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The author is glad that he got this chapter out in a reasonably punctual manner and would like to prove with it that for all of the pseudo-intellectual bullshit he tries to load his stories up with, he can still write a decent bit of traditional action when the mood strikes him.
Using the barren path of desolation she’d carved into the wall of swampland just minutes before, Samus Aran and the boy walked back to the village, in silence. The falling rain seemed to demand it as a common courtesy, however had the boy actually tried to speak, Samus would have demanded silence herself. She needed time to think on many things; the frail nuisance trailing her was the least of them. She had expected the boy to try to complain about something or another but as of yet he hadn’t said a word. Perhaps path of desolation she’d carved into his planet shut him up. Perhaps it was the slow acceptance of what had happened to his sister. Or perhaps it was the realization of what was to become of him. It didn’t matter why he was quiet, the important thing is that he wasn’t interrupting her thoughts. Of course Samus spent only the briefest of moments with her mind on the boy before she turned it to more important things.

Why had the pirates attacked the village? It made no sense. Never before had they shown the slightest resistance to her instructions, even when she purposely demanded the most illogical and torturous of them. She was their Mother and they obeyed her without question. Pirates were biologically designed and bred for their subordination. To specifically ignore a direct order in that way was contrary to their very nature. The only possible way that they would disobey her was if someone else in authority countermanded her order. Yes, that was the only way. Worse than the act itself was the fact that her authority had been challenged so blatantly. And she would damn well know who had committed such a grievous sin against her.

These thoughts swirled around in her head until the wall of swampland on either side of her stopped and she found herself at the edge of the village. This time when Samus came out of the wetlands there was no shock or hesitation. She couldn’t be surprised by her own handiwork, after all. It was just as she had left it, merely wetter from the continued drizzle. She was happy to see that many of the pirates were still alive, though whether they would be in a mental state to answer her questions she had no idea. She would have to find out.

“Boy,” Samus called out to the child as she moved to interrogate one of the living pirates, “as to revenge you may do as you like but do not touch those devils that are living until I am finished with them. Is that understood?”

She waited briefly for acknowledgment of some kind and when she received none, angrily turned to see what the boy was doing. She was surprised to find him pulling the bodies of the humans off of the piles and arranging them, totally ignoring the pirates.

“Boy, perhaps you did not hear me or perhaps you feel you do not have the tools for such a task.” Samus opened a small panel in her suit and pulled out a short, smooth metal cylinder. As she held it out, it expanded into a rod about a meter and a half in length with a point like a spear at one end. “Your enemy lies all around waiting for your hand. Those devils I am through with, you may strike down as you like. This is a weapon well made, the metal sturdy and the edge keen. It will surely pierce the flesh of any devil. Take it.”

Some time passed in silence as Samus held the weapon out for the boy to take it from her, meanwhile the boy said nothing and made no reaction to suggest he’d heard her. Anger began to rise in Samus at the boy’s behavior until finally he responded.

“I don’t want it,” the boy said as he continued to sort through the pile of corpses unheeded.

“Why not,” Samus asked quite irritably, “Why do you refuse to take your revenge here and now?”

“There’s no reason to. These devils will suffer for the rest of their lives, like they deserve. But my people don’t deserve to be left in heaps like so much dung. The priest should be here to give my people their rites but he’s dead too and I’m the only one left, the only one who can give them the proper respect. I’m the only one left to grieve.”

“You are pitiful. You waste your grief on the blind, the deaf, and dumb. While you bemoan the ruined flesh of those who are lost you disregard those who caused it? What commitment do you have to your path that such a trivial thing as nutrition for worms causes you to forget your purpose?”

The boy winced, but wouldn’t back down.

“They’re more than that. They aren’t just flesh, they’re people, family, friends. If they weren’t, I wouldn’t have any reason to seek revenge. I want the devils to pay for what they’ve done, but I don’t want to forget what it is that was done. They stole the futures of my people. You’ve made sure these devils will suffer for the rest of their lives. That’s enough for them and enough for me.”

“So quickly your fire burns out. Your words of anger and passion dissipate like a puff of smoke. You say your people cannot rest until they have been avenged yet now you are content to let another do your work? Then let the inevitability of time take your revenge and go to your grave in peace, boy. I begin to think you would rather join your sister than hunt your prey.”

