Fall from Grace





	It was a beautiful spring morning. Mark, a freshman in high school, stepped out and smelled the mourning air. He walked to the bus stop, somewhat dreading what was around the corner. Stopping, he heard a rustling in the trees. He turned to see a water balloon hit him square in the face. Dazed, he looked up to see more balloons fly at him. He tried to duck behind a bush, but fell short. He ended up getting hit with a barrage of balloons. He noticed some people getting out of a nearby tree as he got up.


   	   "Aw. You guys," came a high, annoying voice as Mark looked up at them. "I'm all wet and I'll be late for school," he remarked as he looked at them. They hit him with another balloon, 


	"Oh well, freshman" one of them said with a laugh. They walked away as they continued laugh at him. 


	He dusted himself off as he watched them walk away." Stupid seniors. I'll make them pay," he muttered.  He started to walk home when he heard a sound in the trees. It almost sounded like a human voice. "Zionus, embrace the darkness. Join us." Mark looked around and yelled "Steve! Wayne!" Then softer, "Anybody?" It grew deadly quiet. Mark decided that it was time to head home, fast.


.    .    .


	Mark came home and went straight to his room. "What are you doing here," came a voice from his door. He turned around to see his sister, Laura, brushing her fire-red hair. He turned his back to her and lowered his head. 


	Mark muttered, "Leave me alone." Laura walked up behind him and laid her hand on his shoulder. 


	She quickly pulled it away and remarked in shock, "You're all wet. What happ..." then she caught herself.  "It was them, wasn't it," she asked, knowing the answer. Mark just slowly nodded. Laura shook her head 


	"Mark, you have to stand up for yourself." Mark shot her a look. "Oh, don't give me that look. You and dad both. Must be a guy thing." she huffed.


	She turned to leave and Mark turned around. "Hey, Laura. Can you give me a ride to school" he asked in hope. She turned to him and nodded. He smiled and started to change his clothes. Laura left.


.    .    .


	Mark arrived at school just as the bell rang for class. As he walked down the hall, he saw Steve and Wayne walking behind a young girl and calling her names. Mark stepped up to them. "You guys leave Ana alone" he said, trying to sound tough. They just laughed and walked away. Mark looked surprised as he thought how easy that was. Ana tapped him on the shoulder. Mark turned to her. She looked away as she brushed some of her black hair behind her ear. Mark looked her up and down, viewing her slim body clad all in black. He looked away.


	"Thanks," she said shyly.


	"Your welcome," he replied


	Time stood still. Mark looked at Ana.


	"Walk you to class," he asked, hoping for a yes.


	Ana looked at him. "Sure, thanks."


	As they were walking to Ana's class, Mark was trying to think of something to say. "Are you doing anything this weekend?" Ana sighed and shook her head. Mark nodded slowly. "Okay. You want to, um, hang out and do something this weekend", he probed. She started to play with her hair. She nodded. They arrived at her class. She turned to him. "This your class" he asked. She nodded and looked inside. He turned to look across the hall and continued, "Hey. And there's mine." Ana looked across the hall.


	"Great. Hey, umm..."


	"Mark."


	"Mark! Hey, you want to be my bodyguard. For protection."


	Mark's eyes lit up. "Sure. Okay."


	Ana smirked, "after class than?"


	Mark nodded, "Yeah, after class."


 	Ana walked into her class as Mark through up his arms and silently said, "Yes!" He turned to go to his class when he was stopped short by a large senior. He looked up to see Steve looking down at him. Steve shoved Mark a little and said, "If you ever pull that stunt again, I'll kill you. Got it? " Mark sighed and nodded. He was too lovesick to even care what Steve said. Steve walked off as Mark continued to his class.


	When he got to class, Frank, a wild child who is a prime example of why cousins shouldn't breed, greeted him. Frank slides up. "Didn't see you at the bus stop, buddycuz!" Mark just looked at him, shook his head, and took his seat. Frank sat at his seat, which was to the left of Mark. "Saw you talkin' to the Goth chick," Frank remarked. Mark rolled his head and stared at Frank over his glasses. "You like her, don't ya" Frank said tauntingly. Mark, at hearing this question, slugged Frank in the shoulder. Their teacher, Miss Abel, called them out.


