A Thin Line

Kothrec dumped the last of the dead demon bodies into the bonfire. The Minotaur was dripping blood, but it wasn’t his. Around the fire also stood Hunter X, a mysterious freak of a creature that was wrapped in a large overcoat. The right side of its head covered in a metal dome with a wire leading from the dome into its body. The rest of it looked like a rotting corpse with areas already exposing the muscles and bone underneath. Next to X stood Decibel, a young lady with fiery red hair, but which was hidden inside a red and green suit. She had a pair of special gloves that let her control and manipulate sound. The three of them had just cleared out a demon nesting ground.

“Can we head back to base now,” Decibel complained.

“You know the rules,” the Minotaur grumbled. “We gotta stay here until the last of the demons are incinerated.”

“Let her...go on...ahead,” X argued, his voice sounding like he had been gargling with glass shards.

“And next you’ll want to go back,” he shot back. “Nah ah. We all three stay here until this is over.”

“Nobody move,” a voice ordered. The three looked over to see two police officers, holding their guns at the Hunters. “You three are under arrest.”

“For what,” Kothrec demanded.

“For starting a bonfire inside the city,” one of the officers answered.


“That’s the only way to get rid of a demon body though,” Decibel defended.
“There’s no such thing as demons,” the other officer replied.

“Then what do you think is in that fire,” the Minotaur asked them.

“Could be human bodies for all we know.”

“Human bodies? HUMAN BODIES!” Kothrec grabbed his ax. “You wanna see up close if there’s any human bodies in there?”

“Threatening an officer,” the first one said. “Now we’re going to have to ask you three to come with us.”

About this time, Hunter X had walked up to the officers. “I...do not...think that...would be...wise,” it growled. The two officers nearly wet their pants at the sight of the freak.

“W...w...we’ll let you get back to your...your thing,” one of the officers said finally. “C...carry on.” With that, they ran off.

“You couldn’t have done that sooner,” Kothrec commanded.

“I liked...seeing you...sweat,” it warbled.

“Ha ha. Very funny. Go rot somewhere,” the Minotaur said.

“The bodies are down,” Decibel stated, pointing to the last remains of the fire. “Can we go now?”

“Yeah. Let’s get outta here.”
.   .   .

‘OFFICERS KILLED’ the headline blared the next morning. Megan Michaels, the civilian identity of the Evil Hunter Decibel, read over the report. “Oh...my...god,” she gasped. Grabbing the paper, she raced off to find Kothrec. It wasn’t hard, as she soon found him in the training room of the headquarters. “Kothrec, we’ve got a big problem,” she shouted.

“Can’t it wait,” the Minotaur asked, sharpening his ax for the upcoming session.
She shoved the paper into his sight. “The officers. From last night. They’re dead.”
“So,” he shrugged.

“The report says that the cops were murdered by the Evil Hunters.”

 He stopped sharpening his ax and stared at her. “You wanna run that by me again?”

“The report says,” she read from the newspaper. “Officers Wade J. Bolen and Jessica P. Vickers were found dead near the charred remains of several unidentifiable bodies early this morning. In dried blood was found the message ‘Do Not Cross The Evil Hunters’.” She looked back up at Kothrec. “This is bad.”

“That’s an understatement if there ever was one,” he said as he began to run out the training center.

“Where you going,” Megan asked.

“To find Zionus! He’s got to hear our side before anything else happens.”

“Who or what the hell are the Evil Hunters,” Mayor Andrew Culp asked his assembled staff. “And why am I just now hearing about them?”

“Well, sir,” one staff member named simply Mister Adams said. “The Evil Hunters have only been rumors. They’re known as a group of people and creatures that protect the city from unknown evil.”
Andrew just stared at the person.

“You know how crazy that sounds? Am I suppose to believe that some mysterious group is out there protecting this fair city from unseen forces?”

“They’re only rumored to exist, sir.”

“Well they seem real enough to murder two of New Tao’s Finest.” The mayor sat back down at his desk. “So, what do you think we should do about all this?”

“The Evil Hunters have been declared a public menace in one day,” Jill Nemo questioned while slamming the morning paper onto Deadguy’s desk. “Who the hell are the Evil Hunters?”

A young man dressed in all black wearing a black trench coat and a black baseball cap backwards looked up at her. “I don’t know what you’re talking about,” he replied.

“Don’t play dumb DG,” she commanded. “Who are the Evil Hunters?”


“Uh...the Evil Hunters are an urban myth,” he answered. “Nothing more. Nothing less.”
She looked at him coldly. “You know something and you’re not telling.”
“Maybe he’s had a run in with the mythical Hunters in the past,” a young woman with brown skin and blonde curly hair said. “Maybe that’s why he doesn’t want to say.”
“Kiri. They’re hardly mythical,” he reassured.

“Ah ha,” Jill yelled. “So you HAVE met them before!”

Deadguy muttered random obscenities to himself for a few seconds. “Alright. Yes. They’re as real as you or me. And yes, I did have a bad encounter with their leader.”


“What happened,” Kiri asked.


“I’d rather not say,” he grumbled. 

“Might have something to do with a Miss Genia Lee,” another voice said. Our Hero looked over at the Dragon Blooded Warrior known as Valk.

“That has nothing to do with it,” he argued.

“Anyway, whatever happen you best put behind you,” Jill said. “You know we‘re usually the ones called out to handle public menaces.” The Heroes sat in silence for a few minutes.

“D’oh,” DG exclaimed finally. “Can’t we just get someone else to handle this? Like, oh...I don’t know, the entire United States Armed Forces!”

“Don’t tell me the big strong Hero Extraordinaire is afraid of a group of people that hide behind a bunch of rumors and secrets,” Kiri taunted.

“You don’t know them like I do,” he stated. “Just...trust me on this one. You don’t want to face them.”
.   .   .

“We’re a public menace now,” Genia Lee yelled. Her temper had finally gotten the best of her. “I don’t know what happened. I don’t care how it happened. I just want to know how two officers end up dead and we’ve got bounties on all our heads?” She shot her gaze back at Kothrec, Megan, and Hunter X, who were all sitting on a couch in the resting area of the Evil Hunters Headquarters. Megan was cowering, trying to squeeze herself behind Kothrec’s mighty arm. Kothrec was looking away, trying to divert his eyes from Genia’s cool stare. X just sat there, his one real eye rolled into the back of his head. “Well,” she demanded.

