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  Chapter 1

When Kaibre awoke, he found himself chained to a cold, craggy wall, in a room that was lit by only the flickering light of a half spent torch. He let out a small groan, hanging his head, and squeezing his eyes shut, trying to banish the ringing that filled his ears.

"Ah, so our guest finally awakes." Kaibre immediately opened his eyes and looked up, recognising the owner of that voice, a frown cutting across his forehead.

"Robert," he spat bitterly, glaring at his former comrade. He and Robert had briefly known each other in the court of Queen Seline of Catalia, and had shared many a disagreement over how things should be done, when it came to the protection of the Queen, and her country. When Kaibre had left, they had barely been on talking terms, and since they had met again their relationship had deteriorated to this, Kaibre now a hostage of Robert's. 

"Yes, that is my name," retorted Robert, his voice equipped with a sarcastic edge. Kaibre merely continued glaring at him, full of malice.

"This is stupid, and I think you know it," continued Kaibre, ignoring Robert's facetious remark. Robert let out a chuckle at the sellsword's words.

"Stupid? Pray, my friend, what exactly are you referring to?" questioned Robert, his green eyes glittering as he paced to and fro before Kaibre. Kaibre cast his gaze aside, and let out a sigh, intolerant of such games.

"This. You keeping me captive here. By doing this, what exactly do you intend to gain?" asked Kaibre, impatient with his captors flippant gait. Robert ceased his pacing and stood before Kaibre, staring him right in the eye, so close Kaibre could feel his breath against his skin. He held the gaze of his captor, unblinking, refusing to back down.

"What do I expect to gain?" Robert surprisingly broke away, and began to pace. 

"I'm not entirely sure, Kaibre. In fact, why do I keep you alive at all?" At this point the Catalian General paused once more, again giving his full attention to his captive. He stepped closer. "Why indeed?" Kaibre's frown deepened, and he tested the chains that held him, lunging out towards Robert with his full strength, his fists clenched, his expression determined. Robert stepped back neatly, chuckling once more at Kaibre's frustrations. He drew his sword, and held it again to Kaibre's throat, a pleased smile creeping across his face. The feeling was all too familiar for Kaibre, as he recalled Robert holding him in such a position shortly before, outside North Castle. A cold 

realisation snaked over him, as he remembered Robert's words, his advice on where exactly to locate Mara Hespara, the women he had been searching for in order to clear his own name. He had walked straight into Robert's trap, and that was why he was held here now, his life no longer his own, but in the possession of a man he hated and a women he despised.

"Kill me. Kill me now. But I swear to you Robert, it will serve you not," promised Kaibre, his voice hard, but he could still not hide his suspicion, or fear, that Robert would willingly carry out the challenge. Robert just smiled once more, and drew his sword away, replacing it back in its silver scabbard. 

"Wait your turn. I have far more important people to get rid of first," assured Robert, before turning his back to Kaibre. Kaibre lunged away from the wall again, dust falling from the chains in the wall, but still they held strong. Robert did not turn, despite the rattling the chains made.

"You won't achieve anything, Robert. Not this way." Robert just smirked to himself, still facing away from Kaibre.

"The great leaders of this world are barely remembered for their kindness and  compassion Kaibre, they are remembered for their ambition, their ruthless ambition. No country that exists today is built on a foundation of peace, each and every one was built on a foundation of fighting, struggling, striving...and a desire for something better. That is what I desire for my country and my people, and I believe that I can make it happen." Kaibre shook his head in disgust.

"You do not understand your own ambitions. People will always want for something better, but most do not realise that what they have is already good enough," he murmured. Robert turned at this point, facing Kaibre. His face was etched with flickering shadows, his firm nose and cheek bones were accentuated in the darkness, and the clothes he wore, a forest green tunic, trimmed with gold made him seem all the more noble. 

"Catalia has played its part in suffering, in strife, and in fighting. Now we have a right to claim, to have, something better," retorted Robert, clearly agitated by Kaibre's words.

"And at what price to others?" reacted Kaibre, his eyes burning straight into Robert's. 

"Others have never thought of us in their success. They have reached out to us only in their failures, why should we give them the respect they have never given us?" exclaimed Robert, his voice tinged with anger. He marched up to Kaibre, looking down on him, before delivering a blow to Kaibre's stomach, making him want to double over, but being unable to do so. He let out a sharp breath, followed by a dry cough, his gaze plummeting to the ground. 

"Robert!" called out a voice sharply from the darkness, and Kaibre dared a slow gaze upwards, just to see Mara stepping out from behind Robert. "I would like him alive, if that isn't too much to ask," she scolded sharply, and Robert just returned her request with a frown. 

"He doesn't deserve to live," he muttered bitterly, casting a disdainful glance towards Kaibre. Mara walked up to Kaibre, laying her hands on his shoulders, looking at him, concerned. 

"Are you okay?" she asked. Kaibre just gave her a confused glance, and spat on the floor at his feet.

"He's fine. Taken worse beatings, that's for certain," murmured Robert. 

"Why are you keeping me here?" asked Kaibre, looking back to Mara. She smiled.

"The princess has an obvious soft spot for you, and we may be needing a bargaining token," she said sweetly. 

"Bargaining token for what?" asked Kaibre, letting out another cough. Mara smiled.

"Now that would be telling, wouldn't it?" she answered, leaving him and turning her attentions back to a clearly annoyed Robert. She whispered something in his ear, and gave him a soft kiss, while blatantly turning her eyes back to Kaibre. She then grasped Robert's hand, and led him from the room, the door slamming shut behind them. Kaibre grimaced as the slam vibrated through the wall and against his back, and turned to look at his manacled wrists, pulling them away from the wall. They held fast however, taut and outstretched from the wall. He cursed under his breath, his strength seeming to fail him, and tried again, but it seemed for now, that all his efforts were destined to be in vain. 

  "Why do we always end up doing things Sprite wants us to do?" moaned Tiffany aloud. Carrie nodded.

"I know! It's totally annoying. Boy, did Sprite pick herself the right friends," moaned the faerie. Felicity was just ahead of the two, and she paused, waiting for them to catch up. 

"It's not that bad!" chided Felicity, "at least it'll be interesting."

"But I don't want interesting. I want fun, and well...more fun!" moaned Tiffany. 

"I think this Mara character is a genuine threat. If we don't catch her now, we may not get another chance," said Felicity, her voice and expression earnest. Carrie rolled her eyes.

"So she's some human half-wit healer. Who cares?"

"If she can use reagents like Black Ivy, she ought to worry you," retorted Felicity. Tiffany let out a loud sigh. 

"Well, you can use Black Ivy," pointed out the pretty faerie. Felicity grimaced.

"But you know me. I'm hardly going to go about conjuring up demons and the like to try and take over Hyrule!" said the ebony-haired faerie, her tone one of exasperation. Carrie gave a smirk.

"Well, you never know, do you?" 

"I don't have it in me!"

"You summoned up that Griffin thing that time...what was his name...? Enzar!"  exclaimed Tiffany. Felicity frowned.

"That was an accident. And anyhow, that was more to do with Sprite than it was with me," argued Felicity.

"Ah, but was it an accident?" asked Carrie playfully, one eyebrow questioningly raised.

"Of course is was!"

"You say that now..."

"Yeah, come to think of it, what were you gathering that Black Ivy for?" suddenly interjected Tiffany thoughtfully.

"What?"

"That day, you had us looking for the stuff when that Mara appeared," reminded  Tiffany.

"Is that really relevant?" asked Felicity, visibly flushing. Carrie nodded.

"Well actually it is. I mean, who's to say that Mara wasn't doing the same spell as you? I mean, the spell you were doing wasn't evil was it?" Felicity paused.

"No. But it doesn't matter anyway, because the spell I was doing was a new one... one I made myself. So Mara couldn't know about it," said Felicity. 

Tiffany and Carrie both shot each other curious glances, then turned to her. 

"No. I won't tell you because I couldn't do it...I wasn't powerful enough," said Felicity before the two could even ask.

"You couldn't do it?" asked Tiffany.

"You weren't powerful enough?" echoed Carrie. Felicity nodded.

"Yes, there's no need to act so surprised. Spells never work the first time round, but it did tire me...a lot."

"Is this the day Death Mountain freezes over?" exclaimed Carrie with a giggle. 

"Yes. Very funny," shot back Felicity. They continued on.

"What was the spell?" pursued Tiffany.

"Nothing interesting," said Felicity dryly. Carrie grinned at Tiffany.

"So not interesting you weren't powerful enough to do it?" They both giggled.

"Wait until Sprite hears this!" exclaimed Tiffany. They giggled again. 

"Oh, you two are regular jesters, did you know that?" said Felicity, becoming slightly agitated by her friends. They just giggled more. "If you keep at this, when I do perfect the spell, don't think I'll tell you two," she threatened.

"Well it doesn't matter, does it? We wouldn't be interested, remember?" said Carrie. Felicity sighed.

"Come on. Stop this messing, we'd best hurry up to Death Mountain. I have a bad feeling."

"Sure it's not because you found a spell you couldn't cast?" jibed Tiffany. 

Felicity turned to them again, 

"No!" she insisted, unable to resist the inane grins on her friends' faces. 

"Come on, it's funny, admit it," teased Tiffany. Felicity let out a sigh.

"You're never going to let me live this down are you?" she asked dejectedly. 

Carrie and Tiffany grinned at her. 

"Not until your dying day!" the stated. Felicity smiled.

"How I'll relish that day," she joked wryly. 

  As Enzar paced the corridors of Death Mountain, a sudden stench attacked his nostrils, and he let out a chuff of distaste. 

"Moblin," he spat under his breath. The smell, to a Griffin at least, was unmistakable. He had supposed Death Mountain was still bound to have some residents, those who had been left behind by Ganon's sudden disappearance. He smiled to himself. Moblins could be quite amusing when they were terrified. He followed the scent through a few more twists and bends of the dark, murky corridors until he came to one of the hollowed out lairs that infested the mountain and the earth beneath it. There, in the middle of the room sat a yellow skinned moblin, accompanied by an ashen boned Stalfos. They didn't hear the tick of his claws as he approached, they were apparently too engrossed in a card game of some type. He recognised them immediately, for these were none other than the distinctive, if incredibly stupid, spy scouts of Ganon. 

"Aspete. Skoll!" exclaimed Enzar stepping forward. Aspete nearly jumped out of his skin, whereas Skoll would have surely done the same, had he had skin.

"Whut?" exclaimed Aspete in total surprise. He stood before Enzar, and nearly fainted when he realised what the creature was. Skoll rose to his feet and turned.

"Eeep!" he cried, staggering backwards and crashing into the table they had been seated at. Enzar grinned, showing off his teeth, "So we meet again," he said in a deep tone.

"Erm..." started Aspete. Skoll clambered up from off the floor and stood quaking besides his moblin companion. 

"Is you Ganon?" asked Aspete somewhat stupidly. Enzar just laughed.

"I hardly think so. I am the Great Enzar! Surely you remember me!" exclaimed the Griffin somewhat proudly. Skoll scratched his skull.

"You was the one who Ganon didn't like, wasn't you?" he deducted.

"That would be one way of putting it," said Enzar slowly. The two obviously had poor memories.

"Oooh, is you that one who Fink killed?" Skoll smashed Aspete over his head with his fist.

"That's Dink, you idiot!" he corrected. Enzar frowned slightly. The two were far from in awe of him...in fact he doubted they even realised the power he held.

"No, it's Fink! There was definitely an 'ink' in 'is name, and there was an 'F' somewhere as well, so it must be Fink!" argued Aspete. 

"No. It's Dink. You just getting the 'f' mixed up with the 'd'." 
Enzar rolled his eyes at the display.

"I believe you mean Link," he said, in a bid to end the argument. They both looked at him.

"Who?" He let out an agitated sigh. 

"Link. The hero. The one who defeated...erm...Ganon." The two just stared at him. Aspete strode up to him. 

"Is you alright in the head, mister?" he asked politely. 

"It's Link. Not Dink. Not Fink. LINK!" insisted Enzar, his anger growing.

"No...methinks you is 'finkin of someone else. We don't know no 'Link's' here," said Aspete calmly. Enzar gave up. 

"Fine!" he muttered, not wishing to waste a further breath on the matter. He began to pace around the room. 

"Er, can we get you sumfink?" asked Skoll finally. Enzar stopped. 

"Yes. You can tell me what happened to Ganon for a start," he replied. He had given his life to give the moon pearl to Ganon, and he'd gone and messed it all up and got nothing. Enzar shook his head.

"Who?" Enzar sighed.

"You know. Your last master. His name ended with 'anon'," illustrated Enzar impatiently. 

"Oh. You mean Ganon?" said Skoll knowingly.

"That's what I said!" bellowed Enzar.

"Nope. You sed it rhymed with 'anon' there's a 'G' at the start see, and you never said it," said Aspete somewhat precisely. 

"I don't care what you think I said. That's what I said! Just tell me what happened to him!" demanded Enzar.

"Alright, keep yer wings on!" said Skoll, taking a step back from Enzar.

"He went an' got 'imself all trwapped in dis sword fing," began Aspete. Enzar waited.

  "That princess Zelda put him in der...at least I fink it was her...she had yellow hair...so it probably was her..." contemplated Skoll. 

"That was after he nicked the Triforces and the ickle kiddie. He was all funny. Like a really, really ugly human...." added Aspete.

"But humans is so ugly anyway!" argued Skoll.

"But he was reallly ugly!" exclaimed Aspete. Enzar looked to the ground, wondering how the two had survived so long. 

"And der was this big war type fing. With fightin' and stuff..."

"And dats all we's can remember." 
Enzar stared at them. 

"Who is your master now?" he inquired.

"We ain't got a one," said Aspete, looking a little confused.

"Yes we have! It's him!" argued Skoll, pointing to a crude painting on one of the cavern walls. To Enzar, it looked like a big pair of faerie wings that had been set alight.

"Who?" asked Enzar.

"The great lord Agabaga! Master of the Volcano!" answered Skoll. Enzar looked at the stalfos.

"Since when did we 'ave a master?" demanded Aspete, finally catching up with the conversation. 

"Since now. I'm your new master," announced Enzar. 

"You is?" asked Aspete, looking crest fallen.

"No! He isn't! The great lord Agabaga is!" argued Skoll. Enzar shot towards the stalfos, bringing himself eye to eye with the skeleton.

"You will do as I say from now on," he said in a low voice, his ember eyes driving into Skoll's own eyes like a spear in its target. Skoll began to quake again, his bones audibly clattering off one another.

"Okay..." he murmured obediently. Enzar smiled.

"Good. Now here's what I want you to do...." 

  Link smiled as Zelda snuggled into his chest as the rode across the plains of West Hyrule aboard a horse and cart. 

"How you feeling?" he murmured quietly, and she just let out a small sigh.

"Better than I have in months," she replied, not one word a lie. Link smiled again, and turned his gaze to the countryside that fleeted by.

"Look, this was were we had our first encounter!" piped up Selina suddenly, a small grin on her lips. Link grinned back. 

"So it is," he acknowledged, and Zelda glanced up, smiling also.

“I don't think I'll ever forget that day," commented the princess, recalling her and the then healer's first meeting. It had hardly been a sound step towards the solid friendship the two now held.

"Huh, that was the first time I saved a girl and she snubbed me," complained Link, although his eyes were still grinning. Selina just gave a shy shrug.

"What can I say, I like to fight my own battles," she explained. Zelda saw the warm glance between her husband and friend, and couldn't help but feel a hint of jealousy. It could have been so different, she thought, if Selina had been a little more persuasive in her pursuit of Link. 

"Why do we have to travel in this dingy cart, may I ask? It's completely ridiculous!" They were the first, and understandably predictable words that had been uttered from Fayette's mouth since they had arrived in West Hyrule, and they gained nothing but withering looks from everyone in sight.

"Well Faye, if you really wanted, you could walk," suggested Drake from up front. He was driving, but he could still hear every word that was spoken. 

Fayette just gave a disdainful grimace, folded her arms, and returned her gaze to the passing scenery. The cart itself was quite large, but hardly what Fayette would describe as suitable transport for royalty such as herself. 

Along each side of the cart were two wooden benches, which were hardly an example of royal luxury, but there was room for at least four people on each bench. Their luggage was still on the ship at port, but it was expected to arrive at the hold before they did themselves, they were expecting to stop for the night, after all. Fayzie and Aden were seated at the front with Drake(at his insistence) whereas Ewan and Timothy were contentedly sitting next to Zelda, describing to one another what great deeds they were to fulfil when they were 'grown up'. Fayette had left Raye with Impa, as Zelda had with Brianna, after deciding the journey would be far too tiring for the young children, but the rest of Fayette's children were with her, Roderick sulking by his mother, the two twins sat on her other side pulling faces at one another, and Rosella constantly dashing from bench to bench, watching Ewan longingly. Nick and Selina sat together, facing Link and Zelda, but they were also seated on the same side as Faye, much to her discomfort. 

"I feel sick," complained Rosamund to her mother, who just gave her a sharp look, a sign Rosamund competently read as to keep quiet. Everyone fell into an uncomfortable silence, before Zelda finally spoke to Aaron.

"It was a shame Aimée couldn't come," she sympathised. Aaron nodded in  agreement.

"So was I, but she had to finish Lady Fenella's dress," said the Triforce Protector quietly. Fayette shifted uncomfortably in her seat, before deciding to open her mouth once more.

"Well, I think you ought to be pleased. It at least shows my mother deems your wife able enough to make her dresses...it should be an honour." Silence returned, before Aaron gave a small nod.

"Yes, I suppose there is that," he conceded, although he sounded as convinced as though Fayette had just told him she was going to rule the Demiari.

"Well, I would understand, but there aren't even any special occasions coming up. Why Fenella finds it so important to have one particular dress finished by one particular seamstress is entirely beyond me," contradicted Zelda, not able to resist making Fayette feel just that little more out of depth. Fayette glared at her step-sister.

"Look it's hardly my fault. Although I know it'd be hard for you of all people to understand, Zelda, I don't, nor would I wish to, have entire control of every person I come into contact with, including my own mother." Zelda's scowl deepened, and she stared at Fayette with contempt. She felt Link squeeze her wrist, but she ignored his pleas and continued to exchange conversation with her sister, determined not to let Faye have the last word.

"Hah! Don't make me laugh. You, not wanting to control people? You do it everyday of your life as a past time! There's nothing you enjoy more than manipulating and intimidating people into what you want them to do!" spat Zelda harshly, outraged that Fayette would accuse her of such things in front of her friends. Fayette sneered at Zelda, and immediately replied, much to the queen-to-be's surprise.

"Unlike you, do you mean? Zelda, everyone here knows that you can't stand it when you don't control the situation. If you don't have your own way constantly, you dig your heels right in until you do!" 

"Hey girls, let's just calm down..." began Link, raising his hands in a vain bid for peace. Ewan and Tim had ceased all conversation, whilst Rosamund, Rosalind and Rosella all listened with all ears open. 

"Link's right...she isn't worth it," said Selina in a low voice, although not low enough to escape Fayette's attention.

"You take that back right now! Or I'll make sure you return straight back to North Castle!" retorted Zelda, her eyes burning into Faye's, ignoring her husband for a second time. A slight smile passed across Faye's lips.

"You just can't stand it when someone else is right, and you know you aren't," she pressed on, completely unfazed by Zelda's threat. Zelda glowered at Fayette's easy expression.

"And you just don't know when to give up!" she growled. Fayette raised her  eyebrows and the smirk dissolved into something far sweeter. She raised her hands in a dramatic gesture.

"Oh sister dear, look as us, carrying on like a pair of adolescents. Really, one would have thought we would have grown out of this type of thing by now." 

Zelda continued to glare at her sister, beginning to feel a little wary of Fayette, she was, after all, wearing the expression of the cat that had the cream. "I mean, it's so trivial. I can hardly help the fact that my mother is extremely tight when it comes to deadlines. The way you are acting towards her is as if she had done something far worse, like perhaps had an affair." 

Zelda's heart nearly stopped in her chest as Fayette mentioned the word, with that lilt to her voice like she knew something. Kaibre. Selina glared at Fayette agitatedly.

"What has that got to do with anything?!" she asked icily, annoyed by Fayette's attitude. Fayette glanced at Selina, a small look of surprise.

"Oh nothing, but why the reaction? Did I touch a raw nerve?" Selina looked enraged by the insinuation. 

"How dare-" Fayette smiled at Selina's agitation, as well as Zelda's sudden silence. She risked a glance at Zelda, who was sat ashen faced and pale. Her subtle hint had obviously reached Zelda with the force of a boulder to earth. 

"Selina...she isn't worth it," said Zelda, interrupting her friend. Selina looked to Zelda and gave a reluctant nod, although she still found time to send Fayette one last icy glare. 

"You're right," she muttered, but Fayette simply smiled contentedly, and gave Zelda a meaningful glance. Zelda averted her eyes, and held her breath, astounded that Fayette had managed to gain such a hold over her. She risked a sideways glance to Link, who just gave her a comforting squeeze, and looked down again, heat rising to her cheeks in guilt. Until now she had managed to fool herself into thinking she and Link were fine, perfect even, but she knew she was having feelings for someone she hadn't had for a long time...in another word, Kaibre. The thought of him on his own, searching for Mara, a woman who had nearly killed him once already made her blood turn to ice. He could leave Hyrule, she knew, but she also knew he wouldn't. She looked at Link again, an enormous rush of pain and anguish ripping through her as she realised her betrayal. She and Kaibre had never shared anything physical except that one kiss, that one kiss she had so grudgingly ended. So she shouldn't feel so guilty, except she couldn't stop feeling the guilt because some part of her still wanted Kaibre. She closed her eyes, and thought of the situation, the situation she had never dreamed would arise between her and Link...the situation in which she found someone else who could compete Link for her affections. She glanced across at Selina and swallowed, wondering if she could confide in her friend. She had already spoken to Impa, but still, although her love for Link was still there, stronger perhaps then it ever had been, a tiny part of her desperately wanted to be with Kaibre. She looked back to Link and wondered if he had felt this way about Leigh, or Kylara or even Selina. She looked to the front of the cart, thinking maybe even some part of   Link longed to be with Fayzie, the two had been such good childhood friends after all. If he had married Fayzie instead of her, perhaps all of the last few weeks bloodshed could have been avoided. She quickly shook such thoughts from her mind, and turned to kiss Link on the lips, surprising him a little by her sudden open display of affection. 

"I love you," she whispered, and he wrapped one arm around her shoulder as she leaned against him, feeling a little concerned by her behaviour. It was nothing to do with what she had just done, more to do with her sudden backwards move against Faye. He had rarely seen her back down, and never so abruptly...and the fact that she had gone silent when Fayette had mentioned an affair worried him all the more. Not that he would ever take any stock in any of Fayette's insinuations, it had surprised him that Zelda had not rubbished Fayette's words.

