Attack on New Tao





	It was a normal morning, like any other. In New Tao High, students were waiting for school to start. There were ones that were frantically doing homework that wasn’t done last night. Some were cuddling with their girlfriend or boyfriend. One young man was sitting in the company of several ladies.


	A young Asian girl stopped in front of the grouping and looked down at the man. “What are you doing,” she asked, not really wanting the answer.


	The young man looked up at her. “Just hangin’ with some fine ladies. Wanna join me?”


	The girl let out a huff. "I told you. I already have a boyfriend.”


	The man rolled his eyes. “I know Genia. But still…” Then a bell rang, signaling for the teens in the area to get to class. Genia shook her head.


	“Time for class.” She looked back down at the man. “Try to be on time for once.”


	The man nodded. “Alright, alright.”


	Genia walked off, followed by the young man who had to fight off the ladies he was just sitting with.


.    .    .





	Some ways away, in a small apartment near the school, a group of men dressed in army camouflage were sitting around a table playing poker. The front door opened as a kid no more than seventeen walked in. He was not very tall, and his hair was fluffed on top. With him was another kid his age. This one had fiery red hair and was a few inches shorter. The red head was carrying a duffel bag that seemed heavy. The men put down their cards and greeted the kid with a salute from the chest. 


	“Hail Castro,” they said in unison. The black-haired kid saluted them back.


	“At ease, men,” Castro responded. One of the men stood in front of the small group of men.


	“Um, sir,” he ask worriedly. “What’s in the bag?”


	The red head looked at them blankly. “It’s a surprise.”


	“This,” Castro pointed to the duffel bag. “Is the day we’ve been waiting for. Today, our plan will go into effect.” 


	One of the members chimed in. “What plan?”


	Adolf looked over at him. “THE plan,” he yelled. The member sat back down. Adolf looked off into the distance. “Today is the day I will finally get my revenge on those that have taunted me.” He then looked back at the group. “Let’s roll.”


	The gang let out a cheer and ran off into the awaiting white vans. The vans sped off carrying the gang and death.





.   .   .





	Genia was sitting in class, doing some classwork. Her teacher looked up for his desk. He held a manila folder high in the air. “Anyone know where Mister Fishbaugh’s room is,” the teacher asked. Genia looked up from her work.


	“I know where it is,” she said. The teacher motioned for her to get up and take the folder. She did just that and left the room. She didn’t get two steps down the hall when she hears someone behind her.


	“Whuuuuusssssaaaaaappppppp,” a familiar voice yelled. Genia turned to face the man she talked to earlier in the commons area.


	“Hello Frank,” she said, sounding obviously annoyed.


	Frank shook his head. “Nononono. You’re suppose to go ‘Whuuuusssssaaaaapppp’ back.”


	Genia looked at Frank with a hint of disgust. “Ummm, no.” They stood for a moment. The silence of the hallway was echoing in their thoughts.


	Frank broke the silence by scratching his head. “How’s Z doin’?”


	Genia slowly nodded. “A little better. But not by much.”


	“Yeah that bullet,” Frank made a motion of a bullet flying through the air. “VOOMP! Man, I’m surprised he’s still alive.”


	“Frank,” Genia yelled at him in shock.


	“Sorry,” he replied sheepishly.


	Suddenly a voice came over the P.A. system. “Attention, students and faculty of New Tao. This is Adolf Castro.” There was a brief pause, then the voice continued. “And as of right now, this school is under my control. Anyone who tries to fight against me will be killed.” The system cut off as Frank and Genia looked at each other, shock and fear in their eyes.


	Genia grabbed Frank’s arm. “Come on,” she beckoned. “We have work to do.”


	Frank struggled. “We,” he moaned. “Whatta mean we?”


	“It’s part of the deal,” she growled. “Now, move it.” They ran off and rounded a corner just as two gang members came walking up the stairs. One of them aimed their gun.


	“Hey! You two! Hold it right there,” he demanded. Genia didn’t give them any time to say anything else as she pushed Frank back in the other direction.


	“Frank! Run,” she yelled as they began to duck down a side hallway. They manage to hide in a wall cove just as the members ran past, still chasing them.