“We don’t know,” Megan stammered.

“What do you mean you don’t know,” the Asian Beauty screamed. “The officers were found at the same place you three were at a few nights back!”


“Lee,” a dark voice ordered. “Yelling at them will solve nothing.” The four Hunters looked over to see a man dressed in black with a trench coat draped over him. His eyes were hidden behind a pair of dark, wrap-around sunglasses. His facial features made him look as demonic as any human could possibly look.

“Yeah, well...”Genia trailed off. The man walked into the room.

“Zionus, you’ve got to believe us,” Megan pleaded. “We didn’t kill anybody.” There was a pause. “Except the demons,” she added.

“I understand,” Zionus said. “You three know full well the consequences for murdering the innocent.”

“So what do we do,” a raspy voice asked. The Hunters turned to see a woman with long, pale, blonde hair wearing a gray shirt and blue jeans.

“We find out who framed us and make them pay,” Zionus answered.

Genia Lee, Smith, the woman in gray, and a young man with spiked, brown hair known as Frank Rush were all sitting at a small cafe near Downtown New Tao. “This is not cool,” Frank said. “Who’d want to frame us?”

“We have a lot of enemies Frank,” Genia told him. “And I’m sure many of them would do anything to get rid of us. Including this.”

“Yeah, but where do we start,” Smith questioned.

“I’d say you start by getting out of the city until this dies down,” a voice suggested. The three Hunters turned to face Deadguy, holding a cup of coffee. “You know that this place will stop at nothing to see you dead. Or worse.”

“Are you trying to scare us,” Genia growled.
“No, I’m just warning you because...” He tried to think of a good way to end that statement. “Look, just get out while you still can. This is your only warning.”

Smith stood up and got into DG’s face. “Hunters don’t run, corpse.”

“This is not the time for your damn Hunter bravado,” DG hissed. “We may not like each other. Hell, we may even hate each other. But...” He trailed off. “I’m giving you all three days to get out of New Tao. After that, the Hunters become the hunted.”


Now Frank stood up. “You think you can take all of us on?”

“I’m not going to do anything, moron,” the Hero warned. “In three days the mayor will have the Army and Air Force in and around this city. Plus the face that every bounty hunter this side of New York is looking for you guys.”

“What’s the price,” Genia asked.

“One hundred million per Hunter. Dead.”

“We’re staying,” Smith said confidently.

“Fine. Stay. Get yourselves killed,” Deadguy warned. “You guys were assholes anyway,” he muttered as he left. Smith and Frank sat back down.

“You think he was serious about that,” Frank asked.

“He wouldn’t have warned us if he wasn’t,” Genia answered. “I just hope he’s wrong.”
.   .   .

Three days had passed, and the city of New Tao was put under martial law. Jet fighters roared over the city all day and night, scouring for the Hunters. Tanks and armed troopers marched in the streets. The place was under total lockdown. The mayor was on television last night, ordering citizens to stay in their homes until the Hunters were all captured. At the office of the Professional Heroes, business had stopped altogether. Kiri was in the back working on something that she wasn’t telling anybody about. Valk was meditating over at his desk. Jill was up front, reading some rock magazine. Our Hero, Deadguy, was bored out of his mind. “Gar,” he yelled. “I can’t stand this! I’m about ready to just go over to the Hunters headquarters and drag each and every one of them out and hand them over!”

Suddenly, a swarm of armed troops rushed into the office. They held each of the three Heroes at gunpoint. “Don’t move,” the trooper near DG ordered.

“Um...may I help you,” he asked the soldier.
“Get down on the ground,” the man ordered.

“Excuse me?”
“Get down on the ground,” he yelled.

“What are you gonna do? Shoot me?”

“Don’t tempt me,” the trooper said through gritted teeth.

“Go ahead. Shoot me. Pansy,” DG taunted. “You won’t pull that trigger, wussy boy.”

“Don’t tempt me,” he warned again.

“Little wussy bo-oy. Little wussy bo-oy,” DG taunted again, all while dancing a little Irish jig. The soldier screamed in anger as he pulled the trigger, sending the Hero flying back into the wall. His body fell limply on the ground.

“I...I was just following orders,” the soldier defended, looking around at his fellow division members. They all eyed him suspiciously for a few minutes, until a moan came from the corpse.

“You even shoot like a wussy boy,” DG moaned, trying to shake off the growing headache he had from the multiple gunshots to the head. The Hero started to stand up as the trooper who shot him aimed his rifle again, but was trembling this time. He pulled a few bullets out of his face and glanced over at the soldier. “What? You gonna shoot me again?”

“N...n...no sir,” the man replied.

“Good idea. I wouldn’t want to have to hurt you or something.” He looked around the room. “So, someone want to tell me just what the hell’s going on?”

“I’ll ask the questions,” a woman commanded. Everyone looked over to see a woman about Jill’s height with long black hair tied behind her. She was dressed in Army fatigue. “General Diana Thompson. At ease men.” The soldiers lowered their guns. Diana walked over to Our Hero. “What do you know about the Hunters?”

“That they’re nothing but an urban myth,” he replied with a smirk.

“If they’re an urban myth, why did you say you were going to drag each and every one of them out of their headquarters?”

“Well...um...that is...” he tried to cover. “IF I knew where they were, I’d drag them out.

“What do you know?”


“Not a damn thing.”

“It’s true,” Jill agreed.

“Shut her up,” General Thompson ordered.

“No! Don’t shut her up,” DG said. “These soldiers are a little trigger happy. I don’t want them shooting any of the Heroes.”

“Oh no,” the general questioned. “Take them to the compound.”

“Hold on, we’re not going anywhere,” DG said.

“This is a matter of national security. You don’t have a choice.”

Deadguy felt a hand hit his shoulder. He turned his head to see Valk standing beside him. “We can take them,” the Dragon Blooded said.

“Yeah, and be declared public menaces ourselves? No way.”

“Either tell us what you know or you and your friends will be locked up for the rest of your natural lives,” General Thompson said.


“Huddle,” DG commanded. Jill and Valk stood on each side of him. “Alright, what do we do?”