“The Devil take you,” was the literal definition of his response however the intent was clear enough, and Samus would not be spoken to in such a way. She backhanded the boy roughly across his face and he fell to the ground holding his cheek, an expression of shock and indignation on his face.

“Who are you, boy? Who are you that you curse me so? You are a despondent orphan who lives on the whim of my restraint. If you wish that whim to remain in my thoughts for a second longer know that I demand obedience and respect without compromise. Reserve your contempt for those who deserve it and do not waste it on me. Should you ever address me with such contempt again, you will not have an opportunity to disrespect me a third time.”

Samus dropped the spear beside the boy in disgust and walked away.

She angled toward the nearest living pirate and grabbed its jaw, jerking it into an upright position. It was unconscious at the moment, babbling what Samus’s computer told her was simply incoherent nonsense. Must be praying, Samus thought. She let go and its head fell back and smacked the ground though no change came over the pirate’s condition. It was missing most of its legs and midsection and a large area of its body was badly burned. The pirate was in far too much pain to be thinking clearly. Too much… or not enough. Samus grasped hold of what was left of the pirate’s charred abdomen and dug her armored fingers deep into its side. It shot up on its own this time, eyes suddenly full of lucidity and pain, though the rest of the pirate’s expression hinted nothing of that sort. A few seconds later it began to scream until Samus released its side and took it by the throat.

“You live yet, pirate. Do you speak yet, also?” she addressed it using the Myrnai’s own language. As reason prevailed in it once more, she let go of its throat and waited.

“Yes Mother,” it said, slowly and probably unclearly. The computer translated flawlessly, regardless. “I speak for you. I live for you.”

“Marvelous. I have issued many orders throughout this campaign, clearly defined and ambiguous both, no? Tell me something pirate: why did you and your fellows choose to ignore an order as explicable as ‘you have the right to use whatever force is necessary, but only to subdue’? Was the plain language I used not quite plain enough or did you simply decide that on matters of war you knew better than I?”

“Mother, forgive me but I don’t know what you’re talking about. Group leader 3 told us we had been re-ordered to kill the villagers and take them to the assigned place. We didn’t want to disobey. We all heard the general order come through and we acted as we’d been told.”

“Liar,” Samus said as she struck the pirate’s wounded side with a fist, “I made no such re-order.”

“Unngh! Yes, Mother, you’re right, you’re right, but it wasn’t you who gave the order, directly.”

“What do you mean? I always directly issue orders of such magnitude myself. There is no one here to intercede on my behalf. Do not attempt to lie to me with things I know to be so clearly false.”

“Yes, Mother, of course, Mother. But this time someone did intercede on your behalf, although he wasn’t here. The Chozo sent us a general message informing us that you would be stripped of your command shortly if you didn’t succeed today and that we were supposed to prepare for new leadership if it should happen. It was during that same time that the humans began to give us trouble and we reported this back to the Chozo. We were told that corpses were quicker and easier to move than resisting humans. The Group Leader was told to kill the humans, and then move them so that your plan would work and you could still command us. We assumed you had talked with the Chozo about a new strategy and we didn’t want to upset you. We would never want to displease you, Mother. Never. We were just doing as we were told, Mother, that’s all.”

“There are many Chozo in many places at all times. They seem to enjoy getting into business they should leave well alone. Which Chozo told you to defy me and earned himself a death sentence in the process? I suppose it would be too much to ask that you pirates be able to distinguish between one bird and another.”

“It was no Chozo, Mother. The Chozo sent us the message itself, yes, but it was Lord Leah with them who spoke to us about what to do with the humans. On your authority, he said.”

“You are in much pain now and death approaches, but for such a blatant lie I would make it a thousand times worse. I have not talked with Leah, and he has certainly not talked with you. You are a liar and a traitor and you fully deserve the lowest layer of hell you will be assigned. Let nature take you soul; I will have nothing to do with it.”

“Mother, please! I’m telling you the truth!” it said as Samus stood up and began to walk away, “Please, Mother, don’t leave here like this! I love you! Mother, Mother, I love you, Mother! Mother! Mother!”

She would have left it there as it was but for the incessant din it was making. She walked back and brought a boot down hard on its throat, silencing it immediately. Whether it was alive or dead, she didn’t particularly care.

