Chapter 42.1: I Vant to Suck Your Blood! Part 1 

“Yomil! Yomil! Wake up dang you!” Madame said, shaking Yomil violently. 

“Wha-?” Yomil said, waking up. 

“You were knocked out by one of the Gordrills! But look!” 

Yomil stood up, and noticed the entire room had changed. Heck, the entire temple. The whole room looked as if it were breathing. The floors and wall were fleshy, and pulsed. Blood ran down the walls, seemingly limitless. The copper smell prevailed the room, making it seem hard to breathe. The heat remained, burning him through the magic shield. 

“Let’s go!” Yomil said, cringing at the smell and heat. “I can’t wait to get out of here.” 

“Come on! I explored around while you were ‘napping.’ It was the left one!” 

“Whatever, let’s just go!” Yomil said, following Moda. 

They started walking towards the door. Before they could reach there however… 

“Whoa!” Yomil cried, as he fell down into a small pool of boiling blood. Moda back tracked, and grabbed Yomil by his head and yanked him up. Despite the fact he was dripping blood everywhere, Moda remained clean. 

“Let’s stop fooling around!” Moda said, placing him on the steady ground. Well, as steady as it could be, considering it was pulsing. They made their way up the “living” stairs, and slowly approached the door. From somewhere behind, five bats flew at them. Moda quickly pulled out her hammer, disposing of two of them easily. Yomil concentrated on a fireball spell, and unleashed. It burned the one, and it rammed into another. They both fell to the ground burning. The remaining one flew at Yomil, and bit him on the neck. Yomil tried to swap it, but couldn’t reach it. Moda raised her hammer, but Yomil shook his head. 

“I don’t want you aiming that thing at me! Get this bat off!” Yomil cried. Just before Moda was able to whack it, it flew past him, and Moda smacked him. The bat then flew at Moda, but she raised her hammer. Just before it reached her, Yomil burned it with another fireball. Moda opened the door cautiously, checked, and then opened it all the way. They opened the door to a room much like the one they were in before. The difference was there were platforms at the end, and a skull on a small table. 

“Dramatic, isn’t it?” Moda said, reaching for the skull. Just as her fingers touched it, it jumped up and bit her finger. “Ahhh!” Moda cried. “Dangable thing!” she said, smashing it into the table. It started bleeding from the eyeholes, although it defied all logic. 

“Hahahahahahahahahahahaha!” The skull cackled. “Hahahahahahahahahahahaha!” 

“I wish that stupid thing would shut up!” Yomil said, unnerved. As if intentionally trying to scare him further, it floated right next to him, cackling all the way. 

“Hahahahahahahahahahahaha!” 

“SHUT UP!” Yomil yelled, smashing the skull against the wall with a fireball. It hit the wall and cracked. From the top of the skull used more blood, this one boiling and churning. From this, blood rose four Stalfos. “Remind me never to do that.” Yomil muttered, firing off a fireball at the nearest one. With one whack of the Moda’s hammer, two fell. Yomil fired off another fireball, finishing the job. “All this magic use gets tiring.” Yomil said. “I’m going to have to use my staff more often.” 

“Well it wasn’t too bright of you to crack the thing-“ Suddenly the skull floated back up into the air. “being that it didn’t make a difference.” Moda said smugly. 

“ARGH!” Yomil said. “I give up already! Let’s just go.” Yomil started to hop across the platforms and Moda followed close behind. When the reached the end, Yomil found a switch. When he tried to activate it however- 

“Hahahahahahahahahahahaha!” The Goron skull floated in front, as if guarding the switch, daring Yomil to hit him again. Yomil swung his staff, hard enough to knock the wretched thing back, and hit the switch. Suddenly, a cell open up, and a headless Stalfos lumbered out. But it was unlike a Stalfos that Yomil had ever seen. It looked like- “A Goron?” Yomil said incredulously. The skeleton wasted no time, and immediately attacked. It curled into a ball of bones, and rolled straight at Yomil. Yomil nimbly jumped out of harm’s way, but this Stalfos reacted faster than either a Goron or any other Stalfos he’d ever seen. As soon as the headless mass of bones missed, it rolled straight back at him, catching him as he landed. The sharp bone tore up his tunic and flesh until he could get back up. 

