Shadows of Conformity


	


	The sun dawned into the window of a normal house.  The light struck the greasy face of a young teenager.  "Jimmy! Time to wake up, dear," a motherly voice said from downstairs.  'Jimmy' woke up and, squinting, put on a pair of coke bottle glasses. After a quick shower, he came downstairs. His outfit consisted of a white, button-down dress shirt with a black tie and black dresspants. His mother came up to him and pinched his cheeks.  "Oh, my little boy is all grown up," she said with a little bit of sadness in her voice. Jim grabbed his light backpack and headed out the door.  His black dress shoes made a small squeaking sound as he began to leave.  His mom poked her head out of the door. "Tell me how your first day at this new school is when you get home, okay?"


	Jim stopped and turned around.  "Okay, Mother," a high-pitched voice responded.  He waved good-bye and continued walking to the bus stop. At the bus stop and on the bus, the kids taunted and tormented Jim, but he ignored them. That is what his mother had always told him. Soon, the bus parked in front of his new school. Looking out the window, he saw that it was big, but not as big as some of the other schools he had been to. 


.   .   .


	He got to his first class as the tardy bell finished ringing. He had just walked through the door when he tripped and fell flat on his face.  There was an eruption of laughter as Jim started to get up.  The teacher, Mr. Earnhart, signaled for the class to quite down. "Class," Earnhart announced, "This is Jim Hannes. He is new here, so let's do our best to make him feel welcome." There was still bits and pieces of laughter floating around as Jim took his seat near the front. Every so often, someone near the back of the room threw a paperball at him. He rubbed his head everytime, although it never really hurt.





	At the end of class, Jim was the last to walk out. He ran into a rather tall, lanky young man. "Sorry," he said, quickly staring at the ground. 


	"It's alright, dude," a shaky, nervous voice said.  The young man continued. "You're new hear, aren't  you?" Jim nodded, still looking at the floor.  "The name's Frank. Frank Rush." He put out his hand.


	"I'm...I'm Jim," came the response. Frank put his hand away.


	"Well, Jim, welcome to New Tao High," Frank finished. Just then, a young Asian girl walked up next to Frank. Frank looked at her, then back at Jim. Jim started to look up to him. "Hey, the floor do anything interesting," Frank jokingly said. Jim gave a weak laugh.


	The young Asian girl looked at Frank. "New student," she asked. Frank nodded.


	"How could you tell?"


	"He laughed at one of your stupid jokes," she sharply responded. Frank winced at the answer.  The girl turned back to Jim.  Hi, I'm Genia Lee. What's your name?"


	"Names Jim," he said, beginning to blush.


	Genia gave a small, warm smile.  "Welcome to Tao High. Hope you like it here."


	Jim smiled through his sudden blushing, "Thanks, but the kids here are having fun picking on me."


	Genia nodded. "Yeah. They have a tendency to do that."


	Frank stepped back in a bit of shock. "Whoa! You sounded like Z there for a second." Jim gave him a puzzled look. "It's our little nickname for Zionus. He's..." Genia cut him short by elbowing him in the stomach.


	"Ouch," he meekly cried. "I think I'm gonna go somewhere and be sick by myself."


	Genia shook her head. "Whatever." She turned to Jim. "A little word of advice. Don't ever listen to Frank." Jim nodded. He looked up at her.


	"Who's Z," he asked, a bit fearful of the answer.


	Genia shook her head. "Don't worry about it."





	Jim got into his second period class. Sitting near the front, he looked up just to see a girl dressed all in black with several piercings on her face walk in. She glanced down at him. "What are you looking at," she huffed. Jim shook his head.


	"N..Nothing," he stuttered.


	The girl shook her head. "Then don't stare at me. Got it?"


	Jim turned his eyes away from her. "Got it."


.   .   .


	Jim slammed the door to his room.  He plopped down into a chair near his computer and started to dial up the Internet. His mother came in.  "How was school, honey," a soft voice asked. Jim just shrugged. "Was everything okay on your first day?" Jim nodded.  "Anything you want to talk about?"


	"I have homework to do," he sharply cut off his mother. She took a step back as Jim suddenly shook himself, as if he didn't believe how that just sounded.


	"Oh," his mother sighed, "I'll let you get busy." 