Samus moved on. She revived and spoke with other pirates, each one recounting the same story as the first though with slightly differing details. With each one her anger towards them did not recede but it was significantly dimmed by the blistering malice toward the Chozo and that treacherous Policeman that rose and redoubled with each retelling. How dare the Chozo issue such an order. How dare Rone stab her in the back after everything she’d done for him. It was in the nature of Chozo to be undependable and selfish but she had trusted the Galactic Policeman when there was no one else to turn to. It was a betrayal of the worst sort and whatever courtesies she had extended toward him in the past would not save his miserable life now. He would burn for this.

As Samus finished questioning another pirate the phrase finally clicked in her head. General message. Leah and the Chozo had issued a general message to her troops which meant that all of her forces across the planet had received the same orders. She hadn’t gone to check on the villages when she’d made her rounds. They could have all been doing the same thing and she wouldn’t have even known it because she’d deactivated her communication channels before coming here. She cursed.

She reactivated the comms systems and as she did, she realized what a complete and utter fool she’d been. While she’d concerned herself with this tiny village at the outskirts of a battlefield and the few hundred other souls she had neglected the battle itself. Before she even received any messages, she knew the grievous error in what she had done. Distress signals from almost all channels were pouring in, alerting her that the Chorizo had arrived and her troops were being slaughtered. Samus could not believe how stupid her moment of selfish anger had cost her. Her plan for victory required her to be involved in the battle from its very onset and yet here she had been delayed for… she didn’t know how long.

“Boy,” Samus said, “I must leave and what you do while I am gone I could not possibly care less about, however if I was in your place now, I would pick up that spear and begin walking my path in earnest or I would use it to catch up to my sister on hers. Either way, if you are not to be found when I get back, I will not look for you.”



Seven Chorizo stood back to back in the middle of a clearing of the dense wetlands as a mountain was quickly being built around them. Well, a “mountain,” is a bit of a hyperbole, but to say that a “hill” was being built around them would not be any kind of literary device whatsoever, except of course a literal description. So a hill was quickly being built around the seven Chorizo and they were the builders of this hill, a normal hill in every way except that instead of rock or soil, this hill was being built out of corpses, hundreds and hundreds of pirate corpses. The Chorizo stood firing well-aimed blast after well-aimed blast into the incredibly dense horde of onrushing pirates that encircled them on the ground and in the trees. With each blast one, and sometimes two or three, pirates would fall over dead, involuntarily adding itself to the masterpiece of organic engineering than was the hill of corpses.

This continued for quite some time, the Chorizos’ morbid talents being far too much for the great multitude of raw hill material to overcome. Then suddenly, the stagnated event of slaughter was disrupted as perhaps seventy or more pirates spontaneously exploded. That is to say, to an observer standing in the center of the circle next to a Chorizo or watching from another suitable vantage point, it would appear that these pirates spontaneously exploded. Truly, one second they were all there and by the tick of the next they were all a mist of green hanging in the air. What would be even more peculiar to said observer is that all of these pirates which exploded spontaneously did so in a perfectly straight line. Said observer would not have known what to think, especially after one of the Chorizo in the center of the circle suddenly flung itself away from its fellows, directly into and through the hill it had been building just one tick of a second ago. Said observer would not have known what to think. Said observer would not have known that at that very moment, he had just witnessed the arrival of a Raging Devil.



Samus had rushed to the nearest part of the battle she could find and arrived, once again, in a very foul mood. Her mood was so foul, in fact, she gave no thought for troops that were between her and the Chorizo. Instead, she continued moving in her usual straightforward manner. The loss of pirate life was a sacrifice she was more than willing to make.