"And I love you," returned Link, closing his eyes, trying to block out the thoughts that were wandering around his mind. Zelda would never, ever betray him, he knew that but after the way she had been acting recently, he couldn't completely dismiss the notion. Then he remembered something Robert had said, about Zelda's loyalties to that Kaibre character. And the way she had spoken to him before even considering Link. He was grateful to the man, he really was, he had saved Zelda's life but something in his heart couldn't stop looking to the obvious answer. He dismissed it as soon as it crossed his mind, forcing himself to think of something other than Fayette's well orchestrated manipulative insinuations. He knew he should know by now how good she was at it, she had managed to implicate him a thousand times for things he had never done, trouble was, he thought wistfully, Zelda had a rash tendency to listen.

Chapter 2

"I can't believe you let him talk us into doing this," moaned Aspete as both he and Skoll trekked through the dense undergrowth that cut Death Mountain area off from the rest of Hyrule.

"Well you never said nothin'! It's not like you complained then!" retorted the Stalfos huffily. Aspete just let out a growl of discontent, swinging his club from side to side in an agitated manner. It glanced off the over hanging branches, causing numerous leaves to fall, as well as any settling birds or wildlife to scatter.

"Yeah well...I was confused wa'nt I? He caught me off guard!" insisted the moblin, spitting a lump of debris from his mouth that had once been part of a previous meal of his.

"Well I dunno what you're complaining about. We did this loads of time for Ganon," pointed out Skoll, hacking away some overgrown grass that impeded his way. Aspete just gave a grunt.

"But Ganon was our master," he retorted. 

"Well, Ganon ain't here no more, is he?" replied Skoll with a sneer.

"And he hated that big stupid bird fing. If he ever found out we was helping it, he'd have us...well I dunno, but it wouldn't be pretty," protested Aspete. 

Skoll just ignored him this time. "And why does he want us to spy on that dumb hero and his princess wifey? It ain't like they'll be doin' nowt," continued the moblin, determined to provoke a reaction from his companion.

"At least he didn't eat us. Them Griffins breath fire ya know!" interjected Skoll, not even looking at Aspete. At this, the moblin fell silent, contemplating the pros and cons of the mission they had been sent on. He supposed if they weren't at Death Mountain, then there wasn't such a big chance that Enzar would get mad at them and eat them. But if they failed their mission...well it wasn't even plausible to consider a return to their mountain home. "Anyhow, we's can still have us some fun on the way. Dere's plenty of little kiddies to scare on the way to Valour Hold," ended the stalfos   brightly. Aspete shrugged.

"Yeah...I suppose," he acknowledged, and they both fell silent again, continuing to press forward, crashing noisily through the undergrowth as they went.

"Shhh!" motioned Felicity sharply. Both Tiffany and Carrie ceased the conversation and laid eyes expectantly on their friend. "Can you hear something?" They all paused and listened intently, detecting a faint crashing, as though something were wading through the grass towards them.

"Yes! It's coming from that way!" pointed Carrie, still listening for further noise.

"We should hide, it could be anything," suggested Felicity, quickly flying higher and settling onto a high tree bough. Carrie and Tiffany willingly followed, perching on the branch beside her, and looking down to the forest floor far below.

"What do you suppose it is?" whispered Tiffany, feeling a little nervous. She hated this forest, it wasn't like the Great Ruto Forest, home of the faeries. 

There were no peaceful creatures or pretty blossoms to admire, just the smell of sulphur and the disconcerting rattle of the dry and brittle leaves that seemed to constantly occupy the trees here all year round.

"I don't know. The best thing is to just wait here until it passes," said Felicity quietly, her gaze also focused to the ground below.

"Hey, it could be that Mara!" Carrie whispered, and they all nodded, just watching below their hideout for what it could be. After a few minutes, as the sounds of disturbance grew closer and closer, Tiffany almost gave their hideout away as she spotted two creatures emerging underneath the tree. 

"Mob-!" she began to shriek, but Carrie promptly placed her hand over her friend's mouth, preventing her from making any more noise already. 

  "Did you hear dat?" asked Aspete, scratching his head as they paused as Skoll   tried to decide where they were. Skoll looked at Aspete.

"Hear what?"

"I dunno. Sounded high," concluded Aspete. Skoll looked about them and shrugged.

"You prob'ly just hearin' things. Stupid," declared Skoll, preparing to move on again. Aspete didn't follow, but instead his nose began to twitch, a familiar smell reaching his nostrils.

"Wait!" demanded Aspete, and Skoll turned, looking impatient.

"What?!" Aspete sniffed once more.

"I can smell 'em! That faerie dust of theirs, I kin smell it!" His beady little eyes began darting to and fro, and he paced the clearing a little, trying to catch the scent's trail. 

"So what? Dey's prob'ly long gone by now, and we have a mission, remembah?" 

Aspete ignored Skoll's disparaging words, and as he reached the tree in which all three faerie's were hidden, he gave a small bark of delight.

"They's up there!" he hissed excitedly, hardly able to contain his glee. Skoll  looked at Aspete warily and then glanced up the tree, his weak eyes unable to see much. He stood, unimpressed.

"And so what if they are? They can just fly away any moment, you'll never catch 'em!" he said rather harshly, raining rather un-compassionately on the moblin's parade. Aspete turned to Skoll.

"But I never caught me a faerie! This could be my only chance!" Skoll shook his head.

"Yeah, and if we waste any more time, you'll never get another chance," he  snapped, reminding Aspete of the deadline Enzar had set for the two. Aspete  dawdled for a moment, scraping his bare feet in the ground and finally gave in, albeit in a tone of disappointment.

"Fine." He gave one last longing look up at the tree, and grudgingly followed Skoll from the clearing, dragging his club behind him.

  "Whew, for a moment I thought they'd found us!" exclaimed Tiffany, his voice   evident with belief. Carrie nodded in agreement. Felicity merely frowned.

"Weren't those two Ganon's old scouts?" she questioned. Tiffany shrugged.

"I wouldn't know, all that I do know is that I hate moblins!" Carrie gave a vague nod. 

"You know, I think you're right. I couldn't be sure about the stalfos, but that moblin...heck you don't get many yellow skinned ones about, and Ganon's scout was definitely yellow," confirmed Carrie. Felicity nodded.

"I thought as much. But they looked like they were going somewhere...you know, as if on an errand. That moblin definitely knew we were up here, and he'd have come up too, if he hadn't been with that stalfos. My guess is they're up to something," concluded Felicity, both her voice and gaze that of suspicion. 

"Like what? Ganon isn't around anymore, surely they're free to do what they want?" said Tiffany. 

"Perhaps they have a new master," said Felicity slowly, still not convinced.

"Maybe one of us should follow them, you know, and make sure they don't cause   any trouble," suggested Carrie suddenly. Tiffany wrinkled her nose at the mere thought of tracking a moblin and a stalfos.

"No thank you," she declined emphatically. Felicity looked thoughtful for a second.

"I don't really like the thought of one of us going off alone, but you do have a point. They could be working for Mara now, after all is she is powerful at magic, they won't have the choice to refuse her. They could be up to anything. But I still think we should get to Death Mountain as soon as we can," said the faerie. Carrie shrugged.

"Well I could follow them. They could be important," she volunteered. Felicity paused again, torn. Then finally she gave a nod.

"You're right. Two of us should be enough to go into Death Mountain, we won't be doing anything more than spying ourselves. And if you're sure, then we might as well follow every lead we have," she said, justifying the decision. 

Carrie stood, and gave a quick smile.

"I'd best go now, before I lose them," she said, and Tiffany and Felicity also stood.

"Be careful," warned Tiffany, glad Carrie was going instead of her. Carrie was no idiot, she could easily use her magic to get herself out of trouble, and she was discreet enough to probably remain undetected.

"You be careful too, Death Mountain is a lot more dangerous than two dumb ex minions of Ganon," said Carrie sincerely. She then tossed a playful handful of faerie dust in the air before fluttering down and away, and soon out of sight, heading in the same direction they had seen the stalfos and moblin go previously.

"We should get going, hopefully there won't be more of their kind in Death Mountain," said Felicity hopefully. Tiffany just gave a nod, and they quickly left, once again resuming their trail to Death Mountain.

  By early evening, the group had reached the town of Nabrooru, the biggest settlement in East Hyrule. It was almost as large as Mido, with sprawling outskirts dotted across the Great Plains. Further to the east, an ocean could be seen, and to the north and south, low mountain ranges, fore fronted by large forests. Back to the west was again, ocean, though it couldn't been seen from their current position. A long, paved road led into the centre of the town, which was where they were headed, and a wall stood around the inner section of the settlement.

"Feels like I've not been here in ages," Link commented, looking around.

"Wonder how the old Fighting Hall is doing," Drake spoke, turning from his position of the front of the cart to Link and Aaron. Selina bit her lip at the mention of the place; Aramis, her previous love, had spent most of his time there. There, and at her uncle's tavern, of course.

"Too bad it'll be closed now, not had a good spar in ages," Aaron said, in a regretful tone.

"Yeah, and we'll have to push on in the morning, we could probably make it to the Hold if we set off early," Link added.

"Oh, I don't know, it's dangerous to travel the forests at night, you know," Aaron said.

"We should probably stay in Tarn, their tavern is big enough besides," Zelda agreed, smiling over at Aaron. He smiled back. She knew he was obviously keen to pay a visit to his family while they passed through the forest village, she would certainly grant him that. 

"What? We have to stay in ANOTHER tavern?!" Fayette asked, looking annoyed.

"Ahem, I'll have you know, Lady Fayette, that The Dice and The Table is an extremely fine establishment!" Drake stated, giving her a stern look. Fayette pouted.

"It's still a tavern, though!" she wailed.

"Oh shut up, they aren't that bad Faye," Zelda said coolly. The two stepsisters eyed each other angrily.

"Maybe not for people like YOU, Zelda, I mean, you never did manage to act that ladylike, you always did prefer to go gallivanting around with PEASANTS..." Fayette started snidely.

"Erm, excuse me, but..." Zelda began, outraged at her stepsister's comments.

"I, on the other hand, am a refined lady, and..." Fayette continued.

"Haha, very funny," Drake interjected. Fayette stopped, looking annoyed.

"Well..." she began again.

"For Hyrule's sake, would the pair of you just stop it? You've been arguing all the way here, and I'm getting a headache," Link complained, finally losing his own temper. 

"Oh, well if that's your attitude over this..." Zelda huffed. 

"Zelda, Link's right. You two ought to give it a rest," Selina said quietly, trying not to upset her friend. Zelda just scowled, whilst Fayette looked smug again.

"Erm, shouldn't we be getting to the tavern?" Aaron suggested hopefully.

"Yes, that sounds like a good idea," Nick agreed.  
"Well, come on! Head for my uncle's tavern, The Lucky Dragon Inn," Selina said to Drake. He nodded, and urged the horses on.

"Right away, Your Highness," he laughed.

"Yeah, I could really do with some ale," Link muttered. Zelda gave him an annoyed look, before returning into her current sulk. He ignored her. Some things weren't even worth troubling yourself over, and he found Zelda was moving even quicker into that category as the day wore on. Aaron gave him a sympathetic look, and Link gave his son's hand a small squeeze to reassure him everything was okay. Only another day till we get to the Hold, he thought. 

Once there, surely all his worries would dissipate. 

  The tavern was fairly busy when the group arrived there, but Wilfred, Selina's uncle, ensured straight away that they all got tables and comfy seats near to each other. He gave Selina a warm hug.

"So wonderful to see you again, niece," he exclaimed. She kissed him on the cheek.

"And how good to see you again, uncle!" she replied, smiling. Drake strode over, as usual, exuding his knightly air.

"I trust the inn is doing well?" he enquired, looking around with interest.

"Of course, Sir Benowyc! But all the more better, for your custom!" Wilfred laughed.

"Ah, of course! It is a sad thing, that I cannot frequent this fine drinking establishment more often; The Red Swan in Mido takes most of my custom, since I have to spend most of my time at the castle these days," the knight replied, laughing also.

"Well I shall see to it that you shall be able to try out some of our newest and finest beverages while you are here, then maybe you can spread the word," the tavern owner suggested. Drake patted him on the back.

"That I will do, my friend. Now, let me advance to your bar!" he grinned, before striding away once more. Wilfred smiled, and turned back to his niece.

"I take it you shan't be wanting to serve here tonight," he joked.

"Uncle, I would, only it is not Queenly behaviour!" she laughed. Her uncle nodded, and gestured over to the seating area.

"Do be seated Selina, I shall send one of the barmaids over to take food orders, I am sure you're all hungry," he said.

"Definitely!" Selina grinned. Her uncle walked off, back towards the bar, and the young Dalsonian Queen went back to join her friends. 

  It wasn't long before hot meals were all set before the hungry travellers. 

Only Fayette, of course, turned up her nose at the delicious spread, but her complaints were ignored. The meal consisted of delicious roasted beef in gravy, mashed potatoes topped with cheese, green vegetables, and freshly baked crusty bread.

"I didn't realise how hungry I was until now!" Selina exclaimed, taking a dainty bite of her meat.

"I must inform your uncle that he has excellent cooks," Nick said, smiling.

"Oh yes!" Fayette quickly agreed, smiling over at Nick. Zelda and Selina exchanged bored glances. Only minutes before, Fayette had been moaning. 

"He'll appreciate it," Selina said, taking another bite. Zelda sipped her wine, and watched Fayette out of the corner of her eye. Her step-sister, however, was too busy gazing adoringly at Nick to notice. Will she ever give up on him, the Princess wondered. The children, the delight of many in the tavern, had barely touched their food, but instead, were running around and playing near the large fire. Aden was shyly joining in with the friendly Ewan and Timothy, much to Fayzie's joy. Fayette's daughters were also playing together, only Roderick, as usual, did not join them, he stayed close to his mother. Zelda found herself smiling at the scene, and began to feel a little better, with a hot meal inside her, and the wine made her relax. Perhaps she could steal a few private moments with Link sometime during the evening... the others would watch Ewan, until it was time for bed... she had a lot to make up with him, after all. She knew he wasn't too happy with her at the present moment, and she had to make things up with him, after the way she'd been feeling about Kaibre... she just had to get him off her mind. Finishing off her food, she turned to her husband, looking at him imploringly. 

"You shan't be drinking with the others all night, shall you?" she whispered, out of earshot of the others. He unfortunately, didn't take her hint.

"I don't know yet... maybe, I want to spend time with my friends again, in a relaxed atmosphere, I missed that, while I was in Catalia," he replied, somewhat distantly. She bit her lip, disappointed. She supposed she had brought it on herself, after all. 

"Well okay... I just figured we could... you know. Be alone, together, for a while. Ewan shall have to be with us later, after all and we haven't spent that sort of time with each other much recently," she replied. He gave her a surprised look. 

"I didn't know you felt so strongly about that," he replied.

"I... oh Link, you know I love you! I want it all back to way it was... before Catalia," she said, placing a hand on his arm and gazing up at him. Something in him relented.

"Zel, me too! More than anything... you're right," the hero agreed. He quickly stood up, pulling Zelda with him. "Come on, let's go, now it's all the more time for us," he whispered, smiling at her. She smiled back, and they quickly stole upstairs towards their allotted guestroom. Link paused by Aaron before they went, though.

"Do me a favour, keep an eye on Ewan. I need to talk to Zel," he said. His friend nodded.

"Sure, I'll send him up when he gets tired," he promised. Link smiled and nodded.

"Thanks," he said, before following Zelda.

  Zelda wasn't really sure what she was hoping to achieve, except maybe to prove to herself that Link was the only man she would ever want and need to love. 

She remembered Fayette's mocking words, earlier in the day, that had made her blood turn cold, and she couldn't believe that her step-sister even knew what had gone on. Fayette, she was sure, was only jumping to conclusions. But was she really being that transparent? As she looked at Link, she wondered if he was starting to suspect too. She wouldn't blame him, if he did. She'd barely given him the attention he needed, since they'd arrived back in Hyrule, after all. However, if he did suspect, he didn't let on. Instead, he smiled hopefully at her, running a hand across her cheek, through into her hair. 

"Isn't it going to be a great vacation?" he said, looking more cheerful than in recent times. She nodded.

"It'll be just like the old times," she said, hoping it would be. 

"Mmm... remember that time when we first met Selina, and stayed here?" he reminisced. Zelda smiled.

"Uhuh... don't know how I managed to resist you back then," she replied. 

"I forgive you, you sure made up for it later," Link grinned, running his hand lightly through her hair with affection. 

"Well I... I was just shy, you know," the Princess defended. 

"Not now, you aren't," he teased lightly, before bringing his lips to hers in a sweet kiss.

"Um... well... I..." Zelda started. She gave up, and kissed him back. 

Everywhere he touched, sent little trails of fire running through her, arousing her old feelings for him with each passing moment. I love him, I really do, how could I ever doubt it, she thought to herself, trying to dispel all the emotions she felt for another. 

"Love you, Zel," Link murmured, barely stopping his kisses. 

"I love you, too," Zelda replied, leaning back a little to catch her breath. 

"Course you do, how could you possibly not?" he joked.

Yes... how could I not? Zelda thought in agreement. I ought to burn in the void for this! she thought angrily to herself. For her deception to the perfect young man stood in front of her, regarding her with nothing but his deep and true love for her. Why did it take me this long to see, he never deceived me at all with Leigh, or anyone else! He wouldn't... because he's Link. He loves me too much to hurt me. And yet I paid no heed to that, I put him through hell over Leigh, and now if he found out what I'd been doing while he was away... 

"Oh Link, I..." she began.

"Why are we wasting our time talking?" Link suddenly interrupted, pulling her down onto the nearby bed beside him mischievously. "There's so much better things we could be doing," he added.

"Uh... well, you said it, shut up and kiss me, you idiot," she joked weakly, although in her heart of hearts, she couldn't go on with the charade much longer. Link, of course, gladly obliged. He'd never turn her down for anything, after all. 

"Something tells me, we'll be having a real early night, for once," he smiled. 

  "Uhh... are you sure you don't want to join the guys later?" Zelda suddenly asked.

"I thought you wanted..." Link started.

"I, uh... well..." Zelda stammered, going red. He looked at her questioningly. 

She gave him a weak smile.

"Oh fine, I will then!" he said. "If that's what you want so much!" Sighing, he got up, and walked out of the room. Zelda sighed to herself. Could things get any worse?

  It was nightfall by the time Felicity and Tiffany reached the oppressive natural monument of Death Mountain. Tiffany gave a visible shudder, hovering nervously.

"I hate this place!" Felicity nodded in agreement, she wasn't a big fan herself. 

"I know what you mean." 

"Are we heading in now...I mean it's night, we could just sleep out here, go in the morning, when we're all fresh and aware," suggested the pretty faerie hopefully. Felicity didn't look persuaded.

"I don't know. Night time is probably just as good a time as any. In fact, with Mara being a mortal and all, there's no reason to expect her not to act like one. Now is the time she'll be least aware, which can only be a good thing, especially now there's only two of us," argued Felicity. She paused. "I hope Carrie's doing okay though," she added in a murmur. Tiffany nodded.

"Yeah, me too." She turned to look at Death Mountain. "We go now?" Felicity rubbed one eye absently. 

"Can you feel it?" she suddenly asked. Tiffany stared at her, puzzled.

"Feel what?" It was Felicity's turn to shiver. A shadow of what Tiffany guessed as fear passed Felicity's features, and she shook her head, her chest falling as she exhaled. She replied, her voice suddenly dry, like something was constricting her throat.

"Oh, by Farore!" Tiffany's brow furrowed, still confused as to what Felicity was feeling...or seeing.

"What?! What is it?!" she asked, her voice urgent. Felicity focused her eyes upon Tiffany. She suddenly waved her hands in a complicated movement, and a thin line of pure white light surrounded her, before spiralling away, tiny sparks illuminating the darkness. They did not fade, however, but instead, their pure brilliance became heavily tainted, grey at first, before changing to an impossibly dark black, that stood out as clear as day against the dusk laden sky. Felicity let out another audible breath. 

"There's something here." Tiffany gazed at her friend, wide eyed. 

"What?"

"I don't know. It could be Mara, but there's evil here, more evil than I've ever known since Ganondorf's demise...it can't be Mara, and yet, who, or what, else could it be?" Tiffany appeared frightened by her friend's ominous words.

"You mean...no...I don't know. But something as powerful as Ganondorf?" Her eyes turned to the stygian black lines that stood out from everything else, like smoke, only not. Felicity could do nothing but shake her head once more.

"I...I don't know, but Tiffany, can you not feel it. Being near this place makes me feel ill!" Tiffany looked down at her hands.

"No...I can't feel anything," she admitted. Felicity fluttered around, then headed for a small brush of trees. She motioned to her friend.

"You were right, we should rest before we go in...perhaps the whole day. If there is something as strong as what my spell indicated, and what my heart tells me is in there...we'll need all of our reserves to keep us safe," said Felicity in a grave tone. Tiffany nodded, she would've been happy for them to head in, but now after Felicity's words, she did not want to set foot in there, or even stay near the place. But she knew she would have to, whatever the consequences.

  They rested for longer than they had intended. Felicity only awoke when her dreams were interrupted by a constant drumming, and in turn, a cool shock to her skin. Her eyes shot open, and she sat up from the branch she had been resting on and let out a small cry as the rain poured down upon her. Tiffany was also stirring, but Felicity quickly shook her awake. Tiffany let out a moan of discontent, but still sat up, clutching her knees to her chest.

"Oh rain..." murmured the pretty faerie. The leaves above them had protected them from the majority of the shower, but still some had inevitably got through.

"What time is it?" asked Felicity aloud, but Tiffany could not give her a reply. She rubbed her stomach hungrily.

"I couldn't tell you, but something does tell me it's well past midday," answered Tiffany. Felicity nodded, casting her eyes to the greying sky.

"We should eat," she said, brushing her hair back from her ears. 

"I won't argue to that," agreed Tiffany, taking her pack and opening it. 

Felicity did the same, but she could keep her eyes from the mountain, and its unholy aura. As she began to delicately eat her rye bread, she couldn't shake the uneasy feeling that had gripped her heart and mind. She slowly swivelled her gaze to Tiffany, who seemed blissfully unaware of what Felicity was...feeling. "I can't believe we slept this long!" exclaimed Tiffany, her words shattering Felicity's thoughts. 

"Uh...what?" Tiffany smiled at her friend.

"I was just saying I couldn't believe how long we slept," repeated Tiffany. 

Felicity gave a vague nod, her thoughts once more distracted by the aura of the mountain.

"We should go now." Tiffany paused.

"Now?" she questioned. Felicity gave a confident nod, although she failed to meet Tiffany's eyes.

"Yes. The sooner we leave here the better." 

"Well, that fills me with confidence," commented Tiffany warily. Felicity looked at her friend.

"I don't think it's confidence we'll need in that place," she murmured. 

Tiffany was about to question her friend's ominous words, but Felicity was already fastening her food pouch to her belt, and standing in preparation to leave.

"Please, Felicity, if we're going in there, and you know something I don't, I'd rather know," said Tiffany, standing also. She grabbed her friend by the hand, forcing Felicity to look at her. Felicity let out a sigh.

"Tiffany, I know as much as you do. Except that whatever Mara has done, or is doing, it's having an effect on the atmosphere around her...on the surroundings..." she paused, her eyes looking skywards, "maybe even the weather...and those nearby." Tiffany stopped Felicity at this point.

