Frenzy


	A young couple walked down the lonely street. The cold night air drew them closer into each others' arms. They arrived at the front porch of the girls house. "I had a great time, Billy," she said as they held each others' hands.


	"Yeah, me too," Billy replied. They stood in silence under the dim porchlight.


	"Well, I'll see ya at school tomorrow."


	Billy nodded. "It's gettin' late. I should be going." He let her hands go and started walking away. She watched him go, then suddenly saw a large, wolf-like form jump on him from behind.


	"Billy! Look out," she screamed. But it was to late. The creature had already slammed Billy onto the ground and tore his throat from his neck. The beast quickly swallowed the organ and peered at the girl. Blood-red eyes slowly studies her, then ran off.


	In a burst of tears, she ran to Billy and held him in her arms as the sound of police sirens were heard in the distance.


.   .   .


	"Fourteenth one this month, "Detective Barns said as he covered the dead body back up and took another bite of his cream-filled donut. He turned to the young girl who was sitting on the porchsteps, muttering to herself. "Alice Jones," Barns said, almost talking down to her. She was still muttering. "Miss Jones. I know this was very traumatic, but you need to tell us what happened."


	Alice pulled her knees up to her chest and started to rock herself back and forth. "Big red eyes," she muttered over and over. A police officer stood next to Barns.


	"She's been saying that ever since we got here," she said. "I think the experience has left her less than sane."


	"How so," Barns asked.


	"Well, sir. She just saw her boyfriend viciously murdered by who knows what and is somehow still alive."


	"How do we know she didn't do it," he questioned, pointing to the blood on the front of her shirt.


	"She was holding him in her arms, that's why the blood is there. Also, the throat was torn out of the young man's neck and hasn't been found."


	"How do we know she didn't hide the piece?"


	"Why would she murder her own boyfriend?"


	"That's what I'm going to find out," Barns said as he looked back at Alice. "Miss Jones, We're going to take you to a safe place," he said slowly. She slowly got up and gave him her hand. He slapped a handcuff on her wrist and slapped the other on his own.


	"Are the cuffs necessary, sir," the police officer asked naively.


	"Just as a precaution," he retorted. The detective then escorted Alice into the car. Just before getting in, he scratched another flea off himself.


.   .   .


	VICIOUS MURDER ROCKS SMALL TOWN the headline blared. The young man reading the paper slowly put it down. He read over the details of the murder. The neck was ripped apart and the larynx was not found. He got up from his desk and pulled one of the many books off the shelf. Something went BOOM and the library shook for a moment, then stopped. The man sighed, put the book on his desk, then walked out into the hallway. He didn't get two steps when a door in front of him flew across the hall and slammed into the other side. A large, bull-like creature shook its head and stood up from the wreckage.


	"That's it, jabroni! You're goin' down," the creature yelled as it ran back into the room. The man looked in to see the bull fighting with another large creature. This one was dressed in a black overcoat that barely held its flesh. The two fighters seemed to be locked in mortal combat. The bull slammed its opponent into the wall and backed away. The monster sat in the hole for a moment, then got up and wiped its forehead. A bluish liquid was slowly flowing from a scar that was on part of his forehead. The other half was covered by a thick medal that extended to the right side of its nose.


	"Kill," the monster growled. The sound was like a rusty chainsaw as it came from the monster's teeth. It punched the bull, who fell into the wall behind it. The monster stood over the bull, ready to kill the opponent.


	"Kothrec! X! Stand down, both of you." an unholy voice growled. The two fighters stopped and looked at the young man. "When you are done playing, clean this up," he ordered.


	The monster pointed to the bull. "Kothrec...started it," it gargled.


	"I do not care. Both of you will clean this up." There was a pause. "Understood," he growled. There was a couple of grunts, then a weak okay came from them. He then went back into his office. He sat down when a THUD, THUD, THUD was heard coming down the hall. The door slammed open as the same monster lumbered in. The metal held a pure red eye that looked down at the man. The other, material eye was rolled back inside the monster's head.


	"Zionus," it boomed, straining as it said the young man's name. "We are...bored." Kothrec ran in after the monster.


	"Yeah, we need a mission. I'm gettin' tired of layin' the smackdown on X all the time." Zionus sat back in his chair behind the desk and looked at both of them. He then looked down at the newspaper that laid on the desk.


	"Point taken," he muttered. Grabbing a piece of paper out of the desk, he wrote down some words, then handed the paper to Kothrec.


	"There seems to be a unnatural disturbance in Helena, Montana. It appears to be a werewolf. You both are to go to Helena and WORK TOGETHER to find this beast that is murdering the humans."