“I say you hand over the Hunters location,” Jill suggested.

“I still say we can take them,” Valk reassured.

“Valk, quit being bloodthirsty.” He looked at the huddle. “Where’s Kiri,” he asked in a quieter voice, almost making no sound.

“Still in the back I think,” Jill answered in the same type of voice. DG nodded, then turned back to the general.

“Alright, let’s talk.”
.   .   .

“So, we got a deal,” Deadguy asked after hours of conversations and threats.
“You’ll bring us the Evil Hunters only if you and the rest of the Professional Heroes are allowed to fight them,” General Thompson repeated.

“Exactly.” He sat back in the foldout chair they gave him to sit in. The small tent didn’t do much to keep out the cold chill of the night. “Any questions?”

“How do we know you’ll bring us the Hunters?”

“Because I know the Hunters and I know what will bring them out of hiding.”

Within an hour, the Professional Heroes were out in the middle of New Tao Square in the center of Downtown New Tao. The streets were deserted, and the only people were the four Heroes and a remote-operated camera. Kiri was wearing some weird suit of armor that was demonic in form, but she could still move in it and her helmet did not cover her mouth. Jill was loading her gun and checking to make sure she had enough bullets to last. Valk was swishing his sword through the air, getting a feel for it. In DG’s hand was Masamune, the Mighty Baseball Bat of Justice. He cracked his back, waiting for the cue that they were on the air. “Kiri,” he asked,” you sure that armor is ready for battle?”

“Only one way to find out,” she replied with a smile.

“Just be careful, alright?” The light on the camera turned on. That was their cue. “Que pasa New Tao,” Our Hero said. “As many of you might know, there is a group of people called the Evil Hunters on the loose. They are wanted for the senseless murder of two police officers. Instead of being the brave vigilantes they are, they’re hiding away like the pansies that they are. So I’m issuing a challenge to these ‘Hunters’. Come on out and face us. Prove your innocence.” Before he could get another word in, the camera was destroyed by an orange blast of energy. DG raised an eyebrow, then looked to where the blast came from.

“This is not necessary,” Zionus said, his dark voice echoing across the square. Genia Lee and a giant suit of gold armor stood to his left. To his right stood Decibel and Kothrec. Directly behind the Hunter stood Hunter X, holding a bazooka. “You have no right to challenge us.”

“You brought this on yourselves man,” DG shot back. “I warned you guys far in advance about this, but none of you would listen.” He aimed Masamune at them. “Now, it’s hero time.” Deadguy, Jill and Valk charged at the Hunters while Kiri took to the air.


“Soul Bird. Decibel,” Zionus commanded. “Take care of the one flying. Kothrec. X. Handle the Dragon Blooded. Genia...”

“Already on it,” Genia said, charging towards Jill. Kothrec and X followed for a second, then branched off and attacked Valk. Soul Bird, the gold suit of armor, and Decibel took flight and raced towards Kiri. Before Zionus had time to grab his sword, Deadguy knocked him across the street with Masamune.

“How dare you strike me,” the Zionic One growled.

“How dare you take innocent lives,” DG answered. “You never think of anybody but yourself and that dead girlfriend of yours.”

Zionus was enraged. He fired a gigantic blast of auric energy, sending the Hero crashing into the window of a fashion boutique. He shook off the glass and leapt out of the shop. Zionus launched another bolt of energy, and sent the Hero flying high into the air, falling to the ground at breakneck speed. He was caught at the last second by Kiri, who dropped him with a THUD.

After dropping Our Hero, Kiri turned her attention back to the duo in the sky. She dodged the blasts from Soul Bird as she rammed into Decibel. She was shot back into the giant television screen that overlooked New Tao Square, crashing into the screen and sending electricity everywhere. Kiri was proud of herself, but not for long as Soul Bird knocked her out of the sky and sent her hurdling to the ground.

Decibel shook off the damage from the crash into the giant television just as the Hero in the flying armor crashed to the ground. She moved her hands in a fashion that moved her away from the mess and next to Soul Bird. “So they can fly now,” she asked.


“Looks like it,” Frank’s voice answered from within the armor. A blast from on the ground scattered the two in opposite direction. They adjusted themselves just as Kiri was back in the air, ready for more action.

“Don’t tell me that’s the best you’ve got,” Kiri said with a smirk.

“You want our best, Girly girl,” Soul Bird taunted. “Then come get some.” His gauntlets began to charge with energy, then fired a giant wave of power that knocked out Kiri and a few buildings behind her. The rubble fell around a pair that was fighting near them.

“Look out,” Genia said as she ducked from the incoming rubble. Jill managed to dive in the opposite direction as the contents slammed into the sidewalk, cracking it. “Be a little more careful up there,” Lee yelled at Soul Bird and Decibel before getting punched in the jaw by Jill.

“They can handle themselves,” she growled. “This is just between you and me.” She went to throw another punch, but Genia blocked it and countered with a kick to the stomach.

“You’re not much without your guns, are you,” Lee asked. Jill stood up and did a roundhouse kick across Genia’ face, flipping the Asian Beauty off her feet and on the ground face down.

“Neither are you apparently,” Jill shot back. She walked over and wrapped her arm around Genia’s neck, ready to chock the life out of her. Lee flipped Jill off her back and onto the cement. She then held her foot to Nemo’s neck and started pressing down. A blast from a bazooka knocked Genia off her feet.

“You could have killed someone with that,” Valk said, yelling at the freak that just fired a bazooka shell at him.

“That is...the point,” X responded.

“Don’t try to reason with him,” Kothrec ordered. “Everyone knows Heroes don’t listen very well.” The Minotaur then ran towards the Dragon Blooded, ax raised high. The ax was blocked by Valk’s sword and the Minotaur was kicked away.

“Nice ax. Get it from your buddy Paul Bunion,” Valk mocked.

“Oh that’s it,” the Minotaur yelled, charging at Valk with anger in his eyes. Valk’s blade sliced through the air and made several cut marks onto Kothrec’s light blue flesh. As Valk gave an evil grin for his good marksmanship, he was blindsided by a punch from Hunter X. He was knocked into a light pole, knocking it over.