	Frank let out a huff of air. “What the Hell…” he muttered. Genia punched him in the arm and pulled him out of the cove.


	“Don’t think about it,” she commanded. “Let’s just…go.” She continued pulling as Frank reluctantly followed.


.   .   .


	One of the gang members was standing in the hall. He held a rifle to the head of a young lady that was hiding her face from the barrel. He continued to push the gun into her face. “Well,” he yelled. “Are you going to join us or die?!”


	There was a shot fired, and the rifle the man was holding suddenly flew out of his hands. He stood, shocked. Then, slowly turning to face the direction of the firing, met the gaze of a very angry Genia.


	“Now is that anyway to treat a lady,” she asked coldly. She aims her handgun at the man again. “Step away from the girl, before I really have to hurt you.”


	The man paused for a moment, as if in thought, then pulled a handgun from behind his back. He fired it, but the bullet was stopped short by a large suit of golden armor. The image of a black bird covered the front as a V-shaped red visor in a gold helmet looked down at him.


	“Well,” a somewhat robotic voice spoke. “That was rude.”


	Genia looked up at the armor. “What took you so long,” she scolded.


	The armor crossed its arms. “I had to use the bathroom. And it’s next to impossible to find the zipper on this joyride.”


	Genia cringed. “Ewwwww,” she blecked out. “I didn’t need to know that!”


	The armor shrugged. “Well, you asked.”


	She waved the thoughts off. “Nevermind.” She then turned her attention back to the man. “You’re gonna have to come with us, please.”


	“I will never surrender,” he yelled. Then, placing the gun next to his head, he said blankly. “The New Reich will live forever!” A loud bang was heard, then the man fell onto the floor, blood pouring from a bullet wound. 


	Genia turned away from the body. “That was a little extreme,” she muttered in shock. The armor looked around, trying to get a setting for the surrounding.


	“Well,” he broke the silence. “Whatta we do now, chief,” he asked Genia.


	She put her hands on her hips, thinking for a moment. “We have to find out whatever the heck this New Reich is.” She paused to look over her shoulder. “It’s probably the group that’s suddenly taken over the school.” She peered down at the young lady, then looked up at the armor. “But, get Natalie to safety first. Got it, Soul Bird?”


	Soul Bird gave a mock salute. “Yes, sir.” He stopped just in time to catch his mistake. “I mean ma’am. I mean…”


	Genia hid her eyes from the sight of the armor. “Just get her outta here.”


	Soul Bird saluted again, then escorted the young lady out of the hallway.


.   .   .


	Adolf stood, looking out at the small crowd of students. They sat in the auditorium chairs, fearing for their very lives. “I’m not a bad person,” he starts. “To tell you the truth, I want to help you.” He starts pacing the stage he was standing on. “I want to help you get rid of all the…” He paused to take in a dignifying breath. “Imperfections of the world,” he continued. “You should feel honored. For this school will be ground zero for the New Reich.” He stopped pacing. “Soon, the world will be a utopia. No problems, no worries…” Turning to the crowd, he spoke with great anger in his voice. “No differences!”


	He then caught himself and smoothed back his hair again. “So, all of you will join me or die. It’s as simple as that. Any questions?” He looked over the crowd, they coward from him in terror. “As I thought,” he finished.


	Just then, the red-headed boy entered the auditorium. He saluted Adolf from his chest like the others had done before. “Hail Castro,” he said with utter emptiness.


	Adolf saluted him back. “At ease,” he commanded. The boy put his arm back down. “How is the take over going, Lieutenant Azimov,” Adolf asked.


	Azimov let out a tiresome sigh. “We have met with some resistance.”


	“Resistance,” Adolf asked coldly.


	“Yes,” Azimov sighed again. “A young Asian girl and a giant suit of golden armor have been seen around the school. Some say they’re members of the Evil Hunters.”


	Adolf stared at Azimov with heartless eyes. “Find them and kill them. Let their deaths be a lesson to everyone else.”


	Azimov saluted Adolf again. “Yes, sir.” He then walked off as Adolf turned his attention back to the crowd. They tried their best to turn away from the madchild’s gaze.


