Chapter 39: They Key of Durak

The grass swayed in the winds of Hyrule Field. A lone dog raced through the terrain at an amazing pace: only the thought of returning to his master on his mind. That is until he heard it. The singing. 

The tune was light, and cheery. The word of innocence and childhood came to mind. But the singing came from the Forest, right where Moosh didn’t want to be. Still, he thought it was his duty to investigate. 

Moosh turned back towards the Forest, he tentatively began walking towards the music. 

“Welcome to Ponta City! La La la! La la la la la la! We are very cute and furry! La la la! La la la la la!” 

------------------------ 

“An interesting turn of events. The Destroyer’s consciousness is confused. . .” 

“Eloa, I’m not listening to you.” 

“Oh, foolish, old, and sagging Kamali. Why must you be so difficult? I thought there was much potential in you when I brought you under my wing.” 

“And I had such high expectations when I met the Balance Herself.” 

“I told you I was the Balance? When did that slip out?”, Eloa commented innocently. 

“Eloa, you’re not fooling anyone.” 

“Really? But it’s cute. Everyone thinks so.” 

“Who’s everybody?”, Kamali pressed. 

“Stop it with your psycho babble. You’ll just miss today’s lesson.” 

“You’re still pretending to be a Teacher again?”, Kamali wryly said. 

“Ignoring this classroom disruption, let’s review today’s lesson: what happens to those who pretend to be what they are not.” 

“I see. So, “teacher’, what does happen to those who pretend to be what they are not?”, Kamali mocked. 

“Well let’s see....”, Eloa trailed off. The room around the two began to twist, and change. Although this time, the shift in environment was recognizable to Kamali. He was standing in the middle of darkness. Kamali’s whole vision was filled with black; a never ending pure dark except for Eloa’s glowing figure. 

“What is–”, Kamali started, but Eloa continued with her lesson. 

“This is Void. . . The area in which all realms exist; it is the embryonic state of existence. There has always been Void, yet there has not always been anything that lives in Void.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Must I explain everything, student?”, Eloa sighed. “In the beginning, there was Void. After an immeasurable amount of time, the Supreme Mother took charge.” 

“That makes no sense. How can there just be something? Doesn’t something need to create this ‘Supreme Mother’?” 

“You are ignorant for such a senior student.”, Eloa commented; she ignored Kamali’s question. “Did I say the Supreme Mother suddenly appeared out of nowhere in the Void?” 

“Are you saying she came from something else?”, Kamali raised an eyebrow. 

“I’m saying that just because a glass is empty doesn’t mean someone can’t pour water in it” 

Kamali cocked his head. “Isn’t that specific example for a different philosophical standpoint?” 

Eloa sighed. “Probably, I don’t really care.” She paused as if to consider her next words. She looked Kamali in the eye. “You know that I am the Balance?” 

“Yes. . . but what does that mean?”, Kamali admitted his limited knowledge. 

“That is something you do not need to know right now. May I continue?” 

“Be my guest.” 

“Again, the Supreme Mother existed in Void for several eons. But she grew weary of existing alone, thus she became the creator of Soul.” 

Kamali grew interested in the discussion. “And what exactly is a soul?” 

“Soul is an energy. . . a realm in itself. . . I’ll explain later. . . Soul existed in Void along with the Supreme Mother.” The scene around them suddenly changed; it was as if the void was now filled with a light glowing mist. 

“The Supreme Mother was not satisfied; she began to divide the Soul Force into separate entities. Some of the early Souls developed into what the mortals call deities, essentially developing beyond Soul or Spirit: the most powerful of these were later named Din, Farore, and Nayru.” 

“Are you trying to tell me that this ‘Supreme Mother’ created the Goddesses?!’, Kamali sounded baffled. 

“Goddesses?”, Eloa in turn sounded slightly confused. 

Kamali rolled his eyes. “You know what I mean.” 