	She then left, closing the door behind her. Jim turned his attention back to the computer screen. He typed in a few words, then clicked his mouse.  A few seconds later, a smirk stretched across his face. "Mind Control," he muttered with a small cackle. He clicked a button, and the page started to print.





	The next day, Jim walked into school, somewhat in a better mood than yesterday. Genia came up to him. "Hey, Jim! How are you?" Jim stared almost down to her, then continued to walk towards his first period class. Genia made a face that was both anger and disbelief when Frank tip-toed up to her. "Did you see that," she exclaimed. "Jim just blew me off!"


	"Oh my," Frank said as he put his index and middle finger over his mouth in a mock covering.


	Genia gave him a look. "You know what I mean. Yesterday, he was shy, now he's acting like he's too cool for normal people."


	"Yes, I know what it's like to be too cool. Such a demanding task," Frank began in a British accent. "Sometimes I don't know why I bother socializing with you 'normal' peoples."


	"Shut up. I didn't mean you." She took off her bookbag and pulled out a small case. Opening the case, there was a small set of hearing-aid shaped devices. She tossed on to Frank and put another one in her ear. "Let's keep in touch with these." A voice suddenly rang in her head.


	Testing. One. Two. Three.


	"I hear you loud and clear, Frank," she said as she put the case up and threw her bookbag back on her shoulder. She began to walk away from Frank when a showtune began to hum through her head.


	Listen to a story 'bout a man named Jed...


	Shut UP, Frank! I don't need to hear you singing.


.   .   .


	Genia sat on her bed. Looking up at a picture of a man dressed all in black, she could hear Frank's annoying voice in the background.


	"So, anyway, I was telling Maron about the new guy and she said that he might be the source of all this bad karma that's suddenly going around."


	"Isn't Maron part of the BMF?"


	"The wha," the voice at the other end asked.


	"The Black Magic Faction."


	There was a pause on the phone. "I don't think so. Not anymore."


	Whatever, Genia thought. "I think we should keep an eye on Jim. Something's not right with him. Bye, Frank."


	"Like I said, bad karma. I think that..."


	Genia turned the phone off. "I said bye Frank," she muttered to herself.


.   .   .


	The days passed by as the school became more and more like a cult. Everyone began to wear white dress shirts and black dresspants. Genia and Frank were sitting at a table during lunch. Frank was hovered over his plate, eating the cafeteria special while Genia was surveying the growing crowd of geek chic. She nudged Frank. "You noticed that everyone is dressing the same all of a sudden." Frank looked up from his meal.


	"Maybe there's a school dress code in effect that we don't know about," he said questionably. Genia shot him a glance." It's a thought," he said in defense. 


	She looked back out into the crowd.  She was beginning to get worried. She had sent him the call three days ago, and she hadn't heard a response yet.


	Just then, a familiar young lady dressed all in black and with several piercings on her face sat down across from them. Frank stopped eating altogether and stared at one of the rings on her eyebrow. "What," she said in a bit of a defensive tone. Frank shook his head quickly, then went back to looking at the eyering. The girl gave him a disgusted look, then turned to Genia.


	"Don't you and the rest of the BMF have better things to do?"


	The girl shook her head. "Screw the factions. This is bigger than anything!"


	"Yeah, so what do you want with us, Le Fay," she growled.


	Le Fay was taken aback. "What's with the attitude?"


	"Ever since you've tried to kill me several months back..."


	"Alright, I know we've had our differences, but this needs both our brains."


	Frank looked up from his destraction. "BOTH our brains! What about me?!"


	Genia lightly patted him on the shoulder. "You can help, too. We might need someone to be bait." A shot ran up Frank's back at the sound of that last comment. Genia turned back to Le Fay. "Why do you suddenly care what people are wearing, Morgan?"


	"Because," she began to growl, then calmed herself down. "Because I have a feeling that they've been brainwashed." 


	Frank looked at her wide-eyed. "Who's brainwashing who," he asked like an excited puppy. Genia and Morgan both were to deep in thought to hear him.


	"I think I know who it is." Genia got up and began to walk out of the cafeteria and into a large opening. There were large groups of teens dressed in the same uniforms that Genia had noticed earlier. Over in one corner, there was a group of kids crowding around another student. Genia quickly saw that the student they were around was not dressed like them. Genia, Morgan, and Frank snuck up behind them to hear what they were saying.