	“So, two of the Hunters are here. What next?”


.   .   .


	They were scared. Running from the school in a mad dash, they fled from the cage set by a psychopath. Another young man was watching them from the roof of the school. He lined up their fearful bodies with the crosshair of the scope. A shot fired, and another student fell to the ground, her life leaving her suddenly. There was a faint CHU-CHINK of a shotgun, then another bullet was fired. The sniper’s rifle flew out of his hands. He looked over to see a skeletal face staring back at him. The shotgun she was holding was closer to him.


	“I wouldn’t try anything, sparky,” a raspy voice quipped. “Might end up getting yourself hurt.”


	The sniper looked around for any options. Any means of escape. Suddenly, he ran off as fast as he could. The skeletal lady hung her head and huffed. “I said don’t try anything.” She aimed her shotgun and fired another shot. The sniper fell to the ground. She walked over to him as he was. The sniper held his leg in pain, blood pouring from the bullet wound.


	“Who are you,” he asked, slowly fading from consciousness.


	“All you need to know is that I’m an Evil Hunter.” She twirled her shotgun. “And I’m here to kick ass, Hunter style.”


	The sniper fainted, still holding his leg. The skeletal girl just shrugged. “Oh, well. Nighty night, jerkwad.”


.   .   .


	Two guards were walking around one of the vacant hallways. They paused for a moment near an empty stairwell. One member turned to the other to ask a question, but was stopped short by a blade to his throat. The other guard tried to ready his gun, but another swing of the sword and the gun broke in two. He dropped the gun and ran for his life. The hallway stood empty once again, only a body with a large gash on its neck laid evident of what had just happened.





	A small group of New Reich members surrounded Geina and Soul Bird. The Armored Vigilant stood bravely in front of Genia. “We’ve got you now,” one of the members said.


	“Not by a long shot,” a raspy yell said. Several gunshots are fired as the group members fall to the ground with many bullet holes covering them. Genia gout out from behind Soul Bird and walked over to the skeletal lady.


	“About time you got here,” Genia scolded.


	“Hey, Genny,” the lady responded. Then hung out her tongue. “Whuuusssssuuuuuupppppp!”


	Soul Bird came up behind Genia. “Whuuuuusssssuuuuuppppppp,” he responded. The skeletal lady looked up at him.


	What chu’ doin’,” she asked.


	“Nothin’. Chillin’. Savin’ the school.”


	She nodded. “True, true.”


	Genia had about enough of this. She shook her head in embarrassment. “Will you two cut it out,” she demanded. Then, pointing to one of the fallen New Reich members, she ordered, “We need to find their leader.” She then turned to the Skeletal Assassin. "Smith, was he with you?”


	Smith shrugged. I didn’t see ‘em, but…” 


“I came on my own,” a dark voice interrupted her. The Hunters spun around to face a man dressed in all black with a trench coat draped over him. His eyes were hidden by a pair of black sunglasses. His sword held loosely in his hand.


Genia held her chest for a moment, trying to calm her heart from the sudden jolt of fear. “How long have you been standing there,” she demanded.


The man put away his sword and began to walk towards them. “That does not concern you,” he boomed. “We have a more pressing matter at hand.”


Genia nodded in agreeance. “Yeah, we have some nutcase trying to take over the school.”


He walked past them, towards the front of the school. "I have noticed. We may be the only chance New Tao has."


"That's what I've been sayin'," Smith chimed in. "We gotta kick ass Hunter style!"


The man stopped and looked over his shoulder. "Pardon?"


Smith shrugged. "Just somethin' I made up."


"Do not make anything up. Understood?"


Smith took a step back. "Oh, I'm the Zionic One. Can't joke around me." She let out a snort through her nose. "More like the soulless one if ya ask me."


The man walked up to Smith and was almost nose to nose with her. "You are pushing it, assassin."


Smith held up her hands in defense. "Yo! Z! Chill out! You're takin' things way to seriously."


	Zionus looked at her coldly. “Whatever,” he muttered as he turned his attention back to Genia and Soul Bird. “Anyone else have something to say?”