“I assume you mean the–their proper name is the Ascendants.”, Eloa responded. “There were more than the three I mentioned. . . although those three where the most powerful.” 

“How does Soul tie into this?” 

“Soul did not only create the Ascendants. Soul was and still is the basis of existence. Every living thing has Soul. That is, corporeal life, and most non-corporeal life. There are a few select things like me with no Soul. . . .” 

“I don’t understand.” 

“On many occasions you have called me a Whimsical Spirit. And you are correct: I am a Spirit. Specifically, I am the center of Spirit.” 

“Spirit and Soul.... I don’t see a difference.”, Kamali was confused. 

“Soul is the basis for all life. It is what makes such things as the Hero of Time possible: many individuals who carry that title all share the same Soul. Spirit on the other hand, is the embodiment of what a creature was: its will and memories. Again, using the Hero of Time, there are many Spirits of those labeled the Hero of Time, but still only one Soul.” 

Kamali just glanced at her. “Anyway. . . . Then how did you come to be in this picture?” 

“Think of it like this. The Supreme Mother is an Apple. Her seeds are Soul, and all existence is based off of that. But they are all still tied to the first Apple. But I am an Orange: related, yet still unrelated to the Apple. . . I’m not even sure of my origin; I assume I arose as a balancing force life created, so that a creature’s experiences during existence aren’t wasted when the Soul is reborn. I am a record of an individual in a way.” 

”Than what is life?”, Kamali probed. 

“Think of it as a fruit punch.”, Eloa smiled. “You see, when I came to be in Void, Derdekea was absolute; her reasons for even creating Soul unknown. We do know that Soul was part of a Balance of Power which kept existence in tact; if Balance is lost, then all reality ends, and even Void will cease to exist. A perfect example of this is Termina. The Ascendants vanished, Balance was lost, and the world was destroyed.”, Eloa held up the Terminian Symbol: two Triangles, with a Smaller Triangle underneath it. 

“That’s very themed.”, Kamali commented. 

“Yes. Ascendants are like that.”, Eloa paused, then continued with her tale. “Unfortunately, many of the deities were not content to idly exist; they wanted the power of creation for themselves. Derdekea was unmoving; retaining power solely for herself. The other deities grew quarrelsome. You see, all deities are like that, they just want power for themselves, and couldn’t stand being a subordinate to the Supreme Mother. But Derdekea was also stubborn and greedy. She did not want to give up her power, and so it was decided to take that power from her....” 

“Derdekea? You mentioned her.” 

“She is the Supreme Mother.... I shouldn’t have said that.”, Eloa’ s voice trailed off. 

“It was rather obvious.”, Kamali rolled his eyes. 

”Yes, but I at least need to make the effort.”, Eloa and Kamali laughed together, relieving some of the tension in the air. But only for a moment. 

“So what was your involvement in this?”, Kamali continued his questions. 

“I was the one in the audience that cheered them on.”, Eloa’s voice lacked credibility. 

“Why do I get the feeling that it was you who proposed this idea in the first place?” 

“I can neither confirm nor deny my involvement in the convulsion.”, Eloa teased. 

“Eloa!”, Kamali gave an exasperated reply. 

“Fine, fine. So in the end, Derdekea was basically forgotten, stripped of her Power, and left to wander Void. Ironically, Balance did not come after her ‘exile’. The Triforce Goddesses were still the highest in Power, and created their world of Hyrule near the Nexus of Void. That is why the Wars of Balance are staged there. Farore made life, ironically using Soul that Derdekea made, and Spirit which I made. They essentially modeled themselves after the Supreme Mother who they sought to banish.” Eloa paused. 

“The Ascendants soon branched off, creating several more worlds parallel to Hyrule, each becoming Deity of that World. And that is where we are now.” 

“And how does the Supreme Mother regard your existence?”, Kamali logically asked. 