"Those nearby?! As in, people...as in faerie people? As in us? Are you saying we could be affected by this?!" asked Tiffany, sounding worried, as well as looking it. Felicity looked at the mountain once more. She looked at Tiffany once more, who had laid an imploring gaze upon her.

"I think...I think something in there is affecting me," she confessed. "But it doesn't seem to be touching you," she added. Tiffany ran a hand though her blonde curls, frowning a little.

"Are you okay, Flis? I mean, you're right about me, I feel fine...a little scared maybe, but..." her voice trailed off there.

"I'm okay...I think. But we should go now, before I feel...not as good as I do now," said Felicity carefully. Tiffany was not convinced, but she knew Felicity would go in, whether she approved or not. It looked as though she was going along just to make sure they got back out, preferably alive.

"Flic, if you think it's too dangerous..." began Tiffany. Felicity shook her head.

"No. We should check it out first, we're faeries, we can cast our way out of pretty much anything," reminded Felicity, trying to sound a little more upbeat.

"Famous last words," said Tiffany wryly. Felicity tried to smile, but it failed. She let out an agitated sigh.

"Come on. Let's go," she ushered, before flying from the tree that had housed them until now, and headed towards Death Mountain.

Chapter 3

  "I should return to Catalia." Mara looked at Robert as he made the statement, and she gave a slow nod.

"I suppose you should," she agreed. 

"I need to organise my army," he continued, Mara idly listening.

"I expect so. But remember, Hyrule is not to be struck yet. Only when she has been significantly weakened," she reminded.

"And how is that going to come about?" asked Robert. Mara smiled at him playfully.

"I can't give away my trade secrets!" she exclaimed coyly. Robert stood and leaned over closer to her, his eyes searching hers.

"If I don't know your plans, I am hardly going to be able to make my own," he said in a low voice. Mara returned his gaze, and replied in an even tone.

"And I can't have the risk of you 'accidentally' telling someone of my 'plans'," she retorted, displeased by his attitude, which until now had been relatively indifferent. Robert frowned, his eyes narrowing.

"And why would I have cause to do that?" It sounded like more of a challenge than a question. Mara let out a sigh.

"All you need to know is that my magic alone is enough to stifle Hyrule...and her allies if necessary. You will be, as they say, the proverbial icing on the cake," said Mara coolly. Robert seized her arm, gripping it tightly. 

"How do you know your magic will be enough?" he asked, his green eyes glaring into her own. Mara pursed her lips for a moment, then smiled.

"Hyrule sees only what she wishes to. She only hears what she likes to hear, and she only thinks her own thoughts. Her own ignorance is my power. Have your army ready, but on no account move them. Do not let Hyrule know what is coming, let them find out when it is too late." Robert released Mara's arm, and nodded. 

"How will I know when you are ready?" he asked, his attitude suddenly complacent again. Mara continued to smile. She stepped forward and took Robert's hand in her own, and kissed him.

"You will know," she whispered in his ear.

  As Tiffany and Felicity entered Death Mountain via the concealed entrance that just about everyone knew about, they heard footsteps up ahead.

"Quick!" urged Felicity, flying up to the top of the passage, and sitting in a convenient niche in the wall. Tiffany quickly joined her, her feelings of ease rapidly declining by the second. 

"Monsters?" asked Tiffany in a low voice. Felicity did not reply, instead intently watching the passage below her. Suddenly a man with dark hair walked beneath them, apparently oblivious to their presence. In a few seconds he was gone, obviously heading away from the mountain. Tiffany let out a sigh of relief, and turned to her friend.

"Who was that?" she asked, slightly curious of the man. Felicity shrugged.

"I couldn't say, but we don't have time to follow him. He certainly wasn't Mara, and that's who we're here for, so we'd best forget about him for now," said Felicity quietly, her voice wavering slightly. Now that they'd entered the mountain, she was feeling even worse. Her stomach was filled with agonising cramps, and her head was filled by a constant drone of chronic aching. She was feeling weak with fatigue, but something was pulling her here, something was compelling her to go further. She stood, and fluttered down back into the passage, Tiffany following.

"Flis? Are you alright?" The words were inaudible to Felicity, that buzz of pain was the only thing she could hear. Tiffany grabbed Felicity's hand when no reply came, and forced Felicity to look at her.

"Flis?" she asked, raising her voice. Tiffany looked at her friend, her usually carefree features suddenly overwritten with worry. Felicity's expression in itself was vague, and her eyes were misty, as if she wasn't focusing properly. Felicity suddenly fell forward, and Tiffany held out her arms to support her, guiding both of them to the ground. She slowly lowered Felicity into a sitting position, and placed her hand on Felicity's forehead, surprised by the warmth and perspiration that transferred to her palm. She closed her eyes and intoned a few words of a healing spell, hoping to quell Felicity's sudden fever. It didn't help. Unease crept in, and Tiffany looked around helplessly.

"Flis!" she cried, trying to break Felicity out of her stupor. Felicity suddenly gripped Tiffany's arm, and opened her mouth.

"We need to get out of here," she coughed dryly. Tiffany nodded.  
"That I have no objections to!" Tiffany replied. She helped Felicity to her feet when a shadow suddenly fell over the two. Tiffany swallowed and cast her gaze upwards, to see a woman she only knew as Mara standing over them. Mara smiled down at them.

"So...which of you is the one with the power?" she asked. Tiffany stood frozen, while Felicity's pain subsided slightly, allowing her to answer the question.

"That would be me," she answered, her voice dry. Mara smiled, and slammed a cage down on the two.

Tiffany suddenly snapped into action, and tried to drag herself and Felicity away, but Mara had a considerable advantage. Mara slid the bottom of the cage shut, and held it up, peering in at the two. Tiffany glared at Mara, and tried to cast a 'fire bolt' spell. It failed. 

"No magic works in that cage," Mara informed her calmly. Tiffany frowned, anger taking over from fear.

"You won't get away with this!" she began irately. Mara smiled.

"Oh, no need to be so cliché! I have every intention of getting away with this, and you, and no-one else will stop me!" retorted the witch. 

  ***
  By the time they all arrived at Valour Hold, it was late afternoon, and everyone went their separate ways to unpack and prepare for the impending welcoming meal. Link was soon done, but Zelda was still trying out every dress she had brought with her, and her mood seemed that of agitation. Deciding it'd be best to leave her on her own for a while, Link decided to take a stroll around the grounds, in a bid to relax himself for the meal. 

  "Well, that's me done," exclaimed Selina happily as she sat down on the bed. 

She had managed to unpack her things in little under an hour, which was quite an achievement, for her anyway. Nick was lain back on the bed, his eyes closed. "Nick?" asked Selina, leaning closer to him.

"Mmm?" She smiled.

"How about we go for a walk?" she suggested, her hands on his chest. Nick opened his eyes, and took one of her hands in his own.

"I must be getting old," he commented dryly, looking tired. "I'm exhausted," he added. Selina nodded her head, and gave his a small kiss.

"Are you okay?" Her husband nodded in response.

"Yes...I think. I should be alright if I have some sleep though," Nick answered. Selina sat up, looking slightly concerned. She put one hand across his forehead.

"Are you sure?" she asked, taking her hand away. He was warm, but nothing immediate struck Selina about his condition.

"You could still go for that walk. I might be out in a bit," said Nick, avoiding the question. 

"I suppose," mused Selina, "but I don't want to leave you if you aren't feeling well." 

"I'm fine, really. Just my side...you know how it gets," assured Nick. Selina nodded. His side. He had a nasty scar there, from fighting against those Tanolians in the Dalsonian War when he had been younger. She leaned down and kissed his forehead.

"If you're sure," she began. 

"I am." Selina rose from the bed and quickly left, not quite reassured by her husband's words. He had been a little strange ever since Zelda and Link had arrived back from Catalia. She decided she was probably reading too much into it though, and left the hold, to enjoy its illustrious grounds.

  The hold was not only renowned for its incredible training, and discipline, it was also known on a lesser level for its tranquil beauty. Such a setting was needed, it helped all those hopefuls focus themselves, being so isolated from everyone else apart from their fellow comrades. And the surrounding scenery of the Hold was truly beautiful at this time of year...well it was all year, or so he had heard. But the trees were leafy and green, and the sun shone enticingly through the branches, the sound of a slowly trickling spring could be heard not far off, accompanied by the cheerful song of some of the more feathered inhabitants of the island. He let out a small sigh as he walked  under the canopy of the trees, a light breeze gently brushing through the leaves, the whole scene just the epitome of calm. Zelda should come here, he wryly thought, his boots treading on the slightly sandy track that wound through the trees. He took a deep breath, inhaling greedily the summer air, and the slight smile on his face widened noticeably, and he closed his eyes for a moment just savouring every moment, every step he took through this haven of peace. He opened his eyes once more, exhaling loudly, his mood already calmer than it had been just minutes before. He suddenly heard the light steps of a stranger behind him, and he quickly turned, his heart beat increasing in uneasy apprehension. He smiled when he saw who was stood before him.

"Selina!" he greeted, giving a small bow. The Queen of Dalsona. He paused, an awkward smile. "I never could get used to that title of yours," he admitted, scratching his cheek. She simply smiled back, and the sun that shone down through the trees only increased her apparent radiance.

"Just as I could never get used to yours, Prince Link," she grinned. He just grinned back at her, and turned, inviting her to walk with him. 

"So, what brings you out here, alone?" he asked, surprised at the absence of Nick. When he thought about it, he could've sworn it was the first time he'd seen them apart since they'd wed. Selina just gave a small shrug, a shade of concern crossing her pretty features.

"Nick wasn't feeling so good...so he said. I think something may be worrying him, but he won't say..." started Selina, trailing off. Link just echoed her shrug.

"Zelda is being a bit testy, I think Fayette agitated her on the way over, but, you know Zel, she always was like that," said Link. Selina smiled. 

"Nick's probably just recovering off the last few days, I think we all are." 

Selina nodded to Link's added comment.

"You're probably right," she agreed. Link turned to her, an expression of mock horror on his face.

"Probably right? What?! Hey, you fine well know I am always right!" he exclaimed. Selina just laughed.

"Oh, my apologies," she grinned. Link just smirked and continued working. 

Selina joined him, and for a few minutes they just followed the trail, until they came to a small clearing. Selina let out a breath at the sight, and smiled at Link. "This place...it's beautiful!" she said in a whisper, as if she didn't want to disturb the sheer beauty of the place. Gentle blossom trees decorated the spot, each tree adorned with bright whites and pale pinks that shimmered in the late afternoon sunlight. A tiny stream surfaced at the edge and ran through, disappearing back into the undergrowth once more. Link smiled at her exclamation. 

"Nah, there are places twice this nice in Dalsona!" he argued. Selina turned to him. 

"But when you live somewhere, you tend to take things for granted," she pointed out, taking a seat on a half buried log that rested under the shade of one of the blossom trees. Link joined her.

"So tell me, oh gracious Queen of Dalsona. How fairs your blessed life?" asked Link, his voice a poor impression of a gallant knight. Selina gave him a coy smile. 

"Favourably," she answered. Link took another breath, enjoying the clean sensation that soared through his lungs. "And you?" The question shouldn't have caught him off guard, but it did. He didn't even know the answer. Selina looked visibly concerned by his pause, and she slipped her hand over his own. 

"Link?" He turned to her, and he quickly moved to speak, but he could think of no words to say. He hadn't even thought himself of how things were for him. He swallowed, creasing his forehead and scratching the back of his neck uneasily. 

Selina smiled at him sympathetically, and rubbed his shoulder comfortingly. 

"If you need to talk, I'm always here," she said softly, and Link nodded, casting his gaze to the ground.

"I guess...I guess it wasn't a question I'd even asked myself yet," he admitted.

"Oh Link, I can't even begin to imagine what you or Zelda must be thinking right now...I mean, what went on in Catalia?" inquired Selina. Link just tried to force the uncomfortable lump that was forming in his throat, and refrained from speaking, afraid no voice would come. "Come here," implored the Queen, before pulling Link into an embrace. She ran one hand down the back of his head, and hugged him tightly. He hugged her back. Before long though, they parted, and Link stared at her with glistening eyes. Link ran one hand across his lips, and then spoke, his voice wavering as he did so.

"God, Selina, what happened over there..." he couldn't even bring himself to describe it. She ran one hand up and down his arm, shaking her head. 

"It always happens to the best people," she murmured sadly. Link let out a sigh and turned his eyes to the sky. 

"And Zelda, I don't know her anymore. Something went on while I was away, and she hasn't been the same since," confided Link suddenly, doubts pouring from his lips he hadn't even realised until that moment. Selina paused a moment, not knowing what to say. 

"Link, Zelda loves you, she loves you more than life itself. She's bound to be different, she was so worried about you Link, she was sick with worry all the time you were gone," insisted Selina. Link shook his head. 

"I never wanted her to see me like that, ever. But she did, and I'm so glad she came, because if she didn't, I might have never seen her again," said Link, his voice growing hoarse. Selina gazed at Link, and hugged him once more, wishing she could do more to comfort her friend.

"I could talk to her, if you want. She might say more to me. She must have things on her mind the same as you," offered Selina. Link looked up at her and nodded. 

"If you would...I'd appreciate it. I just can't seem to say much these days," he murmured slowly. Selina nodded.

"I will, and don't worry. You just both need time, once you've had time and thought things through...you'll be right as rain," she smiled wryly as she came out with the cliché expression. Link managed a short laugh, and he managed a smile at Selina. 

"Nick is one lucky man," he commented, slowly gaining hold of his emotions once more. Selina shyly averted her gaze.

"Zelda is one lucky woman," she retorted. They sat in silence for a while, just listening to the shifting leaves that were rustled by the passing breeze, and the pleasant birdsong in the trees. Finally Selina stood, noting the lengthening tree shadow. "We'd best get back," she suggested, taking his hand and helping him up.

"Yeah," he said, and followed her from the clearing, hoping Selina would be able to shift the obvious worries that were plaguing his wife's mind. 

  The two had been out longer than they had realised, and by the time they arrived back at the hold, dinner had already been served. The two slipped quietly into their seats, but as soon as Link had sat down, Fayette was no quicker off the mark than he had expected.

"Hmmm, what have you two been up to?" she inquired nosily, a little annoyed that Kendar had not yet arrived. 

"We went for a walk in the grounds," answered Selina coldly, nodding in appreciation to the servant who served her meal.

"It's really beautiful out there," commented Link with a nod as he began to eat his meal. He didn't notice Zelda's scowl across the table.

"It always is this time of year," agreed Krin, who was seated at the head.

"Oh yes I'm sure. A very romantic walk in the woods was it?" pressed Fayette. 

Selina gave Fayette a look of pure distaste, but the spoilt princess just revelled in it. "Ohhh, touchy!" she exclaimed, but Selina just shook her head.

"Believe whatever you want to believe, Lady Fayette," dismissed Selina. 

Fayette just chuffed in return and turned back to her meal. Everyone else sat in silence, just concentrating on eating their own meals. By the time it was all over, Selina was glad to escape, but not before Fayette caught up with her.

  "I've said all I want to say to you," muttered Selina, her eyes narrowing at Fayette. Fayette suddenly gave an expression of smugness, and smirked at the Queen. 

"I'm surprised really. One would have thought this place would have given you of all people bad memories." The words hit Selina like a pick through ice. She stared at Fayette.

"Don't even bring that up," she warned, her voice low as she tried to control her temper. Fayette just smiled.

"I was only making a passing comment," she said innocently. Selina shook her head in disbelief.

"That is low, even for you," she murmured. Fayette was of course referring to Selina's first love, Aramis Dunston. He had died here over seven years ago, killed by a group of Darknuts. She had never been able to save him, and she regretted leaving him alone with the group of monstrous knights to this very day. 

"And you and Link, how friendly you appear to be!" said Fayette, seamlessly changing the subject.

"Perhaps that's because we're friends," muttered Selina darkly, agitated by the princess' insinuations. Fayette frowned a moment.

"Now are you sure about that?" she questioned patronisingly, "Only, I know how confusing the line between friends and lovers can get for certain 'classes'." 

Selina glared at Fayette, quite disbelieving the woman's gall. 

"Pardon?" she asked, not quite taking in what was being said.

"You heard what I said. It's only natural that you and Link would be drawn to one another, being of the same 'type' and all," said Fayette. Selina gritted her teeth, as she felt a red hot anger rising in her, resisting the temptation to do Faye some real damage.

"Don't even go there, Faye. Me and Link are just friends, good friends. And I love him, I really do. But not like I love Nick." Fayette shrugged a little, a thoughtful shadow crossing her face.

"I always wondered, you know...Leigh Temple, now she was a woman for casting spells, especially over men..." Selina took a deep breath, not liking the way this conversation was going.

"A talent you'll remain eternally jealous of, no doubt," said Selina sharply. 

Fayette met her gaze.

"I meant in the literal sense. I saw a mage's spell book once, a Sosarian one. There was a spell in called charm, I know she taught you things during the war..."

"What exactly are you implying?!" demanded Selina, she didn't wait for an answer, "No, wait, I already know. You probably find it to hard to believe that a man like Nick could ever love a woman as insignificant as me when he has someone like you so willing to take his arm. But believe it or not, he loves me as I love him, and it isn't because of my status, or my money or even my looks, it's because of me. And I love him for exactly the same reasons. Because Nick is Nick. You would never have appreciated things about him that I love so much, you only wanted him for the title." The outburst almost surprised Fayette, but not quite. 

"It's Link I feel sorry for." The subject was once again changed, like a shifting direction in the breeze. Selina glared uncomprehendingly. 

"Zelda was never right for him. They love each other, yes, but they just aren't suited to each other, not like you and he would've been. And falling in love so young, well, Zelda is regretting that now, isn't she, she must, otherwise her eyes wouldn't be wandering."

"What?!" The expression on Faye's face was one of pure glee.

"Zelda's being feeling incredibly guilty recently. Why do you think she charged off to Catalia so suddenly?"

"Because she was worried about Link."

“Primarily maybe. But she had to get away from someone, someone who was making her feels things she never even felt for Link." Selina remained silent, unable to realise what Fayette was actually getting at.

"Kaibre Lainge."

"Who?"

"Her bodyguard." Selina shook her head.

"As if I'd believe you," she snapped. Fayette smiled.

"Believe as you will, Queen Selina," said the princess smugly. She then turned on one heel and swanned off, leaving a confused and bewildered Selina gaping. 

She shook her head and squeezed her eyes shut for a moment. Surely not. Zelda would never betray Link, she loved him too much. Fayette was just trying to cause troubles as usual. At least Selina hoped she was. 

  Kaibre was awoken by a sudden flare of flame before his eyes. He attempted to swallow with his parched throat, but it only pained him. He blinked once or twice, trying to coax his eyes into functioning, and as he opened them once more, he saw the heavily shadowed face of Mara before him. 

"Glad you could make the time to visit me," he remarked dryly, lowering his eyes from the blazing torch she held in her hand. Mara merely smiled.

"It is nice to see, that even in pain, you can retain your sense of humour," she retorted. Kaibre merely grunted in response, desiring no more interaction with her. Mara placed one finger under his chin, forcing him to look her in the eye. He met her gaze fiercely, searching her eyes for any clue that could reveal a shred of decency in her soul. He found none. "You should consider yourself lucky. Robert wants you dead, but I have persuaded him that you could be useful to us," she told him, an amused smirk on her lips. Kaibre made a sound of disgust.

"You wasted your time. I'll never aid you, not for anything on this Demiari," he stated defiantly. Mara's smirk merely grew.

"What? Not even to spare the life of your pretty princess?" Kaibre glared at her.

"You do not have her life in your hands to make that statement," he declared. 

Mara stepped close to him, her breath hot on his face. Her voice dropped a note lower, and she spoke,

"You do not have any knowledge of what power I possess." She ripped open the collar of his shirt, and drew a dagger from her belt, pressing it to the middle of his chest. She looked at him with burning eyes, and he returned the stare, breathing raggedly as he waited for her next move. She tore her gaze from his, and looked thoughtfully at the line of rich red blood that trickled down his chest from the point where her dagger was poised. She smiled thoughtfully and purposely dragged the dagger down his chest in a line, etching into his skin, tearing the surface away, releasing a fresh stream of blood. He winced in pain, squeezing his eyes shut, screwing them tighter as she quickly cut upwards, redoubling the deepness of the wound. He let out a breath as she ceased, and warily opened his eyes once more, feeling weak. He saw her standing there before him smiling as gleeful as he had ever seen her, then he watched, powerless, as she took her finger and traced up and down the cut that led from his neck to the bottom of his ribcage. He winced again, biting his lip and closing his eyes, tensing as she dug her nail in. He felt his own blood trickle down his skin, and when she suddenly ceased her torture, he could hardly contain his relief.

"Did that hurt?" 
Kaibre opened his eyes once more. "Not enough to ever make me serve you."
Mara looked angered by his reply, and she took the dagger and slashed it horizontally across his chest, forming a cross. He let out a cry at the sudden sharpness of the pain, and sagged as it ceased. She eyed him once more.

"You have no choice in the matter. I would have never have trusted you to carry out my will anyway," she claimed, her voice taking a sinister turn. She withdrew some kind of powder from a belt that hung by her side, a neat pile lay in her outstretched palm, it was white in colour, and Kaibre could do nothing but watch her with wary eyes. He tried desperately to free himself from the walls that he was bound to, but he no longer had the strength. "You will soon be free, Kaibre, so there is no need to fret. You will be freer than you have ever been," the witch promised him soothingly. She gave him a wicked smile, then blew the dust into his face, where it flew into his eyes, his nose, his mouth, causing him to splutter and cough as it entered his throat, and his eyes watering as the dust embedded itself. As he coughed and choked on the dust, the flame that had lit the room vanished, and he was left in the darkness, spluttering in desperation before he could no longer take in oxygen, causing him to slip back into a receding darkness from which he could not return.

Chapter 4  

  Zelda got up early the next morning, and headed out onto the archery range. She hadn't practised in quite a while. I hope I'm still up to par, she thought to herself, as she pulled out her favourite enchanted bow, and aimed it at a nearby target. A few others were up early too, obviously with the same idea as her. With precise skill, she slowly pulled back the string, and the arrow sailed gracefully through the air, eventually landing just a hair's breadth from the centre of the target. The princess frowned to herself, and shook her head. Useless, she thought. Letting out a sigh of frustration, she flung her bow down, and went to sit on one of the nearby benches, holding her head in her hands. Why could she do nothing right, these days? Even the Summer Festival would be coming up soon, no doubt she would have to help out, and Brianna's first birthday, Selina's birthday too, all coming up in the following month. So many social events, and right now, she just wanted to be alone, away from it all. That's why I'm here, she thought, looking around the courtyard. As her gaze wandered, she suddenly noticed someone else making their way outside, her good friend, Selina. The pretty, red-haired queen smiled when she saw Zelda, and quickly walked over towards her.

"Good morning Zelda!" she smiled, sitting down beside the princess on the bench.

"Morning," Zelda replied, a tad morosely. Selina gave her a surprised look.

