec’s sarcastic tone answered. The question is, what killed him suddenly?


	Their god.





	Frank zoomed past the hidden shadows of Zionus crouching next to a gargoyle. He chuckled. Somehow, that seem to fit. He continued to scan the ground for any clues as to what the hell was going on. Flying between buildings and soaring over traffic lights, the some odd millions of New Tao inhabitants blurred across his visor scanner, not a one of them picking up. This is hopeless his mind roared.


	So is your porn collection Smith’s voice mused.


	You know you wished you were part of it.


	Ewww. Not if you were the last man on Earth.


	Frank held back a laugh. If you say so...


	Guys, get over to West Thirty-seven pine. Now! Genia’s voice suddenly boomed in his head.


	What is wrong Zionus’ dark thoughts echoed.


	I found something major!





.   .   .





	Frank landed as Zionus and Smith arrived to the location Genia requested. “Where’s the bull,” Smith asked, looking around. The manhole cover in the middle of the street flew high in the air as a bull-shaped shadow leapt from the hole in the ground. The metal dropped back to the earth like a meteor, but was grabbed out of the air and thrown back on the hole, covering it perfectly. “You just have to show off, don’t you,” Smith scowled.


	“Yeah,” Kothrec responded darkly. “Let’s do this.”


	“Alright, but where’s Genia,” Frank asked.


	“I’m right here,” Genia responded, crawling out of the bushes. “I was trying to hide, in case something happened.”


	“Well, we’re all here now,” Smith soothed. “Although ‘some’ of use need to quit taking the sewers to work.” She fanned her hand in front of her nose and slowly backed away from Kothrec.


	“Smith. That is quite enough,” Zionus boomed. “What have you found?”


	“I think I found the hideout of the Burning Eye.” Genia brushed herself off. “I heard a scream coming from deep within the basement of this old building.”


	“And,” Frank asked, being quite impatient about it.


	“And...I took a peek into one of the basement windows and found an alter with a young lady strapped to it.”


	“And it doesn’t occur to you that they woman might just have a fetish for that sort of thing,” Smith mused.


	“Unless the fetish involved getting stabbed in the chest with a really big dagger, no.”


	Zionus started giving out orders again. “Smith, you go with Genia to check out the left side of the building.” He turned his attention to Kothrec and Frank. “Kothrec. Soul Bird. Make your way to the right side and make sure no one escapes through the back.” Zionus then summoned his sword, the Doomslayer, and started for the front door. He paused as a giant, pinkish bubble enclosed the entire building.


	The other Hunters pulled back and regrouped with Zionus. “Alright,” Genia huffed. “What’s Plan B?”


	“We don’t have time to head back to base and think of one,” Smith argued.


	“I’ve got it!” Frank aimed both of his golden gloves at the bubble. They began to charge to full power, then released a beam of orange light. The blast flew at top speed and collided with the shield, creating a sound only comparable to a sonic boom. The shield wobbled like gelatin and then stabilized once again.


	“That’s it, no more bright ideas from the idiot in the powered armor,” Genia muttered. She glanced up at Zionus. “Do you have any other ideas?”


	Zionus looked over the bubble as another scream was heard. The volume created a small crack in the shielding. He readied his sword. “I only have one change,” he muttered. He then ran at full force and leapt high in the air, sword above him, and struck the crack with the force of a thousand bullet trains. The impact created a large crack in the shell, then it collapsed to the ground and shattered into a fine powder. He landed gracefully as the rest of the Hunters ran up to him. “We do not have much time before they erect another shield. We must hurry inside,” he boomed, then quickly ran into the building.


	They ran into the place, only to be met with total darkness. “Alright, anyone else think that they can control shadows,” Frank quipped.


	“Frank. Now is not a good time to joke around,” Smith yelled.