“For a while, she did try to regain her throne. But with her powers diminished, she couldn’t stand up to the Ascendants. However, a word of caution: Despite being diminished, she is more powerful than any being on this plain. She could probably still destroy the Ascendants of the Triforce individually. But alas, there are three of them, and many more, they can use the Triforce against her.” 

“How does that work?” 

Eloa smiled at the Sheikah. “Because it is in that simple of arrangement of polygons that the Balance is held.” 

Kamali had one final question. “If what you say is true, you mischievous imp, why don’t the Ascendants themselves just put everything back into balance?” 

Eloa paused. “Well, almost all of them are dormant or departed. . . at least from actively watching over their realms. . .” 

Kamali grew more confused. “What do you mean?” 

“Well, if they were just going to always be there, would there be any need for them to even leave relics such as the Triforce behind in the first place?” 

“I suppose not.” 

“Oh my. I seemed to have strayed from today’s lesson sufficiently. I was going to tell you about a certain confused spirit that wandered void, believing itself to be something that it is not. No, this spirit does not think of trickery when doing this, it is just very misinformed. But I suppose that this will have to wait. He does not appear to be doing anything of real importance right now. 

“Yet, I wonder if the foreign woman knows that people are stealing her creations....” 

“You’re not making sense again.”, Kamali warned. 

“No, I suppose not. But I wonder.... What if I got an apple, and decided to plant a seed–” 

“You’re into gardening now?” 

“Shut up you pathetic excuse for an old man!”, Kamali took a step back after that last insult. 

“Sorry. I was feeling a tad nasty over there. Now, as I was saying, if I got a seed, and planted it, and let it grow and blossom into a tree, and I destroyed the original apple, would the tree die?” 

“No I suppose not. Where are you going....”, Kamali stopped when he realized what Eloa was talking about. “You mean...?” 

------------------------- 

Dark clouds hung ominously in the sky, thunder tearing apart the deathly calm air. Then through the clouds, illuminated by the torrents of electricity, a monstrous structure flashed and disappears from view. 

Darkrova sat in her floating base of operations, a sprawling fortress of stone and granite, levitated by dark power. Her throne room was dark and gray, archaic and ominous paintings and murals were draped across the black stone walls; a giant pentagram framed by a Triforce was engraved in the center of the room. Diminishing torches lined the room, their light doing little to cut through the darkness. Lightning struck, casting an erie blue glow for an instant. The sorceress glanced across the expansive chamber; two figures became visible after the lightning faded. 

“So you return to me? Failure?” 

Empath glared the dark witch. Palous just stared at the ground. 

“Hmmm, I question my use of you as pawns. . . to lose to a little boy. . . an egregiously ridiculous turn of events.” 

Empath bared her razor sharp teeth. “It was beyond our control, oh great and powerful Darkrova.” Sarcasm dripped from her addressing of the witch. “A sorcerer managed reverse the direction of your spell, we were unable to attack because of your own so-called control!” 

Darkrova became angry. “You dare to blame your own mistakes on me, wretched beast!” The air suddenly distorted and Empath and Palous both fell to ground, immeasurable amounts of pain streaming through their bodies. Lightning flashed again. Darkrova laughed, a cold piercing sound which echoed throughout the room. “My, does little miss Empath want to play with the big girls?” 

Palous suddenly interrupted. “My lady, please forgive our insubordination! What ever failure befell us was our own pathetic error.” 

Darkrova regarded the Sheikah. “Well put, my little sycophant assassin. Your groveling should only teach you that obedience is the key to your survival. If only your little bitch was more the wiser.” 

Empath slowly stood up from the ground, her pupils focusing straight into Darkrova’s eyes. “Forgive me, your highness; I exist to serve you.” There was not even a micron of sincerity in her voice. Darkrova didn’t seem to care. 

“Better, animal, you shouldn’t bite the hand which feeds you.” 

Empath kept her head bowed, her mocking expression invisible in the shadows. Palous nervously watched the procession before him. It was Darkrova who spoke first. 