	Soul Bird throws his hands into the air. “What is this, man? I’m not even suppose to BE here today!”


	Genia turned to him. “Quit complaining! You’re being a buttweasel.”


	He looked down at her. “Who’s a buttweasel?”


	Genia got on her tip toes and tried to face Soul Bird down. “You are!”


	Their argument was stopped by a growling voice. “Lee! Rush! That is enough out of you both!” They turned to see Zionus with a look of anger on his face. He let out a sigh. “Now, if you all are done, we still have work to do.” He than began to walk off.


	Genia tried to stopped him. “We don’t even know where he is! Do you?”


	He stopped and looked over his shoulder at her. “I do. He is in the auditorium.”


	Smith crossed her arms. “And how, might I ask, did you happen upon that little nugget of information?”


	“I found that was where the majority of the students hostages are being taken.”


	Smith nodded slowly. “Alright. We’ll just run in there with a loud ass battle cry and knock ‘em all silly.”


	Zionus paused. “It is not that simple. I have seen twice as many members in the auditorium than out here.”


	Soul Bird shrugged. “Meaning...”


	A gasp was heard before Zionus could continue. The group turned to see the look of udder horror on Genia’s face. “You mean they’ve...”


	“...Already converted the students into mindless New Reich members? Yes. So if we were to run in there all at once, they might kill all four of us.”


	“Humph,” Smith interrupted. “This coming from a human-demon-hybrid-person-creature-thing.”


	“Also,” Zionus growled, ignoring her. “We cannot risk the lives of the students being held hostage.”


	“So, whatta’ll we do,” Genia asked.


	He looked over at Genia. “I have observed them and formed a battle plan.”


	“Which means you’re gonna go off and try to take them all out be yourself, as usual,” Smith mumbled sarcastically.


	He shot her a glance. “Humorous, but no.” He then looked over the group. “For once, I will need the help of the other Hunters.”


	Genia sighed. “About time you said that.”


	Smith thrusted her shotgun into the air. “Yeah, let’s kick it Hunter style!”


	Zionus growled. “Smith, what did I just tell you?”


	Smith rolled her eyes dramatically, then replied monotonely, “Never make stuff up.” Zionus then turned and left. “Why is he always so bitchy,” she whispered to Genia and Soul Bird.


	Genia leaned towards them. “You should meet his brother.”


	“Oh? And what’s he into?”


	“Necromancy.”


	Soul Bird pulled away from the small crowd. “You mean playing with dead people?”


	Genia just nodded.


	Smith followed Soul Bird’s action. “Whoa. So we got the good kid, huh?”


	Genia gave a half-shrug. “Pretty much.” She waved them to follow her. “Now come on.”


.   .   .


	Adolf was standing behind the podium again, a guard one each side of him. The crowd in front of him was bigger than earlier. They all stood in salute with their arm straight out into the air in front of them. They greeted him with a large “Hail Castro!” He motioned for them to take their seats.


	“My friends,” he started. “I welcome all of you to the New Reich. Soon, the world will be ours,” He grabbed the air with his right hand as he spoke. “And no one will be able to stop us!”


	Suddenly, a shot rang out and the guard to Adolf’s right fell like a tree onto the floor of the stage, blood leaking from a bullet hole in his head.


	“That’s the thing with you villains,” a raspy voice called out. “Ya always talk to soon.” Adolf looked over to see Smith aiming her gun at him. “Your little game ends here and now.”


	A smirk crawled onto Adolf’s face. “Really? And who’s going to stop me? You?”


	There was a sound of shattering glass as Soul Bird crashed through the window of the soundbooth with Genia on his back. “You didn’t think about the Evil Hunters, did ya,” Genia asked happily.


	The other guard fell as a flash of a metal sword flies through the air. Adolf cowered as Zionus walked out of the darkness and points his sword at him. “Adolf Castro,” he growled, his eyes glowing behind his sunglasses. “You are under arrest.”


	Adolf looked him over. “Well, well, well. If it isn’t the famous Mister Zionus. I hate tell you this,” He began to stand back up. “But you can’t arrest me. You’re not a cop.”