Chapter 42.2: I Vant to Suck Your Blood! Part 2 

Yomil knew that his situation was desperate. This Goron-Stalfos was far faster and stronger than any he had ever seen. <What could make him that powerful?> Yomil wondered. However, there was no time for further pondering. Yomil leapt to his feet, and landed on top of the Goron-Stalfos, trying to balance. The Goron-Stalfos immediately uncurled, knocking Yomil down. Moda charged at the thing with her hammer, but the skull flew at her, smashing her in the face. Something suddenly flashed at the corner of Yomil’s eye. He ignored it, having to deal with the Goron-Stalfos jumping up and grabbing some swords that were in the cell. The Goron leapt at him with surprising agility, and Yomil dodged, not completely successful. He felt the warm sticky blood trail down his cheek and then… it felt like something had… well licked it off. <Another enemy? Or some strange magik of the Blood Temple?> Yomil thought. Yet again, the monster Goron-Stalfos didn’t give him the time to muse. 

Yomil was sent sprawling as the Goron-Stalfos tackled him, knocking him to the ground. The Goron-Stalfos’ swords raised high in the air, and Yomil prepared for the deathblow. <I’ve failed.> Yomil thought. <I’ve failed them all. If only I were stronger! I could knock this stupid thing off and complete my quest…> Suddenly he remembered… 

”Yomil,” his father had said, staring at him intently. “I feel something great in your future. When you are befouled with trouble, always remember the Triforce. It represents the good in all of us. The Strength we have to accomplish the most physical of tasks. The Wisdom we have to separate right from wrong. And of course, there is Courage. From Courage comes a different kind of strength. It’s the strength of your heart. And with that-“ His father smiled. “You can do anything.”

<I can do it!> Yomil thought. <But how…> Suddenly the skull zoomed near him, jeering and laughing. “That’s it! They’re a set!” Yomil cried, ecstatic. They must be destroyed together. All this took place in a fraction of a second. <The good part of not being so strong,> Yomil thought as he kicked the sword out of the Goron’s hand. <Is having speed and agility. That’s what I got to use.> 

Moda had an idea. “Yomil! Tag team now!” Yomil understood the reference. In the older days of Hyrule, when knights battled two on two, they roped each other together. It took the utmost coordination of thought, and skill to do any damage worthwhile. Moda tossed the rope, and Yomil quickly tied it around his waist. They went back to back. “Let’s do this!” Yomil said with uncharacteristic enthusiasm. He raised his staff, readying for the coming Goron-Stalfos. Moda raised her hammer as the skull flies at her. Yomil crouches to the ground, and using Moda as a kind of pole, runs and slides, sticking the staff out, knocking the Goron-Stalfos to the ground. Moda swung her hammer in a circle, smashing the skull into the pile of bone that was the Goron-Stalfos. The headless mass of bones started to reassemble. 

“Inferno Wave!” Yomil cried, a wave of fire so hot that he could easily feel it through the heat shield. Then he realized. “Fire magiks not going to do any good! It’s hot here! But- Tsunami BLAST!” Out of nowhere a frothing rolling wave of water crashed down on the Goron-Stalfos and its head. The counterparts smashed against the wall and into each other, reuniting them. Again, he saw a flicker out of the corner of his eyes. However, the spell was too important. Because they were reunited, they were vulnerable again! Out of nowhere, a dragon appeared. It was huge, and Yomil wondered how he could have missed it arriving. It swooped its jaw down, scooped Madame Moda up in its jaws, breaking the rope, and quickly swallowed. Before she was gone, he heard something like, “By the Goddesses, I hate Zethius.” <Zethius?> Yomil wondered. <Is that a monster?> He quickly whipped out his book and started flipping through it, not noticing the now whole Goron-Stalfos creeping up on him. Just before it reached him, a drop of blood from the ceiling fell and landed on his book. He looked up, into the cold but firey eye sockets of the Stalfos. He whacked the Stalfos a step back with his staff, and then put up a magik barrier. He started flipping through his book again. “Zethius, Zethius, that sounds so familiar…” 