“The boy has the Book of Durak; the quest of the temples will only distract him for so long.” 

“My lady, could you please enlighten our ignorant minds as to why you hid the Talismans in each of the Temple’s in the first place?”, Palous humbly asked. 

Darkrova smiled. “Ingenious of me actually. I manifested the Book; the empty shell the boy has now. I scattered the Talismans into the Temple’s and ‘influenced’ their keepers to guard the relics.” 

Palous was honestly confused. “But what if they should actually collect all of the Talismans? The completed Book could end everything for your plan...” 

Darkrova chuckled. “Oh, ignorant Sheikah, I have the Key.” 

Even Empath was confused. “The Key?” 

“The Key which opens the Book; the Talisman’s merely create the doorway for the Book’s Soul.” 

“What are you talking about?!”, Empath snapped. 

Darkrova’s eyes glowed with rage. “I’ll ignore that little outburst, beast, but you have been warned.” Darkrova’s eyes returned to normal. “The fairy’s Talismans were used to Seal the Book in a different realm; I took the liberty of bringing its physical body back to this dimension. The Talisman’s I scattered in the rest of the Temples; however, there is still one piece to the puzzle: the Key.” Darkrova suddenly lifted her hand a great light flashed from her palm. The room was cast in a faint blue glow, an almost blinding object floated in front of Darkrova. The glow suddenly faded and the room returned to its minimal light. A strange object floated in front of Darkrova, vaguely shaped like a key, although just barely. It looked as if to strands of metal had flowed and wrapped themselves around each other, an almost helix-like arrangement which ended in a sharp point. A Triforce was engraved where the strands melted together; the object suddenly floated in front of Darkrova’s chest and attached it to the blood-red pendant she wore. 

“This is the Key to Durak, an artifact so powerful and dangerous that it was hidden in the Dark Realm; it was no easy task to retrieve it from the Darkness. This key can open the barriers which keep the realms separate; its power over space and time is rivaled only by the Master Sword. . . and that object is of no threat at the moment.”, Darkrova smugly remarked. 
“Mistress, if I may ask, why go to all this trouble?”, Palous timidly asked. 

“Because I need time!”, Darkrova suddenly roared. “The spell to summon the Dark One failed; it will take time before the ritual can be performed again. I can’t risk those brats using the Book to reset all that I’ve striven to create! This will keep them out of my way. . . of course, the easiest thing to do would to eliminate them–even one of them. That’s where you two dogs come in. . . or came in at least. You pitifully seemed unable to kill the boy and his ‘friends’. . . .”, Darkrova spat at the last word. “Which is why I summoned you two here.” Darkrova smiled an especially artificial expression of happiness. 

Palous’ blood ran cold, even Empath seemed to be slightly uneasy. Darkrova floated towards her two servants. “I’m giving you one last chance to prove yourselves. . . the brat-prince is at the Rain Temple. . . if you bring me his head; I’ll let you live.” 

She sneered. “And if you don’t, I’ll torture and kill you.” Palous and Empath both stared at her. Darkrova smiled a true smile. “Got it?” 

The clouds crackled with lighting again. Darkrova was alone once again. “This should be entertaining. . . .”, the witch absently said to herself. “I wonder. . . .” 

------------------------------ 

Draco stared out to the scenery around him. He was still amazed at the fact he could breathe underwater–or at least whatever the gel-acid was. His stay had been comfortable and his strength had returned. He had learned from his generous hostess Luto that the Temple was only a couple of hours from the Zoran settlement; she had even volunteered to guide him to the ruins. Draco paused, his mood becoming more serious. [Still, why are the Talisman’s needed if the book is already here? We need to make sure that we can revert the timeline.] His chain of thought broke as he heard the door in back of him open and close. He turned around to find the Zoran princess’ playful gaze looking back it him. It took Draco a second to realize that she was actually floating in front of him, her fins moving with the slight current of the water. 

