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Missing Link


By Arkayne





I shook my head groggily, blinking the sleep from my eyes. Stretching my arms over my head, I yawned, straining my muscles into wakefulness. Then I saw my hands.





The hand on the left bore a glowing red ring, and a shield. The right hand, a metal gauntlet.





I knew those items. The last time I'd worn them was when I stared down the Saud ambassador. The time before that, when I returned to the castle triumphantly, the Triforce of Courage in my possession. A long time ago, indeed.





Why was I equipped for adventure? And why wasn't I in my bed?





I cast about. A forest? I narrowed my eyes, searching the unfamiliar plants for something recognizable. Whatever these trees were, I'd never seen the like before.





I rolled to my feet, checked my equipment. Magic sword. Magic shield. Power glove. Protective ring. Magic boomerang. And my old hunter's garb. No bow, though. Or wand, flute, or any of my other equipment. Including the Triforce.





Nuts. That would have come in handy, wherever I was.





"Hi there!" Came a cheery little voice, from somewhere above my head. I looked up-and smiled. Now this, at least, was something familiar. A fairy. She had blond hair in a halo around her little head, and a cherubic smile in a cute round little face. "I'm Pfil. Nice to meet you!" she said, buzzing up close to my face.





"I'm Link. I'm glad to meet you, too." I smiled, holding up my hand for her to stand on. She settled down.





"I'm glad you're here. I really need your help!" She clasped her hands in front of her thighs and gazed at me imploringly. I noticed her costume, what appeared to be shiny black leather. Interesting...





"What's the problem?" I asked.





"My friend Pamila got kidnapped! I need you to help me rescue her!"





"Pamila? Is she a fairy, too?"





"Uh huh! They've got her to the south?"





"South, huh?" I turned in that direction. "A dungeon?"





"A...?" She blinked. "Well... sort of..."





"Same old, same old." I shrugged. "No time like the present, to get started." I began walking.





**********************************************************************************





The dungeon wasn't far off. Lying in the middle of a large clearing, surrounded by a strange fence. I walked up to the fence, admiring it's structure. It was made out of metal. Strands of a strange, shiny metal, shaped in a zig zag pattern, bound together to create a flexible yet strong wall. Very impressive. I drew my sword, preparing to cut my way through this impressive obstacle.





"I wouldn't do that," Pfil warned me.





"Why not?" I asked, taking a few windup swings.





"Because the fence is electrified, that's why." Pfil pointed at a small shed on the other side of the barrier. "If you touch it, you'll get a nasty shock. And the top of it's razor wire," she added, pointing out the looping coils of jagged metal topping the fence.





"Hmm. Better try a differant approach, then." I concentrated, cast a quick spell. Jump. And cleared the "razor wire" with feet to spare, landing lightly on the other side.





"Hey!" A man called out, running up to me. "Hey, pal! This is a restricted area! No trespassing!"





I stood up, taking stock of the man, his unfamiliar garb, as he saw my own clothes. And my sword. His eyes widened, and he swore, "Oh, shit!" clawing at a pouch on his side. Obviously, he's drawing a weapon. I aimed my sword, and blasted him.





I crouched over the freshly killed man, to search him. No, not killed. Merely stunned? He groaned weakly, his eyes rolled back in his head. A head with... rounded ears? "What... is... it?" I murmered wonderingly, prodding it with the tip of my blade.





"He's a human." Pfil came up to me. "They're really strange. They're really weak in some ways, and really, really strong in others."





"Are they good or evil?"





"Both." Pfil stroked the human's forehead, sending him from senseless trauma to blissful slumber. "They're holding Pamila 'cuz they want to study her, not to hurt her. They don't know fairies exist."





"So why does he speak my language. For that matter, why do you speak my language?" I checked him in other ways, his physical structure, his garb. Bigger than a Hylian, not as bulky as a Moblin. Large muscles like the latter, same delicate skin as the former. His clothing was made out of a cloth I'd never seen before.





"Huh? What do you mean?" Pfil asked me. "I'm speaking English, same as he did."





I cocked my eyebrow. "Which just happens to sound exactly like modern Hylian?" Pfil shrugged, unable to explain. I reached for the pouch at his side.