"Are you okay? You're not still angry about Fayette, are you? You said it yourself, she's not worth it," she replied.

"No, of course not. Like I'd even bother about her!" Zelda said, a little more sharply, than she'd originally intended. Selina kept quiet, looking concerned. 

Something was definitely up with her friend, she could tell, just by the way the princess was acting. She put an arm on Zelda's shoulder.

"Y'know Zel, if you need to talk about anything..." she began. She thought about Link, and what he'd told her the previous afternoon. How upset, and worried he'd been.

"I'm fine," Zelda said curtly. "I'm just up early to practise my archery," she added.

"So I see," Selina said, not knowing how to go about her task. She studied Zelda carefully for a few minutes, before trying again. "Zelda, I was talking with Link yesterday, and he's really worried about you..."

"What did he say?" Zelda suddenly asked, looking worried. Selina raised an eyebrow.

"He just said you weren't the same since he got back from Catalia. I tried to reassure him, but, there is something, isn't there?" the healer pressed gently. Zelda looked down, her eyes suddenly brimming with tears. 

"Oh Selina... it's all such a mess!" she exclaimed, relieved to have a chance to finally get it off her chest. Alright, so she'd talked to Impa, but it hadn't helped.

"What? What is?" Selina questioned sensitively, a few moments later.

"Me, Link... just everything is all going wrong!" Zelda wailed, the tears beginning to roll down her cheeks as she thought about what she'd done to her beloved husband.

"But you and Link... you love each other! How can things not be right?" Selina asked, Fayette's words suddenly popping into her mind. There couldn't possibly have been some truth in her words, after all, could there? No, she thought, absolutely positive. Zelda wasn't like that at all. However, as she looked upon her weeping friend, serious doubt was beginning to creep in. Something was definitely wrong. "Zelda?" she pressed.

"Don't get me wrong, Selina, I love Link, I really do, I'll love him forever! But I've just treated him so awfully, I can't believe the way I acted!" Zelda wept. Selina placed a comforting arm around her friend, in an attempt to console her. 

"Maybe in the past, perhaps you have been a bit hard on him, but Zel! He loves you all the same, you don't have to worry about past mistakes, he just wants the both of you back to how you were, that's all," she explained. Zelda shook her head.

"No Selina, you don't understand! It's nothing to do with Leigh, or anyone else. It's me, what I did!" she said.

"What do you mean?" Selina asked slowly, Fayette's words still haunting her. 

Zelda looked her straight in the eyes, her face pained.

"While Link was away... I..." she started.

"What?" Selina dared to say, her voice barely above a whisper. Zelda looked down at the ground, blushing deeply. 

"Don't think bad of me, but... it's just..." 

"Just what?" Selina asked, making Zelda look at her again. Zelda swallowed, and wiped away another tear.

"I found out that I had... feelings. For someone else," she whispered. 

"Who?" Selina questioned, hoping to honest god that Fayette's words weren't true.

"Kaibre," Zelda said softly, looking down once more. Selina froze. "I... I never meant for it to happen, I mean, not that it did, it was only one kiss, but..." 

"It should never have happened! Zelda, how could you?!" Selina exclaimed, losing her temper.

"I told you, it wasn't like that, it never will be! Can't you understand?" Zelda asked, distraught. Selina shook her head angrily.

"It doesn't matter, I can't believe you would even consider betraying Link! He's so sweet, and kind, and he adores you, Zelda! But no, you've always had to find fault with him somewhere! Sometimes, Zelda, you're as bad as Fayette!" Selina cried. Zelda immediately switched from her sorrow to anger.

"Don't you dare judge me, Selina! I thought you might help me, I need a friend right now! But you can't even give me that!" she exclaimed. 

"I'm not judging you! But I just don't understand how this could happen!" Selina retorted, still angry. 

"It just did! I can't explain it," Zelda replied, folding her arms, and frowning. 

"Some excuse," Selina grumbled, more to herself, than Zelda.

"It's not an excuse! That's how it happened!" Zelda defended.

"I can't believe you'd even treat Link that way," her friend exclaimed. Zelda stood up, her hands on her hips. 

"Well, if you liked Link so much, why didn't you marry him!" she cried angrily.

"Because I loved someone else! Link was never for me, he was for you, and I just can't believe you'd throw it away," Selina replied, trying to remain calm. 

"I haven't thrown it away," Zelda said, her voice growing more shaky. Selina gave her an angry look.

"Well. I think you'd better start taking measures to put it right, because he already knows that something is going on. And Fayette knows too, she already told me. What if she tells Link?" she asked. Zelda let out a lengthy sigh.

"He'd never believe her," she said, as firmly as possible.

"And what would you do, if he did?" Selina asked.

"He wouldn't," Zelda finished, before turning, and walking off. Selina watched her, and sighed, growing even more worried. Maybe this trip hadn't been such a good idea, after all... 

  Zelda rushed back along the corridors of the hold. There was still time. Link often liked to sleep in, especially when he had no work to do. He would probably still be in bed, she could catch him before breakfast, surely. 

Eventually, she came to the carved wooden doors that led to the Royal Suite. The doors were still closed, the way she'd left them earlier that morning. Quietly, she opened them, and stepped into the bedroom. There was her husband, still sleeping peacefully, in the large, four poster bed. She breathed a sigh of relief. The princess changed back into her night-clothes, discarding all evidence that she'd ever been up in the first place. The way Selina had spoken to her had really hit home. What if Fayette did say something? Link had already spoken to Selina, saying that he was worried. Fayette would just provide the icing on the cake. She was confident that Link would never believe anything that came from the mouth of Fayette, but if he was already suspicious... I have to get us past this, she thought to herself. She'd already tried, a few nights back, in Nabrooru, but it hadn't happened. She'd gone up there to talk to him, to reassure him that she still loved him, but she'd just messed it all up. As usual. They'd barely spoken over the course of the rest of the trip, Zelda instead, had been intent on making sure that Fayette didn't imply anything, and Link had been... quiet. He'd come upstairs late last night, too. Obviously to avoid me, Zelda thought to herself. That wasn't how she wanted things to be, how she'd ever wanted them to be. I want things to be back to normal, just like Link does, she thought. 

Taking a deep breath to calm herself, she climbed back into the bed, and leaned over towards Link, tenderly brushing away his hair from his forehead.

"Good morning, Link," she whispered, before grazing her lips lightly over his. 

He blinked sleepily, before sitting up, and yawning. Zelda moved away, slightly nervous. She smiled hopefully at him. 

"Zel?" he questioned, obviously a little surprised.

"This is your wake up call," she smiled, before pushing him back down on the bed, and covering his face with affectionate kisses. Eventually, he gently pushed her away, and smiled.

"How come I don't get that every morning?" he joked.

"You should have given me the idea sooner, then," Zelda replied, trying to keep her tone light-hearted. Link smiled again, and pulled her close for a long, lingering kiss. 

"I missed you so much, Zel, I'm so glad we came here," he said.

"Yeah, me too. It was a good idea. We need a holiday," Zelda replied truthfully. 

"More than just that," Link stated. He glanced over at his watch on the nightstand. "Not much time until breakfast," he sighed. 

"Oh, who cares? It's a holiday, remember? If you want to lie in, you should," Zelda replied firmly. He gave her a small smile. 

"Wouldn't look good," he said sorrowfully.

"The Royal Family can do as they please in their own country," Zelda smiled. 

"I feel like I have an example to set," Link replied. 

"Don't be silly," Zelda argued, before leaning forward to kiss him again. 

"Well, in that case..." 

"Precisely my point..."

  ***

  The pair stayed in bed all morning, before getting up just before lunchtime. Ewan had come in earlier, demanding attention, and Zelda got the idea that the three of them could go off on a family picnic together for the afternoon. With Aaron's consent, they decided to bring Timothy along too, so that their son would have someone to play with; besides, they didn't like to be separated most of the time, anyway. Sprite of course, showed up, upon hearing of the outing, and so, with the sun shining brightly, the happy group set off for a long walk through the woods, following a meandering stream, until they came to a pleasant spot, far enough away from the hold. Sitting down on the grass, Link opened up the basket he'd been carrying, and Zelda spread a blanket down upon the ground for them to rest on.

"It's been ages since we did this," Link commented, unpacking the food that they'd brought along. Zelda smiled wistfully at him. 

"Yeah, I guess it has," she agreed, helping him set the plates down. He caught hold of her hand for a moment, and looked her right in the eye, grinning. 

"Remember when we used to do those midnight ones?" She gave him an amused smile, and nodded.

"Uhuh." Sprite let out an annoyed noise.

"Oh please!" she exclaimed. Link ignored her.

"We should do more, I think," he smirked. Before Zelda could answer, Ewan and Timothy came running over, laughing loudly.

"Dad! Did you remember to bring the fishing nets?" Ewan questioned hopefully.

"There's lots of fishes in the stream, we want to catch some for tea!" Timothy added excitedly.

"Sure, sure. Just hold on," Link said, picking up two small nets from nearby.

"Don't you boys want to eat first?" Zelda asked, looking at the mischievous pair, and smiling.

"Well..." Timothy started, looking unsure.

"We'll take our own food, and go off to the stream!" Ewan decided. Link grinned over at Zelda.

"He's starting to sound as decisive as you," he laughed.

"Hmmm, I'm sure," Zelda said, smiling too. She turned back to the young boys. 

"Well, okay, but you have to promise not to go too far, alright?"

"We won't!" the two promised. Zelda and Link smiled at each other.

"You definitely promise?" Link asked them.

"We promise!" they both said together again.

"Okay, well, get your lunch then, there's plenty!" Zelda said, gesturing to the various plates and dishes laid out on the blanket. Ewan and Timothy excitedly filled their plates, before grabbing their nets, and rushing off, just a few metres away, down on the sandy riverbank. Link and Zelda watched them happily, before turning, and filling up their own plates too.

  As they ate, and watched the children playing, Zelda felt Link wrap an arm around her waist, and she leaned against him happily. She was feeling better than she had in days, weeks, even. Alright, so spending time with her husband wouldn't make it all automatically right again, but it was helping to heal the wrongs she'd done. And clearly, Link was happy too, finally at ease after the traumatic few weeks he'd been put through. Setting her empty plate aside, she leaned back a little, so she could look at him.

"Are you okay?" she asked. He smiled at her.

"I'm great. All the more better for this, though," he replied, drawing close to run a hand through her hair. "It's so perfect, it's just how things used to be... before Catalia," he added, looking a little downcast for a moment. Zelda gently caressed him on the shoulder.

"Link, you have to forget about it, I know it's hard, but we can help each other," she said softly.

"I know," he replied, glancing back over at the stream. His son and Timothy were still in view, stood knee deep in the shallow water, trawling their nets. 

He turned back to his beloved wife. "This morning was..." he started. Zelda smiled, and leaned forward to kiss him. Only this time, she really, really wanted to. It wasn't through guilt, it wasn't through lust, it wasn't through need, like earlier that day, it was simply through love. Nothing but pure, simple, unprecedented love. They soon drew back, gazing at each other lovingly. 

"Oh, cut it out, would you!" Sprite shrieked, from somewhere nearby. Link and Zelda grinned at each other again.

"I guess she can't help getting jealous," Link laughed.

"That's true. I mean, you're just so incredibly cute..." Zelda started.

"But you aren't!" Sprite yelled rudely.

"Hey! Don't insult Zel like that! Go and look after Ewan, you're meant to be his faerie godmother, after all," Link called to his faerie companion. She made a rasping sound, before finally going quiet, and flying off towards the stream. Link looked back at Zelda, who looked faintly amused. "Now, where exactly were we?" he questioned, before proceeding to wrap his arms around her, and leaning in close.

"I think..." Zelda murmured, reaching up to kiss him again. Link responded by gently pulling her down into the grass, kissing her passionately. Stopping to catch their breath, Zelda said, "We shouldn't, we need to watch the children."

"They're okay, Sprite is there," Link answered carelessly, before pulling her close for another kiss. They carried on for a few more minutes, before Zelda drew back again, smiling prettily as she gazed into her husband's deep blue eyes. He smiled back, his hands toying with the lace that lined the cuffs and neckline of her dress. "It's a good job we aren't all alone, else I don't think I could possibly control myself," he murmured, kissing her hair affectionately. 

"Oh Link, really, is that all you ever..." Zelda started, although she wasn't really angry. 

"I'm a guy, what more could you expect?" he joked lightly.

"Mmm... true," Zelda agreed. "You always did have your..." Link silenced her with another kiss. 

"Don't say a word, just let me kiss you," he interrupted. Zelda smiled, and gladly obliged.

  Skoll and Aspete trampled through the undergrowth, intent on their task. 
"Aha!" Aspete finally exclaimed, pausing.

"Wot?" Skoll questioned, a little stupidly. Aspete pointed to a gap in the trees, towards a clearing. Skoll stepped a little closer, peering through, his eyesight, or sense of smell and sound, not as sharp as his partner's. Upon doing so, he noticed what the moblin had seen; Link and Zelda. "Dat was lucky," he announced.

"Right where we wants dem!" Aspete exclaimed, jabbing his spear in the air  triumphantly. They stood and watched the pair for a while, inane grins on their faces as they tried to think of the best way to ambush them. "Humans, de're sooo disgusting!" Aspete finally remarked, growing tired of watching the couple kissing each other. 

"Yeah! Disgusting!" Skoll agreed. He tapped his bony chin for a moment, as if thinking. Finally, he turned to his companion. "Why does dey do dat, in anyways?" he asked. Aspete shrugged.

"Dunno. Cos de're disgusting, dat's why," he replied. They went silent again for a while.

"Erm..." Skoll started, looking embarrassed. "Does moblins do dat, an all?" he questioned, sounding curious.

"Ow should I know dat?" Aspete asked.

"'Ave ya never 'ad a girlfriend, den?" Skoll leered. Aspete frowned. 

"Me too important for dat! Besides, theys all live in da forests, not Death Mountain!" he snapped.

"I wuz only asking," Skoll retorted.

"We're wasting time here, I says let's just get 'em now!" Aspete exclaimed, leaping forward.

"Wait for me!" Skoll exclaimed, drawing his sword, and rushing forward also. 

  "Mmm, you're so beautiful, I adore you Zel," Link murmured, kissing his wife ardently. She responded, pulling him closer, kissing him just as passionately. 

  "Oh Link, this is..." she started. Suddenly, the moblin war cry interrupted their moment, and they barely had time to pull apart, as they noticed Skoll and Aspete stumbling clumsily into the glade. Link jumped up quickly, unsheathing his sword, whilst Zelda stood also, stepping to one side, looking towards the stream anxiously. 

"Ah, we gots yas now!" Skoll leered, his sword clashing against Link's. 

"Not likely," Link muttered, parrying the skeleton's blow. "I wish I had a bomb!" he moaned to himself, trying to disarm his opponent. While the stalfos kept the hero busy, Aspete lumbered over to Zelda, who gave a small shriek, and tried to run away. Unfortunately, she tripped on the hem of her dress, and went flying into the grass. Aspete grabbed her, and pulled her up, his hot, foetid breath upon her neck. He laughed maniacally, and prodded her in the side with his spear. 

"Ya can't escape, Princess!"

"Ooh, get off me, you idiot!" Zelda yelled, trying to get out of the moblin's iron grip. "Link!" she cried. "Help me!"

"Hold on, Zel!" he called back, still fighting with Skoll. 

"Hmm, wot a pretty dress you's wearin'!" the moblin sniggered. "Won't be so pretty once I messes it up!" he added, prodding harder with the spear. Zelda winced, as she felt him draw blood. 

"Let go! Or you'll be sorry!" she exclaimed.

"Nah," Aspete said stubbornly. Zelda's face set into a grim expression, as she concentrated on drawing power from the Triforce. She formed a magical bolt in her hands, and let it fly right at Aspete's chest. The moblin let out a howl of agony, finally letting go. She smirked, and stepped to one side.

"I told you you'd be sorry," she remarked, watching the moblin roll around on the floor. She heard the clatter of bones, and noticed Link, slipping his sword back into his belt. He smiled over at her.

"You okay?" he called.

"Fine!" she called back. Link grinned, and kicked the pile of bones in front of him, so that they scattered. He walked over towards Zelda.

“We make a great team," he smiled. "Now, do I get a kiss for being such a hero?" he joked.

"Mmm, maybe later, hero," Zelda replied, rubbing her side. "What I want to know is, what are these two idiots doing round here?"

"I wanted to know exactly the same thing!" came a high pitched voice. The pair looked up, surprised, seeing a familiar faerie hovering above them.

  "I've been tracking them since Death Mountain," Carrie explained a few moments later.

"Really?" Link asked. The red-haired faerie nodded.

"I still have no idea what they're up to," she sighed.

"We'll find out," Link said grimly, one eye on the quivering monsters. 

Suddenly Sprite appeared, looking flustered.

"I saw what happened!" she exclaimed. "I made Ewan and Timmy hide up a tree!" she added. 

"They're okay?" Zelda asked.

"They're fine! A little frightened of course, but fine," Sprite replied. She suddenly noticed Carrie. "Carrie! What in Hyrule are you doing here?" she asked, surprised.

"It's a long story," her friend sighed.

"Well, you can both discuss that on your way back to the hold," Zelda said.

"What?" Sprite asked.

"Take the kids back, we'll deal with those two morons over there," Link said.

"Oh okay," Sprite replied. She and Carrie quickly flew off, anxious to get back to the children. Link and Zelda advanced upon Aspete, and the now-reformed Skoll. Link drew his sword, and prodded them both.

"Alright, what's going on?" he demanded.

"Ooh, don't hurt us!" Skoll wailed.

"We's didn't mean it!" Aspete added.

"Cowards," Zelda muttered, folding her arms. Link nodded.

"Not to mention stupid," he added. "Now come on, out with it!" he ordered. 

Skoll and Aspete let out a series of unintelligible noises, still shaking in fear at Link. The hero smiled to himself. "Now come on, fair's fair. We won the battle, so now we want the answers," he stated. 

"We knows nuffin'!" Aspete finally exclaimed.

"Nuffin' at all!" Skoll backed up. Link folded his arms and stepped back.

"Somehow, I just don't believe you," he said sceptically. He pointed his sword at them again. "Tell us, before I get nasty!" Skoll and Aspete continued to cower.

"He means it!" Zelda said.

"We was sent here!" Skoll finally exclaimed.

"By who?" Link demanded.

"No-one!" Aspete cried. Link poked his sword in the moblin's chest.

"By who?" he asked again. 

"Da great lord Agabaga!" Skoll said.

"Huh?" Link asked. He turned to look at Zelda, who shrugged.

"Duh Master of duh Volcano!" Skoll continued, his bones clattering loudly. 

"He's lying," Zelda said. "There's no such thing!" 

"It's true!" Aspete wailed, drooling with fear. Link gave them a kick, and gave up.

"Fine! Now, get out of here, before I give you a real beating!" he shouted. 

The duo hurried off back into the undergrowth, soon disappearing.

"Weird," Zelda said, watching. "We haven't seen them for years."

"It really is starting to feel like the old days," Link moaned. Zelda laughed, then pulled him close.

"Weren't you about to kiss me, hero?" Link smiled.

"Oh yeah, and I'm not missing my chance," he exclaimed, before leaning in to resume where they'd left off, before the interruption of Ganon's old scouts. 

  "Sel?" Selina stirred slightly at the mention of her name. She forced open her eyes, and took a weary blink, turning slightly, coming face to face with Nick. 

"Morning," she greeted, her voice dull and tired.

"Are you okay?" asked Nick, his hand brushing her hip underneath the sheets. 

Selina tried to smile, but it faded on her lips. She thought of the conversation that she and Zelda had had the day before, the angry words they had exchanged.

"Yes...I suppose. Me and Zelda, we just had a...disagreement," explained Selina, moving closer to Nick, and giving him a short kiss. Nick smiled at her.

"A disagreement?" he questioned sceptically. 

"Just a clash of opinions," murmured Selina, thinking of Link. Thinking of how he'd feel if he knew. 

"Sounds like Zelda," remarked Nick, getting out of the bed. Selina nodded. It did sound like Zelda. "Care to say any more?" asked Nick. Selina sighed, pulling the bedclothes around her. Nick turned to her. "You don't have to," he reminded, walking into the bathroom. Selina sat silent for a moment, wondering if she should tell Nick. She couldn't stand keeping it to herself, and she knew she could trust him not to tell anyone. She slowly got up, and walked across the room, standing at the entrance to the bathroom. 

"It's complicated," she finally said, although it was pure and simple to her, Zelda had betrayed Link. 

"I'm all ears," assured Nick, beginning to shave.

"I don't think complicated is the right word...I just can't understand it," began Selina, looking at the floor. 

"If it helps, I don't understand it either...it's hard to, when you don't know what needs to be understood," said Nick. Selina paused, wondering if it was a good idea. 

"It's about Zelda and Link." Nick washed his razor in some cold water, then resumed his task of removing a night's worth of stubble.

"Go on," he urged. Selina went quiet once more, wondering how to put it. 

"And...and Kaibre." She doubted it was enough for Nick to go on, he wasn't one for conclusion jumping. But she didn't want to have to spell it out.

"He was Zelda's bodyguard wasn't he? He seemed a nice man," commented Nick. 

Selina closed her eyes for a second. Then she spoke once more.

"Nick, what is your view on betrayal?" There was a small splash as Nick dropped his razor into the wash basin, and he let out a grunt of dissatisfaction, his finger touching his chin, and bringing away a drop of crimson blood. He turned to Selina, frowning.

"Betrayal?" he asked. Selina ran forward, and touched the small cut that ran across his chin. 

"I'm sorry," she apologised. 

"It wasn't you," said Nick quickly, brushing her hand away. 

"I..." began Selina once more.

"Why did you ask me about betrayal?" he asked. Selina looked down once more, searching for the words.

"Zelda...Zelda told me yesterday that she had feelings for someone else." 

There, it was out. She felt nothing but relief. Nick gaped at her. 

"Kaibre?" Selina nodded. "What about Link?" asked Nick. Selina looked at him.

"He knows something's up, but not what exactly," she answered. Nick drew a deep breath.

"And what exactly happened between Zelda and Kaibre?" 

"Well, nothing, according to her. They kissed, she said, just once, but it's still betrayal, Nick!" 

"I'm not debating that," responded Nick, his eyes on Selina's. "But I don't think it's worthy of such worry." Selina frowned.

"Not worthy of worry? What do you mean? Are you on her side?" demanded the healer. Nick shook his head.

"No. I'm not on anyone's side, Selina. But I just think you're reading too much into this," he said calmly.

"I doubt it. You sound like you condone betraying your loved one," accused Selina, a little harsher than she realised. Nick's forehead creased at this remark, and he shook his head.

"Selina, of course I don't. But Link and Zelda, they're a strong couple. Telling Link isn't up to you or me. It's up to Zelda. And that's only if she chooses to tell him," said Nick firmly. Selina paused, an edgy silence forming between the two. They had never argued before.

"You never did answer my question," said Selina slowly. Nick frowned.

"Pardon?"

"What are your views on betrayal?" Nick bit his lip.

"I don't really think you could classify what Zelda did as betrayal," he replied.