“Well, your highness, are you ready to depart?”, she playfully asked Draco; knowing that she herself was probably higher in stature than he was. 

Draco quickly looked over his minimal supplies and nodded. “Let’s go.” 

------------------- 

The dark shores of Hyrule Bay were their tinted gray as usual; the barren landscape unchanging. The gel-acid sluggishly moved as new creatures adapted to the harsh environment scattered with the lull; the overcast clouds looked ready to pour. The calm was slightly disturbed as a figure landed just out of the corrosive tides grasp. Vision surveyed the landscape around it. The Hunter was still recovering from its last encounter with Empath, although within the next few minutes almost all of the external damage would be healed. Vision analyzed its current mission which was to help the Hylian Prince’s quest in the Rain Temple. Vision had an idea. 

The shore became even more calm as a slight shimmering surrounded the form of the Hunter. Hands out-stretched and eyes closed, Vision slowly began to levitate and spin. A sudden burst of blue light emanated from the Hunter’s forehead and it almost looked like the air around the Hunter was rippling. Suddenly, about a 10 miles from the shore line, a tremendous ark of dark indigo energy shot out of the water. The Temple had revealed its location via Vision’s telepathic scan. Course plotted, the energy faded and the Hunter slowly set foot on the ground. The light show had been invisible to all other creatures, the beacon only visible to Vision’s senses. Taking a few steps forward, Vision looked at the trajectory towards the Temple, about 25 degrees off his current heading. 

Vision slowly walked to the shore, the acidic surface of the viscous liquid having no effect on the Hunter. Vision glanced at the ‘water’ and it suddenly parted before the Hunter as to invite him in. 

The bay was silent again. 

A few moments later, two new visitors appeared on the shore. Empath licked her lips, the scent and energy imprint of Vision’s scan were like bait. Palous glanced at his partner and sighed. 

“You know where to go?”, he gruffly asked the Huntress. 

“Of course, I assume you have a form which can tolerate the acid?” 

Palous thought slowly. “I’m not sure...the Goron should be able to but if the stuff is really liquid under the surface I’ll be in trouble.” 

Empath rolled her eyes. “Fine, what useless abilities you have.” Palous glared at her. Empath smirked. The sadistic Hunter made her way to the shore, mere yards from where Vision had once stood. Suddenly, her energy whip shot from her hand into the ocean; much like a fishing lure. Moments later, something had caught. In one swift motion and in total ease, Empath heaved a full grown Zora onto the shore; the creature was in shock and unable to move. Empath suddenly tugged her whip slightly and the creature managed to make a muffled cry of protest. She suddenly lifted her arm and in one fluid arc tossed the limp body back into the water; she had taken something from the poor creature. Still wrapped in her whip, the Zora’s figure remained, yet it was shimmering and translucent; it suddenly transformed into a glowing ball of energy which Empath held in her palm. 

“What did you do?”, Palous asked in amazement. 

“I took its Soul.”, Empath said matter of factly. “Take it.” She tossed the glowing object at the Sheikah. Upon contact, the soul seemed to disperse and dissolve into Palous’ form. The assassin smiled. In less than a second he assumed the stolen form of the Zora. 

Empath watched all of this in an almost boring light. Her consort ready for their mission, she gestured toward the ocean. “Go. I will rendezvous shortly.” 

“What?! Where are you going? Darkrova will have your head!”, Palous said in amazement, more fearful of the very possible concept of his being tortured along with Empath. The Hunter seemed oddly calm. 

“She won’t notice...”, Empath suddenly began to glow. In a flash, there were now two figures where Empath had stood. One the Hunter herself, the other a Soul Body. In a few seconds, the normally glowing figure of soul energy changed its coloring to an exact replica of Empath’s. THe Hunter smiled. “This will last around a quarter of a day, it will serve as a decoy.” 

“Are you mad?!”, was all Palous could manage. “She’ll see right through it!” 