"Careful! Those things are dangerous!" Pfil counseled me on drawing the weapon, not to touch the trigger. "It's called a gun. They shoot lead bullets. They can even kill a deer." I examined the thing carefully. "Don't point that end at anything. That's where the bullet comes out. Just put it down, okay?"





"You shouldn't be afraid of weapons, Pfil," I said, gripping the handle and feeling the weight of it, the balance. I pointed the thing in the direction of the forest, and pulled the trigger.





Nothing.





"I think you have to flick that switch," Pfil said, pointing at a little lever on the side. I flicked it, then pulled the trigger again.





Wow.





I carefully flicked the lever again, then set the gun down on the ground. "Well, so much for the element of surprise," I said, rubbing my aching ears.





"I guess I should have told you about the noise, huh?" Pfil said, settling on my shoulder and rubbing my ears with a healing touch.





"Yeah, that might've helped." I moved on, towards the dungeon. "Where now?"





"Through the elevator," Pfil said, pointing. "Over there." I moved up to a doorway, and Pfil pushed a button.





Wow.





"What interesting magics, these humans have," I noted, stepping into the room.





"It's not magic," Pfil said, "it's technology. And that camera sees us." I looked at the little black box Pfil pointed out, blasted it with my sword. Pfil pushed another button, and I flinched in startlement as the door closed and the entire room began to sink down into the ground.





"Their technology is... impressive," I said. "How'd they do it?"





"They're really curious," Pfil said, as she settled on my shoulder. "They study everything! And they keep trying to make things better than they already are!"





"Fine traits to have," I mused. "But if they want to know about fairies, why don't they just talk to Pamila?"





"I think they think she's just a strange bug or something. The scientists can be really full of themselves... oh oh..."





As the doors slowly slid open, I found ourselves face to face with half a dozen human guards, in similar garb to the first, and carrying enormous guns, held over their shoulders. "Take it down!" one of them cried, and they all fired.





It?





Jerks.





I leapt over their heads, blasting one of them with my sword. As he dropped, senseless, I landed on another, boots first. My magically enhanced strength drove him to the ground, and I hopped off, raising my shield to ward of the attacks of a third. His fist smacked into the metal of my shield, and he howled, clutching his damaged hand. I blasted a fourth, then a fifth. The last one, cradling his hand, stared at me in terror, then bared his teeth and threw a kick. I danced back out of range, and blasted him into insensibility.





"Pfil?" I called out, searching about for her.





"Over here." Her voice sounded muffled, and upset. I found her next to the elevator, stuck to the wall by a strange goo.





"Are you all right?" I asked, sheathing my blade.





"I think so." She struggled, to no avail. "I guess they wanted us alive, to study."





"Here, let me help," I said, prodding her legs gently, trying to free them. The goo was quite sticky. The slick substance on her legs, on the other hand...





"Um! Sorry." She blushed. "I'm just a little turned on. The goo's real tingly. And you were so cool, too!"





"Um, thanks." Her legs began to come free. "Hey, I think your juices are dissolving the goo!"





"Oh!" She wrapped her legs around my finger. "Keep rubbing, make some more!"





Well, this is certainly one of the more... unique, adventures I've been on. I gently rubbed her little nether regions with my finger, as she began to shake and moan.





"Oh... like that... yes. Oh, Link..." she whimpered, clutching at my finger desperately.





"Oh. Oh! OH!" Her cries rose, as she reached the edge...





"Ooooohhh." Her hands clenched into fists. Her wings vibrated as quickly as possible, given their confinement.





"Oh GAWD..." She gurgled and came, spasming violently, drenching my finger with fluid. "Oh, Link..." She sighed, relaxing.





I rubbed her body with her own juices, and soon had her free. She rested in my cupped hand, sighing happily.





"Oh," she smiled up at me. "That was one of the best rescues I've ever had."





"Uh, yeah," I managed, blushing furiously. "Let's go rescue Pamila, now."





"Yeah!"





**********************************************************************************





In the next room, I found another human, sitting in front of a strange machine with a moving picture at face level. This one was relatively thin, with thick spectacles, as he peered dimly at the picture, his hands tapping away at a series of buttons on the lower portion.