"No. I don't agree. And you still haven't given me an answer." 

"I could never betray you, Selina. You know that," said Nick softly, stepping forward, and placing his hands on her shoulders. She shrugged him away. 

"But it's okay? You think other people are okay to betray their partner's?" 

"I never said that," said Nick sternly. Selina folded her arms.

"I think Link has a right to know," she declared. Nick suddenly lunged forward, and caught hold of her arm.

"No, he doesn't need to know, Selina. It won't achieve anything!" stated Nick, his voice raised, his eyes searching hers. "If you tell Link, it won't be just Zelda's friendship you're risking, it'll be his as well. It's in our nature to shoot the messenger, no matter how good or bad their intentions may be." 

Selina raised her hand, prising Nick's fingers from around her arm. 

"Fayette already knows. How long before she tells Link?" Nick shook his head.

"He wouldn't believe her," he replied. 

"How do you know?" 

"He wouldn't. I don't want to discuss this any more, I'm sorry you had to find out, but Zelda obviously told you that in confidence. Perhaps she turned to Kaibre because she was lonely, which doesn't reflect very well on you." Selina let out a gasp as Nick left the room, she tried to follow him, but by the time she got to the bedroom, the door leading out had been slammed shut. She let out a sigh, and squeezed her eyes shut, trying to repress the tears that were threatening to fall. She walked over to the bed, and collapsed down, letting out an anguished sob. Not just because she feeling torn over how to deal with Link, Nick's words had hurt her. Was he right? She got up, tears still falling, and grabbed the first outfit she came across. She quickly got dressed, and despite her dishevelled appearance, she left the room, hoping to catch up with Nick, so that they could sort out this disagreement as quickly as possible. 

Chapter 5  

  "Where are we going, anyway?" Carrie questioned Sprite, as they flew slowly through the wooded glades of the island together.

"One word," Sprite said.

"Huh?" Carrie asked.

"Navi," Sprite said simply, her tone darkening. Then she smirked. "I'm rather keen to see what she's been doing with herself for this past year."

"I guess, though why should you care?" her red haired friend pointed out. 

Sprite shrugged.

"I'm just curious, that's all," she answered. They fluttered into a brightly-lit clearing. "It's a pity Flis and Tiff couldn't be here to share the moment, though," she added. Carrie nodded.

"Jeez, I hope they're okay," she said, looking worried for a moment.

"Flis knows how to look after herself, and she'll keep Tiffany in line, I'm sure. We don't need to worry," Sprite replied in a confident tone.

"But that Mara..." Carrie started. 

"Felicity isn't stupid, you know. I promise you, they're fine," Sprite interrupted. She suddenly halted in mid flight, letting out a giggle.

"What's so funny?" Carrie asked, before she finally noticed too. Far, down below at the bottom of the wooded grove, was a group of faeries. They were clustered around in a ring, and one faerie was stood in the middle. It was Navi.

  "Yes, my sisters, you too, will find your inner faerie, and learn to become a better person, just like me," the pretty, dark haired faerie explained, in a calm, lucid voice. 

"Who's she trying to kid?" Sprite giggled, looking at Carrie. Navi, not hearing, remained focused on her small group of followers. She gestured with her hand.

"Sisters, we gather here each day, to remind ourselves that inner strength and beauty is our main goal in life," she continued. "It is not just how you look on the outside, or even how you act to others. It is what's inside that counts."

"Yes!" all the followers echoed loyally. 

"We are not good people, if we pretend to like a person, and think or say mean thoughts behind their backs. We need to be in harmony with the world, and allow everyone to feel our love, even bad people. And then in turn, we can maybe turn those bad people into better people," Navi explained. Her followers all gazed at her in awe. 

"Hah! Like you'd ever have seen Ganon being good," Sprite remarked.

"Yeah, like, I'm sure!" Carrie agreed, giggling. Navi, seemingly oblivious to their presence (either that, or she was ignoring them), carried on with her 'do good' seminar. 

"If each day, we can dedicate ourselves into making the lives of the faeries around us a little more happier, then you may consider yourself fulfilled, and celebrate your sense of achievement. However, remember, that you must not become proud of your success, or that will slow your quest of discovering your inner faerie." At this Navi looked down, her face sad. "Ah, I was once silly and proud, competitive... but that was long in the past. I have at last discovered the true meaning of my life, and you all will too. It just takes a little work, and dedication," she said, finally smiling again. The circle murmured in agreement. Navi smiled round, nodding at everyone. "Now my sisters, join hands, and close your eyes, and concentrate on your goal for today for a moment," she requested. They all did as she said, and sat in silence for a few minutes. 

"Gosh, talk about freaky!" Sprite exclaimed, watching in amazement.

"Weird," Carrie agreed. 

  At that moment, the circle broke up, and Navi bade goodbye to her so-called pupils. Sprite and Carrie flew down, alighting on the ground nearby. Navi turned, upon hearing them, and looked at them in surprise. An amiable expression was pasted onto her sweet face. 

"Why Tamara! Carrie! What a pleasant surprise!" she exclaimed.

"She's still wearing the same dress from a whole year ago! Talk about out of fashion!" Sprite whispered to Carrie. Carrie nodded, then they both turned back to Navi, smiling. "We were in the area, and so decided to drop in," Sprite said, keeping her tone sweet. "I mean, we're all friends here, right?" she added. 

"Of course we are," Navi smiled.

"We're all doing good for the community too, I mean, I tracked Ganon's two old scouts yesterday to prevent them from causing any trouble, and Felicity and Tiffany have gone to Death Mountain to trace an evil witch who tried to kidnap Link and Zelda's son!" Carrie exclaimed. Sprite gave her an annoyed look.

"I'm doing good stuff too; looking after my godson!" she interjected.

"That's great," Navi said, smiling again. "You both look very well," she added. Sprite touched her hair, smirking. 

"Well, the Princess of the Fey has to keep up appearances, you know," she remarked, looking down at her outfit. It was a credible, shimmery lilac dress that hung just above her knees. Carrie was attired in a pretty blue dress with a chain of wildflowers forming a belt around the waist. Navi simply wore her trademark pale blue dress, tied at the waist with a purple ribbon. 

"If you too want to discover your inner faerie, you would stop being vain straight away," Navi said, sounding slightly patronising. "Beauty does, after all, come from the inside."

"Oh please," Sprite said, unable to keep up her pleasant façade any longer. "Can't you see, we don't care about none of that spiritual junk!" Navi gave her a shocked look.

"Really, Tamara, that's quite a negative attitude to take!" she said slowly.

"That's Sprite to you, Miss Navi, and put a Princess before it, for that matter!" Sprite exclaimed. Navi simply shook her head to herself.

"I see I can't convince you to find enlightenment," she sighed.

"I'm already enlightened, thank you very much," Sprite replied, folding her arms. At that particular moment, another faerie fluttered into the glade.

"Navi! Aren't you coming back to the hall for lunch?" she questioned.

"What the..." Sprite started.

"Oh wonderful," Carrie sighed. The faerie stood next to Navi was none other that Fleur, Sprite's younger sister. Her much-hated younger sister at that. 

Carrie had in fact, a long time ago, once been Fleur's minder, and they'd never hit it off either. Fleur was not particularly easy to get on with. She and Sprite had probably fought more times than Fayette and Zelda, and that was saying something. Looking at her now, they saw how she'd matured slightly; not as gangly, but bearing a figure that could rival Sprite's, and her long, wavy brown hair framing her delicate face. She was wearing a plain green dress, nothing to indeed signify that she, too, was a faerie Princess. 

"Oh, how wonderful! Fleur, Sprite! A family reunion!" Navi exclaimed excitedly. Sprite made a face, and Fleur didn't look too pleased either, when she saw her elder sister stood there. Carrie quickly walked between the two. 

"Now er, let's not be too hasty here..." she started.

"What the freaking heck are you doing here?!" Sprite immediately demanded.

"I could ask you exactly the same thing!" Fleur shot back.

"Fleur! Remember your teachings!" Navi said, in a hopeful tone.

"Oh... yes... sorry, Navi," Fleur apologised. Navi smiled again. 

"Fleur is the group vice president, you know," she remarked informatively.

"That figures," Carrie groaned.

"She only ever was good for second best!" Sprite put in snidely.

"Excuse me, but I wasn't the one who was impeached by the faerie council!" Fleur retorted. Navi put a hand to her head dramatically, while Carrie just sighed.

"And we all know whose fault THAT was! You plotted to get me kicked off the throne so you could be queen, and don't you deny it!!" Sprite accused. Fleur blushed for a moment, but then her expression hardened.

"Yes well, that was in the past. Before I found my inner faerie," she replied.

"Oh, come off it!" Sprite laughed.

"She's quite right. And we all deserve second chances," Navi said sweetly.

"This is getting too weird. C'mon Carrie, let's scoot," Sprite said, before quickly flying up into the air, her friend following. 

"Don't forget to drop by anytime, you're always welcome!" Navi called after them.

  "Come on Link! Even Ewan can do better than that!" jeered Drake as he and Link clashed swords. Link grinned at Drake, and lunged forward.

"Hey, I'll let you know I taught him everything he knows!" replied Link, his sword screeching along the edge of Drake's as they met. 

"Well, you still have a lot to learn. There's no move I haven't mastered!" boasted the knight. Link shrugged, his feet shuffling to one side to avoid a low lunge by Drake.

"Yeah, yeah," he retorted with a sarcastic air. Drake's eyes narrowed as he lunged forward again. Link tipped his sword towards Drake, flipping the experienced Knight's sword from his hand. It landed in the ground, hilt upward, beside a bewildered Drake. Link grinned once more, sheathing his weapon with a casual smile. "You were saying?" Drake tried to utter a reply, but Link suddenly noticed Nick walking towards them. "Hey!" he called with a wave to the King, before giving a mock bow. Nick approached, nodding to the two. 

"Drake, Link," he greeted, his voice low.

"Up for a bit of training?" asked Drake, plucking his sword from the ground and waving it before him theatrically. Nick shrugged.

"I suppose I am," he said, drawing his own weapon, a traditionally curved Dalsonian blade. It glinted in the early morning light, and Link thought it was perhaps one of the most menacing weapons he'd ever come across. Its design was such that there was no impaling, just to create a cut in the chest or stomach deep enough to kill. He had seen the Dalsonian troops fighting, and he'd been glad he was on their side. Link put away his weapon, and stepped aside as Nick stepped forward to cross swords with Drake. 

  As he watched the two battle it out, Aaron arrived, and stood beside Link. 
"Morning!" he greeted in a cheerful tone. Link nodded to his friend. 

"That it is," he agreed, folding his arms. Aaron nodded over towards Drake and Nick.

"Those two got a grudge to settle?" he questioned, taking his bow from his back. Link didn't reply, Nick was really laying into Drake, hard. It wasn't as though the knight couldn't handle it, but this was just supposed to be friendly sparring, not full out war. "Link?" Link snapped away from his thoughts, and nodded quickly.

"Uh, yeah?" 

"Those two...they look pretty vicious." Nick suddenly disarmed Drake, his sword meeting Drake's with such force that the knight could do nothing but let it leave his hand. He stumbled and ended up sitting on the ground, somewhat dazed. Nick meanwhile had turned his back, and hurled his sword into the ground, covering his face with his hands. Aaron passed Link a nervous glance, before Link stepped forward, giving Drake a hand up.

"Beaten again, eh?" he remarked, trying to make light of the situation. Drake managed to crack a grin, despite his obviously dented pride.

"Ah, I'm just saving myself," he kidded, wiping his hands on his tunic. Link smiled at Drake, then quickly made his way to where Nick was standing. He placed a hand on the King's shoulder, frowning slightly. 

"Are you okay?" he asked, his voice slightly bemused. He saw Nick swallow, before looking him in the eye. He was wringing his hands together, and perspiration was forming on his temples. 

I...I guess I just got carried away," said Nick, after a moments pause. Link could tell Nick wasn't convinced by his own words.

"Is there anything...?" Link's words trailed off. He wasn't used to this, not with Nick. Nick was the person who was always giving him advice. Nick's eyes turned to his sword, which was embedded at an angle in the earth. He hauled it out, with some degree of effort, and sheathed it. He looked back to Link, possibly for a fraction longer than he had intended, then spoke, although he sounded as though he had meant to say something else.

"No...there isn't anything. Give my apologies to Drake." And with that, the conversation ended, Nick walking away, his head bowed. Link stepped back, feeling a little concerned. Selina had mentioned Nick not feeling too good the other day, was this latest incident connected? Link shook his head, and hastily walked back over to Drake and Aaron, who had been watching the whole conversation.

"What was all that about?" asked Aaron curiously. Link shook his head. 

"I'm not sure," he admitted, looking to be in deep thought. He glanced at Drake. "Uh, Nick sent his apologies..." Drake looked down at his boots, not sure what to say. 

"Look, I'll see you two later on. There's, uh, something I have to do," said Link, breaking the silence and excusing himself.

"Ah, don't fancy a rematch then?" asked Drake, trying again to break the suddenly sombre mood. Link shook his head.

"I'll quit while I'm ahead, yeah?" he grinned, before quickly leaving. Aaron watched him walk away, then grabbed a fistful of arrows from his quiver and plunging them into the earth.

"Nick seemed pretty hett up," he said conversationally, stringing his bow. 

Drake nodded.

"He was," verified the knight.

  ***

  Zelda toyed thoughtfully with a strand of her golden hair, leaning on the low wall, watching Link fence with Drake. Nearby footsteps distracted her for a moment, and she turned, noticing Fayzie walking along, her young son in hand.

"Hey," she called, smiling warmly. The young woman paused, smiling shyly back.

"Hi," she greeted, still looking a little reticent. Zelda stood back from the wall, her gaze returning back to Link, watching as he easily disarmed the knight. "Link is a great swordsman," Fayzie volunteered quietly. Zelda nodded, and smiled.

"Yes... he has a natural affinity with all kinds of weapons, but especially his sword. He's easily the best swordsman in the Westlands, if not beyond," she said, suddenly thinking of Leigh. Leigh could have easily challenged Link at swordplay... Fayzie walked closer to the wall. 

"That's why Aden and Derin were so jealous of him. He's so good at everything," she said, her tone remaining soft. Zelda glanced over at the dark haired woman sympathetically. 

"Perhaps you mightn't think it right now, but coming to Hyrule is the best thing you could have done. For you, and your son," she said, laying a hand on Fayzie's arm. Fayzie looked down sadly, tears brimming in her eyes.

"I... oh I don't know! When I think of Miya... she'll never know what became of any of us. And I'm so sure that she loved Derin... even if I didn't love Aden... I feel so, so terrible..." she wept. Zelda wasn't sure what to do, so she just put an arm around Fayzie's shoulders, in a bid to comfort her.

"We'll sort it out, I'm sure of it. And you have friends here, don't forget it. Link is always there for his friends, always. And you can talk to me, or any of the rest of us, anytime. Aaron, Selina, Drake... we all like you. And your young son," she said.

"I..." Fayzie started. Zelda stepped away, and tried to smile. 

"I know, why don't we head to the courtyard? I believe Ewan and Timothy are playing there, I bet they'd love to have Aden join in!" she suggested brightly.

"Uh... are you sure?" Fayzie asked.

"Of course I am! Ewan and Timothy are very friendly, and they'd love another boy in the group, I think. Sometimes, it gets too much for them, what with Brianna, and Faye's three daughters!" Zelda laughed. Fayzie managed a small smile. Zelda knelt down, smiling at young Aden. "Hey, how would you like to go play soldiers with my Ewan and Timmy, huh?" she asked. Aden nodded, smiling back at her. Zelda stood back up, brushing down her skirt slightly, and looked at Fayzie again. "Well, looks like that decides it! Come on, let's go, before those guys notice us, else they'll just start showing off!" Fayzie nodded, and the two women walked off together, Aden close in tow.

  As they entered the small, sunny courtyard, Zelda noticed Selina sat down on one of the benches, not looking too happy. When she noticed Zelda approach, she abruptly stood, and walked off. Zelda frowned to herself, a little annoyed. Fayzie looked surprised.

"Is she okay?" she asked, concerned.

"Selina? Oh... she's fine. We just had an... erm... a slight disagreement, and she's not being too rational right now. I think she's worrying about the babies... they're due very soon, and she's not feeling that great," Zelda replied hurriedly.

"Oh, I see! I was terrible when I was pregnant, very moody! But it was all worth it in the end," Fayzie said, smiling over at her son. 

"Yes... it is," Zelda agreed, nodding, thinking of her two beloved children. 

"Link is a really great father," she added enthusiastically, not noticing how Fayzie looked upset again. "He is a much better parent than me, and Ewan looks so much like him, don't you think? I already think that they're going to be very alike... and Brianna too, she is such a good baby, so happy!" 

"Your children are beautiful," Fayzie said. 

"And so is Aden! I bet all the girls shall love him, he looks so sweet!" Zelda laughed. Fayzie managed another smile. Aden had already rushed over to where Ewan and Timothy were playing, joining in enthusiastically with the game they had set up, with Ewan's toy soldiers and building blocks. 

"Thanks," she said, looking down shyly. 

"I think," Zelda said, leaning closer, a mischievous smile on her lips, "Ewan will end up being a charmer, like his father... but Aden and Timmy shall be the ones that all the girls love!"

"Yes, Timmy is very sweet looking," Fayzie agreed, looking over at the small, dark-haired boy. 

"My step-sister's daughter... Rosella, the red-haired one, she absolutely adores Ewan. She wants to marry him, and she is only five!" Zelda continued. 

"Ah, the things children say," Fayzie laughed. "Aden had come out with many silly things in his time, too."

"Funny thing is, Ewan never really went through that stage. He is just so serious, all of the time!" Zelda remarked thoughtfully. Fayzie nodded.

"Sometimes Aden can be a bit pensive. I think... I think it'll be good for him, to have some friends his own age. There weren't that many young children in Gardarika, after all," she said. 

"North Castle's nursery is more full than it has ever been in years! Impa, the nursemaid, she really has her work cut out sometimes! It's just lucky that they're all pretty well behaved in general," Zelda said. 

"I love children... but I guess my real interest always lay in art. I love to paint, you know, only my husband, Aden... well, he just wanted me to be a housewife, and..." Fayzie trailed off there, looking upset again.

"You like to paint? Well, maybe you could teach me! I was never that much good at it, to be honest," Zelda admitted ruefully. She laughed, trying to help Fayzie relax. "I guess I preferred more... physical pursuits... I never did any of that stuff when I was younger. Always out adventuring with Link!"

"You must have had a lot of fun together," Fayzie said, remembering all the 'adventures' she and Link had shared, as children. 

"Yeah... we did... Link was the only friend I ever had back then," Zelda said quietly, looking down. "I mean, it got lonely, me being a Princess and all... I'm so glad that my children are surrounded by others their age," she continued. 

"Yes," Fayzie agreed. They both smiled, and continued to watch the children play. 

  After a few minutes of contented silence, Link suddenly arrived, he looked as though he had been running. His cheeks were coloured a little, and his hair was in slight disarray.

"Link!" called out Zelda in pleasant surprise. Link suddenly gazed in his wife's direction, and paused for a moment, before speaking.

"Look, uh, have you seen Selina about?" he asked raggedly. Fayzie was the first to speak.

"She left here not so long ago, through that archway," she told him. All Zelda could do was nod to confirm the tale. She was suddenly stricken by the fact that Link was looking for her. Had she arranged to meet him in this courtyard to tell him...?

"Why?" she suddenly asked. Link looked at her, a little surprised by her abruptness. He answered anyway, although his voice was vague.

"I, er, wanted to talk to her about something," he said, frowning. 

"I wouldn't say it was a good idea right now," said Zelda desperately, she licked her lips nervously, "She's in a really bad mood about something...you know, hormones." Link's frown deepened. 

"That's what I need to see her about," Link replied. Zelda's heart leapt to her throat.

"What?!"

"Look, it doesn't matter," dismissed Link, striding purposefully in the direction Fayzie had told him. Zelda caught up with him, touching his arm. He turned.

"Zelda, I think..."

"Look, Link, I don't know what Selina has been saying," Zelda blurted out suddenly. Link ignored her.

"I think there's something the matter with Nick." Zelda cut short what she had been intending to say. She felt guilty for the relief she felt, but she could hardly deny it.

"Like what?"

"I don't know. Selina told me he was feeling ill, and about 5 minutes ago he just about nearly killed Drake."

"What?!"

"You heard. I talked to him, and he looked as though he wanted to tell me something, but then he just walked off. I don't know what to make of it, but you know, I'm worried about Selina too..." Zelda placed her hand on Link's wrist, giving him a small smile.

"Look, I'll go and find Selina okay? How about you stay with Fayzie for a while and keep her company?" 

"I don't know. I mean, you two had an argument right?" remembered Link. Zelda nodded.

"Yes, but perhaps that's even more reason for me to go. Kill two birds with one stone right?" Link seemed to slump. 

"I guess you have a point," he conceded. Zelda smiled at him once more, brushing his cheek with her hand.

"You're so caring," she said quietly, her thoughts returning to Kaibre. How could she have ever betrayed Link like she had? Link let out a small sigh.

"This was supposed to be a holiday," he said, his voice sad. Zelda gave him a small kiss, looking him in the eye.

"It still is," she promised. Link stepped back, nodding. 

"Okay, you go and talk to Selina. I'll go and talk to Fayzie," he agreed. 

Zelda nodded and quickly left, the anxieties that had sprang to her heart sharply dissipating. But she could feel more of them crawling back already, because although she had avoided Link finding out for the time being, it meant she would still have to face Selina. 

  The Princess walked through the hold, searching for her friend. Like it or not, she had to speak to Selina before Link did. Her motives were selfish, but she had no other choice. She didn't want to hurt Link, not ever. He didn't deserve it. And secondly, she hated to fight with her friend. She stopped one of the hold's young protégés as she headed down a passageway.

"Excuse me, Sir, but could you tell me if the Lady Selina was headed this way?" she questioned. The boy gave her a polite bow.

"Yes, Your Highness, not ten minutes ago, she was headed towards the Great Hall," he said. Zelda gave him a small smile.

"Thank you," she replied, before quickly pressing on. She soon came to the Great Hall, and quietly stepped inside. Selina was seated next to the large, leaded window on the far wall, reading a book of some sort. She did not look at ease. Zelda bit her lip nervously, and gently closed the door behind her. 

Selina glanced up, startled, as she heard the click of the door. Her face soured as soon as she saw Zelda.

"What do you want?" she asked coldly. Zelda raised her eyebrows, slightly taken back at Selina's manner. Even when they hadn't been friends, Selina had never acted quite so icy.

"I came to... apologise," the princess said quickly, feeling it was best to get straight to the point. Selina placed her book down on a nearby table next to her seat.

"Oh?" she asked, her tone barely changing. Zelda stepped a little closer.

"This is silly, us fighting like this," she spoke clearly. Selina looked down at the ground.

"But Zelda, how you just expect me to forgive you? Just like that?" the healer questioned. Zelda frowned.

"I'm not asking you to, I'm just saying..." she started.

"It's easy to say you're sorry, but I don't think its me you ought to be apologising to," Selina pointed out. 