	"Mark. Frank. No fighting in class." she coaxed. Frank and Mark faced the front of the class.


	"Sorry. Mark is having some sexual tension" Frank mused. Mark's eyes grew wide in horror as he slowly turned to look at Frank. The class went into an uproar. The teacher looked at them in shock. She reached into her desk and pulled out a pink slip pad. 


	"Frank Rush! Mark Wilson! Head to the office right now, " she said.


	 Frank and Mark gathered their stuff as Mark muttered, "Now look what you got me into." A few minutes later, they were out in the hallway. Mark turned to Frank and said "You have gotten me into trouble yet again." Frank looked at him confused.


	"I can't help it your horny."


	"SHUT UP!"


	The halls echoed. Mark hid his face as a teacher poked his head out his door.


	"People are trying to have class."


	"Sorry, Mister Earnhart. He's horny." Frank replied.


	Mark grabbed Frank's arm as he headed to the office. "Come on, Mister Rush. I already got in trouble due to your big mouth once today!"


	Mark and Frank finally reached the office. Mark turned to his friend, " Now you let ME do the talking. We don't need to get into anymore messes from your mouth. Got it?" 


	Frank made a salute to him. Mark sighed as he opened the door to the office. They walked in as the receptionist looked up, sighed, and asked, "What now?" 


	Mark handed her the note. She shook her head and directed them to Mister Slizewski's, office. Mark stopped in front of the door and, turning to Frank, reminded him "Let me do the talking." Frank nodded.


	They entered his office and Slizewski gestured for them to sit down. They sat as he asked "What have you two done this time" The receptionist came in and, giving Frank a dirty look, handed Mister Slizewski the note. He read it for a second, then looked up at them. "So, starting fights and using sexual language. Now who wants to tell me what's going on?"


	Frank leaned forward and, pointing at Mark, said, "He started it."


	Mark pulled him back. "What happened," Mark started," was Frank asked a 'personal' question and I hit him like so. "Mark hit Frank like he did before. Slizewski nodded to show that he understood. Mark continued, " Then he made a remark about me suffering from sexual tension. So that's how we ended up here." Slizewski looked at Frank, then at Mark, then at the note. 


	"Lynn tends to over exaggerate sometimes, but still," Slizewski said as he wrote on the note, "no fighting. And Mark, careful with that sexual tension." Mark rolled his eyes and then muttered an okay. Slizewski stopped writing, looked at them, then finished the note. He handed Mark the note and excused them. They left.


	Out in the hallway, Mark and Frank headed back to class. Frank's curiosity getting the best of him. " What does the note say," Frank asked and looked like an excited puppy.


	"I'm not reading it. It's none of my business."


	"What if it says something about us?"


	Mark looked at him "It is about us."


	Frank snatched the note out of Mark's hands.


	It reads:





    Lynn, you're overreacting


We'll talk later. And boys,


quit reading this note!


                          T. Slizewski





	Frank threw the note in the air. Mark caught it as it floated to the ground. " Now are you happy. Let's get to class."


	At the end of class, Mark met Ana at her class. Ana came out looking somewhat surprised. "What," Mark asked. Ana just shook her head. As they walked down the hall, Mark was trying to look out for Steve and Wayne. Ana acted like she was going to say something a few times, but turned away. They reached Ana's locker and, as she got her books for the next class, Mark said, "You know, if we're going to do something this weekend, I might need to get your number." Ana nodded to acknowledge Mark's statement. She scribbled something on a piece of paper and handed it to him. " Five-five-five-Spankum. Number sounds familiar," Mark mused. Ana just laughed. Frank walked up. "Oh God no," Mark groaned. Frank was about to say something and Mark gave him the same look that he gave to Laura earlier that day.


	"Who's this," Ana asked, pointing to Frank.