He got up and shook off the growing headache. “Apparently you don’t know the rules and conducts of fighting,” he said. “Here, let me show you.” He got up and sliced Kothrec across the eyes, then kicked the Minotaur into a nearby car. “First, only two people are allowed to fight at a time.” He raised his sword, ready to attack the freak, when someone slammed into him.

“Sorry about that Valkster,” Deadguy said as he began to rush back into battle with Zionus. A few dodged blasts and Our Hero was within striking distance. He laid in a few of his most powerful punches, but the Zionic One barely budged. “Okay, change of plans,” he managed to say just as Zionus backhanded him, sending him flying into a tanker truck.

“You are making this far more difficult than it has to be,” the Hunter warned, then fired another blast of energy, causing the tanker to explode. The night sky was lit with the fires. Zionus moved with such speed and was in the fire before DG could totally reheal.


“Look what I found,” a voice in the fire said, then the Hunter was hit on the chin with a metal pipe. The blow knocked him out of the fire. DG emerged from the flames, carrying the metal pipe. He struck Zionus again, making him stagger back. “Come on, it’s not a real metal pipe. It’s one of those plastic one like you buy at S-Mart or something.” A shot rang out and before anyone could react, DG’s shoulder was nearly blown off. He looked down on it for a moment, a bit more disappointed than shocked. “Forgot about her,” he said finally. “Yo! Kiri! They’ve got a sniper on the roof!”

Kiri heard the warning through her enhanced hearing system that was in the helmet. She scanned the rooftops, looking for anyone on top of them. She stopped as the targeting system locked onto a woman dressed in gray with a report’s hat. She was reloading her shotgun. “Found you,” she whispered to herself as she fired a laser at the sniper. The shot was intercepted by a blast from Soul Bird.

“That wasn’t very nice,” the Armored Vigilant scolded. “You could have hurt somebody with that blast.”

“What do you care,” Kiri asked, firing another laser at him. “Your all a bunch of murderers anyway.” A wave of sound crashed into the armor, knocking Kiri into an office building. The shards of glass got into her armor. She stood up to see a nerdish man in his mid-forties hiding under his desk.

“What’s going on out there,” he panicked.

“What are you still doing here?”

“I was working late.”

“Well, you might want to get somewhere safe.” She looked out at the pair floating in the air, waiting for her. “Like Antarctica.” She bolted out of the building and charged back into battle.

Jill heard the collision of metal on metal and looked up to see Kiri battling the gold suit of armor and the girl who was crazy enough to be fighting in a half-red, half-green bodysuit. Her mind was taken off the fight in the air once she was hit in the head with a chunk of building. She staggered back as Genia dropped the chunk and kicked her in the chest. “You little bitch,” she growled as she punched Lee.

The Asian Beauty took a few steps back and checked her nose. “You tried to break my nose,” she said in shock.

“I’ll break more than that,” Nemo threatened as she grabbed the chunk of rock that Lee had hit her with earlier. “Come here.” Lee went to kick the rock out of Jill’s hand, but she was a little too fast and Jill swiped at her foot, breaking the ankle. “Try fighting now.”


Genia hopped a few feet back. “You think I’m really that helpless,” she retorted. She picked up a few chunks of rubble and started throwing them at Jill. One of the chunks missed their target and hit the head of a certain blue Minotaur that was nearby.

“Kothrec wondered why the hell someone threw a pebble at him, but stopped once he saw Valk ready for another attack. “Bring it then,” the Minotaur yelled as he picked up his ax and charged back into battle. The two mighty warriors started exchanging strike for strike. Their weapons attacked each other at such speed and force that they started to create massive showers of sparks. The blades crossed and the two combatants pressed them against each other. “So much for being a big shot hero, huh,” the Minotaur taunted.

“The night’s young,” the Dragon Blooded said. “Who knows how this fight will end.”

“Or even if it will,” Kothrec finished. They pressed their weapons against each other.

“What’s that suppose to mean,” Valk asked.
“Come on. Think. Both teams are so evenly matched that the only ways to win are either we all die or we both just give up and go home.” Valk stepped back, thinking about this. “Not,” the Minotaur added, swinging his ax upward and flipping Valk. “You think you Heroes can win? Fffft. Don’t make me laugh.”
.   .   .

The battle raged on throughout the night and clear into the morning. It went from being a test of strength to a test of endurance. The battle had traveled down Main, took a left onto 13th Street, and ended up some several miles away at the Bay of Courage. Entire city blocks were demolished. The roads were tore up to the point where no one would be driving on them for quite some time. Mayor Culp sat in his office, overlooking the destruction that was happening.

“This is insane,” he whispered to himself. He turned back to his staff. “Find Adams. Tell him I need to see him now.”

“We can’t seem to find him,” Deputy Mayor Fox said.

“Can’t find him?”

“We’ve been looking since yes...”

“Mayor Culp,” someone interrupted while bursting into the room.
“This better be important.”

“There’s a dead body in the basement.

Mayor Culp looked at the decaying bones that were crammed into the small crawl space of the City Hall basement. Its clothing was torn and tattered, but looked strangely familiar. The mayor and his team held their noses to keep the smell out. “The janitor found it this morning,” the man that interrupted him earlier said.

“It’s Adams,” Fox stated.

“That can’t be Adams,” Culp said. “That body looks like it’s been here for weeks.” Someone had handed the mayor the corpse’s wallet. “It’s Adams, all right,” he said, disappointed. “So if this is Adams, then who was it that advised me to declare the Evil Hunters a public menace?”

The Hunters had pulled back for a few minutes. Both sides had taken a breather, in all honesty. Genia drank a few sips of water from a bottle, then leaned down and dumped the rest of it in her hair. Every muscle was screaming in pain. Luckily, she was able to heal her ankle when the fight had begun to move. She looked around. Kothrec was lying on his back, his tongue hanging out in pure exhaustion. Lee chuckled a little at the entire site of the Minotaur. Frank had removed his helmet and Decibel was fanning him with a newspaper. Smith had had enough of the heat and just dove into the bay, which wasn’t the best idea, but it was better than just sitting in the hot noonday sun. Hunter X was staring up at the clouds. She wondered what he was thinking. Zionus was just standing there, never taking his eyes off the Professional Heroes. She forced herself to stand up and walk over to him.

“So, what’s the plan,” she asked.

“We try to corner them,” he responded. “So far, we have been successful.”