Before she was within thirty meters of the Chorizo, she launched herself through the air and let her momentum carry her to her target. An imperceptible amount of time later, she reached that target, slamming into him at tremendous speed, and carrying them both into the large heap of pirates. Dead bodies quickly fell on top of them, but so did live bodies as pirates jumped on the hated foe they had been unable to reach for so long. He showed his massive strength and in one violent movement, shook most of them off. That brief time was all Samus needed to gain the upper hand. Before he could rise, Samus was already standing, straddling his enormous midsection. She had forgotten how large an armored Chorizo was at close range. This one was easily twice as tall as she was in her own suit. But size meant nothing. The Chorizo swung an arm in her direction attempting to knock her away but she dodged it easily, and lunged toward his head before he could try another attack. She used her cannon like a club and brought it crashing down onto his visor, which cracked but stubbornly held. The Chorizo was stunned by the blow and Samus took advantage of her opponent’s weakness. She began firing missile after missile at his visor at point blank range, shattering it. As soon as it did, she shoved her cannon inside the helmet, sending successive explosions directly into the Chorizo’s now unprotected face. As the first missiles struck him, he jerked wildly in pain but soon his body went completely limp. As Samus stopped and pulled her cannon back, smoke began to pour out from inside the Chorizo’s helmet. Dead or merely unconscious, it didn’t matter. Samus rose and began to go back toward the remaining six Chorizo. Before she had even taken a step, the pirates swarmed the fallen Chorizo’s body until he was completely covered from sight.

Samus walked with an easy relaxation as she went, a walk that became even more relaxed the closer she got to the Chorizon formation. When she knew she was about to be within their range, she grabbed a nearby pirate by the back of its neck and held it out in front of her as a shield. Energy blast after energy blast ripped into its body until it became so ruined that there was nothing left to hold on to and it fell from her hands. The blasts that had punched through had hit her suit but those that hadn’t glanced off had been received with minimal damage. Good.

As Samus reached the rim of the mound, two Chorizo began to target her. Samus returned fire, dancing back unharmed into the midst of the trees as the pirate horde absorbed the shots intended for her. Wisely the Chorizo did not give chase and merely refocused on maintaining the uniform radius of the circle. Knowing full well the Chorizo weren’t fools, Samus changed her tactics, though this time she actually gave consideration to her troops. Hidden by the pirates all around her, Samus kneeled and began charging a large energy blast. Just before it reached the point that it was ready to fire, Samus leapt into the air. Using a firm tree branch to push off of, she rose in the air until she was above the treetops and released the blast in the direction of the Chorizo group. The blast incinerated the branches and leaves in its way as it sped toward the Chorizo, but before it reached them, they each sprang high and far to the side, coming down into the mass of pirates in separate directions. The blast struck the ground where they’d been and detonated, creating a large crater and killing several of the nearest pirates trying to claw their way over the hill. The unstable mountain that had required such meticulous construction toppled over into the crater, a mass grave for the masses. The Chorizo were of course unscathed.

For several minutes Samus ignored them and rechecked all of her systems and ammunition. Luckily in her rage at the village she had had the sense not to use anything but beams and her own suit as weapons. All missiles and solid ammunition were at full capacity, accounting of course for the ones she’d just used. Excellent.

She used the uplink and received the imaging data from her satellites. They could track the Chorizo in her area easily and though the information was less accurate in other areas, from the looks of things the total number of Chorizo warriors that had come to the planet was twenty-two. Blast. Two more than she’d been counting on. Her forces had completely surrounded the other two squads to the northeast but she’d planned on having a third of the Chorizo dead by now. She had to deal with these six and get over there as soon as possible.

She checked the data one last time then headed toward the nearest blip on her display. She knew that the Chorizo had managed to re-group into three pairs but as she approached this pair, she discovered they were using a very different battle tactic than she’d seen before. The two Chorizo stood back to back, surrounded in all directions by pirates. One wielded a long melee weapon even taller than he was. The weapon was of very good quality, as Samus had seen in many previous battles, and most likely of the same type as the spear she had brought for herself but stupidly left with the boy. Instead of spear, this one used a weapon with a scythe at the end, though the blade ran down almost the entire length of the shaft. The Chorizo swung it in a large arc, instantly killing any pirate which came into range and keeping the rest at a distance. While the first did this, the second used his beams to pick off those standing around at the edge of circle or attempting to utilize the trees. The second Chorizo moved so quickly as he locked on to targets, it appeared as if he had eight arms firing blasts, rather than merely two. This took skill, to be sure, but what was truly remarkable about the tactic was that as the first completed his swing, the second Chorizo reached for the weapon and in a motion of perfect fluidity, swung the blade in another arc while the first Chorizo took over the duties of the second, firing blasts all around, until the second completed his swing and the first took hold of the scythe once more. In this way, the Chorizo were able to create an impenetrable defense and act as one being.