	"This," Mark said, "is the reason why idiots are elected president. His name is Frank"


	"Friend or foe?"


	Mark looked at Frank, "A little of both." Frank just laughed.


	Mark turned back to Ana, "So, call you tonight?"


	Ana smiled, "Sure. But...," she grabbed Mark's arm, "Your still going to be my bodyguard. Right?"


	"Yeah. I'm here for ya," Mark replied. He then turned to Frank and motioned for him to leave. Frank huffed, muttered a few curse words, then left. Mark then turned to Ana and ushered left and right. "Shall we," he asked, sounding gentleman-like. Ana laughed and grabbed his arm as she headed down the hallway. Sometime later, they arrived at Ana's next class. "Odd. I've got this class, too," Mark said with a laugh. "Isn't this where we first met," Mark mused. Ana giggled and nodded. They walked in. 





.    .    .


	6:30 p.m. Mark and Frank are playing a type of card game where they can cast spells and summon creatures. Frank throws down a card and said "I tap all my lands to deal you a twenty-seven Fireball. Your turn." Mark just looked at him as Frank started to pick up his cards.


	"You just had to do that. I was at one life and you just had to do that. Didn't you," Mark asked, annoyed. Frank just gave a large grin and nodded. Mark got up and went to his bookbag to find Ana's number. He then proceeded downstairs to get the phone. Frank followed. Mark entered the living room to find his sister on the phone. "Hurry up, Lard-a," Mark said," I need to make a phone call."


	"Yeah right. To who," Laura asked inquisitively.


	"None of your business. Get off the phone."


	Frank butts in, "His new girlfriend, Ana."


	Mark tried to say something, but Laura started taunting him.


	"Mark's got a girlfriend! Mark's got a girlfriend!"


	Mark tried his best to defend himself, but to no avail. Frank also started in on the taunting. Laura hung up the phone as she laughed at Mark, whose face was getting quite red. Mark grabbed the phone and made a mad dash to his room as Frank followed, still taunting. Mark turned and said "Enough Frank. I've got to make a phone call and I don't need your voice in the background." Frank threw up his hands and made a face like he had no idea what Mark was talking about. Mark shook his head as he dials Ana's number. There was one ring. Two rings. Then it picked up.


	"Hello?"


	"May I speak to Ana?"


	"This is her."


	"It's me. Mark."


	"Oh, hi Mark," a surprised voice said over the phone. Frank waved to indicate he was leaving while Mark was talking with Ana. Mark waved him off. 


	"So," Mark asked, "what do you say to going to a movie this weekend?"


	"Oh. This weekend. I have... things I have to do."


	"Really. Like what?"


	Pause. "This and that."


	"Not to pry but, anything I can do?"


	Another pause, this time longer. "Yes, there is."


	"Cool. What?"


	" Just meet me at my locker tomorrow and I'll tell you then.


	"Gotcha. See you then."


	"Oh Mark," she said, " Thanks again."


	"Sure. Anytime."


	She hung up. Mark turned off the cordless and sighed. His father walked in. " Something up, Mark," he said in a light-hearted tone. Mark shook his head and sighed again. "Laura told me you have a girlfriend," he said, prying in deeper. Mark turned to his father and shot him a look. His father just laughed. "It's okay to have a girlfriend at your age. I bet their all over you, huh?"


	"Funny, Dad. Real funny," Mark replied sarcastically. That remark just made his father laugh harder. He looked at the floor, " I just don't want to jinx it. That's all." His father nodded his head, understanding what he was talking about. " I guess I'll just hope for the best," he said as he handed Dad the phone. His father took the phone.


	"I understand, son. Good luck," he said as he patted Mark on the back. Mark smiled up at him.





.    .    .


	Mark went to school to find Frank conversing with Ana. She just gave Frank a weak smile as he told her stupid joke after stupid joke. Ana looked up at Mark and gave a sigh of relief. "Mark! Glad your finally here," she exclaimed, walking up to him. Frank looked up at Mark, gave a friendly smile and a wave, then turned and left. Mark just waved, a bit paranoid about what Frank said to Ana. "Don't worry," she said, "He didn't say anything about you." Mark looked down at her like she was reading his thoughts. He nodded in acknowledgment.