	“You do not know the full extent of the law,” he said, sounding like the voice of God himself. “I am placing you under citizen’s arrest.”


	Adolf formed a look on his face to make it appear that he was thinking. “No,” he said innocently. He began to run off. “Everyone. ATTACK!”


	The group that was sitting in the auditorium stood up as one and began to attack Soul Bird and Genia. Smith looks over at Zionus. “Alright, Z! Any ideas would be good right about now!”


	Zionus looked over the situation. “Only act in defense,” he finally spoke. “Do not kill any of them.” He looked over at Smith. “Understood?”


	Smith shrugged it off as she ran into battle. “Yeah, whatever,” she muttered.





	Adolf and Lieutenant Azimov stood over a duffel bag, the battle in the auditorium muffled by the thick curtain between them and the action. Azimov was messing with a few of the buttons on a crudely-made homemade bomb. Looking over his shoulder, Adolf typed in the final confirmation code. “Let’s see if the Hunters can survive this,” Adolf sneered.


	The curtains parted wildly as Genia looked over at them. They looked shocked for a moment. “Don’t even think of moving,” she said in a intimidating voice.


	Suddenly, to the surprise of all three of them, Azimov jumped at Genia and tried to start fighting her. Adolf looked at them for a second, then ran off to find an exit.





	THUD! The sound of flesh and bone hitting a brick wall. Zionus looked over the victim as the guy sank to the floor in pain. He peered over his shoulder to see Soul Bird knock out two New Reich members with one mighty punch.


	“Hey,” Soul Bird’s attention just perked. “Anyone seen Genia around?”


	Smith takes a wild shot at another member, then kicks yet another in the stomach. “I just saw her take off after that dumbnut, whats-his-name.” She thought for a moment, punching someone in the face in the process. “Why?”


	Soul Bird threw a member clear into the air. “I think she might need some help.”


	Zionus motioned for them to stay back. “Stay here! I will go after her!” He ran towards the stage, plowing through a blockade of New Reich members. After he left, Smith smacked Soul Bird’s armor to get his attention.


	“What? What,” he asked frantically as he spun around to face Smith. She pointed up to the ceiling.


	“Could you please quit throwing people into the ceiling?”


	“What are you talking...” He looked up and saw several New Reich members embedded into the ceiling. “Oh,” was all he said.





	Zionus stormed the stage and threw open the curtains to see Genia and Azimov rolling around on the floor, trying to kill each other. Azimov looked up at the Hunter and grabbed a gun that was closest to him. He aimed it at Zionus, only to have him kick it out of his hands. Genia punches the lieutenant in the face and pins him to the ground.


	“Alright, start talkin’,” Genia said, very angrily. “What’s in the bags?”


	Azimov looked at her coldly. “Bombs. They’re everywhere.” He looked up at Zionus. “The whole school’s gonna blow in ten minutes.”


	Genia huffed. “Lovely. Next question. Where’d your leader go?”


	Azimov began to sweat. “I’m not telling you. And even if I did, you’d be too late anyway.”


	Zionus picked Azimov off the ground and grabbed his neck. “Tell us NOW,” he yelled, the anger in his voice almost shook the stage.


	He swallowed a lump that had just formed in his throat. “You wouldn’t kill me,” he asked panically. “Would you?”


	“Try me,” the Zionic One said slowly, never changing the cold, deadly look on his face.


	Genia turned back to the duffel bag. “Don’t kill him. We need to know what to do with these things.” She heard a faint snap and turned to see Zionus drop Azimov’s dead body to the floor.


	“Well, that sucked,” she muttered as she looked down at Azimov. She looked over to see Zionus in a deep thought. “Alright,” she huffed. “What are you thinking?”


	Zionus looked down at her. “I do not think there are very many places Adolf can go.” He looked around the stage. “The building is surrounded.”


	Genia raised an eyebrow. “Then how’d you get in?” Zionus glanced at her with the look that said what a stupid question she had just asked. “Oh, yeah. All that sneaky ninja stuff.”


	He grimaced. “Whatever,” he growled. “There is no way he could safely get out of here alive.”