Samus was quite impressed and recognized that she would have to use a new tactic to breach such a defense. She couldn’t just tackle one of them again without risking a potentially harmful injury to herself from that scythe. She could do it of course, assuming her timing was right, but surely there was a better way. They would see any blast large enough to endanger them long before it ever reached them and simply dodge it. As for missiles, she would be lucky if any missiles could actually disrupt their rhythm. So what did that leave?

She laughed as the idea crossed her head, remembering Daken’s opinion of that particular beam. He’d considered it obsolete for quite some time and if he’d seen what the Chozo had done to her suit, no doubt it would have reinforced his decision even more strongly. Ah, but this day the grapple beam would come in quite handy.

Samus left her hiding place within the horde, came to the edge of circle, and fired. She watched her only solid beam unfurl from the end of the cannon and speed toward its target. It wrapped itself once, twice, around the neck of one of the Chorizo (who at the moment was not using the scythe) and Samus immediately gave a strong tug, catching the Chorizo off guard and pulling him face first into the ground. Samus began to run, dragging the Chorizo on the ground and through the mass of pirates until they were well beyond the mass of pirates but he recovered and jumped to his feet. He grabbed hold of the beam and used it to throw Samus into a nearby tree. She hit the trunk quite hard and a deep ache shot up from her lower back but her back held strong; it was the tree that snapped in half. Samus hit the ground and the tree crashed towards the floor- and right onto her. She rolled to the side seeing spots before her eyes and the Chorizo attempted to throw her again. Before she reach the trunk of the next tree, she activated her screw attack, causing every part she came in contact with to explode in a shower of splinters. She came out through the other side and landed on her feet. Once again she began to run, pulling the Chorizo a great distance through the swamp behind her. As expected, he made it to his feet again and jerked back on the grappling beam, causing Samus to soar through the air toward him. Samus released the grapple beam and fired several super missiles at the Chorizo’s armored abdomen. Each struck in the same location, weakening the armor but still unable to breach it. Before Samus could fire another salvo, she was upon the Chorizo. Before she could make contact with him, he suddenly reached out and caught her. He had hold of her by her arms and began to pull them in separate directions, releasing powerful energy blasts from his palms as he did. Sensors blared in her ears and pain coursed through her arms and shoulders, but she managed to activate the screw attack. Powerful bolts of energy were sent from her suit, coursing through those very same arms - and into the Chorizo. Whether out of surprise or pain, and probably a mixture of both, the Chorizo let go of his grip and Samus began charging an energy beam as she dropped to the ground. When she felt her feet touch it, she immediately pushed off again, rising until she was level with the Chorizo’s abdomen. She fired the blast into the weakened section of his armor and watched with satisfaction as it exploded into his flesh, changing his armor from protection to deadly pieces of shrapnel.

In an incredible feat of willpower, the Chorizo remained upright despite his wounds. Dark blood poured out of his intestines and dribbled down his suit, but instead of a cry of pain or a wince there was a demeanor of absolute impassiveness. He glanced down to see what had been done to him, pushing as much of what was falling out back into himself as possible. Then the Chorizo opened a section of his suit and pulled out a short rod of metal that extended into a double-bladed scythe. Samus grinned at her good fortune. Both of the beam cannons in the Chorizo’s palms had been damaged beyond use, most likely by her screw attack. She just had to finish off a bird, wounded and all but helpless.

Samus activated her speed boost and circled behind the Chorizo to deliver the final blow. She’d moved so quickly, in fact, that he didn’t even turn to catch her. However just as she stood behind him, she found one end of the scythe bearing down on her, almost catching her by surprise. She ducked, and the blade whisked over the top of her head. The Chorizo had attacked without even turning or looking behind him and as Samus stood back up, she saw him striking again from the other side. Samus caught a smooth section with her left hand and dug a foot into the earth, stopping the weapon where it was and preventing the Chorizo from attacking again. Each struggled powerfully against the other for control of the weapon, straining, the movements in each direction almost imperceptible.

“You have struck a mortal blow against me; that is obvious,” the Chorizo said as he attempted to wrest the weapon free from her grasp, “You are a bold warrior of great skill and I could ask of no more honorable manner to go meet the Destroyer than this. However my own soul is not ready to join Him just yet; He has put another task upon me. I have given many lives to the Great Destroyer and in my time I have served Him well, but I swear to you that before I leave this world I will send Him one more.”