	They walked down the hall as Ana talked. "Look. You know that I have...things...to do this weekend, and I'll need your help. " She grabbed his arm. "How much do you know about the occult," she inquired. Mark thought about it, then shrugged. Ana smiled, "Perfect. You'll be perfect." She whispered the outline of her plan in his ear as they walked to class.





	Mark stepped into his first period class with all smiles. He sat at his desk as Frank asked, "What are you so happy about?"


	Mark turned to him, "I have plans tonight, and they're not made up either." Frank just looked at him weird and, while shaking his head, faced the front of the class. "What," Mark stated. Frank just made a face to signify that he didn't say anything.


	In the desk in front of him, a young Asian girl turned to face him. "Heard you're dating the Goth chick," she taunted. Mark leaned back in his desk.


	"Why, Genia? Jealous," Mark mussed. Mark knew Genia had a crush on him since the fifth grade. So, he knew he just asked a rhetorical question. Genia just sighed and turned around. Mark leaned forward, "Now what are you thinking about?"


	Genia faced him and said coldly, "Be careful. She's a dabbler." Mark raised his eyebrow in confusion. Genia continued, "I mean she's a witch. Or at least thinks she is. So, just watch your back, or..." she looked away as she paused."...We're all doomed." She put her hand on Mark's. "Be careful," she uttered before the tardy bell rang. 





.    .    .


	It was about seven o' clock. Mark paced back and forth in his room, wearing all black like Ana had asked. Maybe I'm just getting set up, as usual, Mark thought to himself as he looked at the note Genia gave him back in the eighth grade. He read over it as his mind raced from the events of the last twelve hours. Genia said Ana is a witch. While Ana wants to take me to were a few 'friends' of hers are meeting. Mark looked at the mirror in his room. What to do, what to do. I hope I come out clean in all this. A car horn honked as Mark said, "I'm outta here!"


	"All right. Have fun," his dad yelled back. Mark was down the stairs and out the door before his dad finished his sentence. Mark's mind was all out pandemonium as he calmly and coolly walked to the car. No sense in looking overexcited, he thought as he got into the car. He sat down right next to a fire-red haired individual who had the most beautiful emerald green eyes. The young lady smiled at him.


	Ana leaned forward. "Don't even think about it, Jade," Ana growled. Then, looking at Mark, said, "Mark. This is Jade. That's Tenok. And that's Ravos." She pointed to the driver and the other person in the front seat, respectfully. Mark nodded and said hi. Nether responded. 


	They continued to drive as Tenok spoke up. "Is this the one you were talking about," he asked, looking into the rearview mirror at Ana. Ana nodded. "It better be," Tenok growled, "You know what Demonex did to the last one." Mark got a little antsy. Ana put her hand on his leg. 


	"Don't listen to him," Ana muttered, "He's just trying to scare you." Mark glanced up at the mirror and saw Tenok staring right at him. He was doing a real fine job.





	They arrived at the front of a small cave opening. Getting out of the car, Mark was thinking back to what Genia had said. About Ana being a witch and all. He just shook the thoughts out off his head. Ana grabbed his left arm, and Jade grabbed the right. "Come on," Ana said as she dragged Mark into the cave. "We don't want to keep Demonex waiting." They continued to walk into the cave as a glow came to view. As they got closer, Mark begins to here weird chants. "Oh man. They're starting without us," Ana said in a half-panic. They hurried to the back of the cave as they came to a clearing. Mark noticed the demonic symbols on the cave walls. He was shaking. But, he decided to play it cool. He saw Tenok and Ravos, along with a few other people, standing around a strange looking fire. At the head of the circle, there stood a tall thing with a large black robe covering him and his facial features. Ana ushered Mark in, then held her head down and joined into the chant. Mark looked around at the group as the chants stopped. The person at the top of the fire lifted his head. Mark froze. A pair of red eyes were looking through him. The creature glided over to Mark.