“The only way out is through the bay.”

“Correct.”

They sat in silence for a few moments. “What will we do after we defeat the Heroes,” she wondered.

“Erase all memory of this every happening.” He looked down at her, his cold eyes hidden behind those damn sunglasses. “Same as we always do.”

“Right. Of course. How...stupid of me to ask,” she said with a hint of ridicule towards him. The Zionic One just nodded.

“I can’t stand him,” Deadguy said with total disgust in his voice. “He thinks he’s just so perfect with his sword and his powers and his hot Asian cohort.” He drank some water, then splashed some on his face. “He makes me sick.”

“You done bitching yet,” Valk asked, a wet towel draped over the top of his head.
“No,” DG yelled. He stared at a spot on the ground. “Well yes.”

“You don’t happen to have a plan, do you,” Jill asked him.

“Yeah. We don’t let ourselves get chased into the water.” He looked over at Kiri, who was sitting on the ground with the rest of them. “How you holding up Kir?”

“Not that great,” she replied. “The power in this armor is running low. I probably have enough to get back to the office and recharge.”


“How long would it take you to recharge,” DG asked.


“A few hours,” she said sadly.

“Shit,” he muttered. “We don’t have that much time.”

“Let me through,” a faint, spaced out voice demanded from a soldier that was guarding on of the barricades keeping citizens from wandering onto the battleground. “I must speak with the Dead One.”

“The dead one,” Our Hero questioned as he looked towards the barricades. He saw a young lady with blonde hair. Black streaks were intermixed with the blonde. She was dressed much like a gypsy would. “Oh no. Not her,” he groaned.

“Her who,” the rest of the Heroes asked, looking in the same direction he was.


“Saia,” he responded, shaking his head. He got up off the ground, his bones creaking and cracking. It hurt to get up. Every muscle he had was being pushed beyond its limit just for him to stand up. “I’ll handle her. You guys just...don’t fight until I get back.” He lurched over to where Saia was. “Psychic. This is a dangerous area. What are you doing here?”

“Dead One. I’ve finally found you,” she said joyously.

“It’s Deadguy. Don’t call me the Dead One,” he stated. “Makes me sound like I was destined to be dead.”

“Sorry. Dead Guy. I have found something that is of very much importance to you.”

“Yeah. Great. Wonderful,” he said sarcastically. “Just spill it Beautiful.”

“Yes. Of course. This battle was forged by dark forces.”

DG looked at her for a minute. “Well of course it is. Zionus over there is possessed by a demon or something.”

“Nonono,” she shook that response off. “Not him. Someone or something darker. I did some searching last night, to see if I could find out what truly caused this, but every time I got close, a demonic voice screamed ‘You will not save the Hunters’.”

“Yes. That’s all very creepy, but how close did you get?”

“One of Mayor Culp’s staff is not part of his staff.”

“Can the riddles and get to the point.”

“One of the people that worked for Mayor Culp was actually someone else. He or she was the one that set into motion the events that led to this battle.”

“So you’re saying we’re all being manipulated in this battle by some dark, scary force with big, sharp, pointy teeth,” he asked, making a gesture that he had sharp teeth during the comment. Saia just looked at him, wanting him to take her seriously. “Alright, alright, alright. You go somewhere where it’s safe and I’ll see what I can do.” He turned to go back to the Heroes.

“I saw a tower,” she called out. The Hero stopped.

“A tower,” he asked.

“Yes. In one of the visions. I saw a tower in the middle of a city.”

“Yeah. Great. Thanks. That helps. Now get your pretty ass to safety.” Saia ran off as DG reconvened with the rest of the Heroes.

“What was that all about,” Valk asked.

“Well huddle up and I’ll tell you.”

“They’re plotting something,” Smith hissed, her gray clothing taking on a darker hue now that she was soaking wet. The Hunter watched the Heroes in their huddle for a few more minutes, then Zionus gathered the team together.


“Okay, what are they up to,” Genia asked him.

“I do not know,” he answered. “I do not pry into the strategy of the opposing force.”

“We’re not here for nobility,” Kothrec argued. “You’ve got the power, just listen in and we can have the upper hand. We’ll be able to finish this whole battle just in time to catch a late lunch.”

“I...agree,” X said.

“I am not going to listen in and that is final,” he said, his dark voice booming even through the whisper. “Understood?” As the Hunters unwillingly agreed, there was the sound of someone taking off. The Hunters looked over, then up as they saw Deadguy holding on to the back of Kiri and her armor. They started heading west towards the Tower of Tears.

“They’re heading towards Demonex,” Genia observed.

“Soul Bird. Decibel. Follow them,” the Zionic One ordered. Decibel dropped the newspaper and started after them. Frank just looked up at the Hunters.

“I don’t think I can go man,” he said with defeat in his voice.

“And why not,” Zionus asked in anger.

“I have no power left in the suit. Even my reserve backup energy is completely gone. All the Zionzium in the Soul Bird Armor has been literally bled dry.” He paused. “I’m pretty much in a walking tin can right now.”

“I will recharge your Zionzium, then you will have to follow Decibel as quickly as you can,” Zionus ordered as his own auric energy began to grow and crackle around his hands.

“Sure thing chief,” Frank said with a mockish salute.

Decibel loved the feel of wind through her hair. It was something she never got tired of. The bodysuit she wore was formatted to protect her even if she created a sonic boom. She never really wanted to test that theory, but it was a nice that she had this much protection. She spotted up ahead the hero known as Deadguy flying atop the armor that kept Kiri safe during the battle. She had to admit that the armor was strong. Powerful enough to withstand the attacks from both herself and Frank’s Soul Bird Armor. She saw DG look behind him directly at her, then motion something in the air. The flying armor began to swerve in and out buildings.

“The hell,” Decibel muttered, then followed after them as best she could. They weaved in and out of buildings, circling around radio and lightning towers, dipping close to the busy noonday traffic and climbing high into the sky. Finally, the armor slowed towards the Tower of Tears and landed on a building close by. “Decided to give up the chase, huh,” she taunted as she landed. The Hero walked up to her.

“Listen Red,” he said. “I don’t know why the hell you’re following us, but we’ve got some business to take care of in there.”

“What business do you have with Demonex,” she demanded.