Empath shook her head. “I think not, she’s too busy with her ritual; a quick scan will reveal the Soul Body which has my signature. She won’t look for a closer inspection.” 

Palous was about to physically protest when Empath suddenly ran her razor sharp finger nail across the side of his scaly cheek. “Now, now, Palous. Be a good boy and do what Empath says.” Her nail drew blood. “Or even Darkrova will have trouble matching the pain I will give you.” 

Palous gulped and nodded. He quickly turned to the ocean and dove in, Empath’s Soul Body was quick to follow. The Hunter herself merely watched. After a moments pause, she suddenly disappeared in a flash of aura energy; departing for her own agenda. 

The bay was silent yet once again; it was glad to be finally be left in peace. 

---------------------- 

“Unit Femera. You are not authorized to be in this area. Return to Artificial Environment 0023 immediately.” 

“I’m sorry Achiah, I-”, Femera began, until she realized that the floating orb that was Achiah had lost interest and continued down the dark corridors. [Makes you wonder how good the security around here really is....] 

Femera had stumbled out of “Artificial Environment 0023” about half an hour earlier when she noticed an opening in the middle of nowhere. It seemed like it was a tear in the very fabric of the air around her. She had seen it used by Achiah before, probably to move around this... thing that they were in. She had let her curiosity get the best of her, and she went inside exploring. 

Femera was now in some dark corridor (they were all dark corridors), and in all honesty, she was lost. The walls seemed to pulse disturbingly. She could almost make out veins on the wall. Normally Femera would have been disgusted at the thought, but she had been through a lot lately, and didn’t care. 

“Achiah wait!”, she yelled after the orb. Achiah showed no signs of slowing, and turned into a doorway that had not been there a second ago. ‘He’ floated over to a large obsidian crystal and monotonously said “Reviewing Log”. Achiah either didn’t notice Femera, or didn’t care. Before Femera could do anything, the crystal glowed with an ominous dark red glow, and displayed the image of the Madame. 

“Confidential Log 83457: 

I have recovered the pendant from the green clothed boy named Chain, or Link or something....” 

Femera inhaled sharply.”Link?!” 

The recording continued. “....and it seems as though most of its magical abilities were drained. It eventually displayed the pictures of the Hylian Prince and the scrawny sorcerer boy, but that didn’t do us a lot of good because they had revealed themselves to be players already. Although the players have met, it still does not guarantee that they will succeed.”, the image of the Madame faded out. 

“This recording will be logged in Section 62: Pre Eruption Confidential Logs.” Achiah paused. “Reviewing Log.” 

Again the image of the Madame appeared. 

“Confidential Log 83572: 

My suspicions have been confirmed: the Post Eruption world of Hyrule has been flooded with enough poison to kill most life. But some life seems to be trying to adapt, but I fear that they wont make it without some sort of disfigurement. Achiah also seems to be detecting something off with the time-stream. I’ll try to save those I can, but I don’t know how they will react knowing that their world was destroyed.” 

“This recording will be logged in Section 74: Post Eruption Pre Talisman Confidential Logs. Reviewing Log.” 

Femera had found a place in the corner to sit and watch the information being presented. True, she didn’t understand most of it, but it might prove to be useful. 

“Confidential Log 78452: 

I have found whereabouts of my test conjurations. They seemed to have been destroyed after terrorizing the world in Timeline 1748. Well, technically they weren’t destroyed, their Soul Bodies seem to still be present in Masks. But they are trapped in there. I have heard from locals that this method was used in legends on things called Hunters. Though Hunters no longer exist, they claim to have used the same method on local creatures. One example given was that they had gotten a rabbit, and turned it into a hood, giving the wearer enhanced speed and agility. This intrigues me. I will look into the matter more.” 

“This recording will be logged in Section 41: Pre Hyrule Terminian Confidential Logs. Reviewing Log” 

“Confidential Log 83579: 

Tests have proven to be positive. The four high concentrations of energy seem to be significant. I can’t help but wonder what the fate of this world will be. It bears a unsettling resemblance to Timeline 1748.... Termina. I fear that the four temples, the coming fear of apocalypse, and the fact that Hunters are present make it all too much to be a coincidence.” 