Suddenly, with a giant stomp of his foot, the dragon crushed his barrier. Realizing the next blow would be for him, he used it to his advantage. He used his end of the rope as a sort of lasso, caught the Goron-Stalfos, and yanked him under the dragon’s next step. The dragon smashed the Stalfos, but Yomil didn’t hear the snapping and cracking of the bone that he expected. Instead, when the dragon raised his foot, he saw the Stalfos as good as new. <What the…?> Yomil thought, as he was jerked towards the monster. “Give up.” The monster spoke its first real words. “You can’t defeat a Goron leader.” <A Goron leader? Wasn’t that Arto?> Yomil thought. <This is going to be tough…> 

“Arto” charged at Yomil, grabbing the two nearest swords. He leapt into the air, and Yomil had to duck and roll to avoid him. Somehow, Yomil know that the other monster Madame Moda mention, the Zethius, was the key. Yomil flipped through his book, looking for the Zs. Finally he found it. “Zethius,” he read aloud. 

A shadow without a body with will he fight 

Using mind instead of might. 

Beware of what you see, 

Much they hide from you and me.
Before he could read any further, “Arto” sliced his book in half, scattering the pages around the room, and proceeded to destroy it further. <Now I know it was important.> Yomil thought. <But what did the old poem mean? A shadow without body? All shadows have bodies.> Yomil struggled to figure the cryptic message out. But of course, it was hard with “Arto” battling him. Suddenly Yomil had an idea. He quickly ran over to the cell. “Come on Arto! Try and catch me!” Immediately the former proud Goron leader rolled up and charged, heading straight for Yomil. As he started to close the distance, Yomil closed one eye and fist, and Slid to just outside the cell. “Arto” went crashing in, his bones smashing and breaking against the cell wall. Yomil threw a hidden switch, closing the cell and trapping “Arto” inside. But suddenly it seemed as if the skull-ish grin had grown further, and he smashed himself against the bars, breaking and scattering next to Yomil. Yomil stared with increasing horror and the Goron assembled himself on outside of Yomil, imprisoning him in “Arto’s” skeletal body. Yomil realized with horror he was trapped. 

Elsewhere 

“Trapped.” Moda said, banging her hands angrily against the wall. “And the stupid Zethius was actually intelligent enough to take my weapons before sealing me in this-this.” Moda looked around her little “cell” and found nothing else to say but- “Hellhole.” She looked up to the “floor” cursing the stupid monster for putting her down in this blood pit. Not only that, but she had felt some things moving in the blood. She quickly checked her pockets for whatever little resources she could find. A knife, a telepathic-communicator (or whatever you were calling it), and a hook. <Crude, very crude.> Moda thought, used to using far better resources then this. None the less, this is all she had. 

Suddenly a slimy tentacle wrapped around her legs, and squeezed, upsetting her balance, and sending her face first into the boiling blood. Moda reached down, tore the tentacle of the monster in half, freeing her legs, and righted herself. She drew her knife, ready for the next strike of the monster. Moda didn’t have long to wait. The creature leaped out of the water, mouth open, teeth sharp, and ready to sever her head off her shoulders. However, that wasn’t going to happen. In a smooth deft move, Moda gorged out the creature’s one eye. The creature thrashed about violently, it’s tentacles shooting out acidic globs at Moda. It started to burn through her clothes, tearing at her skin. Ignoring the pain, she leapt at the monster and tackled it. She quickly charged up a bolt of electricity and let loose, shocking the monster. Moda hit the creature again, and again, and again, until it slumped, and slid back into the blood. As it sunk, Moda was hit my inspiration. She grabbed the monster by one of its remaining tentacles, and stabbed the hook onto it. The monster gave a cry and pain, and started to wake up. Another bolt of electricity stopped the rest. Then, she grabbed the other side, and using the monster’s body like a rope, she chucked the hook up, repeatedly, until it caught. As the hook dug into the ground above, the temple gave a little shake, as if it could feel the hook digging into it. Carefully, and quickly, Moda hauled herself up and out. Just then, she heard a whimper coming from the next room. 