"Excuse me," I began.





The human glanced at me and Pfil disinterestedly. Then he took a second, surprised look, staring at us in utter fascination. "My goodness, another one," he mused, standing up slowly, "and a larger creature. Amazing!"





"Speaking of fairies," I interrupted, "where's Pamila?"





"Pamila? You mean the other specimen we captured?"





"That's the one."





"I'm afraid that's confidential."





"Confidential?"





"Need to know."





I pointed my sword at his throat. "I have a need to know."





"She's in the Live Specimens room, two doors down the hall, on the left," the human replied quickly. Then, hesitantly, he added, "I don't suppose you could wait until we're done studying her?"





I arched my eyebrow. "What kind of creature are you," I snorted, "that you could imprison a thinking being out of simple curiosity?"





He sniffed. "Don't be ridiculous. No creature with a brain case that small could be sentient."





"And is my brain case too small?"





He heard the implications in my tone and swallowed nervously. "Please. We've never seen anything like her before. We want to know everything about her species. Her lifespan, her habitat, her ecology, her lifestyle and habits. An insect with the body of a humanoid! It's amazing!"





I peered at him, tilting my head quizzically. "You humans are a pretty curious... species, aren't you?"





The human nodded his head emphatically. "Of course! We want to know... everything! How things work. Why they work! How they were created! After all," and he waved his hand at the machine, "would an uncurious species create a computer?"





"Why would they want to?" I asked.





"Why would...?" he trailed off. "Do you even know what a computer is?" I shook my head. "That computer holds more data than an entire library. It writes documents faster than pen and paper, performs mathematical calculations faster than any human brain ever could..."





"Okay, okay. It's an amazing invention," I stopped him. "I'll just fetch Pamila and we'll be on our way. And in the future, you might try talking to fairies, if you want to learn about them..." I whirled about, as the door burst open. I pointed my sword to attack... too late. The goo slammed into my body, and I fell over, wrapped in a green mess. Behind me, Pfil found herself plastered to yet another wall.





"Well done, men!" the human congratulated his rescuers. "Take them both to the Live Specimens room." As they hoisted me up with gloved hands. "Be careful not to hurt them!" he added, as he returned to his "computer" and began typing away furiously.





"Nobel Prize, here I come..."





**********************************************************************************





I blinked my eyes, then wiped the gunk from them, peering about fuzzily. I raised my head, looking at my surroundings.





A cage. Those humans put me in a bleeding cage.





The cage was good steel-very good, from the look of it-lying in the center of a large room, filled with tables topped with smaller cages and glass containers, many of them filled with "live specimens." Where were Pfil and Pamila?





Oh. Over there. The two of them were in a glass case, huddled together, Pamila, the little brunette fairy I hadn't seen before, holding Pamila in an embrace that both gave and requested emotional support. Where was the researcher?





There he is. Talking to a machine, apparently.





"Subject is a bipedal humanoid, similar in appearance to specimens 4926-A and 4926-B... approximately five feet in height... slender build..." He circled my cage, peering at me meditively. "Apparently, subject's culture is advanced Iron age. Carrying steel blade for a tool, steel shield, steel gauntlet, metal buckles. Clothing is some sort of leather or animal skin... quite reminiscient of a Tolkien elf in appearance, in fact..."





"You know," I told him cheerfully, "if you want to learn about Hylians, asking us question works pretty well."





He ignored me. I continued, "For example, some of us have pretty potent magics, for when we get into a jam..."





His lips twitched. "Subject's culture apparently includes a belief in the supernatural. Further testing is required to explore this concept further. Perhaps they have pharmecutical recipes as yet unknown...?"





"No need for testing," I smiled. "I'll give you a free demonstration."





I'm pretty sure what his next thought was.





Wow.





The lightning spread throughout the room, catching the human and lifting him high into the air, smashing equipment, and knocking cages and containers off the tables. The researcher slammed against a wall and collapsed with a crumpled sigh.





Damn. These humans are tough. Even the weaker ones.





From the shattered remnants of one of the cages, Pfil and Pamila flew out. "We're free!" Pamila cried happily. They flew up to my cage. "But how do we get you out?" she wondered.