“Demon who,” he asked, confused. He waved the name off. “Whatever. Look, there’s something in there that has made the Hunters the bad guys.”

“So you’re willing to help us?”

“Look, I’m not doing this for you or Zionus or the Hunters. You can all just be killed in the worse, most painful way imaginable and your heads shoved on large rusty pikes for all the world to see as far as I care.” He paused, looking back at the tower. “I don’t care about your mission and I sure as hell don’t care about your leader. I’m doing this for Genny.”

If he could see Decibel’s face, he would see the tears running down it. She sucked up her hurt feelings and mustered up as much confidence and cold-heartedness as she could. “So be it,” she replied, trying to sound like Zionus.

The Hero looked over at her. “Nice. You almost sounded convincing. Now how do we get in here?”

“Hold on,” Decibel ordered. She waved her hand palm open towards the tower. 
“Talempra koos.” Nothing happened, so she tried it again. “Talempra koos,” she said again. Still nothing.

“Um...what are you going,” Deadguy asked.
“It’s the spell to open a hole in the barrier,” she answered. “But it’s not working.”

“Maybe they changed the locks.”

“You can’t just alter spell so easily, you know?”

Kiri finally walked over after trying to remove her entire armor. Various parts of her skin were sliced and bruised. Her hair was wet from the sweat inside the helmet.


“When was the last time you used said spell,” she asked.

“About four years ago,” Decibel responded sheepishly.

“Now do you believe that they just might possibly could have changed the spell in that allotted time frame in order to keep people out,” DG asked, almost mocking her.
“What do you know about magic anyway,” she argued.

“That it’s a really messed up card game, but that’s beside the point. The point is how are we going to get inside?”
.   .   .

Several minutes later, Kiri was dressed up like a pizza delivery person. She walked up to the giant doors that lead into the tower. She knocked using the huge iron knocker on one of the doors. There was the sound of something scurrying to the door. It creaked open as a small demon peeked out the door. “ ‘Sss,” it asked.

“Yo, I have a pizza delivery for this address,” she said, looking at the sheet of paper Deadguy had given her and trying to sound official.

“No one here hasss ordered a pisssa,” it hissed.

“Look, someone ordered a pizza with extra cheese and human flesh. I don’t care who did, but someone better pay for it,” she argued.

“Human flesssh,” the demon hissed, sounding like it was interested in the pizza. “Isss the flesssh fresssh?”

“Straight off the person,” Kiri answered, beginning to get a little freaked out and wondering when the other two were going to make their move.

“ ‘Sss. Give it here,” it demanded.

“You better pay for it first.”

“ ‘Sss. Of courssse. Come in.” The demon turned its back on the door as a blast of sound rushed past Kiri and knocked the demon clear into the opposite wall.

“What took you two so long,” she inquired.
“I just wanted to see you squirm,” Our Hero said with a cheesy grin as he and Decibel walked out of the nearby bushes. Kiri gave him a look that told him she was really pissed off, then smacked him upside the head. “Gah! You’ve been working with us too long,” he reacted.

“Can we go,” Decibel asked, breaking the conversation,” we still have to get to the bottom of this.”

It seemed too easy, Genia thought to herself. Their leader leaves these two to fight all of us. “Something doesn’t make sense,” she stated to Zionus.

“What,” he asked, not really caring.

“Why would Deadguy leave in such a hurry? What if he’s going to get backup?”


“From whom?”

“I don’t know. I just know that that corpse wouldn’t skip out on a chance to kick your ass.”

“My what?”

“Your ass. Your butt. Your bottom. You know, the thing you sit on. Look, that’s not what I’m talking about. He went that way,” she said, pointing west. “And you know full well what’s over there.”

“You saying that he might form an alliance with the Hatred?”

“I don’t know! Let’s just take the battle over there. Stop him before anything major can happen.”

Zionus thought for a moment. “Understood.” He turned to the remaining Hunters. “Smith. Kothrec. You two stay here. The rest of you, come with me.” Soul Bird and Hunter X stood up and walked over to the Zionic One. “Frank. Carry X to the Tower of Tears. Genia. You will be with me.”

“Wait, how are we going to get there,” she asked.

“Teleportation,” he answered as he grabbed her. The pair phased out as Soul Bird grabbed Hunter X under his arms and took off.

“Now thing’s get interesting,” Kothrec said as he readied his ax. He charged at the Dragon Blooded. “Let’s finish this shit once and for all.”

“More than happy to,” Valk responded, charging at the Minotaur with his sword by his side. They blades swung through the air and smashed into one another. They both fought with such sped and fury that the metal of their weapons began to glow orange, then red. Both combatants attacked with such anger that the battle had a thunderous rumble to it.

Smith would have been more than happy to help the Minotaur in his fight, but she had problems of her own. Mainly, this dark redheaded psycho hero by the name of Jill Nemo. As soon as Zionus had left, Jill had leapt onto Smith with a fierce barrage of punches and kicks. The Skeletal Assassin hardly had time to block any of them, and her gun was knocked out of her hand and slid mere inches form the edge of the docks in the bay.

“Come on, Hunter scum,” Jill growled, kicking Smith in the ribs. “Show me what you’re made of.”

“Made of,” Smith hissed. “Don’t make challenges that your body can’t take.” She swung her arm in an arc and landed a punch on Nemo’s jaw. The Hero staggered back, then tackled Smith. The two fell to the ground and Jill started laying in punch after punch. Smith grabbed Jill and within a second, was on top of her, trying to chock her to death. They both noticed that the fighting between Kothrec and Valk had stopped. Both women looked over to see the two watching them fight, mouths gaping open.


“What,” they both asked. The Minotaur and the Dragon Blooded tried to come up with some reason for them watching, but nothing really came out. Valk, finally getting fed up with trying to make an excuse, backhanded Kothrec. The blow took the beast by surprise and he stepped back, regaining his balance. Valk laid in a few more very strong punches before Kothrec backed away from one and retaliated with an even stronger punch. He was sent flying back, crashing into a hot dog vendor. He grabbed the broken umbrella and rushed back into the fight.

A wild swing across the chin sent Kothrec into a bench, his mass causing it to bend and warp way beyond repair. The Minotaur got up and grabbed a broken piece of bench. “You’re gonna pay for that,” he bellowed as he ran back and swung the bent metal at his opponent. The strike knocked Valk’s weapon out of his hand.


