Good-bye


	“I’ve had it with you always treating me like I’m some little girl,” Genia yelled at Zionus.


	“I am not...” he began.


	“Shut up,” she snapped. “You think you’re better than the rest of the Hunters. You couldn’t have gotten as far as you have without us, and you know it!”


	“Is this important,” he growled.


	“You’re damn right it is! If you’d quit mourning over your dead girlfriend for five minutes...”


	“Genia Lee,” he boomed, his dark voice shaking the walls and causing a small tremor throughout the building. “Do not dare bring Ana into this!”


	“I don’t care anymore,” she yelled back, the daylight from the office seeping away into darkness. The shadows themselves began to hiss at the Asian Beauty. “I’m through trying to bring you back from whatever evil is in you! I’m done having infinite fucking patience with you!” She wiped away a tear. “It’s over Mark. I’m leaving the Evil Hunter and...I’m leaving you.”


	There was a sound of shattering glass and the shadows gave way to the sunlight. Zionus just stared at her, his eyes hidden behind his black sunglasses. The room grew deathly silent. Genia was not quite sure what to expect next. He then turned around and looked out the window. “So be it,” he said, the mere whisper of the words echoing through her ears.


	“Fine,” she said firmly, but with a quiver in her voice. “Hope you’re very happy living with your regrets.” She then walked out and slammed the door behind her. A few minutes passed, and the doors slammed open again. Zionus turned his head slightly to see Frank Rush and Smith standing in the doorway.


	“What the hell are you doing,” Frank asked.


	“You’re just going to let Genny leave,” Smith questioned.


	He walked up to them slowly, almost like he was floating. “Do not question my decisions.” With the wave of his hand, Frank and Smith were suddenly picked up off the ground and pinned to the wall. “Understood?” Before they could answer, he just phased out, teleporting somewhere only he knew.


	A few seconds later, Rush and Smith fell to the ground. “You think he’s coming back,” Smith said, catching her breath.


	“Dunno,” he responded. “Never seen him that upset before.”


	“So who’s in charge while they’re both gone?”


	Rush dusted himself off. “I’ll take over. I’m calm, cool under pressure. Natural leadership abilities.”


	“No chance in Hell am I following you,” she said. “How about we get all the other Hunters together and vote on it?”


	“Alright,” he answered reluctantly.








	“Order! Order,” Smith yelled, trying to get everyone’s attention. When the commotion didn’t die down, she grabbed her shotgun from next to her chair and fired it into the air. The loud BOOM echoed throughout the meeting chamber. “I said shut up,” she ordered. Everyone finally quieted down. “Now, we have a major problem on our hands. Both the Big Man and Genny left and we need someone to sort of fill in until they get back.”


	“I heard Genny wasn’t coming back,” a voice from the back said.


	“Course she’s not coming back,” a purple rabbit-like creature said. “Zio killed her. Who knows who he’s going to kill next!”


	“Zi didn’t kill her, Marmix,” Frank reassured.


	“How do you know,” a shadowy form sitting some ways away from Marmix asked.


	“Because we saw her leave,” Smith answered.


	“Yeah,” a blue minotaur sitting across from Frank broke in. “And that jabroni left right after she did. You might as well start carving her gravestone.”


	“Kothrec,” the Skeletal Assassin hissed. “Cram it. You’re not helping.” She turned her attention back to the group. “That’s not really important right now.”


	“I’d say...it’s very...important,” a voice that sounded like a rusty chainsaw groaned. Various agreements began to pick up around the room.


	Another gunshot rang through the chamber again. “Shut up! Next person to bring up the rumor of Zionus killing Lee I will shoot personally,” Smith commanded. “Ya got that?” The entire group just nodded. She rested the gun in front of her. “Now, we need a leader, or at least someone to act as leader, until either Zi or Genia get back. We’ve all been gathered here to vote. That’s all. Now, any nomination?”


	“Yeah, I think Kothrec would make a good leader,” a girl called Decibel said.


	“I’ve got a nomination,” Marmix said.


	“What,” Smith huffed.


	“Yo Mama,” he said with a big grin. Smith aimed her shotgun right at him. “Um...you already fired two bullets.”


	“You forget I can reload very fast.”


	Marmix cowered in his seat. “I withdraw my nomination.”


	“I nominate myself,” an angel with wild black hair said. “No, we can’t lead. Yes, we can. No, we can’t.”


	“Simon, get to the point,” Frank ordered.


	“Retrasado,” the angel growled, then went back to talking to an invisible spot on his shoulder.


	“This is serious,” Smith said. “Why don’t you treat it as so?”


	“Then why don’t you lead,” a voice near the back suggested.


	“Yeah,” Kothrec agreed. “Since you’re so gun-ho about leading, you take the job.”


	“You want me to lead,” she asked, a little shocked. Various agreements circled the room. “Okay, okay. I’ll lead. But just remember, you gave me this position.”


.   .   .


	The Skeletal Assassin caressed the edges of the large leather office chair that sat in Zionus’ Office. No. Her office. She ever so gently sat down in the seat, ready to leap out of it in case it was rigged to explode or something. She finally sat down and closed her eyes, waiting for something to happen. Nothing happened, but she noticed that the chair was still very warm. Scooting up, she saw that the desk was much bigger than it looked. Frank suddenly busted in before she could get really comfortable.


	“Smith, we...,” he stopped short when he saw her at the desk. He tried to hold back a snicker.


	“What,” she growled.


	“Sorry little girl,” he mocked. “But when will your daddy be back?” He then started busting out laughing.


	“Shut up.”


	He stopped laughing after a few seconds. “Anyway, we’ve got a small aquatic demon invasion over by the lake.”


	“Okay,” she thought for a moment. “You go and take Megan, both Xes, and...Kothrec. Oh, and try to be discreet about it.”


	“Sure thing boss.” He left her back to trying to fit into this new role. She leaned back in the chair and put her hands behind her head. There was a knocking on the door.


	“Come in,” she said. The door creaked open as a human-shaped robot entered. It stopped short and looked at Smith in confusion.


	“You are not Zionus,” it said.


	“Yeah. Zi left and I’m filling in until he gets back.”


	“He...left,” it asked like a child trying to understand.


	“It’s a lot of complicated human things, don’t worry about it.” She leaned forward. “Something I can help you with Gamtron?”


	“No,” it said, then walked out.


	“I will never understand that thing,” she muttered. There was a small thud heard in the top drawer of the desk, Smith opened it as Marmix popped out.


	“Zi...oh,” he stopped short once seeing Smith. “Oh yeah. Um. Uh. Could we try that again?”


	“What do you want?”


	He thought for a few minutes. “I forgot,” he said finally. He shrugged, jumped out of the desk drawer, and walked out of the room. She shook her head in disbelief when the phone on the desk rang. She picked it up to here, “I remember now!”


	“What.”


	“Yeah, um...we need bread.”


	“And that’s important...why?”


	“It’s important because I want to make toast.”


	“Then go out and buy some.”


	There was a pause. “I can’t.”


	“Why not?”


	“Zionus grounded me.”


	“Zionus isn’t in charge right now. Plus he’s not here.”


	Another pause. “Whatta mean?”


	“I’m saying you’re not grounded.”


	“Sweet. Bye.” -CLICK-


	Smith hung up the phone. How does he ha