	“Unless someone airlifted him out,” Genia said half-heatedly. She then caught what she just said and looked at the Hunter, only to meet with his sunglassed gaze.


	“The roof,” they exclaimed at the same time. They bolted from behind the stage to find the crowd that Smith and Soul Bird fighting had gotten very small.


	“Smith! Soul Bird,” Zionus roared. “Leave them! We need to find Adolf!”


	Soul Bird shoved three New Reich into the closest wall. they met with the sound of breaking bones. Smith turns and shoots another member in the stomach. She turned to look at the Hunter. “Aw, come on Z! The fun’s just startin’.”


	“I said to leave them,” he roared again. “We have to find their leader!”


	Soul Bird looks up at them. “Oh, you mean the dorky guy who’s holding our school hostage?”


	“Who else do you think their leader is,” Genia yelled across the auditorium at him.


	Soul Bird pointed to the door to the left of the stage. “He went that a-way.”


	Genia walked over to him in frustration. “And you didn’t stop him?”


	He shook his head. “I thought you guys were on it..”


	Genia reached up and grabbed the back of his helmet. Leaning him forward, she said slowly, “A little rule of thumb. If you see the bad guy running away, you go after him!”


	Soul Bird pulled back. “Alright! Sorry, Genny! Geeze.” He looked over at Zionus. “Don’t be such a pill.”


	“A what,” Genia yelled. She drew her fist back and was about to punch Soul Bird, but her arm was grabbed by Zionus.


	“We have no time to fight amongst ourselves,” he said, staring at her. “The school is littered with bombs and we must find them.”


	“You mean someone has set up us the bomb,” Soul Bird screamed.


	Genia shot him a look. “Quit being weird.”


	Smith, ignoring them, saluted and began to walk out. “Alright then, let’s go!”


	“Do you even know where to start,” Soul Bird asked after her. She stopped suddenly and looked back at the Hunters, a little embarrassed.


	“Um,” she thought over her words. “I thought you knew?”


	Zionus let out  a sigh. “There is only one thing to do. We will split up and cover the whole school.” He glanced over at Genia. “Genia, you scan the lower level. Soul Bird, you will take the upper hallways. Smith,” he looked over to Smith. “You cover the outside buildings. Everyone know their orders?” The Hunters said nothing. “Good.” He then pulled out a few earpieces out of his trenchcoat pocket. “Stay in contact with these.” He tossed them at the others.


	“What are these,” Smith asked, looking over the device.


	“They are called Telepathic Communication Devices,” he said as he put one in his ear.


	“Can we uh, shorten that,” Soul Bird suggested.


	“Very well,” Zionus growled. “We will call them...TCDs.”


	Genia put the TCD in her ear. “Works for me.” She looked up to see Zionus beginning to run off. “Hey,” she called out. “Where you going?”


	Zionus paused but for a moment. “After Adolf.”


	“Don’t kill him,” Genia yelled as the Hunter ran up the stairs. She sighed. “He’s as good as dead.”


	Smith looked at Genia. “Ya mean Z?”


	“Nope,” Soul Bird said, crossing his massive metal arms. “She means Adolf.”


	Geina turned to look at them. ”What’re you still doing here! Shoo! Go find the bombs and get everyone outta this place!”


	They scattered as fast as they could. Soul Bird flying to the second floor, Genia and Smith running off to different parts of the school’s first floor.





	Smith ran into the technical shop room in the outer building. She looked around the room, and spotted the entire class cowering in a corner of the room. “Alright, everybody out,” she commanded. Nobody budged. 


	Smith started to wave her shotgun in the air. “Whatter ya waitin’ for? A written invitation?!” She paused and looked up at her gun. Letting out a small chuckle, she continued. “Oh, I see. You think I’m one of the bad guys. Well, I’m not.” She pushed out her chest a little to seem proud. “I’m an Evil Hunter.” The group still didn’t move.


	Smith sucked some air through her teeth. “Okay. See. Now you’re just being difficult.” She pumped her shotgun and aimed it at them. “Get outta this room! NOW!” The crowd half-ducked/half-ran out the door, careful not to touch Smith. She let out a sigh once they were gone. “The things ya gotta do to save hostages.” She then ran out of the room and into the next.