Jill was able to duck just in time as a broken hot dog vendor umbrella soared past her head and swept an Army soldier off his feet. 

“Valk will you be careful,” she screamed, then blocked an incoming kick from Smith. She swung the anorexic whore’s foot away and punched her in the chest, just about the stomach. Smith stepped back, holding the area.

“Bitch,” she eeked as she spat out some blood. Wiping her mouth, she ran back and elbowed Jill in the throat. Nemo grabbed her neck and started gasping for air.

“Are you...gasp...seriously...gasp...trying to...gasp...kill me,” she yelled between breaths.

“Yes,” Smith grinned as she put her hands together and struck Jill.

Hope Deadguy and Kiri are having better luck than we are she thought as she struggled to get up.

“Alright! I’ve faced demons, succubies, televangelists, and the disembodied head of Colonel Sanders,” Our Hero complained. “Anything else in this castle that you want to tell me about?”

Decibel held back a chuckle. “This tower is very mysterious and very deadly. None can predict what will happen within it.”

“That is the longest ‘I don’t know’ I’ve ever heard,” DG stated. “And how do you know so much about this place anyway?”

“Well,” she tried to find a good answer. “We Hunters have had to go through this place so many times, you kind of just know it by heart after awhile.”

“Makes sense,” Kiri said.

“Now, be careful. We’re coming up on the Inner Chamber.”

“Which is...?”

“It’s the place where Demonex is. It’s where he’s most powerful, so watch out.”
DG looked over at the Tech Whiz. “You scared Kiri?”

“I’ve had to face against that Electro Bitch Maria while she was P.M.S.ing. I think I can handle some demon,” she reassured. The three came to a giant cast iron door in the form of a demon’s head. In its eyes sat two large, blood red jewels that almost stared at the trio.

“Behind there,” DG asked.

“Behind there,” Decibel answered.

“Alright, on three, we push through and get ready for whatever happens,” the Hero ordered. “Ready?” The two ladies nodded. “Okay. One. Twooo. THREE!” They plowed through the door and landed with a thud on the cold stone floor. Across the chamber sat a being enshrouded in darkness. A robe contained this dark form and two horns stuck out from the hood.

“Who dares intrude my castle,” the form demanded, its voice envying a fear in all who heard it.

“Deadguy and Kiri of the Professional Heroes,” DG said, sounding confident but secretly not having any clue what to do. “And this is Decibel of the...”

“Evil Hunter,” the demon roared.

“Yeah, she’s an Evil Hunter,” he agreed. “Look, we don’t know what you’re up to, but knock it off.”

“Up to, Hero,” the form said, almost sounding convincing.
“Allow me to deal with the Heroes, Demonex,” a familiar voice asked. From the shadows appeared a man dressed in a nice suit.


“Hey, I know you,” Kiri exclaimed. “You’re Senior Advisor Adams. What are you doing here?”

“Proving how well this disguise works. Elpag mersom.” As Adams said that, the face melted away to reveal a young man with long black hair tied back.

“Hannes! You little weasel,” DG exclaimed.

“Greetings corpse,” Hannes said. “Glad you could join the party.”

“Alright, why the hell are you working with him,” DG asked.

“Why is who working with whom,” the formed asked.

“Both of ya. I know Hannes is an idiot and you, I don’t know who you are, but you’re probably an idiot, too.”

“Don’t you care to know how we pulled off such a grand stunt,” the cult leader asked.

“No! Now shut up while I kick your ass,” the Hero yelled as he charged at Hannes. He didn’t have enough time to react and DG knocked him clear on the chin, sending him flying into a burning torch. Hannes grabbed the torch and started trusting it at DG. One swift kick knocked it out of his hand and across the floor. “Kiri! Red! Take care of Demon Nuts!”

“I am Demonex,” the Demon roared.

“Let’s rock,” Kiri said, ready to rush into battle. Decibel grabbed her by the shoulder.

“Wait. Hold on. Better idea,” she said. “I’ll distract him by air while you take him out on the ground.”

“Alright. Go for it.” Decibel took flight and started bombarding Demonex with blast after blast of sound, all the while dodging the various colored spells that were being thrown at her. The sound waves and spells bounced off the walls and ceiling of the chamber. Sections of the room began to crack under the strain of the fight.

“Come on, don’t tell me that’s the best you’ve got,” she taunted as she launched another wave of sound.

“Do not think you can defeat me, dear daughter,” he threatened. He blocked the sound wave with a blast of yellow energy with black spots within. He was about to strike back with another spell before he was struck with the same torch that Hannes had earlier. His robe began to catch fire, and he started staggering around, screaming in pain. Decibel landed as Kiri walked over.

“That really your dad,” the Tech Whiz asked in shock.

“It’s a long story,” she responded.

“You should know that it would take more than that to stop me,” a voice said. The pair was then blasted by the same fire that had covered Demonex’s body. Decibel was able to create a barrier of sound to hold the flames at bay.

“And you should know that you can’t kill a Hunter,” she replied as she fired another blast of sound. Kiri tapped Decibel on the shoulder.

“Hey Red, I’ve got an idea,” she said.

“My name’s not ‘Red’,” she mentioned.

“We’ll go through the proper introductions later,” she promised. “Right now, aim for the cracks in the ceiling.”

“Cracks in the ceiling,” Decibel asked as she looked up. The stone ceiling was a literal spider’s web of cracks. “But what about your boss?”

“He’ll survive,” Kiri reassured. “Now bring down the house.”

If she weren’t wearing a mask over her face, they would have seen the evil grin slowly appear on Megan’s face as she fired a blast at the ceiling. The force of the shot shattered what little structure the roof had left. Giant chunks of stone ceiling began plummeting through the floor. “Deadguy, let’s go,” Decibel yelled.

“Love to stay and chat, Jimmy,” Our Hero said to Hannes, who was lying on the ground in several shades of bruise. “But I gotta go. Ya know. People to save. Celebrities to harass. The usual.” He followed after the two ladies, but stopped once he got to the doors. “And you two remember to have a murderous day.” The crashing ceiling couldn’t hide the hideous scream of defeat and anger that the Demon had let out.

“You will pay for this corpse,” he yelled.