"Believe me, I'm more than sorry about this, about all of it! I wish I'd never met Kaibre Lainge, I wish Link had never gone to Catalia, but what's done is done, Selina! And I'm trying so damn hard to make up for what I did, you wouldn't even know just how much I'm trying!" Zelda exclaimed, raising her voice in anger. 

"Why? To protect Link? Or just yourself?" Selina leered unkindly. Zelda opened her mouth to speak, but no words came out. She felt choked by her friend's words. "Face it, Zelda, you've always looked out for yourself, and nothing more. You only care about you, and what people think of you. It's impossible for you to care about others, because all your life, it's just been you, you, you! Link is a fool to even think that you care for him!" Selina snapped, tears beginning to brim in her eyes. 

"That's not true!" Zelda interjected, looking absolutely furious. "I'm not that self-centred!"

"You could give Faye a run for her money, Zelda, believe me," Selina replied. 

Zelda folded her arms protectively, her eyes narrowing.

"Don't you even dare compare me to the likes of her!" she exclaimed. 

"It's about time that someone told you! We all keep our mouths shut about the way you act, because you're Zelda. You're the future Queen of Hyrule, how can we disrespect you? And you know fine well that you can get away with it, because of that respect! Look what happened with Leigh! You made a big thing out of something small, it was Leigh who deserved your respect, not vice versa! And now, you think you can just do as you please with other men, completely disrespecting your own poor husband, who would never believe it because he loves you far too much! I love you, Zelda, you're my best friend, but sometimes, I think you need to be told you're not as perfect as you like to imagine!" Selina cried. Zelda remained silent throughout the speech.

"No-one is perfect," she finally remarked quietly. 

"Take a look in the mirror, Zelda," Selina replied.

"If you tell Link..." the princess threatened.

"I don't want to hurt him, he's been through enough," Selina said, rising from out of her chair and staring at Zelda coldly.

"Don't you think I know that? I'm doing my best to help him through this!" Zelda retorted.

"Maybe you are. I can't say I agree with your method, but if he doesn't see through your act, well, maybe you can salvage your relationship," Selina said, turning to look out of the window. Zelda frowned again.

"It's no act," she muttered. "Despite what you might think, I adore him," she added quickly.

"I never said that you didn't," Selina said. 

"I love him more than anyone or anything in this world, and nothing can change that," Zelda continued. Selina let out a small sigh. 

"If you loved him though, why did you..." she started.

"Look, I don't know! As I said, it just happened! Why are you insisting on forever judging me over that?" Zelda demanded. Selina turned to face her once more.

"Maybe if Link had ever really cheated on you, you'd understand," she said quietly. Zelda gave up. Shaking her head, and feeling worse than ever, she ran out of the room.

  Link squeezed his hands together, and looked down at his feet as he went to accompany Fayzie. 

"Link...are you okay?" Link smiled wryly, his eyes meeting his old friend's.

"I should be asking that question," he commented. Fayzie looked away, linking her hands together nervously. Link watched her, and leaned in closer to her, touching her hands with his own.

"I'm sorry," he said apologetically. Fayzie suddenly confronted him with her eyes, and shook her head.

"For what?" she asked. It was the brave answer, but her voice almost cracked as she spoke, as if she were on the verge of slipping into something she was desperate to keep away from. 

"For the way things turned out for you," said Link softly, touching her chin with one finger. Although her head was bowed, her eyes lifted to meet his, and she bit her lip for a moment, pondering what she was about to say. She seemed to spend an age planning her next sentence, but when the words came out, they weren't what she had intended to say, but what she had dearly wanted to say.

"Oh Link. How can you stand there and apologise for that? Everything that has happened to me in my life has been the direct result of a choice I have made. I chose to marry Aden, and I chose to stay with him even when things weren't what I wanted them to be. I chose to help you, because no decent person could have just stood there and watched...or pretended it wasn't happening. And I can't accept any apology from you, Link, as much as you could from me, because what happened was not our doing. It was Aden's...and Derrin's. They laid their own path...their own fate." At this point, Fayzie halted her speech, as she succumbed to the tears that had been threatening to overcome her for so long. 

Link could do nothing but step forward and take her into his arms, and attempt to comfort her as best as he knew how. He was close to tears himself, Fayzie's words just brought it all back, but he bit his lip and closed his eyes, bidding that the sentiment leave him. 

Chapter 6  

  Tiffany awoke to find herself in darkness. For a second, she failed to remember where she was...or what she was doing in this dark place. 

"Felicity?" It was the first word that came to her mind, and she pulled one hand over her face, realising that she was the prisoner of the evil witch Mara, along with her friend. The last thing she could remember was being caught, and that was it. "Flis?" she called out the name again, sincerely hoping she wasn't alone. The darkness that surrounded her was almost suffocating, it seemed oppressive, unyielding. 

"Tiffany...Tiffany? Is that you?" Tiffany's heart almost leapt at the sound of Felicity's voice, and she fluttered forward in the dark, her outstretched hands meeting with cool metal bars. She turned, still searching.

"Yes! It's me! Where are you?" Tiffany replied, waiting for her friend to reply.

"I...I don't know." Tiffany flew forward again, but she was once more confronted by cool metal bars. She paused, thinking a moment, then silently intoned a 'light' spell. A white flame ignited in her cupped palms, casting a small degree of light about her, but nothing else. 

"Flis? Can you see me?" Tiffany continued to move about her prison, but discovered Felicity was certainly not with her. She must be somewhere else in the room.

"Yes...oh Tiffany, I feel...I feel terrible." The sentence was followed by a burst of uncontrolled coughing, succeeded by a weak gasp.

"Felicity? Are you okay?" questioned Tiffany worriedly, willing her eyes to see further into the darkness. 

"Yes...I mean I think so. I feel weak," replied Felicity. She sounded close by, but Tiffany could still not determine where she was. Suddenly, the room was bathed in a flickering light, and Tiffany looked up in horror to see Mara standing over her cage with a lit torch in her hand.

"Awake at last I see," said the witch gleefully. Tiffany backed away, shielding her eyes from the sudden bright light. Her spell was broken when she unlocked her palms, but it made little difference. 

"Let us go! We aren't any use to the likes of you!" cried Tiffany angrily. 

Mara gave a short chuckle, and turned away from Tiffany, walking over to another part of the room, to the cage were Felicity was being held. Tiffany rushed forward and watched Mara anxiously as she leaned over the cage. "Leave her alone!" demanded the pretty faerie, rattling her fist against the bars of her cage angrily. 

"Leave her alone? And give me a reason why I should?" questioned Mara boldly, opening the cage and reaching in, taking Felicity in her hand.

"Because! You can't do this!" retorted Tiffany desperately, tears stinging her eyes. Mara turned, her hand outstretched to Tiffany. Felicity lay in the palm of Mara's outstretched palm looking limp and weak. "What have you done to her?!" demanded Tiffany almost tearfully. Mara smiled.

"Me? I've done nothing to her. It must be the ether that's affecting her," remarked the witch smugly.

"Well, why isn't it affecting me? Or you? Or anyone else?" demanded Tiffany. 

Mara shrugged, closing her hand.

"Oh, it only affects certain people...creatures. It depends, I suppose," replied Mara. Tiffany wiped her reddening eyes defiantly, and shook her head.

"What do you want from us? We aren't worth anything!" she insisted. Mara smiled once more.

"No? Well, contrary to what you say, I've heard faeries such as yourself can fetch a fine price in any country if you can find the right buyer." Tiffany shook her head.

"You aren't interested in that," she argued. 

"I suppose you are correct," conceded Mara with a smirk. "I'm far more interested in your magical capabilities." 

"We're only faeries. We can't cast many spells these days...the only thing we're worth for is for a bit of menial healing and lighting a match or two," told Tiffany desperately. 

"Maybe some of you are only worth that. But not this one. What did you call her again? Flis? Felicity?" 

"She's in no state to do anything. Look at her!" argued Tiffany, her hands tightening around the bars of her cage. 

"You may not know, but I am a healer by trade. I can easily restore her health...but I will expect her to...repay my services," retorted Mara calmly. 

Tiffany shook her head.

"Felicity only uses her magic for good causes," she said. 

"Oh. And, preserving her own life is not a good cause I suppose?" Tiffany frowned at this suggestion, and let out an anguished sigh. 

"Look, people...Link and Zelda know we are here. If we don't return soon, they'll send people searching," threatened Tiffany. Mara walked closer to the cage, and lowered her head, looking directly at Tiffany.

"Death Mountain," she began, "has already been searched once by Zelda's men. They didn't find me then, so what makes you think they would find me a second time round?" Tiffany almost shuddered at Mara's words, which were delivered more like a threat rather than just a statement.

"Why are you doing this?" she asked. Mara stepped back, licking her lips.

"Why not?" she inquired with a smile. Before Tiffany could even reply, Mara blew out the torch, and Tiffany just about detected her footfalls as she padded away. Not able to wait a second longer, the faerie sank to her knees and let out an anguished sob, at a loss for what she could do next.

  ***

  Zelda was lost off in thought, and didn't notice Link walking up to her. It was almost time for supper, but the bell hadn't yet rung. The hero stepped into the room quietly, admiring his wife from a distance. He smiled to himself, thinking how lucky he was. Things were getting back to normal, after all. He was starting to get over the events of Catalia, and feeling more at ease with himself. Of course, nothing could erase the dreadful memories, but then again, his past was full of them anyway. You couldn't quite exorcise all your demons, no matter how hard you tried. But then, he had Zelda. She had always made things seem less painful, somehow. For a while, he'd worried about their relationship, but he knew that every couple had their ups and downs from time to time. Alright, so he and Zelda seemed to have more of their fair share of those, compared to some couples, but they always got through them in the end. How beautiful she looked right now, her long golden hair curling at the ends, framing her delicate profile. He walked closer towards where she was seated, upon the bed. She was reading a small book, it looked like her diary. 

"Hey Zel," he greeted. She glanced up, looking slightly surprised, but smiled. 

"Hello my hero," she replied, in a warm tone. He sat down next to her, catching hold of her hand.

"All ready for supper, then?" he questioned. She smiled again.

"I suppose. How nice it would be without Fayette there!" 

"Yeah... she has been going on a bit," Link agreed.

"All that I ever hear at the moment is Kendar this, Kendar that! She's infatuated!" Zelda giggled. Link smiled at her.

"Well, it's easy to be infatuated," he pointed out. "Especially when the object of your affection is so..." he paused, running a hand across her cheek.

"Mmm?" Zelda asked.

"Beautiful," Link finished. "Stunningly, in fact..." he added, leaning close to give her a gentle kiss. Zelda pulled him closer, into an embrace. 

"How true..." she giggled.

"Well, someone's getting a high opinion of themselves!" Link scolded lightly, laughing too.

"I meant about the infatuation part," Zelda protested. 

"Oh, well, so long as it's only me you're infatuated with," Link joked. He noticed Zelda frown slightly at that, but the moment quickly passed. She smiled again, ruffling his hair with affection.

"Of course," she murmured, though she didn't look at him when she said it.

"Zel?" he questioned, a little confused by her reaction. He had only been teasing, after all. 

"Mmm?" she asked.

"Nothing," he said quickly, dismissing it. Zelda leaned forward to kiss him again. Link smiled to himself and enjoyed it. Just as he gently pushed her down onto the pillows though, the bell for supper rang. Zelda let out a small sigh as they pulled apart from each other. 

"Oh well, here goes," she said. Link grinned mischievously. 

"We could always... skip... supper," he suggested playfully. Zelda smirked, but sat up, and shook her head.

"Would be nice, but I'm starved," she remarked, standing up and brushing down her dress. 

"Me too," Link agreed, rising up off the bed too. He took her hand. "Shall we?" he asked gallantly. Zelda smiled again.

"Let's go," she replied.

  They headed down the passageway to the main staircase, heading towards the hold's banquet hall. Still hold of his wife's hand, Link asked, "Hey, Zel, did you get sorted out with Selina?" A guilty look flashed over her features, and Zelda bit her lip.

"Um... well, kind of," she lied. Link eyed her evenly.

"It's just, I'm really worried about her... and Nick. And all this stress isn't good... well for a woman of her... um... condition," he said, looking slightly embarrassed. "Why did you two fall out anyway?" he added. Zelda looked down.

"Nothing much, just something silly," she replied.

"So why haven't you talked to her yet? You did say you would," Link pointed out, looking a little annoyed. Zelda avoided his gaze, frowning a little.

"I did try... um... she did say she's going to just talk things through with Nick. I'm sure they'll be fine," she said.

"Yeah... I guess you're right. And after all, all couples have problems from time to time. Not even Nick and Selina are perfect!" Link said, trying to lighten the morose mood that had suddenly descended. 

"And if they are, it isn't really our business. We should leave them to themselves, give them some time alone," Zelda added. 

"I suppose," Link agreed, although he didn't sound convinced.

"It works for us," Zelda remarked.

"That's us," Link said. They both went quiet. Zelda stopped, and placed a hand on Link's arm, looking up at him earnestly.

"Link, listen. You are not responsible for anyone's happiness, but your own. All right, so Selina is a little upset right now, and Nick, and they're turning to their friends for support. Well, we can give them that, of course we will, but in time, I'm sure they'll be fine. Selina's just a little more upset than usual because she's nearing her time. All women get worried, especially when it's their first time. And I'm sure Nick is worried for her too, but he's trying not to show it..." she explained. Link listened quietly, and finally nodded.

"Alright, yeah, maybe that is it," he said slowly.

"We'll help them every step of the way, but remember, you put your own happiness first," Zelda said, smiling at him. He managed a smile back.

"I can try," he said.

"You'll do more than try," Zelda ordered playfully. They both smiled at each other. "Come on, we'd best hurry, else we might miss the meal!" Zelda exclaimed.

  They were late, of course, not that anyone noticed. Aside from Fayette of course, who was always quick to point out occurrences of bad etiquette, especially when they happened to involve her own stepsister. Link and Zelda sat down quickly, but Fayette was right on form.

"Really, you'd think Hyrule's future rulers would make the effort to be more prompt! If this were a diplomatic meal in another country, for example, you really would be being awfully..."

"Goodness, Lady Faye, speaking in such a manner about the future monarchy might be considered awfully rude at any dinner table in Hyrule," Drake muttered darkly. He never could stand Fayette and her whining at the best of times. 

Fayette looked extremely offended by the knight's comment.

"Well, Sir Drake, I think..." she started.

"No-one cares what you think, Faye, so please do shut up," Zelda interjected coolly, in her most dangerous tone. Fayette did as she was told. She knew when to give up. The Sosarian let out a dramatic sigh, and started eating a forkful of her meal delicately, pointedly ignoring her stepsister. Several people looked relieved, including Link. He hated it when Zelda and Fayette argued. 

They were worse than a fighting cat and dog. 

The spread looked absolutely delicious. A large tureen of roasted potatoes stood in the centre of the long table, accompanied by a selection of the finest cold cuts of meat. Crusty, buttered bread was in abundance, sliced cheese and small pots of chutney and other sauces. As Link filled his plate hungrily, Drake cleared his throat, and spoke.

"Apparently, Sir Kendar will be joining us soon. I'm sure he'll be a welcome addition to the hold," he remarked. Zelda threw him a dirty look. Drake simply grinned.

"Oh, Sir Kendar is already such a marvellous warrior, I'm sure he barely needs any training at all!" Fayette piped up.

"But we all need practise from time to time. Gotta keep in shape," Link pointed out.

"And some of us happen to do that very well," Zelda smirked, throwing a glance over at Fayette. Fayette looked annoyed at Zelda's sly dig about her physical state. 

"Well, of course, that's all very well, but since you spend all your time training, you barely have any time for your children!" she sneered unkindly. 

Zelda hadn't seen that one coming. She flashed her an angry look.

"That isn't true, and you know it!" she exclaimed.

"Ladies, ladies, please!" Drake said, holding up a hand.

"Yes, can't we all have a decent meal without you two sniping at each other constantly? It's getting really tiresome," Selina said. Zelda sighed, and Fayette raised her eyebrows.

"And before one of you says 'she started it', let's change the subject," Drake put in hurriedly.

"When is Kendar arriving?" Aaron quickly questioned, returning to the topic of Ewan's mysterious saviour. 

"Oh, soon, I hope..." Fayette said dreamily. Zelda glanced at Link. They both smirked. 

"But not soon enough for you, huh, Faye?" Zelda asked. Fayette gave her an offended look.

"I'll have you know, Sir Kendar is a wonderful young man. You ought to be grateful to him, he did save your son's life, after all," she said.

"I am," Zelda replied.

"He's a hero," Fayette continued. 

"No doubt," Link agreed, playing along with Zelda. "Me and Zel are very, very, very grateful to him. He IS wonderful," he added. Fayette gave him an easy smile.

"You don't have to tell me that!" she said. 

"All this talk of heroes, and I'm not included?" boomed Drake. 

"In my opinion, every man sitting at this very table is a hero," Selina said softly. 

"Yes," Zelda agreed, smiling shyly over at her friend. Selina smiled back faintly. 

"Why thank you," Aaron grinned.

"I, of course, rank the highest," Drake joked.

"Hey!" Link interrupted, mock angrily.

"Well, it's true. I've been around a long time, unlike most of you young-uns," the knight stated solemnly. 

"Too long for some of us," Zelda put in cheekily.

"Do you ever respect your elders?" Drake questioned, grinning over at the princess. She didn't reply, instead smiling over at Link. "Jeez, kids today..." the knight grumbled. Link put down his wineglass, and looked the knight squarely in the eye.

"Drake, I'm gonna be thirty soon, I'm no kid," he pointed out. The knight chuckled. 

"Oh, I do hope Sir Kendar arrives here soon," Fayette interrupted. Everyone rolled their eyes. 

"Indeed," Drake agreed. Link looked over at Zelda, smiling slowly at her. 

"I can think of something that we need to do soon," he whispered.

"It doesn't involve gagging her over there, does it?" Zelda whispered back in a mischievous tone. 

"Actually, that's a good idea, but not even a herd of wild horses could shut her up," Link replied.

"Do you two mind? Whispering at the dinner table is awfully rude, you know!" piped up a familiar voice. The pair collapsed into laughter.

  An hour or so later, when the meal was finally finished, Zelda arose from her seat, taking Link by the hand. Drake was sharp to spot this and let out an almighty bellow.

"And where do you think you might be going, Master Link?" he inquired with a raised eyebrow. Link grinned to his friend.

"Somewhere you'll never go," he replied with a quick grin. Drake let out a tut of disgust and shook his head. 

"You call yourself a hero yet you'll ne'er remain at the table to sup an extra pint or two with your fellow men," exclaimed Drake in dismay. Link looked to Zelda, a smile on his face.

"Do I listen to this buffoon or what?" he asked loudly enough for Drake to overhear. Zelda smiled, tempted to tell Link not to stay longer, but she suddenly noticed Selina slipping away. She paused, a slight frown forming, wondering if she should try once more to convince Selina of her relative innocence. 

"Hah! And he calls himself a man of this land! Must he discuss every decision with his beautiful wife?!" grinned Drake. Link turned back to Drake, his face an image of ease.

"Ah, but Sir Drake, any man could see you are jealous I have a wife who deems me worthy to be talked to!" he shot back. Drake shook his head once more.

"You can stay here if you want, Link, there's something I have to do anyway," interrupted Zelda, her voice lowered. Her eyes were on Nick although she was in fact speaking to Link, but she couldn't help but notice the miserable expression that was on his face. Link nodded at Zelda, apparently not noticing Nick's quiet manner. He gave her a quick peck on the cheek, "See you later," he whispered to her with a wink. Zelda tried to smile back, but her worry had suddenly shifted from the threat that Selina posed, to that of the threat Nick did. Did he know? And if so, would he tell Link? She hoped not.

"Goodnight all," she bade in a light tone, before quickly leaving. 

"Oh, see she granted her prisoner a few moments of freedom!" winked Drake with a cheeky grin. Link smiled but shook his head.

"I'll give you one thing...your persistence," he conceded. Drake was once again all smiles. As the two men enjoyed their banter, they failed to notice Nick leave his seat, his head bowed, his eyes to the ground. He murmured not a word, and left the room, before Fayette gleefully leapt from her seat and followed him.

"Who's for cards then?" asked Drake, his eyes scanning the table.

"Count me in," said Damon, before Aaron nodded himself in. Link nodded also, and Drake wrought his hands together with a loud clap, rubbing them together gleefully.

"Right then," he started, "let us begin."

  Nick walked at a brisk pace down the stone laden corridors of the hold. His boots echoed loudly off the bare walls of the passage, a cool breeze rushing past him as he walked by. All day he had been filled with an incredible sense of unease, his stomach was in knots and he could not think straight for the dull ache in his head. Normally he would have attended to a healer straight away, but something told him this feeling was more than mere illness. Selina had left the table before him, and he had been so caught up in his own thoughts he had failed to notice. He knew she was angry with him, he didn't blame her. The things he had said to her, they had been thoughtless and unjust, but it hadn't stopped him from saying them. He was as worried about Link and Zelda as Selina obviously was, but for an entirely different reason. 

As he walked, his temples throbbed, a gnawing pain eating at the point between his eyes. For a moment he staggered, one leg failing to support him as it should, and he reached to the wall with his arm for support. He paused to massage the point of pain, cursing aloud in Dalsonan - a language now as disused as ancient Hylian. He was angry at himself for submitting to whatever ailed him, but he could barely help it. He squeezed his eyes shut for a moment, and leant against the wall, taking a small breath.

"Nick?" His eyes flew open to see Lady Fayette standing before him, a look of concern pasted across her pretty face. He paused for a moment, unable to grasp for the necessary words to speak, before regaining his somewhat confused senses.

"Fayette," he murmured dumbly, unable to say anything else. She leaned closer to him, her brow furrowing, and rested her hand on his shoulder.

"Nick?" she questioned once more, "Are you alright?" Again he was unable to reach an answer.

"I..." The pain passed. He swallowed, and blinked. "I...I'm fine." Fayette smiled at him. 

"You had me worried for a moment there," she murmured with a smile. Nick managed to muster a smile back. "I just couldn't help but notice how subdued you seemed at dinner, is everything okay?" pressed Fayette, standing a little closer to the Dalsonian King. 

"I appreciate your concern, but," began Nick, the dull throbbing re-occupying his temples. Fayette saw him wince, and touched his face with her hand. Nick flinched at her touch, and tried to stand from the wall. "Faye..." he began to protest. Fayette hadn't realised it, but there was still something there, something deep in her heart that still wanted Nick more than anything...more than Kendar. 

"Where is Selina now, Nick? Where is she when you need her most?" she quizzed, her finger tracing his cheek. 

"She doesn't know..." he protested weakly. Fayette just smiled.

"She ignored you throughout dinner, she couldn't even meet you in the eye," pointed out Fayette, pleased with her acute observations. Nick raised his eyes to meet Fayette's, the whites of his eyes a stark contrast with the dark colour of his skin. 