"Don't worry about it," I smiled. "I have more than one trick up my sleeve." And I cast another spell, one with an astonishing variety of uses.





A minute later, we were in an air duct, all three of us, flying up to the surface. "Wow," Pamila whispered, "It's so cool that you can become a fairy like us!" I agreed, smiling. Pfil just looked at me, with a meditive look on her pretty face.





Once we'd reached the surface, we continued on, until we'd reached the safety of the deep woods. Finally, we lit down on a tree branch to rest. "Thank you for saving me," Pfil said, smiling at me.





"My pleasure," I replied, returning the smile. "Saving beautiful maidens is something of a specialty, for me."





"Maidens?" Pamila quirked an eyebrow. Pfil's smile twisted, becoming taunting.





"Who ever said we were maidens?"





My smile faded, then broadened into a silly grin, as both fairies advanced upon me, rubbing my diminutive body with their dainty little hands, kissing my exposed flesh with their lips. As I began to moan, they began to slowly strip off my garments, caressing the skin as it revealed itself, giving it loving licks with their tongues.





I began to breath, heavily.





When my breeches fell away, Pamila stepped behind me, in response to Pfil's signals, and began to slowly lower me to the branch. As I lay back, Pfil exposed her nether regions, dripping with her excitement. "Did your other maidens reward you like this?"





"Not like this," I moaned. "Not like this..." Thoughts of my princesses appeared in my mind. I dismissed them. We're still mad at them, remember? I told myself.





Pfil lowered herself to my erect member, impaling herself with a lustful sigh. "Um, that's nice," she smiled, and bent down to kiss me. Her tongue searched out my tonsils, and I shivered.





Pamila was lying next to me. Her hands were rubbing my body, her lips kissing every square inch of my body.





Oh, GOLD!





I didn't know my nipples were that sensitive.





Pfil was moving faster, moaning loudly. "I love it..." she gasped, "yes. Like that..." Pamila sucked on one of my nipples, pinching the other one. I began to cry. So good...





"No... can't cum like this..." Pfil began to cry. "Too good... too horny... no... oooohhhh..." she shuddered, climaxing, her wings quivering with her release.





My own climax was building. Inexorable. Inevetible.





I began to moan loudly. "I'm gonna..."





I spurted deeply, slamming hot jets deep into Pfil's treasure box. Lights flashed in my head with the intensity. My vision blurred. Pamila's head looked into my eyes, then began to change, to resemble...





Zelda?





**********************************************************************************





I jerked out of unconsciousness, gasping for breath. Can't breath. So hot...





I threw off the covers of my bed. My royal bed.





I'm back home?





And I'm not alone, either.





The maid stared at me, as I stared back at her. She was a pretty thing, dark hair, voluptuous figure(for a Hylian, I considered-those humans must have some busty examples among their own females), wearing the standard attire for a female royal servant, her dress clinging to her form enticingly.





She was shivering. Her lips were parted. Her eyes were fixed on me.





I suddenly realized that I was naked. And covered in sweat. And with a raging hard on.





As I stared back at her, I found myself contemplating the old custom of a King having his way with any maiden he pleased. The heat between us rose, as the maid realized what I was thinking. What she was thinking. What we both were thinking.





With a strangled whimper, she fled my bedroom chamber, before her King could rape her. Or before she let herself be raped.





As I stared at the swinging door, I began to tremble. I fell back against my fluffy pillows with a moan.





"I've got to stop staying up late, playing pool and eating those damned nuts with Ganon," I mutterd to myself. He might have been reformed, but those nuts were evil-on my system...





I looked out the window. I could do it, I mused. Pick a princess, any princess will do. Climb in through the window, take her on her bed. If they resist-tough! They both want it bad, from me. I knew it.





So why did I hesitate?





Why can't I make that first move?





I slumped down, my hard on throbbing with disdainful mockery.





Because I'm too nice a guy to rape anybody. Not even a maid.





Damn.





I closed my eyes, remembering Pfil and Pamila. And those crazy humans. Their amazing technology, their acumulated knowledge. What could they do in Hyrule? What could such technology do for-or to-my kingdom?





Was it all just a dream?