	"Is this the one," a voice boomed. Ana looked forward and nodded. The creature continued. "Yes. It is. I can sense the hatred in him. You have done well, daughter." Mark's eyes grew wide. This thing was Ana's dad. "Do not worry. I will not hurt you. Soon you will be able to exact revenge on those whom have wronged you," a voice darkened as the red eyes looked deep into Mark's, reading his soul. "You will soon become the Zionic One. The ultimate bringer of death and destruction." The creature turned away as Jade handed him a goblet.


	"Here. Drink this," an Irish voice uttered. Mark was not in any state to argue, so down the brew went. It was awful. He thought it tasted like a mix of blood and piss. He made a face to signify his disgust. The large creature returned with a pure black dagger. Obsidian? The shadow held the dagger over his head as Mark fell to his knees. He felt dizzy as he heard the creature shout.


	"Lord of Darkness. Come forth and cast the demon known as Zionus into the body of the chosen one. Let the forces of darkness cast this soul into total damnation." He plunged the dagger deep into Mark's chest. Mark felt like something was leaving his body. A second later, he felt a searing pain flow through him. He looked up to see the shadow remove the dagger. Mark looked down to see all the blood that drained from his body quickly return to the wound. He clutched his stomach. It felt like it was on fire. How could Ana do this to him. Then he heard a voice inside his head.


	"Mark. Let go. You have no more need for your soul. Mine is much safer. Together we shall kill all the human creatures." Mark arose and felt his eyes go dark. He turned to look at Ana, who has grown shorter, and saw a single tear slowly move down her face. She was still looking forward. He looked at the shadow that stood in front of him. The name Demonex flashed across his mind. The shadow looked at him.


	"How do you feel, Zionus?"


	"Damned as ever, Demonex."


	Demonex let out an evil yell. "It has begun," he shouted. Zionus just stared at him with his pure white eyes. Ana looked at him, covered her face with her hands, and ran out of the cave. Zionus followed as the rest of the cult started to dance around the fire.


	Ana was sitting on a rock, crying her eyes out as Zionus walked up behind her. "What troubles you, Dear Ana?"


	She wiped her eyes, "Oh nothing. It's that you just lost your soul and your humanity." She grabbed Zionus around the waste. "I didn't mean for this to happen, Mark. I'm so sorry." Zionus just put his arm around her and let her cry. He picked her up and carried her outside. They sat down on the cold earth. Ana just talked and talked as Zionus listened to her. 


	When she finished, Zionus looked into the night sky. "I looked through this human child's mind," a voice of darkness said. "And the only reason he gave up his soul was because he loved you. I see the love that he saw. For the first time in a millennium, I see true beauty. I would be honored to have you by my side for the rest of eternity." Ana wiped her eyes as see looked into the white void of his eyes.


	"Yes," she said through the tears. She hugged him again as Zionus looked back to the night.


.    .    .


	Zionus awoke in a darkened room. He felt he was on a bed of some sort. He could see perfectly in the dark. Looking to his left, he saw Ana lying next to him topless. He looked across the room to see Jade lying drunk in a chair. He got up and noticed that he was naked. Ana got up and threw her arms around his neck, which had grown larger since last night. "You were wonderful," Ana sighed. Zionus kissed her as she felt behind her. She found a beer bottle and threw it at Jade. It smashed onto her skull. Jade woke with a stir.


	"Aye. Addin' insult ta injury, aren't ye," Jade groaned, rubbing her forehead. Ana laughed as Zionus just stared at her. Jade got up. "Ye maybe the Zionic one, but don't stare at me. Ye give me the willies." Zionus let out a half laugh.


	Then, Demonex walked in as Zionus and Ana turned to the door. "Come, Zionus," he beckoned. "You have much to learn since your last exile one thousand years ago." Demonex turned and left as Zionus quickly got his clothes on. Zionus left the room to see Ravos in his face. "Ravos. Down," Demonex bellowed. Ravos turned and left as Zionus followed Demonex. 