“Yeah. Whatever,” he muttered as he caught up with Decibel and Kiri.

“We’ve got a problem,” Kiri said.

“The stairs are out,” Decibel finished. DG didn’t have much time to think, even with the whole place crashing down around them.

“Blast a hole in that wall, grab Kiri, and go,” he commanded.

“But what about you,” Megan asked.

“I’ll jump.”

“We’re thirty stories up,” she told him.

The Hero shrugged. “I’ve fallen farther. Now go go go.” Decibel knocked a hole in the wall where DG pointed and grabbed Kiri. As soon as the pair were a safe distance away, he leapt out the hole and started falling to the ground. Fast.

“He jumped,” Soul Bird said in shock. “X. I’m going to have to drop you.”

“As you...wish,” he weased. Soul Bird let go of the freak, which fell to the earth and caused a crater in the street below. Wasting no time, he dove at Deadguy, trying to catch up with him in time to catch him. He grabbed the Hero’s foot as they were about ten stories up.

“What the hell are you doing,” DG yelled.

“Saving you from falling to your death,” the Armored Vigilant answered.

“I’m already dead you...” Just then, Our Hero’s foot slipped out of his boot and he started falling again. “Idiot,” he yelled all the way to the ground.

Zionus and Genia analyzed the body that had pretty much fallen in front of them. Decibel landed nearby, carrying Kiri. “Why are you carrying the enemy,” he demanded to know.

“Hold it, they’re not our enemy,” she said. “It was all a trick.”

“Trick,” he questioned.

“Yeah. See, Demonex teamed up with some guy named Hannes and...”

“Jim Hannes,” Kiri added.

“Yeah. Jim Hannes. Anyway, Hannes was disguised as Senior Advisor Adams and got the city to turn on us.”

“But what of the murders,” he asked.

“Hannes had a few of his Conformmity members ice the cops,” DG answered as he sat up. Decibel screamed, accidentally sending a blast of sound towards him. The blast vibrated his skull.

“Ohmygod,” she panicked. “Deadguy, you okay?”

“What,” he yelled.

“Are you okay,” Zionus repeated.

“What! Why are you whispering! And someone answer that damn phone!”

The Zionic One looked up at Kiri. “He will be fine in a few hours.” Kiri began to help their leader up as Zionus turned to Megan. “You helped them even though you knew we were at war?”

“Um...well...yeah,” she stumbled through an explanation. “Cause...ya know...that’s what heroes do.”

“Heroes,” he asked.

“Hey. You guys save lives,” Kiri reasoned. “That makes you every bit the hero as we are.”

Zionus nodded once, acknowledging her comment. Genia grabbed him suddenly. “Shit! Zio. We left Smith and Kothrec fighting the other Heroes. We’ve got to get back there!”

“Of course,” he agreed. With the mere wave of his hand, the area of the tower base blurred, then reformed to the battleground by the bay. It was nearing evening by now. Jill was lying on the ground, bleeding profusely. Kothrec and Valk could hardly hold themselves up. Smith was sitting across a bench, both her legs broken so badly you could see her bones sticking through her pant legs.

“Kiri! What the hell just happened,” DG yelled.

“I don’t know,” she yelled back.

“You don’t have to yell! And where’s my boot!”

“Right here,” Soul Bird answered, throwing the footwear at him.

“Genia, take care of Nemo,” Zionus commanded as he walked over to Smith. He scanned over the fractures.

“Think you can fix it doc,” Smith mused, her voice filled with pain. He glanced over at her, then held his hand a few inches from the broken legs. A pale white glow forms around his hand, and the bones began to push back into the leg. She grunted in pain as the bones fused back together. The cuts then started to seal back up until the only remains of the fractures were the dried blood and torn fabric.

Jill leered up as Genia walked over. “Come to finish the job,” she snarled.

“Hardly,” Lee answered. She started muttering some incantation as Jill felt her body begin to heal. The various cuts and scars closed up and the scabs disappeared within seconds. A wave of her hand, and Nemo’s ribs were fixed. Another few words and her muscles started to relax and felt like new again. The whole process was over in less than a minute.

“What’d you do that for,” she growled.

“Because we’re not enemies anymore,” she replied with a smile.

“Hey! Since you guys are all healing and whatnot, why not restore my hearing,” DG yelled. Zionus walked over and, in one swift motion, slapped his hands on both sides of Deadguy’s head, popping them. “What was that...” he started, but stopped suddenly. “I can hear normally again. Good for me.”

The entire gang finally took notice of the Minotaur and the Dragon Blooded. They were so tired; they were holding each other up for support. They swung at each other with their free hand, with each punch having the effect of a kitten head butting someone. The ladies were having a good laugh about it. Soul Bird was chuckling while Deadguy just shook his head. Zionus was the only one not having any reaction to the situation.

“I say we just grab Valk and go home,” DG said. Kiri and Jill agreed with him. Our Hero pulled the Dragon Blooded away from his battle.

“I’m not done yet,” he mumbled. “Just five more minutes.”

“No more fighting for you, young man,” Jill said. “Time for you to go home and go to bed.”

“Just one more. One for the road,” he said, almost slurring.

Without his fighting partner holding him up, Kothrec fell with a crash to the ground. The Minotaur started snoring before anyone could do anything. “Poor guy,” Genia said. “This battle took all the fight out of him.”

“Hey Genny, lemme borrow your makeup,” Smith said with an evil grin.

“Can you at least wait until we get back to base?”

Smith grumbled something about no one letting her have any fun. The two leaders stood in front of each other, both having their arms crossed. “Guess we’ll never know who’s the better team,” DG observed.

“It appears not,” the Zionic One agreed. They stood in silence for a few moments, scowling at each other.

“I still want to kill you,” the Hero said finally.

“The feeling is mutual,” the Hunter replied.

“Good. Nice that we still keep that in mind.” The two teams finally gathered themselves back together. “I seriously never want to have to go through all this ever again,” Deadguy said. Everyone on both teams agreed fully on the comment. “Genny, you take care.”

“Take care Hero,” she said as the Hunters began to phase out. He began to look around the bay area.

“Where’s my car,” he asked.

“It’s still at the office,” Kiri answered.

“Damn, you mean we have to drag Valk all the way back?”
END