“This recording will be logged in Section 74: Post Eruption Confidential Logs. Reviewing-”, Achiah began, but Femera interrupted. 

“Achiah, what happened to Te-Ter-Termina?”, she said the name unsure of herself.” 

“That is confidential information.”, yet as Achiah said that the Crystal displayed a planet. It took Achiah a few seconds to realize what it was. She had only vaguely heard of astrology, and read a book or two on the subject. That was Termina. Suddenly the image shook, and the planet seemed to turn dark. Then it seemed as if the North Western quadrant of the planet imploded on itself. Rocks went flying, and the planet soon was lost in a whirlpool of fragments. 

“Achiah, what was that?!”, Femera uncharacteristically yelled. 

“Unit Femera, you have not comprehended the image of the Lost Balance present in Timeline 1748.” 

“I know that the planet was destroyed!”, Femera felt a wave of panic overcome her. “Is this going to happen to us?!” 

“Calculating course of action....” 

But before Achiah could finish, a rumbling shook the entire construct. The walls seemed to contract, and a ear piercing siren rang through the corridors. The whole building seemed to take on a red tint. 

“Security breach! Intruder alert!” 

“What does that mean Achiah?” 

“Unit Femera, follow me.” 

Achiah turned from the dark gem, and floated out of the door. Femera tentatively followed. As Achiah floated down the corridors, a map appeared in front of ‘him’. 

”Intruder located in Section 00: Maximum Security Stasis.” 

“What?”, was all Femera could make out. Suddenly, the same tear in the fabric of the air appeared, and Femera didn’t have time to stop even if she wanted to. When she opened her eyes she was in a new surrounding. She was in a circular room, with lights flashing everywhere. Femera turned to the center of the room to see what looked like a Mask suspended in the air. It was red and blue, and had yellow spikes coming out of the bottom. 

“Unit Femera will assist me as needed.” 

“What?”, Femera repeated. 

“The Intruder will appear momentarily. It is suggested that Unit Femera move behind that bulkhead.” 

Femera did as she was told. Suddenly, a wall began to glow and bend, until it exploded. A figure walked into the room, waves of water flooding in at her feet. Femera gasped at the creature. It looked humanoid, yet it had an insect like exoskeleton. Her body was shaped into sharp points, and she spine like wings protruding from her back. 

“Well, hello there marionette.”, Empath said. 

“Hunter Empath is not authorized in this area. Defense systems armed.”, as Achiah said this, glowing orbs floated around Empath. She just snickered at the attempt to stop her. Her eyes glowed, and she waved her hand in front of her. A pulse seemed to emanate from her, bending the air. The orbs hit the ground, no signs of life left in them. The Hunter had shut down all of the defense traps. 

Achiah moved towards Empath. Femera felt a little worried. The little orb that was Achiah seemed no match for the creature known as Empath. Suddenly Achiah glowed, and seemed to change shape. Achiah was now vaguely humanoid, although still translucent and glowing. Empath licked her lips. 

The maniacal Hunter brought her hands together. A ball of energy formed. Femera got entranced just looking at it. It was beautiful: a ball of orange and pink swirling energy, surrounded by a flowing aura of crimson. Achiah did not see this, and began opening fire on Empath. She casually moved out of the way, and threw the ball of energy. 

“Soul Spark!” 

Achiah also dodged, yet ‘he’ was not prepared for the three more ‘Soul Sparks’ that followed. Achiah was blasted into the wall, and slumped, unable to move. 

Empath seemed satisfied, and turned to face the Mask floating in the center of the room. 

“Come.” The room seemed to become gray; Femera swore she heard screams emanating from the air. 

The Mask shot into Empath’s hands. “Its been a while.”, she said. 