	"As you already know, we are a group of demonites who have waited for your return." Zionus just nodded, thinking back to last night. "We call ourselves the Hatred. Our goal is to destroy all of the human creatures. That is where you come in," Demonex paused and turned around. "The power of darkness that dwells within you is the one that can destroy them all. The power that will give revenge to those you ultimately care about." Zionus turned to see Ana leave the room they were just in, wave at him, then went downstairs. He then faced Demonex.


	"Let's do it," his angry voice growled.





	Sometime later, Zionus came downstairs to find Ana conversing with another demonite. Ravos was sitting on the floor, eating something that was, at one time, human flesh. The blood was getting in his already long, matted hair. Ravos looked up at him and let out a small growl. "Don't worry, " Ana said to him, "Ravos is just one of Daddy's failed demonites. Jade wanted to keep him for a pet." Zionus nodded in acknowledgment. Ana was facing her listener and continued, "So, do you think dad will allow it?"


	"What? You marrying the Zionic one, " the other asked. Ana nodded. The demonite shrugged, "I don't think he would really have a problem with it. He might approve of it." Ana smiled as Zionus walked over to them.


	"Approve of what," He asked as he slowly grabbed Ana at the waist.


	"Nothing," she stated. Then looked at him. "Will you marry me?"


	Zionus looked down at her. His face was full of concern, then he smiled at her. "I will."


	Ana let out a holler of excitement as she ran upstairs to tell her dad. "What's up, Big Z," the demonite asked. Zionus sat down at the bar in the kitchen. He shook his head. He didn't want to trouble others with his problems. "Lemme guess, Demonex is depending on you to destroy all of humankind." Zionus looked up at him in amazement. How did he know? "Don't worry. It's the only thing Demonex has been talking about for the last two hundred years or so." Zionus accepted this fact. He continued, "By the way, my name's Elam." Elam held out his hand to shake. He returned the favor in kind. Zionus then looked at the floor. Elam piped up, "What's on your mind, big guy?" Zionus looked up.


	"How old is Ana?"


	"Truthfully?"


	"Yes. Truthfully."


	Elam thought for a moment. "She's about twenty five."


	Zionus raised an eyebrow. "Twenty five?"


	He nodded.


	Zionus looked away. "Hm. Intrigue."


	The demonite leaned forward, "Don't you mean intriguing?"


	Zionus shot him a look. "I know what I mean," he growled.


	Elam put up his hands. "Whoa! Sorry! I didn't mean anything by it."


	He nodded. "You are forgiven."


	He reached for a glass. "Want a drink?" Zionus waved him off. "We got some fresh blood." He acknowledged with a nod as the bartender grabbed a vital of blood out of the refrigerator. He poured it into a medium-sized shot glass, which Zionus drank quite quickly. Now he felt a little better. 


.    .    .


	The sun was starting to set as Zionus, Ana, Tenok, Jade, and Ravos left the abandoned house that the Hatred currently occupied. Ravos howled in excitement as Zionus and Ana walked hand and hand down the stairs. Jade did a back flip of the top of the steps and almost landed on Tenok. Spirits were high. For one thing, death was in the air. Another was that they finally, after two hundred years, had the Zionic one. Tenok handed Zionus the keys. "You're driving," he stated. Zionus took the keys. They all got into the car. Zionus and Ana got in the front as the rest of the gang piled into the back. They were off. "Where are we going, " Tenok asked. Ana turned to him.


	"We're heading to a biker rally. There should be plenty of people to kill." She then looked at Zionus. "Right, Zee?" Zionus nodded. Ravos let out another howl. Ana spun around. "Tell that furbrain to shut-up," she yelled. Ravos coward off as Jade began to pet him. "Dumb demonite," she mumbled as she turned back around. It was going to be a long night, Zionus could tell. 