	Kothrec looked at X. "I have to work with him," he bellowed. Zionus shook his head.


	"I do not want to hear it. You wanted a mission, and you have one. It is simple. Go to Montana, try not to kill each other, and bring the werewolf to justice. Any questions?" Kothrec and X looked at Zionus blankly and said nothing. "Good. Now go. I shall notify the local law enforcement about your arrival." He motioned them off. 





	Kothrec and X stood in the hallway between the Weapons Room and the Launch Pad. "We're gonna need some weapons if we end up fighting," Kothrec said to his partner.


	"Silver," X moaned.


	"Silver," the Bergath Bull asked with a raised eyebrow. "What's silver got to do with this?"


	"Silver kills..." X took in a deep breath. "...What we...are hunting."


	Kothrec still looked at it with the eyebrow. "What we're hunting? What the HELL are we after, anyway?"


	"Werewolf." X pointed to the folder Kothrec got from Zionus just before they left his office. "Victims throats...gone. Werewolves need...throat chemicals...to live." It looked at Kothrec. "Besides...Zionus told...us that...it was...a werewolf."


	"Alright! Alright! We'll get some silver-plated weapons and then head out to where we're goin'."


	Kothrec walked back to the Weapons Room and put the palm of his hand on the scanner beside the door. A feminine robotic voice was heard. "Analyzing hand print. Mavia, Kothrec. Hand print confirmed." There was a faint 'click', then the door slid open. X walked in before him. The dark room suddenly lit up as the medium room glistened with the shine of chrome and metal. X picked up a rather large gun from the wall beside it. The gun was a good three feet long, but appeared small in the monster's hands.


	Kothrec picked up a large ax. The handle appeared to be made out of bone. The ax head was pure silver and sharpened to a very fine point. Looking over at a box full of strange colored gems, he picked up a black-colored one that was oval shaped, but the edges were straight instead of curved. He placed the gem inside a hole on the ax. The ax began to glow a light black, then stopped.


	"Well, it took it," Kothrec muttered. He then pointed the ax head at a target near the back of the room. A ball of black energy formed around the head, then shot out and hit the target. The target evaporated from where it once stood. Twirling the ax around his arm, Kothrec looked back at X. "You ready yet," he stated with a hint of anger.


	"Not yet," X bellowed. It grabbed another gem from the box, this one rod-shaped. The dark green hue slowly reflected the image of the monster. It placed the gem into a cartridge holder on the gun it had just picked up. Pointing the gun with one hand, it fired a shot at the now bare wall. A bright green ball flew from the gun along with a silver stake and slammed into the wall. The stake stuck into the wall as moss began to grow from the projectile. Soon, the entire wall was covered in the green foliage. "Perfect," it said, sounding like a broken machine.


	"Great, now let's go!" Kothrec stepped back out into the hall and walked to the Launch Pad. At the pad, Kothrec was looking at the various planes and other forms of flying vehicles. A lone figure emerged from the shadows.


	"What chu guys after," a tough-as-nails voice said to them. Kothrec looked over at the shadow.


	"We need a ride, Miles."


	"That so," Miles said as he came into the light, the shine reflecting off his black, cue-ball head. "Whatcha need?"


	"Something that...will get...us to...Montana," X said as it lumbered in. Miles walked up and put his fist out.


	"Hunter X! What's up, my man?" X formed a fist as well as they both tapped each others fist. "Montana, huh? Got a mission?"


	"Yeah, there's a werewolf running around and Zionus sent us to stop it." Kothrec looked over a large, black jet with a medium sized cannon-like weapon. "So," he peered at Miles. "How about this thing?"


	Miles walked over to Kothrec. "You want to take the Son-Jet. Be my guest." He handed Kothrec a wrench. "But, you gonna have to fix it, 'cause I have no clue what's wrong with it."


	Kothrec raised his eyebrow again. " 'I have no clue what's wrong with it.' What's that suppose to mean?"


	Miles crossed his arms. "It means that the Jet is broken and I don't know how to fix it. You best not try to get an attitude or you can just walk to Montana."


	X stood behind Miles. "What...can we...use?" Miles looked up at the eight foot monster that was staring down at him.


	"I say you take the Mach Three, but that's just my opinion."


	X nodded. "I trust...your opinion." It looked over at Kothrec. "We will...take the...Mach Three."


	Kothrec threw his arms into the air. "Fine. Whatever. It better get us there, and fast."


	"Oh, it'll get ya there fast, dawg. The name says it all." Miles walk up to another jet. This one was smaller, but sleeker than the Son-Jet. X began to climb the ladder on the Mach Three and Kothrec stood and looked at Miles.