	Genia ushered another class out of their room, looking up and down the hallway as they ran out. ”Let’s go, people,” she said with urgency in her voice. One young man with blond, spiky hair stopped and looked at her.


	“So,” he quipped, ”Helping save the day?”


	Genia gave him a small smile. “Just go, Cloud. Please.”





	Soul Bird landed another punch on the already weakening New Reich members. One laid sprawled out on the floor, blood slowly flowing from his nose and mouth. The other was holding his hand up, begging for mercy. “Take this,” Soul Bird said through gritted teeth. “And this! And a little bit of this!”


	“Rush,” a sound like the voice of God boomed. what the Hell are you doing?”


	Soul Bird turned to face a very angry Zionus with sword in hand. He stumbled over the words, trying to find a quick answer. “Well...um, that is...ya see...”


	“Forget about the New Reich at this moment,” Zionus commanded. “We must find the bombs and get everyone out of here.”


	A sigh came from the armor. “Alright, alright. Fine, whatever you say.”


	Just as he said that, a bullet rang out and knocked the sword out of the Zionic One’s hand.


	Soul Bird pointed off to a corner of the hallway where a shadow was just seen. “Hey, Z! It’s that Adolf kid!”


	Zionus started to run after him. “Follow me! We need him alive!”


	They rounded the corner to see Adolf trying to run as fast as he can. Zionus charges at him and tackles him to the ground. He gets back up as Soul Bird grabs the manchild and holds him in a headlock.


	Zionus straightened his trenchcoat and looked down at Adolf. “Now,” he started slowly. “Let us try this again. Cornifer Reed, also known as Adolf Castro, are under arrest.”


	Adolf Started to laugh maniacally. Soul Bird looked down at him. “what’s so funny, punk?”


	Adolf strained through Soul Bird’s hold. I’m not Conifer Reed. I’m Adolf Castro and I will rule the world!”


	Soul Bird let him go. “What,” he asked in confusion. “What kinda name is Adolf Castro?”


	He looked around for a moment, nervously. “Mine,” he stated as he ran for an open window that lead to the roof.


	Zionus looked up at Soul Bird with disapproval. “You had to let him go?”


	Soul Bird shrugged. “I didn’t mean to! Honest!”


	The Hunter looked into the room, then back at Soul Bird. “Whatever,” he growled. “Just keep looking for the bombs and I will bring Cornifer back.”


	“Didn’t he just say his name was...?”


	“I know what he said his name was,” Zionus interrupted him. “But we still need to bring him to justice. I will catch him, while the rest of the Hunters find the bombs.”


	He nodded. “I’m on it!”


	With that said, Soul Bird ran off to find the remaining bombs as Zionus chases down Adolf.


.   .   .


	Smith ran back into the main building, a bit out of breath but with a small smile on her face. A sudden beeping came from her jacket. She fished in her pocket and found the TCD that Zionus had given them earlier. She placed it in her ear as she could barely make out Genia, screaming to be heard.


	“Smith! Where are you? I repeat, where are you?”


	Smith looked around. “I just got back into the building, why?”


	Well, we could use your help,” Genia yelled.


	Smith held her head back. “Don’t yell, Genny,” she responded. “Yeesh! Why do you need my help?”


	“Don’t you hear the gunshots,” she asked.


	Smith cocked her head out to listen. “Yeah,” she responded. “I hear guns.”


	


	Genia looked over the large golden metal that is Soul Bird and fires another wild shot, nailing a New Reich member in the shoulder. She clutched her ear. “Well, THAT’S US,” she yelled.


	There was a pause. A bullet ricocheted off Soul Bird and rammed into a distant wall.


	“Alright, I’m on my way,” Smith said with a hint of defeat in her voice.


	Genia let go of her ear and looked up at Soul Bird. “Smith’s on her way.”


	Frank looked over his shoulder at her. “That’s comforting to know.


	Genia fires another shot into the crowd. A THUD is heard as a member falls to the floor, a bullet hole in her head. “I 