"I need to see someone," stated Nick coldly, before breaking from Faye's touch, and walking down the corridor. Fayette turned and watched him, a somewhat bemused smile on her face. 
  ***

  Robert, mounted atop his favourite steed, paced before the masses of men that stood before him. He had in front of him about a quarter of his army assembled, these were the best of his men, a figure that would total about 35,000 in all, quite a large figure, considering Catalia's total population was little over 1,000,000. He took a deep breath and wiped his brow. He had addressed his men before, but they had always been under the cosh of some other force, such as the persistent Tanolians. This time, he was going to talk to them about attacking rather than defending. The entire field was silent, every man expectant, every man wondering why their general and future ruler had called upon them at such a time of seeming peace. Robert scratched his cheek, then began to speak. His voice was loud and clear, and carried to many of the men present. Not all heard, but they could read the situation due to the reactions of their fellow men.

"Gentleman, today is a day that shall go unmarked in the history books. Today, our world, our home, our lives seem to be at peace for the first time in many a year. We have managed to quash the attacks of the Tanolians, and with that, comes peace. Our land is by no means rich in monetary terms, but it is rich in the very knowledge that we no longer live our lives in fear." A cheer rose up from the crowd, rippling from the front to the back, although there was still confusion to Robert's intentions. Robert paused, his head bowed, waiting for the silence to return. He then resumed his speech.

"But how, I ask, did we achieve this peace of mind? Was it because of our so called Allies? Our Allies who have sworn to protect us? No! It was not. It was you," he pointed randomly into the crowd, "and you, and you. It was all of you here. It was all of your comrades. It was every single man in this country, every single woman, who refused to be crushed by the constant fear, the constant death, the constant MISERY! Everything that was thrown at us, we threw back, and we kept doing it until they no longer could. It was our persistence, it was our will to live, and our love of this country that kept Catalia standing. It was not the money of Dalsona, it was not the armies of Hyrule, it was not the support of Jueland or Lemmink. We are standing here today with our pride and our lives intact because of no one else but ourselves and our fallen comrades. We owe no-one, but they owe us." Robert's voice was no longer raised, but rather he was shouting the words, his fist raised, and every word dripped with pride. He paused to lick his dry lips, to swallow, and amid the silence, he continued, his eyes searching the crowd for any kind of a reaction. There was none.

"Where was Hyrule when our mothers were killed? Our brothers, our sisters, our wives, our children? Where was Dalsona when we had no bread, where was Lemmink when our armies were dead?! They were nowhere! They wanted no part of us, and we even begged them for aid, but all they could say was that they had their own problems. Well, this may well be, but when was the last time you can recall Hyrule suffering a drought because raiders burned all of her fields? When was the last time Lemmink had the threat of the Tanolians on their border? We protected them! We were the Tanolians corridor to Hyrule, Lemmink, but did they protect us?! No! They ignored us! But even then, you might say, that is no cause for war..." Robert paused once more, again nothing but silence reached him. Not even a murmur. He turned his horse and strode back down the line.

"And even I would agree with you! Until now that is. I was prepared to forgive, let things lie. But one of these countries has done a great injustice against your fellow men!" At this point, the crowd interrupted him with a roar of approval. They now knew what was coming. This was going to be a war of greed and conquest. This was going to be a war of justice. They had heard all about the Hyrulian's hero's deeds, and how he had kidnapped the wife of a man he had murdered in cold blood. Robert nodded, a small smile forming. They knew. They knew why he was doing this, and they supported him. Not that he had ever doubted. He raised a hand to cease their response. It took a few seconds, but he was no longer impatient.

"Why should we allow this man to get away with his crimes? Because he is husband to the queen-to-be? Because he is their supposed hero? He came from our very own shores!" This was met with a gasp of surprise. It was not common knowledge that Link was in fact of Catalian birth, Catalian lineage. It was true, the Kokiri had Hylian qualities. But Robert knew he was Catalian, and desired to acknowledge nothing else. "But despite this, he betrayed his own country and fled to another. I, in fact, grew up with this man, this..." he couldn't find the words, his fingernails dug into his palms with his frustration, his fury. "Yet Hyrule protects him! Well, no longer! He has killed more men than he ever should have, yet he goes unpunished for his sins. He hides in his adopted country behind his powerful wife, his wife who never saw fit to aid this country despite her own power!" Another roar punctuated his words, and he sat back, confident now that his army was behind him. This small portion was all that mattered, for they were the ones who controlled the rest. 

"If you do not agree with me that this cause is a worthy one, then I encourage you to speak your mind. If we go into Hyrule, many may not survive. We may not even be victorious. If you wish to grow old with your wife and children, step down now, and in years to come you may tell your family of this moment, and your reasons for abandoning your fellow men. I have no quarrel with those of you, you who wish not to fight this cause, for I could never understand how a man with a family could feel. But if you truly love your family, you must love your country, and therefore any injustice done against Catalia is an injustice against your wife. Your children. You. I cannot promise you victory, but there is one thing I can promise, and it is that I will stay by your side and fight till my last breath as I trust you will stay by mine!" He stopped for a moment, his voice feeling a little hoarse but the crowd was enchanted by him. 

They stood motionless, waiting for more. Not one man had spoken a word to him, not one had stepped aside and thrown down their sword. He had expected at least a few to do so.

"If we let this lie, it will be done again, and again and it will be too late. The time is now! The present!" He drew his sword and raised it into the air. 

His sword flashed in the light, its charcoal stained blade standing out against the blue sky. His men drew their swords with him, and raised them in the air in a salute. Robert smiled, then replaced his sword. He leaned over towards one of his captain's and whispered in his ear. The time was drawing near, he knew, when he would finally get the justice Kylara deserved. He smiled again as he turned his eyes to his emphatically cheering men. He had had doubts, but now he could see, they were certainly unfounded ones.

  ***

Chapter 7  

  Enzar prowled the corridors of Death Mountain silently. No-one, not even his resurrector, would stop him in his plan. Demiari would eventually quake in mercy at his power, including Mara Hespera. She might hold the key to his life but very soon, he would take that away from her. Mara after all, had underestimated him. He, Enzar, was one of the most powerful deities to exist on this astral plane, and now that he was once again, freed from the confines of a spirit prison in the Dark Realm, there was little or nothing he could not do. He did not fear the mortal witch, and he knew precisely what she wanted with him. She wouldn't send him back to the Dark Realm, whatever he did. She was too greedy for that. Of course, Hyrule was the key to ruling the Demiari. 

Hyrule was the home of the Triforce for a reason. At the centre of the world, Hyrule was focal point of all magic, of all the ether, of all power. Even Sosaria, which was full of powerful magicians, didn't hold the omnipotence that Hyrule did. As Kain, Enzar had carried out his systematic brainwashing of the populace in Hyrule for a reason. Hyrule was where his power was at its strongest. Only Link and Zelda had kept him at bay from taking the Triforce and using it to rule the entire world. Zelda was strong, although she didn't realise it. She didn't need to confine her magical skill to just the Triforce. 

She could match Enzar in a battle of wills. The magic protecting the Triforce in that tower, kept every evil entity at bay, including himself. And Zelda had banished him to the Dark Realm once before, she could do it again. And not to forget Nicolas.... Enzar gave a sharp growl at the thought of that particular nemesis. He feared the Dalsonian King, in a way that he didn't understand. And then there was Link... Enzar would make sure that he eradicated all three. 

Eventually, the griffin came upon a small chamber. There, shackled to the walls lay a man, in deep unconsciousness. In fact, he was almost dead. A prisoner of Mara's. Enzar had observed the female, seen her consorting with a man. This wasn't the one. Mara's consort was Hylian for a start. Let this man, Kaibre Lainge, undo their plans. Enzar knew exactly where to send the sell-sword. Back to his beloved Princess Zelda. Enzar did not want war, he wanted order. War would alert the rest of the Demiari to giving attention to Hyrule, and that simply would not do. Hyrule needed to become isolated. Hyrule needed to become like Sosaria... and Sosaria, Enzar would deal with later. It was indeed, a thorn in his side, but nothing the griffin couldn't deal with, once he had his hands on the Triforce. And that, in time, would become his. 

This time, he wouldn't make a mistake. Last time, he had underestimated Zelda. 

He had underestimated a lot of things. This time, he would do it differently. 

No sense in making an enemy of the Princess... Smirking to himself, Enzar zapped at the chains that bound the man, breaking them. He would free this pitiful fool, simply to spite Mara. Her anger at discovering her prisoner gone would be amusing. Enzar breathed, and suddenly, the man awoke. He blinked stupidly, as if he wasn't sure of his surroundings, confused. 

"Arise, piteous mortal!" Enzar commanded. The man got shakily to his feet, coughing. Enzar blended into the darkness. He did not want his presence to be alerted by freeing this man. Although no doubt Zelda would begin to sense him, she would not know exactly what she was sensing, and thus, be confused. Enzar also enjoyed seeing that. "Be gone from this place, and do not come back! Else your fate shall be much worse!" the griffin ordered. The man coughed again, the hacking sounded almost painful. "The powers have ordained that you live this time, mortal. Next time, you may not be so lucky!" Enzar continued. Then, pointing one feathered finger, he shot a bolt of magic at the prisoner. The man disappeared on the spot. Enzar sneered in anticipation of Mara's fury, and then, continued stalking through Death Mountain. He had other business to attend to.

  ***

  Zelda sighed slightly, and then yawned. The bright morning sunshine was filtering through the gap in the curtains, already meaning that it was quite late. "Oh jeez," she muttered to herself, trying to sit up. She didn't quite have the strength, immediately flopping back down, under the warm, comfortable sheets. Sleep threatened to overtake her again. Gradually though, she became aware of Link, who was playing lazily with strands of her hair; little, but insistent tugs. "Link..." she scolded lightly.

"Good morning, Zel," he replied, from somewhere nearby. Zelda let out another sigh. The whole previous evening was somewhat of a blur to her, probably because she had ended up staying up very late. After supper, she'd tried to seek out Selina to attempt a reconciliation of their friendship, but having proved unsuccessful, she'd then gone upstairs and played with Ewan for a while, and talked to Fayzie again, who had been spending time with her own son. Then she'd gone to bed, and stayed up talking to Link until the early hours. Nice it had been at the time, but she was certainly regretting it now.

"What time is it?" she finally asked, rubbing her eyes, and managing to sit up. Link was leaning against the pillows, a book in hand. He put it down on the blanket and looked over at her.

"We missed breakfast," he said, grinning slightly. "No doubt Fayette will consider it the ultimate disgrace!" Zelda had to smile.

"I'm hungry," she complained. "You look like you've been awake for ages," she added. Link shrugged.

"I did hear the bell... but I really couldn't be bothered, and as for you, you slept through it all, my sweet princess. I couldn't bear to wake you," he replied, smiling. Zelda collapsed down back upon the pillows. She suddenly wasn't feeling quite right... something was... wrong... somewhere. She could feel it, just ever so slightly. "Aha! She slips back under the deadly sleeping spell! This time, I get to kiss you awake!" Link proclaimed, before diving atop her.

"Oh Link... honestly," Zelda grumbled, trying to push him away. He sat back down on his side, looking a little hurt. 

"Well ex..." he started.

"Don't even think about it," Zelda warned. She couldn't quite put her finger on it... it wasn't the Triforce...

"How comes I'm always cheerful on a morning, and you're always moody?" Link moaned, interrupting her train of thought.

"I'm not moody," she protested, raising an eyebrow and giving him a hurt look.

"You are, you never want to..." he started.

"I'm just tired, that's all," Zelda interrupted, still thinking to herself privately. Whatever it was, Link didn't seem to be picking up on it. Maybe she was imagining it. I can feel it, she thought. Something was close. 

Something... not good. 

"Hey Zel, are you okay?" Link suddenly asked, looking over her with concern. 

He placed a hand on her forehead. "You look really pale," he added, his tone turning from playful, to more serious. 

"I'm just tired," she insisted, not wanting to worry him. 

"I'm not convinced. I hope you aren't coming down with something..." he remarked. 

"Really Link, I'm fine," Zelda replied, giving him a weak smile. The hero pushed back the blankets on his side of the bed, and got up, walking round to the other side. He looked down at her, and tugged the blanket straight.

"You're staying in bed today, until you feel better. Strict orders," he said in a stern tone. Although she did feel terrible, and Link was probably right, Zelda immediately worried. She couldn't leave Link alone, what if he spoke to Fayette, or Selina, or Nick? The thought of this scenario made her feel even worse. 

"Link..." she started, intent on convincing him that she would be fine.

"I insist!" he interrupted. She changed tactics. Lowering her tone, and smiling a little, she said, "Well, fine. But you know, it would be a lot more fun if you joined me."

"Yeah, right! If you're sick, I don't want to catch anything from you. Cos then we'd both be sick, and that certainly would be no fun," Link pointed out, folding his arms.

"If I am sick, which I'm not, then you would get it sooner or later anyway," Zelda replied, pouting slightly.

"I'm not taking any chances," Link answered. He walked over to the window, pulling back the curtains. More sunshine flooded into the room, and he opened one of the glass panels, to let the fresh summer air in. 

"Some husband you are," Zelda sulked. 

"I'm only trying to do what's best for you," he replied, turning back to look at her.

"It's unlike you to turn down the opportunity of being alone with me..." she remarked, playing her last card. Link looked somewhat thoughtful at this. "I mean, just think, you and me, spending some nice time alone..." she continued. 

Link nodded.

"Alright, I can't say I wouldn't pass up the chance," he smiled. "But, I did promise to help some of the young lads stationed here with their sword skills today, and..."

"Oh fine, your loss. Don't moan when I can't be bothered with you tonight," Zelda retorted.

"Hey now, you're being unfair now, Zel!" Link replied, pulling an outfit out from the nearby wardrobe and getting dressed.

"So are you," Zelda immediately spoke up. "I mean, you seem to think it's perfectly okay to spend time with a bunch of amateurs rather than your poor, sick wife."

"I'll not be long, I promise," he said. He walked over and leant down, giving her a small kiss. "I really do."

"Oh, okay," Zelda sighed, giving up. She felt like sleeping again, anyhow. 

  Link shook his head to himself, as he walked out of the room and down the main passage. He was a bit concerned about Zelda, she hadn't looked well at all, in his opinion. It was more, than just general exhaustion. Almost as if she was worried about something. He hated it when she worried, because he knew she had the capacity to worry herself sick. She had seemed fine the previous day though, he had no idea what she could possibly be upset about. Perhaps some quiet rest would help. Still smiling, he headed into the Great Hall, noticing several people all clustered together. It appeared that Kendar Hartrend had finally arrived. The foreigner was wearing his normal attire, the maroon shirt, and dark blue trousers. He smiled when he saw Link approaching.

"Greetings, your Highness," he said politely, still smiling. Link smiled back, a little surprised at the man's use of the title Link was still not quite accustomed to.

"Wonderful to have you here," Link replied, leaning over to shake the man's hand. 

"Well, when I heard of this place, how could I possibly pass up a visit to such a fine establishment? It is renowned throughout the Demiari," Kendar proclaimed. Definitely a traveller, Link thought to himself. He smiled. 

"Well, after the great deed you have done for my family, how can we not repay you by giving you a few hints and tips?" the hero joked. 

"Ah, it would be an honour to spar with Hyrule's finest!" Kendar laughed. Link fingered the sword at his side. 

"Well, why not?" he suggested. "It's bright sunshine outside, and I could do with properly waking up!"

"Then I shall accept your challenge, Your Highness," Kendar said graciously. 

Drake had wandered over by this time, looking interested.

"This ought to be worth seeing!" he remarked. Link unsheathed his sword as they all walked out into the courtyard, watching the blade twinkle in the light.

"Don't see why you're laughing, cos you'll be up next!" he grinned.

"I wouldn't get too cocky if I were you, laddo," Drake laughed.

"He's Hyrule's, if not Demiari's greatest hero, though, Sir Drake. Surely he is allowed some pride?" Kendar asked. Drake just chuckled, and went to stand by the sidelines.

"Ready?" Link questioned, pausing. Kendar nodded.

"Just allow me one moment. I need to give a favour to a lady... for luck," he said.

  Fayette smiled to herself as she watched Kendar, along with Link and Drake wander outside. She was sitting in the sun, reading a romantic novel. Her children were playing nearby, enjoying the warm weather. He's so handsome... she thought to herself, admiring the man from a distance. Suddenly, he turned in her direction, and her heart leapt. He was heading her way! She remembered back to when he had left, his intrusion of her room... how romantic it had all been... she had been waiting for him to return for so long, or so it seemed. 

Within minutes, the handsome traveller was stood before her, smiling warmly.

"My lady..." he greeted.

"Kendar," Fayette smiled. He gently took her hand, and kissed it. Fayette almost swooned with joy. He reached into his pocket, and pulled out a small handkerchief. He gently folded it into her hand.

"I am about to commence a duel with His Royal Highness, Link, and I give you this token to keep, to hope you bring me luck," he smiled.

"Isn't it the lady who is supposed to give her lord a token?" Fayette asked. 

"Yes, but it works both ways. Keep this for me, Faye," Kendar said, smiling softly at her.

"I will!" Fayette promised.

"I thank you," Kendar said sincerely. Then, he was gone again, back across the courtyard, to where Link was standing, swinging his sword about impatiently. 

Fayette clutched onto the handkerchief, as if it was the most precious possession she owned. Kendar had given it to her! She didn't care that it was only a bit of coloured silk, it was the significance of it that counted. I'm his lady... she thought, smiling. 

  "Looks like the hero of the moment has a bit of a soft spot for our Lady Fayette," commented Drake with a grin as he stood, arms folded, next to Link. 

Link made a face.

"Maybe one of us should warn him now," he murmured. Drake let out a laugh. "Ah Link, how heartless are you? Fayette can be nice, when it suits her..." At that moment, Kendar walked up to the two, giving a polite nod.

"And now," he began, drawing his own weapon and bending one knee, "I am ready." Link smiled and held his weapon before him.

"On your marks..." began Drake mockingly. Link shot him a wry smile. Then he stepped forward, his attention returning to his opponent. As the two blades met, Link felt his smile broaden. It had seemed like a long time since he had met metal on even terms. Kendar was good, his movement was graceful and well practised, and to his surprise, Link found himself relying on all of his energies just to match him. As the session went on, a small group of men gathered around to watch, many of them students of the hold. Link's smile soon faded, and he found himself gritting his teeth in his concentration. Every blow he directed towards Kendar was neatly deflected, and Kendar would return with an attack of his own, equally as skilled, if not better. But Link had fought too many battles such as this to lose. He soon noticed Kendar had a fairly set pattern of attack, and as he learnt Kendar's faults, Kendar failed to read Link's. The crowd, which had been fairly noisy at the start, had suddenly grown silent, every man watching the moves of these men. Link suddenly noticed that Kendar had left himself open with a less than perfect parry, and he struck forward, surprising Kendar with not only his boldness, but his speed. He clipped the hilt of Kendar's sword and it flew from his hand, and clattered somewhat unceremoniously to the earth. Kendar put up his hands in defeat, and Link sheathed his won weapon with a smile. Kendar reached forward to shake his hand, smiling widely. 

"Truly a master!" he commented sincerely. Link smiled. 

"You had me worried though," admitted Link with a nod. Kendar just shrugged, still smiling, then went to retrieve his weapon. A sudden cheer went up from  the small crowd, and Link turned, to see Drake wearing a grin as broad as he had ever seen. He took a quick bow, then motioned for Kendar to bow with him. 

"Thank you, thank you!" he said, grinning to Kendar who also seemed to be enjoying the admiration. He turned to Link and shook his hand again, "Thank you for allowing me the honour of taking a sword against you, sir," he said, his voice quiet. Link shrugged. 

"Anything for the man who saved my son," said Link, in awe of this man's sheer humility. Kendar looked slightly embarrassed at this, and just shook his head.

"Any man, any woman, would have done the same," he insisted, releasing Link's hand. Link noticed Fayette standing a fair way away, behind Kendar. He nodded to her.

"I think someone wants to speak with you," he said. Perhaps Fayette wasn't all bad, he thought. Raymundo had obviously seen something in her. Kendar turned, and smiled to Fayette, before looking back at Link.

"Then I shall perhaps meet you later," he said. Link nodded.

"I'll look forward to it," he commented. Kendar bowed his head for a second, then nodded at Link, before turning to leave. Link watched him go, then turned back to the expectant crowd.

"Okay then!" he shouted. "Who's next?" He had managed to defeat Kendar, now it seemed he would be able to take out anyone. At that moment a dozen swords were lifted from their scabbards and raised in the air. Drake let out a loud laugh.

"Take 'em on all at once?" he challenged. Link laughed back.

"Ha! I don't quite think so!" he replied, scanning the volunteers. He picked one man, who looked in his early twenties. "You first," he motioned. The man nervously stepped forward, but Link felt at ease. It seemed he'd already got the hardest battle over already.

  "Oh, I guess I didn't bring you any luck," sighed Fayette as Kendar walked over. He frowned at her.

"Quite the contrary," he insisted, taking her hand. "You gave me enough luck to last as long as I did!" Kendar exclaimed, his frown turning into a smile. 

Fayette smiled shyly, averting her eyes.

"Oh...really!" she began, faintly embarrassed. 

"If it is not too bold, I was wondering that perhaps you could show me these wonderful grounds," inquired Kendar. 

Oh I..." Fayette paused. The truth was, she barely knew her way around the hold, never mind its grounds. But to pass on an opportunity to spend time with this man alone? She would be stupid to do that. She looked up at Kendar, his hand still on hers, his eyes focused on only her. "I would love to," she finished with a smile. These grounds weren't so big anyway, it would surely be impossible to get lost. Wouldn't it? Kendar broke out into a broad grin.

"Splendid," he enthused, with a clap of his hands. Fayette smiled at him prettily. "But first," he started, nodding over to the group of children nearby, "I believe I have yet to meet your children." Fayette didn't know whether her heart was to sink or soar. Her children had always been the most important people in her lives to her, but she ever mentioned them to men...well, it put them off. Who would want someone else's children after all? 

Especially when there was five of them. She managed a smile.

"Well, I have to warn you, they can be a little difficult at the best of times..." she said weakly. Kendar just shook his head and smiled.

"If they are anything like their mother, I am certain to adore them." This time, Fayette allowed her heart to go were it wished. It soared. Surely he was too perfect to be true? Well, she supposed there was one fault. He seemed to have no noble lineage whatsoever. But this time, that was something she knew she could do without. 

"My youngest, Raymundo is still at the castle. Too young to travel, you see. But all of the others, Roderick, Rosella, Rosamund and Rosalind are all here." Fayette informed him. Kendar nodded, his smile a little on the sad side.

"Children so young should never have to know such tragedy," he murmured. He was referring to Raymundo's death of course, their father. Fayette had told him in one of their earlier conversations, and she was touched by his apparent concern. He looked at Fayette. "And someone such as you should not either." Fayette could have fainted on the spot. She wasn't even sure if this was real anymore. Never had she met someone so caring...and so incredibly handsome at the same time. Except Nick. And look how that had turned out. She smiled at him, and although a lump was fast forming in her throat, she managed to speak.