“Unit Femera, it is advised that you should evacuate.”, Achiah said; his form returning to its normal sphere. 

Empath looked about the room. When she did not see anything, she began sniffing the air. “Ah! So the Hero of Time’s mother is here. This’ll be good.” 

Femera stared at the creature for only second longer and broke into a mad dash in the opposite direction. 

“Go my prey! Run, I’ll give you a head start.”, the Hunter laughed. 

Femera kept on running, not stoping when a projection appeared in front of her. Femera heard Achiah’s voice. “Unit Femera, it is advised to retaliate. Use the weapons stores.”, as if on que, an object appeared in front of her. It seemed to be a hardened gel shaped vaguely like a gauntlet. Femera grabbed it almost subconsciously. “That is the Demon Fist.”, Achiah said to Femera. As he ‘did’, the gel seamed to melt and wrap around Femera’s hand. 

“I’m an inn-keeper, not a warrior!”, Femera complained. 

“You will adapt.” 

“Where are you my prey? I haven’t fed in a while....” Empath’s distant voice interrupted. 

“You must fight her.” Achiah said. 

“You expect me to fight that thing?!”, she shouted at the labyrinth’s consciousness. Ironically, it was her own sense of direction which forced her to turn around; she was in a dead end. 

Femera gulped and came to a hultstopped, and turned to face Empath. 

“There you are. I was beginning to think that you had killed yourself. I wont bother with Emotional Devastation, it takes all the fun out of it you know. I was thinking that I would just tear you....” 

Femera had no idea what the beast was talking about, but extended her hand forward with a little uncertainty. She closed her eyes, and just kept wishing for the creature to go away. To her surprise, the Demon’s Fist glowed, and a sudden wave of purple flames burst forth in a violent explosion towards Empath. Empath hadn’t expected the attack, and got hit by the full force of the weapon. Femera herself was blasted into the wall. Empath stared in disbelief and looked down at her charred body. 

“The Madame is still making new toys I see. But aren’t you a little old for toys?”, she arrogantly said; despite the serious damage which she had been dealt. 

“Continue your assault Unit Femera!”, Achiah yelled. 

Femera closed her eyes and began bombarding Empath with he purple energy. 

Empath growled in frustration. The walls began to glow, signaling that Achiah was coming back on line. “No matter. I’ve gotten what I’ve come for.” 

Before the first volleys of energy could fire, Empath sprayed several Soul Bodies out. The defense system fired at the decoys, as Empath slipped away. 

Femera slumped to the floor. “You performed efficiently Unit Femera.” Achiah said. 

“Achiah, what’s going on?”, the inn-keeper asked; exhuasted. 

“I advise you to rest now. I must make a communication with Moda.” 

Before she could push the subject, her vision whirled and became darkness. When Femera opened her eyes, and she was lying in her bed back at the compound. 

-------------------- 

“Moda.” 

“What is it Achiah?” 

“I have been intruded. Hunter Empath has broken in.” 

“What? When did this happen?” 

“The situation has been dealt with.” 

“Very well.” 

“There is a problem.” 

“What?” 

“Hunter Empath has taken Majora’s Mask.” 

“How could this have happened.... Were the other Hunter projects affected?” 

“Negative. I do not believe she was aware of them.” 

“Very well. I will return when I am finished here.” 

“Confirmed. I await your return.” 

Chapter 38.5 (this obviously isn't a real chapter): 

Aberi: Have you heard? Have you heard? 

Beyami: I think I figured out the secret! Femera used Demon Fist, which means... she's really Ganondorf in disguise! 

Aberi: You idiot! You know that can't be true! 

Beyami: Yes, sister, I know that it's impossible for Ganondorf and Femera to be the same person, but still... who is Femera? 

Aberi: D'oh! Have you forgotten already? Honestly, I think you're beginning to lose you're memory. You are over 900 years old... 

Beyami: I'm only 880 years old!!! 

Aberi: Not this again! 