	"Ya better not be trying to pull somethin' on us, or I'll come back and lay the smackdown on your emog ass. Got it?" Miles gave a careless nod. Kothrec began to follow X up the ladder. "Hey, you know how to fly this thing?"


	"Flight...is easy. Controlling...is questionable," it warbled back. Kothrec shook his head.


	"This is gonna take a while."


.   .   .


	The Mach Three landed with a THUD in the middle of a large forest. It was dark, still. The roof slid open as Kothrec leaned out of it. "That is the LAST time I ride anything you're driving," he yelled, pointing at X. X unbuckled it's seatbelt and jumped out of the plane. The ground shook slightly as it landed. Kothrec, on the other hand, landed less than gracefully. X looked around as Kothrec began to smell the night air. "Somethin's not right."


	"Evil is...close," X quoted. Kothrec reached under the jet into a large holding compartment. He pulled out the ax he got from the base and grabbed X's gun. He tossed the gun to his partner.


	"I got a sudden feelin' that we'll need these," he replied. No sooner did X grab the gun did a blur of fur slam into it. There was a loud roar as Kothrec swung his ax at the beast. The cold metal met the warm flesh as the ax began to glow black. A howl of pain was heard, follow by a growl as the beast got up off of X and walked towards the Bergath Bull. "You wanna fight, just bring it," he yelled. The beast leapt high into the air and landed on top of him.


	Hold him...still," X said while trying to stand up. X aimed it's gun at the beast that was hunched over Kothrec, growling. A shot rang out, then another howl of pain. The werewolf looked at the object that was lodged in it's side. It ripped out the spike, then limped off into the shadows of the night.


	"Well, now it knows we're here," Kothrec mumbled as X helped him up.


	"This may...be harder...than we...first thought," X told him. Kothrec shook his head.


	"Don't say it like you're not up to the challenge."


	"This is...a mission...like all...the others."


	Kothrec nodded. "Yeah. But this time, me and you get all the glory." Kothrec smelled the air. "This time, the Hunter's champion and the genetic renegade will prove, without a shadow of a doubt, that we will absolutely, positively layeth the smackth down..." He paused, looking off into the distance. "..on all evil's roody-poo, emog ass. If you smelllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllll... what Kothrec," He paused for a moment, listening to the night.  "...is cookin'," he finished as he yelled the last part into the air. He then started to walk off, when X stopped him.


	"We don't...know where...to start...finding it."


	Kothrec stopped. He turned back to his partner. "How hard is it gonna be to find a werewolf in the middle of nowhere?"


	"Like finding...a needle...in a...haystack."


	"So, whatta want to use? Scooby snacks?"


	X shook it's head. "No. We will...use this." It picked up a badge off the ground.


	"What's that?"


	"It appears...to be...a police...badge."


	"Great, so now we have a cop against us?" Kothrec looked around. The mutant nodded. "Alright. We'll play you're way for now. But the second we catch that jabroni, we're gonna kick it's ass my way. Got it?"


	X nodded. "Got...it."


.   .   .


	Detective Barns sat across from Alice. They were sitting in a featureless room. The only thing that stood out was a large mirror that led to another room. Barns tapped the desk again. "Now, we just want to know what happened last night." He put his fat hands over her small ones. "If you tell us, we can let you go home and then you can get on with your life."


	She pulled her hands away from him and pulled her knees up to her chin. "I...I told you everything. T...there...was a giant...wolf beast!" She then broke down and cried into her arms. Barns let out a sigh, then left the room. He walked into the room adjacent to hers. Opening the door, he was rushed by questions from Alice's parents.


	"Why are you holding my daughter here," the father demanded. The detective waved them off.


	"I'm sorry, Mister and Misses Jones, but your daughter is a crucial witness to a horrific crime. Her protection is of the utmost concern."


	"You've been telling us that since we got here. When will you let her go," the mother asked, in tears.


	"When she is able to identify the murderer."


	"But she's damn traumatized. Why don't you let her at least rest."


	Barns thought this over for a moment. We'll let her sleep in one of the holding cells, then question her again in the morning."


	"WHAT," Mister Jones yelled. "Why can't you let her..."


	"We feel," Barns cut him short. "It would be in the best interest and protection if she stayed in the station, just for tonight." Mister Jones left in a huff of anger. Misses Jones followed. Barns looked through the mirror window at Alice, still crying her eyes out.