Dashing inside, Moda assessed the situation. There was a dragon in the corner, the Goron Stalfos around Yomil, and Yomil in the middle. Slowly, deliberately, “Arto” raised his sword, and held it at Yomil’s chest. Slowly he drew the sword back, driving it in, stopping just before Yomil’s chest. “Arto” repeated this, getting a sick pleasure out of seeing Yomil squirm. Finding Yomil’s discarded staff, she lunged at the Stalfos holding the staff like a baseball bat, and smashed the skull away. From behind, the dragon, unnoticed, attacked. “Arto” was distracted, but now Moda had her own problems. 

Back with Yomil… 

Moda rushed in at just the nick of time, smashing “Arto’s” skull away, distracting him. The unfortunate part was he now had two enemies again. Much to his relief, however, the skull and body rejoined immediately. However, the beast was still around him. Quickly he started to think. <I can’t use a fireball spell, I’m too close. But I could…> Yomil started to charge his energy, blue energy glowing all around him. Slowly he opened his eyes. 

“Fool!” “Arto” said, the maniacal skull’s grin wider then ever. “Your spell did nothing! Die!” And with that, “Arto” tried to plunge his sword deep into Yomil’s gut. However, he never got the chance. His shield spell activated as soon as he was attacked, throwing the damage outwards in magic. The monster’s bones were scattered across the room, allowing Yomil the freedom of movement once again. He quickly started to seal the bones, throwing them in jars and over turning them, making it so that the monster could not come back. But with the skull… he smashed the head of his staff into the skull, charging it with ice magic. The skull froze over in the maniacal grin, the words “I’ll be back” on it’s ‘tongue’. Yomil turned to Moda, to find her struggling against the giant dragon. <Here we go again…> he thought. 

“Die!” Moda said, charging up another lightning bolt. Yomil added in a “Tsunami BLAST!” And together they tore into the dragon yet it remained unscathed. The dragon stomped on the floor, off balancing them both. They struggled to their feet, and the dragon let out his firey breath. Another “Tsunami BLAST!” stopped the fire from hitting them by turning it into steam. Nevertheless, Yomil was getting worn down. “Stop using all your spells!” Moda cried. “You’re wearing yourself down!” 

“I’m okay, really!” Yomil said, panting. “I can do this. I must do this.” 

“Well if you can handle it wizard boy.” Moda replied, bracing for the dragon’s next assault. The dragon lunged at Moda, and she deftly dodged. “Something’s wrong with this dragon!” Moda said. “I’m going to check out a hunch.” 

“What hunch is that?” Yomil replied curious. 

“Don’t worry about it, just cover me!” 

“Okay,” Yomil said. “Inferno WAVE!” Running in front of the fire, Moda ran and lunged at the dragon and- went right through it! “Yomil! This dragon isn’t real! It’s an illusion!” Moda yelled. 

“An illusion? But it hurt us! That can’t be!” 

“It’s a different type of magik Yomil! If you believe in it, it’ll come to life! You’re bringing the Zethius’ illusion to life!” 

“Zethius?” Suddenly he remembered the riddle. “A shadow without a body with will he fight, Using mind instead of might. Beware of what you see, Much they hide from you and me! The “shadow” is the illusions! And they’re hiding something… what is it?” 

“D’oh! Are you that dense wizard boy! It’s-“ Moda was suddenly cut off by a glob of blood that flew straight into her mouth out of nowhere. Gagging and puking, she tried to get the glob out. Suddenly her straightened as if it where hit, and she crumpled to the floor. 