“Then I suggest you begin praying for worms with small throats,” Samus taunted, “For the only way you will take another life is if a maggot chokes on your rotting flesh in the days of putrefaction that lie ahead. I would suggest you begin praying right away; after all, you have not a moment to lose.”

With that, Samus swung her cannon arm at the middle of the rod, just above the section she was holding. Such great force was used that the weapon actually snapped in half. The Chorizo reacted instantly. As soon as he felt the blow connect, he spun around and swung the half he held to cut Samus in two. When Samus felt the blade snap, she also reacted instantly and gambled, leaping into the air. As she’d guessed, the blade swung low beneath her, ensuring her victory. As she approached the level of his head, time slowed to a crawl. She hung in the air, almost motionless. She could see the Chorizo’s eyes behind his visor and he saw her, but did nothing, though whether it was because he had no time to or because he’d already accepted his fate, who can say? As she cocked her arm back and swung, time began moving at rapid pace and all poetry of the moment disappeared. She aimed for the front of the helmet, driving the point of the blade deep through the visor and into the Chorizo himself. When it would go no further, Samus released her hold on the weapon and landed on the ground, ready. She charged her beam, preparing herself for one last attack the Chorizo might have for her despite the mass of organs falling from his stomach and blade lodged in his skull. But he had nothing left to give.

The Chorizo dropped his weapon as his arms went limp and to his sides. He fell to his knees, then to the ground, the impact pushing the blade further into his head and out the back of his helmet in the process. But Samus Aran saw none of this. As soon as the Chorizo’s hands relaxed and the weapon started to fall, she turned around and began moving away. She had other business to attend to.



The struggle that had occurred deep into the swamp took no more than a minute but the situation had appreciated greatly during Samus’s brief absence. The Chorizo she had left behind was still alive and droves of dead lay around him, but he was living on borrowed time. Pirates could no longer be fully held at bay and blood seeped out of the Chorizo’s armor from his legs, back, chest, arms, and neck, hinting at the number of times that they had reached him already. Outnumbered and facing a defeat impossibly inevitable, still the warrior fought on bravely, his movement betraying no hint of his grievous injuries. In a blur, he swung his scythe with all of the grimness of a Reaper, occasionally taking breaks from his harvesting to incinerate chaff with blasts from his palms. But for all of his valiance, the situation was already clearly decided so Samus decided the resources of a Raging Devil could be better spent elsewhere.

She started off in the direction the nearest Chorizon pair had been when she’d last checked but as she linked to the satellites for an update, she was happily surprised to find that one of the remaining pairs had already been dealt with without her help. She was informed that the pirates had left an opening in one side of their attack to lure both Chorizo towards a nearby peat bog, according to her tactics. The Chorizo had withdrawn, putting their backs to it so they could defend themselves from a better position. However several pirates had been lying at the bottom of the bog and launched an ambush, catching both Chorizo completely unaware. One of them had been dragged into the water and the other taken down by a mass of pirates after a hard battle, both eventually killed. Samus had a surplus of troops as a result and all that left was one more pair to deal with here. What had become of them?

Before Samus could consult her satellites, her question was promptly answered. Two Chorizo rushed upon her and before she could react. One of them released a charged beam from each palm, less than a meter away. An explosion of energy rocked her suit, blowing aside much of the nearby foliage and sending her flying away through the air. Both Chorizo swiftly followed after her, the first catching up to her while she was still in the air. He caught her by the ankle of her suit and swung her back toward his partner. She quickly activated her screw attack, shorting out the beam cannon in one of his palms, but he maintained a firm grip. Focused on this, Samus didn’t realize what the maneuver’s intention was.