	He walked back into the room. Alice looked up at the detective and coward, just a little. "Alice, we're goin' to put you in one of the holding cells. It'll give you a safe place to sleep. You haven't done anything wrong," he said, sounding like he was talking to a child. He then slowly picked her up and helped her walk into one of the cells down the hall. He slammed the gate behind her and left.


	It felt cold in the cell. She rubbed her arms to generate a little heat. It didn't help. Looking out the window, she heard a wolf howl in the distance. She quickly ran from the window and leapt into the bed, covering her head.





	Another tree fell. Kothrec whipped his brow as he picked up his ax. "We have been tearin' this forest apart for three hours," he turned back to X. "And we still haven't found that fuzzmut! Why ain't that thing workin'?!"


	X shook its head. "It takes...awhile to...find the...aura. You must...be patient."


	Kothrec roared in anger. "Look, we don't have long to find this fleabag, so hurry the Hell up." He was about to grab X when a smell hit his nose. He looked at X. "You smell that? It's..." He smelled the air. "It's fear."


	"Trouble, is...it?"


	Kothrec nodded. "There's only one way to find out." He grabbed his ax and started running in the direction of the police station. The woods bent beneath the might of the Bergath Bull and X. The police station came into view, but something wasn't right about it. Kothrec slammed into the nearest wall, breaking the fragile bricks.





	"Hey," Detective Barns looked over at one of the police men. "Have any of you guys seen my badge?" The cops shook their heads. Suddenly, the wall closest to the jail cells broke as a minotaur and a creature that looked like it escaped from a lab stood in the rubble.


	"Alright, furface! Bring it," Kothrec yelled at the group of cops. They dropped whatever they were doing and pointed their guns at the bull. Detective Barns came up from behind them.


	"Well, well, well. What have we here? The murderer." The detective pulled out a set of handcuffs. "If you'll just follow me, no one will harm you."


	"Murderer," the minotaur boomed. "You think I have something to do with all this?!"


	"Well, you broke into our station in order to kill Alice, correct?"


	X came up behind Kothrec. "He has...nothing to...do with...the murders. We are...here to...find the...werewolf."


	Barns pointed at them. "Their resisting arrest, and refusing to drop their weapons. Take 'em down boys."


	Kothrec held up his hand, motioning them to stop everything. The cops held their fire, but Barns pulled out his gun and shot at them.


	The bullet was stopped by the sudden flash of black metal. Kothrec finished twirling his ax. "Listen up," he demanded. "There is a murderer in here. But it is NOT me. It is NOT my partner, X. It's not even the bears that crap in the woods! It is..." he pauses and points to Detective Barns. "You!" The detective shook his head.


	"That's not true," he said in defense. There was a sudden loud beeping coming from X's coat. It opened the clothing and looked at the small glowing screen. A small machine was going berserk! X pointed it at Barns, and it beeped even louder. "Their wrong, I'm not that beast."


	"Yeah, you are. The second I slammed in here, I could smell ya. You tried to bet the lovin' crap out of us since we got here."


	"How could I..."


	"Z put in the call before we even got here. You knew that we would be here. You knew that if the Hunters got involved, your ass was goin' down. Besides," Kothrec pulled a badge out of X's pocket. "You dropped something." He tossed the piece of metal at Barns "So, just bring it!"


	Barns suddenly clutched his head. Falling on the floor, fur began to grow from every open part of skin. The cloths ripped from his body. A long snout grew from his mouth. Then, the beast that was Detective Barns stood up. It towered over Kothrec and X. "So you found me, " it growled. "Congratulations. But you won't get any farther." It let out a howl of rage and charged at the Hunters. Kothrec moved out of the way as X meet the attack with the force of a brick wall. The wolf steadied itself then tried to attack again. X pulled out its gun and shot a stake at it. The wolf dodged the projectile. The spike landed in the wall, soon moss grew from the stake, like before. X lowered the gun and punched the beast in the face.


	Blood flew from the hit. The wolf stood dizzy for a moment. Just enough time for Kothrec to step in. He grabbed the beast, wrapping one of his arms across the chest and grabbing the shoulder. He threw the werewolf's arm behind his head. Holding the beast with the other hand behind it, Kothrec lifted the beast in the air with the arm that was over the shoulder. He then dropped the beast with him following after. The Bergath Bull got up from the attack, but the beast didn't.


	"And you can take that to the bank, jabroni." Kothrec hit X lightly in the arm. "Now let's get outta here."


	"Understood if...I can...remember how...to fly," X responded.


	"What?! Jabroni, you better remember how to fly or I'll have to end up layin' the smackdown on your ass like I did wolfboy here!"


	Kothrec and X began to walk off. "I would...like to...see you...try," X quipped.