	"You freak! Why do you have to dress like that?"


	The student responded. "Because I'm not a conformed ASSHOLE like you." 


	Someone in the group made a fist and was about to hit him, but Genia grabbed it in midair. The conformed student looked behind herself to see Genia's face scowling back.  The young girl let her fist fall back into a hand and slowly let go her grip on the student. The group dispersed as Genia came to the young man's side. 


	"Genia," he asked in a rush of confusion.


	Genia looked back at him. "Yes, Bill. It's me. Don't worry. Z will soon be here," she cooed. She then looked through the windows on the ceiling. Hopefully, he'll come she thought in a half-panic. She then heard the sound of a table moving and, spinning around from a kneeling position, saw a familiar young man stand on top. "Jim," she screamed at the man as she began to quickly walk up to him.  "what is going on?  What have you done to them?"


	A smirk crawled onto his face. " 'I' didn't do anything. They wanted to be like this. They love me for who I am."


	"They love you because you somehow told them to," she yelled back at him. Two rather large men stepped right into Genia's path. She looked up and saw the star quarterback and the linebacker for the school football team staring back down at her. Morgan, Bill, and Frank stood behind her as she gave Jim a cold stare. She then began to talk to the 'anti-cult' gang that was behind her. "Morgan, Bill. Gather anyone else who hasn't been brainwashed yet and get out of here. Frank, come with me. We have to suit up and be ready for whatever Jim throws at us." She began to walk off to where her locker was located. She looked back at Jim. "We'll be back and we're gonna kick your ass!"


	A small laugh came from him once they left. "They can't hurt me. My friends will protect me." He then looked out to the gathering crowd around him. "You're all my friend's, aren't you?" The group nodded in unison. Jim slowly smiled at his success. 


	Suddenly, gasps came from the crowd as some of the teenagers pointed above him. Jim slowly turned to see a tall man dressed all in black covered by a black trenchcoat. The man was standing on the railing of the second floor balcony, looking down at Hannes and the large group that was with him. Jim shook his head in both fear and disbelief. "No. It's can't be him. Not here, not now," he muttered. The crowd behind him began to flutter with whispers.


	"It's him...!"


	"The legendary...!"


	"Why's he...?"


	The man took a flying leap and landed no more than six feet from where Jim stood. The crowd backed away as the black form turned and stared right through Hannes. The only thing the cult leader could see were black sunglasses set apart from the man's dead-white face. He walked towards Jim, overshadowing the small young man.  Jim started to speak, but only stuttered.


	"You...you're...h...him!...Y...y...you're..."


	"Zionus," a dark voice finished the sentence. Jim started to cower from this newcomer. There was silence, then Zionus spoke again. "I shall give you one chance, Jim Hannes. Either let their minds go...or else!"


	A sly grin slowly found it's way onto Jim's face. He began to stand back up and looked at Zionus. "Or else what? You'll HIT me? Funny. You hit me, you hit them." He pointed to his followers. "One mind, one body."


	Zionus looked off into space, thinking. Then looked back at Jim and gave him a right hook to the jaw. Seconds later, screams of pain and agony came from behind him. He turned to find the cult lying on the floor, holding their jaws in the same place where Jim had gotten hit. A weak, psychotic laugh came from Jim.


	"I told you! One mind, one body," he squeaked out. A low, thinking growl came from the Evil Hunter as he surveyed the crowd getting back on their feet. Soon, he was joined by Genia and a person in large robotic armor that shined like gold and had the symbol of a black bird.


	"Z! You're here," Genia exclaimed as she gave him a big hug. Her metallic companion just stood and waved at Zionus. He looked down at Genia.


	"If you do not mind, Miss Lee, we have work to do," he whispered. Genia let him go and took a few steps back. He then turned to the armored person. "Soul Bird! I need your help. Hold off the larger humans." The armor acknowledged and began to stand in front of the football team with his arms folded in front of him. He looked back at Genia. "Genia, hold off the rest." He then turned to Jim, who was still nursing his jaw.


	"How come we can't just pop him a good one," a metallic voice asked. Zionus glanced at Soul Bird.