The other Chorizo arrived then and swung his fist, bringing with it all of the colossal mass and velocity one would expect an enlightened conqueror like himself to have. His momentum carried him beyond the blow, but the fist connected powerfully with Samus’s helmet. Her head snapped back and she heard her helmet crack, though for a moment she mistook the sound for that of her skull shattering inside her head. She was dazed and spots danced before her eyes but before she could recover, the Chorizo that still held her slammed her down into the ground and began firing beams from his still-working hand. Unlike the previous attacks, the beams were not intended to do significant damage but they prevented her from counter attacking, something Samus knew she had to do something before the other Chorizo returned. She attempted to lift her arm to fire, but the Chorizo target the arm and her shot went wildly to the side. As the Chorizo’s blasts continued to rain down on her suit, she angled her cannon into the ground and fired, causing a large section of earth to fall out beneath him and her a chance to stand back up. However, just as she did, she saw the other Chorizo speeding back toward her, this time wielding a long melee weapon. Though more akin to her spear than to the scythes others had used thus far, it had more than one blade on it. The point at the end was the largest but another shorter blade stuck out at an angle beside it. Samus observed this in a fraction of a second, unfortunately, she needed that fraction in order to dodge or attack the Chorizo as he struck. Bereft of it, Samus used her morph ball and folded down into a small sphere, the blade passing through the space her head had been just an instant before. As she rolled several meters to the side, she released several power bombs to cover her movements and allow her to return to standard mode.

The bombs indeed detonated and as Samus stood up from her morph ball, she found there was nothing to stand on. The explosions created a deep, homogenous crater of black earth but at the bottom of the crater, Samus and both of the Chorizo were unharmed. Already, all parties involved were standing on the ready, prepared to begin anew. The Chorizo approached Samus and circled until they were on opposite sides of one another, an equal distance apart. Samus was left watching them out of the corners of her eyes. One charged a beam with his good hand while the other still held his spear. Samus now saw why the second used a weapon such as that instead of his beams. Smoke still rose from each palm showing what a busy day he’d had already. Given enough time, the cannons could cool and become operational meaning that if they didn’t attack soon, she might have to. Of course during this time Samus hadn’t been idle either, and her charged beam was growing in power with every passing second.

The unarmed Chorizo released his strong beam at her feet, forcing her to jump into the air. As she did, the Chorizo with the spear attacked her, swinging the weapon down from over his head with all of his might. Unable to maneuver well, Samus twisted her body to allow both blades to come down on her shoulder, consequently one of the most heavily armored portions of her suit. The blades traveled several centimeters into the shoulder before they became stuck, leaving Samus and her critical systems unharmed. Samus smiled and released her charged beam directly into the Chorizo. The armor of his entire left side blackened and near his waist it became warped and melted, putting his left leg off at an odd angle in the process. Like the previous Chorizo she’d dealt with, he sustained the injury without even wincing and steadfastly held on to the spear, thereby holding Samus in place.

They landed at the same time; the Chorizo even put his full weight on the injured leg. Samus looked to the other Chorizo and saw him in the middle of charging another beam to full capacity. As Samus fired more beams of her own into the wounded Chorizo to make him release his hold, the unarmed Chorizo fired his beam at them, willing to sacrifice his partner to kill her. However, just as the beam was about to reach both of them, the wounded Chorizo let go of the spear and jumped back, though stumbling to a fall as his leg gave out on him. Samus meanwhile was struck with the full force of the beam and lost consciousnesses briefly. She awoke from darkness and once again found herself flying through the air toward the edge of the power bomb formed crater. She regained control and landed on her feet, noticing the spear was still lodged in her shoulder, though she had no time to deal with it at the present. The healthy Chorizo sped toward her but she was ready and used her grapple beam for the second time this day. It wrapped itself around his ankles and as she pulled, he fell forward into the ground with great force. As he rose, Samus jumped on his back and fired her ice beam into the back of his helmet, freezing it. At the same time, she pulled the spear out of her shoulder then stabbed down at the brittle, frozen section of the helmet, breaking through the armor and into the skull underneath it. She jabbed down over and over again until nervous spasms were the only movements animating the Chorizo’s frame. Samus turned back toward the wounded Chorizo who was slowly but determinedly limping his way toward her, dragging the ruined leg behind him. She dropped the spear and began charging another beam. She allowed the Chorizo within ten meters of her. As he did, he dropped to one knee and removed his helmet.

“If I am to die,” he began, “it is my only request that is come at the hands of such a capable warrior as-”

“Granted,” Samus cut him short. The Chorizo’s lifeless body fell over sizzling inside its armor, “I have heard the same speech already and it was more than enough.” 