	They arrived at a somewhat small stadium where the rally was. Three large, well-built men were standing at the gate. As the group started to the front, the men stopped them. "No one can come in without a hog," one of them said. Zionus and Ana both held a gun to the foreheads of two of them as Ravos leaped onto the third one. Two shots rang out as Zionus and Ana blew the guards' heads off. The third one was screaming his head off as Ravos started to eat the raw intestines. The others walked into the arena as Ravos continued to have his snack. They entered to see not much people there. This might be a bit of a disappointment. Jade lit a homemade bomb and threw it into the crowd. It exploded, throwing bits of glass everywhere. There were screams coming from the crowd as they started to run. Then, Zionus, Ana, and Tenok pulled out an uzi and shot into the crowd. Thirty. Forty. Fifty lay dead from the chaos and bullets. Zionus let out a huge laugh. He had not had this much fun in two hundred years. They left the arena and got into their car just as the cops arrived. They were all in high spirits. They had killed more today then they had all last year. Evil laughter filled the night sky as their murderous escapades continued well into the mourning hours. 


	They arrived at the "shrine" at about five-o'-clock in the mourning with Demonex greeting them with open arms. "I heard about your spree. I'm quite proud of you all." Zionus and Demonex traded glances and handshakes. "Welcome home, Zionus," he said. 





	These nightly murders happened well into the fall. All of America was in a state of panic. Paranoia ran amuck until one day, Zionus came in to find Ana crying. "What troubles you, Dear Ana," he asked. She looked up at him.


	"I'm dying, Love," she responded.


	"What do you mean?"


	She showed him her wrist. It had a star with a circle around it cut deep into the skin. Blood was flowing everywhere.


	"Who did this," Zionus demanded. Ana just returned to crying. He grabbed her. "Who did this? Was it a human," he asked.


	"I DID, OKAY," she yelled at him. "I need to die so you may live. It is part of the prophecy.  Father said so." She held her wrist up to his lips. "Drink my blood," she demanded. Zionus shook his head. 


	"I cannot.  I love you..."


	"DO IT," she yelled again. "For me, please," she finished, her body growing weak. He held her wrist and, as she fell to the ground, drank one small sip of her blood.


	He became enraged. The only love he ever knew had just died for him. Ether for him or because of him, he didn't know which. She didn't act alone, he knew that much. He ran out the door with Ana in his arms and collided with Tenok and Demonex. "Oh good. She finally did it," Demonex spoke. What? How could he say that about his own daughter? 


	"YOU! How dare you call yourself her father," Zionus growled. "You did this to Ana! I will make sure you pay for this with your life!" He ran off into the woods as the sun started to set. He continued to run until he came to a cemetery. It started to rain. He found a small, but dry, open tomb to stay in until the weather was over. Some time had passed when the rain stopped. He knew Ana was dead. There was only one thing to do, get revenge. Remembering the bomb plans that he saw so many times before, he began to formulate a battle plan on the Hatred.


.    .    .


	"Bombs, check. Daggers, check," Zionus was doing a mental checklist of what he had before him. Ana's funeral was earlier that day. It was only him verse the Hatred. "They will pay for what they did to her," he said out loud. They want the Zionic One, they'll get him with a vengeance. He piled all of the weapons into the back of a hearse and got in the front.


	A few minutes later, he was in front of the "shrine" where it all happened. He loaded up on bombs and grabbed a few guns. Busting down the door, he saw Tenok in the living room. The demonite took one look at Zionus and ran. "Demonex! Where are you," the Zionic One yelled. More demonites ran out behind him and ducked out of the house. He set a bomb and threw it into the kitchen. There was a loud explosion as a dinette set went flying. Finding no one, he then proceeded up stairs. More bombs, but still no Demonex. He shot one of the guns into the room that, just yesterday, Ana died in. "Where the Hell is he," the Zionic One thought to himself. Back outside, he found some cult members huddled together. "Heed my words," he yelled into the night air. "Any that worship evil will face me, Zionus, the one and only Evil Hunter!" He then walked off into the darkness of the