	"Because whatever we do to Hannes, the rest of the school will feel. We do not need to risk fatal injury to the humans of this school. Therefor we need to make a different approach." He continued to walk towards Hannes, but was stopped short.


	"Three against three hundred," Jim mocked. "Can the Evil Hunters stand up to those odds." Zionus gave him a perplexed look. Jim looked out to the crowd. "ATTACK," he yelled. A large battle cry came from the group as they started to charge Zionus and Genia. 


	"Z, what'll we do," Genia looked at him and frantically asked. Zionus raised an eyebrow as he peered at the incoming crowd. He readied his fists as he began to make a stance.


	"The only thing we can do, fight our way out." He then did an uppercut to the first teenager to attack him. A small smirk etched its way onto Genia's face. She knew exactly what he was thinking. Looking at Soul Bird, Zionus echoed his command. "Soul Bird, if you want to fight, now is your chance!" 


	"BOO-YAH," a muffled voice said. He then turned to the two large boys who stood across from him and knocked both of them out in one punch. "TKO," he yelled at them. 


	Genia saw the mega-punch that Soul Bird just laid out, but not before she herself was kicked in the stomach. She clutched it for a second, than backhanded the attacker. She then saw two young girls with broom handles. They began to twirl them like batons as Genia grabbed the closest thing she could, which happened to be another cult member. They began to swing their weapons and struck the young man Genia grabbed. He fell on the floor in a life-less heap. Looking down at their fallen companion, they failed to notice Genia grab one of the broomsticks and struck both of them on the back.


	Zionus heard the crack of wood upon the frail back of a human. He knew that the blow was dealt by Genia, but he had no time to congratulate her. He had his own problems to handle at this moment. He turned back to the young man with a yardstick. He was swinging it like the mixture of a bat and a sword. The Zionic One quickly dodged the lazy swings. Then, while the young man was recovering himself from a wild swing, Zionus got on one knee and laid a right hook to the other man's abdomen. The young man doubled over and fell to the ground. He stepped back and evaluated the battle. 


	Soul Bird looked up from the group of attackers that were laying. He saw Zionus look back at him. Don't look at me like that he thought to himself. He knew that look. Whenever that look crossed that man's face, all out war would soon follow. He also knew that a plan was forming in his head. Z, what are you thinking he pointed his thought to him.


	He's slowly falling, Rush, a different voice in Soul Bird's head responded. Whoa! He just remembered that he forgot to take out the TCD earlier. He shook his head as he looked back at Z. Zionus was looking at Jimmy, who was slowly developing bruises and cuts on his face. 


	Jimmy's white shirt began to tear and was soon covered in a dark red color. He began to shake. Slow at first, then it erupted into a violent convolution. He collapsed on the floor and was still shaking.


	Genia! Soul Bird! Halt your attacks! a voice echoed in their heads. Genia glanced up and just noticed what was happening to Jimmy. The Evil Hunters stood over the young man's body as he curled into a fetal position. He looked up at them through blood-shot eyes.


	"A..a..are...y..y..y..you...g..g..going...t...to...KILL...me...," he barely said. Zionus just looked back down at him.


	"No," he uttered through the darkness of his voice. "What you have done, you have brought on yourself. You said yourself that they were of your mind and your body. But you regret to think about the fact that they too were of your body, so whatever we did to them, you would feel also." He turned his attention outside to where the sound of police sirens were quickly coming. "Genia, have Soul Bird get rid of the armor and act like you never had any part in this fight." He began to walk out the back of the large commons area, when Genia called out to him.


	"Z!" He stopped as Genia ran up to him. "Thanks for saving the day," she cooed, giving a flirtatious grin. Zionus looked down at her.


	"You are welcome," he said in a cold, business-like tone. Genia blinked back a few tears at the sound of the statement. She looked away to hide the pain, but when she looked back, he had disappeared.


	"How does he do that," she muttered. Shaking the feeling off, she turned back to Soul Bird. "Come on, Frank, she whispered to the armor as she grabbed his arm. "We have to get you out of the suit and find you a place to hide."


	"Why do I have to hide," a muffled voice asked.


	"Because," she piped up. You don't want everyone to think you did something right, do you?" Soul Bird shrugged. "Didn't think so." She began to escort him off. "I'd probably have a heart attack if I found out you saved m