“Moda!” Yomil rushed to her, and was tripped. He looked back to see nothing that could have done it. Out of the corner of his eye, something flickered again. He turned quickly this time, and saw something horrible. It had short legs, and long arms, and walked on it’s arms and legs. It had a foot long tongue that flickered out of his mouth every so often, licking and sensing the air. In an instant, the creature was gone. <Was that… a Zethius?> Yomil wondered. <It certainly wasn’t anything I’ve ever seen before!> Yomil continued to Moda’s side, and knelt next to her. He checked for breathing, and was relieved to find it. He found a puncture mark on her back, and blood coming out of it. In an instant it disappeared. Realizing it must be the creature, he slowly backed away scanning and trying to see it. <It hides in illusions, so what illusion is it presenting now? All I see is Moda… or is that really Moda? Is she really gone now? No, I checked her breathing… where could that stupid thing be?!> Yomil thought angrily. <I wish someone else was here to help me. I wish I were home. I wish I never had to do this quest!> 

“Isss that what you really wantsss?” a voice called out. “To leave me in peacesss? To go back and get away from all thisss?” 

“Yes! No! I don’t know! Show yourself to me! Fight me face to face!” He felt a tongue press against his arm, and watched the blood licked away. He recoiled in disgust. “Face me!” 

“I can give you want you wantsss. You desire the talisman yesss?” 

“Yes I do!” 

“Then all you must do is kill the one that standsss before you…” The illusions shimmered and faded away showing Moda unconscious on the floor. Her dagger was by her side, discarded on the floor. 

“That’s all? Just kill her and you’ll give me that talisman?” 

“Yesss…” 

Yomil picked up the dagger and twirled it in his hands. He bent down to Moda and- threw the dagger into the creature’s throat. “How? I remembered the riddle you demonic creature! You hide in illusions, and this one you made disappear! I could see you you idiot!” 

“I’ll get you yet insssolent wizard.” The monster hissed, his tongue whipping out and licking the blood off Yomil’s face. Yomil drew back, and nicked the Zethius’ tongue, lopping off the tip. “FOOL!” Zethius screamed, and quickly disappeared. Multiple illusions suddenly popped up all over the room. Monsters off all sorts, some he didn’t even recognize. Then, they started to retreat… into another room. He ran after the illusions, knowing that he was trying to escape. Suddenly, Link burst in the room. 

“Yomil! I’ve come to help!” 

“Good Link, I wasn’t sure I could do this alone. Moda’s unconscious, and the boss creature is escaping.” 

“Come here Yomil.” 

“What is it Link?” Yomil said, curious, approaching slowly. 

“I have something to show you.” Link dug into his pocket. 

“What is it?” Yomil said, coming closer. 

“You’re death!” And suddenly Link disappeared, and in his place, air. From behind him, he heard a whiz of air and then a dagger, embedded itself in his chest. Yomil could only stand there in shock. 

“You tricked me you… you monster!” 

“And it was ssso easy too…” He reappeared, off to the side of Yomil. “You were ssso desssiring help that you believed anything, even though it wasssn’t logical at all. *tisk tisk* Imagine, a wizard without logic. What hasss gotten into the world thessse daysss.” 

“Darn you.” Yomil said, coughing up blood. He grabbed the dagger in his chest, and with a sharp gasp, pulled it out. He fell to his knees, hurt, but surprised at the slight bit of blood coming out. He slowly started to stand again, but only made it to one knee. “You can’t defeat me. We need this talisman for a purpose greater then you.” Yomil spat at the monster, but the Zethius only sneered. “This talisman is going to be used to restore the world. Not just against evil, but against this horrible fate that took the world. And nothing, not monsters, not you, not even the Higher Beings shall stop us! HOLY FLARE!!!” A giant light filled the room and a giant eagle of pure light flew from Yomil and smashed into the Zethius. As soon as the light and his vision cleared he looked at the monster. But it was no more. In it’s place, the talisman, the talisman of courage, floated up from the floor. He dragged Moda to it, and grabbed the talisman. A blue light enveloped him as he fell unconscious.