"Come on, I'll introduce them to you," she promised, gingerly taking his hand, afraid he might turn and run a mile. But instead, he wrapped his fingers firmly around hers then let her lead the way up to the children's nursery.

  Skoll glanced across at Aspete, who was sat on a moss-covered log, hacking at the ground with a twig.

"Whatchu doin'?" he inquired. Aspete glanced up at him, squinting.

"I dunno." 
Skoll watched his companion as he returned to scratching patterns in the mud with the stick. 

"I can't even remembah what we's is doing round here," whined the Stalfos. 

Aspete merely shrugged, drool beginning to stream down his face. "We should just go home," continued Skoll persistently. Aspete looked up at Skoll with bloodshot eyes.

"If we's go back without doin' as that fat griffin fing wants us to, den we'll be ded." 
Skoll let out a sigh and began to grind his teeth. 
"We's haf to ambush dat bloke person. Now what was ee's name?" Aspete appeared to think. 

Skoll waited, his teeth sliding over one another. 

"Dat stoopid Link?" inquired Skoll. Aspete frowned, Skoll breaking his concentration.

"No! Dinnit be stoooooopid. We's already did dat, remember? An' anyhow, that wasn't who's we was supposed to get." If Skoll could have frowned, he would have. Instead he just remained blank.

"Eh? Who den?" Aspete began to scratch the inside of his ear.

"I dunno. But dat Enzar one said ee'd be round 'ere somewhere. I dunno how he knows. D'you fink he's that wossname or summat?"

"What?"

"Wossname. When you can, er...see fings before dey's happen?" 

"Sik?"

"Fizsik. Aye, dat's it. D'you fink ee is, den?" Skoll paused before he answered.

"Aye, I suppose ee would be, really. I mean, he's magik inne?" Aspete nodded, apparently agreeing with his sidekick. He let out a loud belch. 

"Maybe's den, he can see us right now. Like Ganon used to," thought the moblin aloud. They both fell silent. 

"I knows who we is meant to ambush. But dem trees have ears, ya know. And I don't want nobody knowing, y'see." Skoll grinned at this statement, feeling he had been extremely crafty.

"Yes, dat is what me was finkin' aswell." Aspete tapped his head, "Dat's because we both have der same brain between us, see?" Skoll nodded.

"Yes, we was very lucky dat der master was feelin' generous dat way. Givin' us a whole half brain each. If he hadn't, we'd have been as stoopid as de rest of dem monsters. Now imagine dat!" Aspete let out a snort.

"Hehe, dat's funny! Us? Stuupid? We's have more brains between us dan half dem idiotic humans people on dis island!" exclaimed the moblin proudly. He then began to pick at his teeth with the stick he had been holding, and Skoll resumed grinding his teeth, desperately trying to remember what exactly they were there for. 

  "I'm really very sorry about that," apologised Fayette for what seemed like the fortieth time. Kendar just smiled and waved his hand.

"As I have mentioned, you do not need to apologise. It is in the nature of children to be curious. If not, how should they find out about the world they live in?" Fayette returned his answer with an uneasy smile. 

"Yes...but some of those questions were most inappropriate," she said, feeling the heat rise to her cheeks. Kendar let out a broad laugh, and stopped in the middle of the path, facing her and taking both hands.

"Please, I have had grown men ask me far worse!" he insisted, smiling at her.  Fayette looked down at her hands in his, and smiled to herself. She took a deep breath and nodded.

"Well, if you're alright about it. I just don't know what came over them..." 

Kendar just nodded and returned to her side. As they continued to walk down what seemed to be a well-worn path, Fayette still blushed crimson when she recalled the many questions her children had launched upon the handsome man who strode beside her. They had questioned him things even she had yet to ask of, and he had answered all of them willingly, but then Rosella had grown more daring and had demanded why this man that accompanied her mother so had no title, nor a castle, or lands of his own. It pretty much confirmed many things for Faye, and in other circumstances she would not have associated herself with someone of such seemingly low status. But Kendar was no commoner. He was kind and gentle and handsome and everything she had ever dreamed of in a man. 

Except of course for the title and the fame, but Fayette was not stupid, and she was not naïve as she had been. She was the daughter of a woman who had married into nobility not once but twice...all the luck had been taken by her mother. Not that she would ever wish otherwise, if her mother had not married Harkinian, she would had never met Raymundo, and most certainly not Kendar. 

She let out an audible sigh, to which Kendar turned to her, a questioning look upon his handsome features. 

"Is all well with you, dear lady?" Fayette smiled at his polite address. They had wandered further into the trees now, away from the path, and for all her thinking she had failed to notice. 

"Yes...but I had not realised how far we had strayed from the path," she admitted. 

"'Tis but a small island, one would assume it would be difficult to get hopelessly lost," remarked Kendar. Fayette nodded, again feeling at ease. She felt his grip tighten on her hand for a moment, as if he had sensed something. 

They came to a stop, and she noticed his hand reaching to his belt.

"Kendar?" His eyes met hers, yet he never turned his head, his fingers wrapping around the hilt of his sword. A sudden crack behind them, a snap of a twig, the rustle of leaves alerted Fayette that they were not alone, and Kendar dropped her hand, spinning around to face whoever was behind them.

"Who goes there?!" he challenged, drawing his sword. There was no reply. 

Kendar reached one hand behind him, searching for Fayette, and she stepped forward, taking it. "Do hostile creatures inhabit this island?" he asked her in a low voice. Fayette began to answer in the negative but suddenly remembered Aramis, that man of Selina's. Hadn't he been killed on this same island...by a Darknut?

"Not usually...but then, it isn't unheard of." Fayette's pulse began to quicken, would they face the same fate as Selina's lover? Before either of them could speak again, there was a crash to their right as a hungry moblin leapt from the undergrowth, catching Kendar across the shoulder with its spear. Kendar winced in pain as the rusted metal head tore through his sleeve and bit into his flesh, but despite it hitting his sword arm, he refused to drop his weapon. As the moblin prepared for another attack, to Fayette's left, an almighty Stalfos appeared, brandishing a mean looking blade. Kendar swung Fayette before him, letting go of her hand, then delivered a swift kick to the approaching moblin, hitting him where Fayette thought its kidneys should be, if it had a similar anatomy to that of a human. Winded, the dog-like beast let out a howl, staggering backwards, giving Kendar time to deal with the approaching Stalfos. He put up his sword just in time to deflect the reanimated beast's own weapon, then delivered his free fist right into the centre of its ribs. Fayette watched, her head turning wildly, when she saw the moblin crawling towards Kendar's feet. She rushed forward, hitched up her skirts and kicked it in the face with one of her delicately fitted shoes, causing it to howl in pain again, both of its paws reaching up to hold its snout. Kendar turned and thanked her, before slashing his sword across the Stalfos' neck, severing its head from its skinless, bloodless body. The Stalfos' body collapsed into a pile like a crumpled paper, its head rolling to one side, the light in its eyes still blazing. The moblin was still holding his face, whining in pain, and Kendar strode up to it, raising his sword with both hands and sinking it into the small of the animal's back, squeezing shut his eyes as he did so. With a final howl, the moblin slumped down, foam and blood trickling from its agape mouth before it began to slowly fade from view, along with its hunting partner. Kendar turned to Fayette, dropping his sword and taking her shivering hands.

"Are you okay?" It was the first question he asked, and it flattered Fayette to think that she was his sole concern.

"I'm fine...but what about you?" She reached forward and touched the wound on his arm, wincing as she realised how deep the spearhead had gone into his flesh. Kendar flinched as she touched him, but he let not a word out in pain. 

Instead he kept his gaze on her, his eyes looking straight into her own, as if he were searching for something.

"Are you sure? I cannot apologise enough...those two monsters must have followed us awhile yet never once did I realise of their presence..." Kendar trailed off as he looked behind his shoulder, as if he expected them to reappear. 

"But you did! Had you not stopped, they may very well have attacked us from behind...and then our chances would have been much reduced!" Kendar opened his mouth, as if to argue, but he stopped, obviously deciding against it. 

"Even so..." he managed to say, his eyes firmly on the ground. Fayette felt her heart twist at the sight of his ashamed expression, no man had ever been so concerned about her welfare since Raymundo...and even then, Raymundo had never been in the situation to save her life. She knew her late husband had been no fool with a sword, but his skill still hadn't rescued him from whatever attacked him that day he himself had been slain. She suddenly realised there was a dampness in her eyes, and Kendar glanced up, noticing her glistening expression. "I'm sorry," he murmured, gingerly reaching up a hand, and wiping away one of the tears that marked her cheek. Fayette almost stepped away at his touch, a sob escaping her lips. Kendar gave her a look of concern, but as he began to speak once more, Fayette stepped forward, and leaned against Kendar's chest. 

"I'm sorry," she sobbed, surprised at her own sudden outburst. Kendar said nothing, but she felt him place his arms around her, holding her close to him. 

After a few moments, Faye managed to cease her tears, and she leaned away a little, looking at Kendar. He looked down at her, his brown eyes watching her with concern. "I..." she began but stopped, a lump in her throat forming. 

"You don't have to explain," he assured her, taking her hand in his. He smiled at her. "Come, we should try and get back to the hold." Fayette managed a small nod, and they turned back they way they had come, walking in silence. 

Fayette risked a sideways glance at Kendar, wondering if he really knew the cause for her tears. Did he just think she was upset by the sudden attack that had fallen upon them? In part it was true, but thoughts of her dead husband, ones she had fought so hard to repress for so long - they were the real reason for her tears. He could not know. Why should he? "When we are faced with our own mortality, we tend to think of those we have lost, those we have loved." 

Fayette stopped, surprised by Kendar's words. 

"How did you...?" she paused. Did he know? Kendar looked to her his mouth set in a straight line, his eyes piercing her own.

"You hide your strength well, Lady Faye, but that does not mean it is not there. Others may not see it, but I do, and I admire it." Fayette did not know what to say. Her? Strength? She let out a short laugh despite her feelings.

"You must have mistaken me for another. I have been described as many things, but never as strong." She bowed her head, ashamed. It was true. Her attitude in general had been loathsome throughout her entire life. She was judgmental and shallow and greedy and a dozen other things, but not one of them could be considered a quality, a virtue. And the worst thing was, most of the time, she failed to notice when she was being any of the above. She had grown comfortable with her ways. She bit her lip, barely daring to meet Kendar in the eye now, knowing he would see her for whom she truly was. But instead she felt his finger brush under her jaw, lifting her chin and tilting her face upwards. And then he kissed her. Fayette felt she should have stopped him right there, but she couldn't, and nor did she wish to. Thoughts of her husband should have plagued her mind, but they didn't, yet she felt worse for it as she began to lose herself in this ardent kiss of an almost stranger. 

They both parted suddenly, breathless, and Kendar stared into Faye's eyes, then spoke.

"Marry me." Fayette let out a short gasp of surprise.

"W-what?!" she asked in disbelief, afraid her ears were deceiving her. Kendar grinned at her, shifting on his feet.

"Marry me," he repeated. He never took his eyes from him. Fayette laughed.

"You...I couldn't!" she whispered. Kendar kept smiling.

"Why not?" 

"I barely know you!" Kendar bowed his head for a second.

"Seems like I've known you a while," he said, meeting her gaze once more. He smiled again, showing those even, white teeth. Fayette felt her cheeks warming up once more and she looked away. It was strange, because the more she thought about it, the more his words seemed true. In the short time she had known him, she had had numerous conversations with him like she had with no man or woman. 

She talked about things she'd never mentioned to anyone else, and Kendar had listened, and talked with her rather than at her. She enjoyed his company, and he hers. 

"But marriage? We've barely known each other more than a few days!" 

"And look at how much ground we have covered in that time! Faye, when I say this to you, I mean it. I have never enjoyed being with anyone so much as I have you. And I have met many, many people." Fayette smiled a little shyly.

"Many boring people by the sounds of it then," she said coyly. Kendar grabbed her around the waist.

"No! Don't put yourself down like that. Not with me!" Fayette noticed that his arm was still bleeding. 

"You're hurt," she murmured softly. Kendar glanced at his arm and shook his head.

"Just a scratch." His grin was infective, and Fayette found herself smiling back. She took his hand, suddenly feeling a little bolder.

"We should get back," she said, even though she would have loved nothing more than to stay. Kendar gave a reluctant nod.

"Just think about what I asked you." Fayette nodded, but didn't look at Kendar as they tried to make their way back to the path. Could she really marry a man she'd barely known more than three days? She had been engaged to Raymundo before even meeting him, but that had been different. She wished now that there was someone else she could talk to about this, but her mother was back in North Castle, and the only other women in the hold were Zelda, Selina, and that Kokiri girl. And not one was on the best of terms with her. Still, what did they matter now, she had Kendar. She hoped. 

  ***

  The two of them arrived at the supper table late. Fayette had insisted that Kendar see a healer, and he had eventually gone, but only for her, he was quick to add. By the time they arrived in the dining hall, everyone was eating, and many conversations were going on at the same time.   
"Well look who it is," remarked Drake upon spotting Fayette. He failed to see Kendar, who entered behind the princess, and continued. "Really Faye, you like to lecture others about their punctuality yet you cannot even keep up to your own, so very high, standards." Fayette frowned. 

"Well Sir, I have a reason for my lateness. You see, me and the good man Kendar here were set upon by two awful beasts whilst we walked about the grounds."

"What is this?" questioned Krin, suddenly alert to the situation.

"A horrible moblin and a great stalfos attacked us! If it had not been for Kendar, I could be dead!"

"If only," muttered Link darkly.

"Well then, my apologies to the two of you. And Kendar, my good man, a hero once again eh? We really should see about securing this man's services for Hyrule!" piped up Drake. Kendar bowed his head.

"Really, it is not something I would like to dwell upon," said the stranger. 

"The moblin caught Kendar with its spear, and although he insisted it was nothing but a scratch, I made sure he went to the healer. That is why we are late." Fayette folded her arms smugly, whilst Kendar looked a little uncomfortable by the attention that was focused on the couple. Drake pushed his seat back and stood.

"Perhaps we should make a toast - to the once again hero!" Many present agreed and raised their glasses.

"To Kendar!" the table echoed. 

"I thank you all, but really, such a fuss is not needed," said Kendar humbly, taking his seat. 

"Nonsense, man. Enjoy it while you can!" barked Drake good-naturedly. Kendar simply smiled and quietly thanked the servant who fetched him his meal. 

  "Nick. We need to talk," murmured Selina quietly, catching up with her husband. The meal had long since finished, but the couple had not said a word to one another since the previous morning. Nick did not turn to his wife, but he did stop, waiting for her to catch up. When she was at his side, he risked a glance at her.

"To be sure. But not here." They walked back to their room in silence, the Dalsonian King opened the door and allowed Selina to go through, he followed, shutting the door behind him.

"I take it you didn't tell Link." These were the first words to leave Nick's lips as he turned to face his wife. She shook her head.

"No...I haven't had the chance...but,"

"But what? If you had had the chance you would have?"

"I don't know." Selina sat on the end of the bed, and looked at her hands.

Nick walked over to her, and knelt before her, grasping her hands in her own, and staring into her eyes.

"To tell him will gain nothing, Selina. Although I would never condone what Zelda did or didn't do, it would be senseless to tell Link because of your own guilt. If Link is to be told, then it must be by Zelda. And no one else."

"But what about Fayette? She knows Nick, she told me herself. I'd rather Link hear it from a friend than from someone like Faye."

"Please, Selina. Listen to me. Zelda told you. She obviously felt guilty enough to tell someone, albeit not her husband. But she told you for a reason, Selina, and I don't think it was because she wanted you to tell Link." Nick squeezed both of Selina's hands as he spoke, hoping she might listen.

"Then why did she tell me, Nick? Why?"

"Because she needed some advice. Advice I know, in my heart of hearts, you can give her." With these words, Nick leaned forward, and kissed his wife, one of his hands falling to her waist, touching the bump in which their two children lay. As they parted, Selina looked to Nick and touched his face with one hand.

"I love you," she whispered.

"There is something else..." Selina frowned at Nick's words, wondering what he could be speaking of. 

"I know it sounds ludicrous...but these past few days, it seems as though...as though there is something hanging over me."

"How do you mean?" questioned Selina, evidently concerned by her husband's words.

"It is not a new feeling, Selina. I have felt it before. I have felt this way only once before...after I was released from the Dark Realm, after..." Nick paused, shutting his eyes for a second.

"After Leigh resurrected me. I felt like this." Selina paused, and kissed Nick on the forehead, thinking back to that time. Nick had been dragged into the Dark Realm a long time ago, and after being held captive there for seven years, Ganondorf escaped, using Nick's body as a host to his own spirit. When Ganondorf left Nick, he had effectively died, but Leigh managed to call up Nick's spirit and return it back to his body before it was too late. 

"You...you never mentioned it," said Selina unsurely. 

"No. But back then I knew what was causing it. Ganondorf's evil." Selina's eye's widened. 

"You don't think...?"

"I was hoping the feeling would fade, but it hasn't. I wouldn't want to worry people unnecessarily, but..." 

"But what? Nick, if there could be something wrong, then Link and Zelda have to know." Nick closed his eyes once more. 

"Yes. And we shall tell them. Tomorrow." Selina nodded, and placed one hand on Nick's arm.

"You should have told me," she whispered. Nick nodded, his eyes still not meeting hers.

"I fear that it may be getting worse," he confessed, his voice low. As he spoke he turned his eyes to Selina's, and she saw that they were haunted by something terrible. She felt tears springing to her eyes as she realised how distant they had both become in so little time, and she met him in a comforting kiss. Nick stopped her though. She looked at him with questioning eyes, and waited for him to speak. "Those things I said to you the other day. I'm sorry," murmured Nick. Selina managed a small smile. 

"I think you were right. Zelda needed someone to talk to, and I wasn't there for her."

"She is lucky to have a friend who cares so," retorted Nick, rising to his feet. Selina grasped his hand in hers, and he sat on the bed next to her, delivering a sweet and heart-felt kiss to her lips. 

"I've missed you," whispered Selina, before resuming the kiss with her husband. 
  ***
Chapter 8

  As dusk fell, Zelda headed out deep into the grounds of the hold, as far away from civilisation as possible. She knew that when Link discovered her missing from their room, he would certainly come and hunt her out, and wherever she went, he would no doubt find her. He could always sense exactly where she was, and so it didn't give her much time. Coming upon a small clearing that contained what she needed, a small, clear pool, she stopped and gazed down into it. The night stars were reflected in its almost mirror-like surface, twinkling brightly. Not even a ripple disturbed its perfection. The princess glanced around again, making sure that she was truly alone. She didn't even want the fey seeing what she was about to do, it might get back to Sprite, who would surely tell Link. And she didn't want him to know. Didn't want him to worry. Finally sure, she took a deep breath, and knelt down before the tiny pond, gazing right into it. Then, closing her eyes and concentrating as hard as possible, she drew from the power of her Triforce, letting the ether flow from her mind, and into the pool. 

"Show me North Castle..." she murmured to herself, opening her eyes and watching the pool intently. The waters glowed slightly, seeming to shift into a magical picture. When it finally cleared, Zelda could see a top down view of her home, starting from inside the Triforce Tower. There, she could see her magical artefact, and not a thing seemed or felt out of place. Using the spell, she could navigate around any part of the castle, check anything, and everything. But it all seemed to be in order. Neither her castle, nor her family, appeared to be in any immediate danger. There was Brianna, sleeping peacefully in her crib, the night guards all alert, patrolling the battlements. No presence of evil lingered there at all. The princess blinked, and bit her lip, confused. Maybe she was imagining it. Nothing seemed wrong at all. But she still couldn't shake it off... that... feeling. As the glow on the water faded, taking the picture with it, another thought began to permeate the princess' mind. Kaibre. Kaibre, who was on a one-man quest to find the wicked Mara Hespera. The evil healer, who was planning... something. Maybe that was what her feelings were picking up on. Mara's supposed plan to carry out divine resurrection, which Sprite's faerie friends had suspected. Zelda's blood was slowly turning to ice. Resurrection of an evil entity... Zelda had seen the cut in Ewan's wrist, but she had said not a word to anyone. In fact, she'd begun to block the whole incident out of her mind. But her son's blood had been taken, Mara's plan was already underway. The chill of realisation spread through her even further. The entity had already risen, and Zelda could feel it. It was close, whatever it was. It wasn't at North Castle, it was here, on this very island... 

  This confused Zelda slightly. If Mara was indeed, controlling such an entity, why had she sent it here? Surely the Triforce was what the healer wanted. It was what everyone wanted... wasn't it? Or was the resurrection for a far more sinister purpose? Mara had tried to scare Zelda, was it possible that the healer wanted her dead? Or Link? Or both of them? But of course. With her dead, the spell of the Triforce Tower would be broken... Shaking her head to herself, she concentrated on the pool again.

"Show me Kaibre Lainge..." she said softly, watching the waters begin to magically change. An image of Kaibre, lying on the grass, flashed in the pool. 

Zelda let out a small gasp, all the colour draining from her face. He did not look like he was sleeping. A copse of trees grew nearby, but otherwise, he was out in the open. Zelda scanned the area, but no landmarks could help her discern the sell-sword's location... Suddenly, the sound of footsteps sounded nearby, a twig snapping underfoot. She jumped up, away from the pool, as if she'd been burnt, coming face to face with her husband, who gazed at her questioning. The waters had settled back to normal, revealing nothing other than the stars.

"Zel?" Link asked, stepping forward again. Zelda swallowed. "What are you doing out here? I thought you were sick..." he started.

"I... I just wanted some fresh air," Zelda hurriedly lied. Link didn't look convinced. She changed tactics. "Okay, okay, actually, I came out here for another reason," she said, trying to smile at him. He raised his eyebrows slightly. She stepped forward, still smiling. "Remember how you said we should... well..."

"Zel, if you're sick, you really shouldn't be..." Link started.

"I feel MUCH better now. I knew you'd come looking for me, I wanted you to. I've been waiting here for you... isn't it so romantic here?" she murmured, stepping even closer. 

"I guess," Link agreed, still looking a bit confused. She took hold of his hand, holding it tightly. 

"Look at the sky, can't you see the stars? It's a perfect night," she whispered. Link followed her gaze upwards, looking towards the heavens. The stars twinkled brightly, pulsating with silver fire. 

"Yes, you're right..." he murmured, still gazing upwards.

"Remember when we used to do this, just look at the stars? Aren't they beautiful?" Zelda questioned, only inches away from him now. Link scratched his chin a little, finally turning to gaze at his wife. All he could see was the beautiful woman stood before him, her deep green eyes shining with a light of their own, the moonlight dancing off her hair, making it almost shimmer. 

Her strange behaviour from earlier in the day was forgotten, all he saw was his wife, the way he'd always loved her. Beautiful, and solely his. And they were alone here, their worries gone. 

"I can remember something else we used to do then too," he said, unable to refrain from kissing her any longer. Zelda gladly met his warm embrace, and tried to forget exactly what she had just witnessed there in the pool. But it tugged at her heart, and the feeling of evil was growing stronger. She couldn't hide that from Link. He moved away from her almost as soon as he sensed her heart was not in the kiss as his was. A frown crossed his usually amicable face, as his blue eyes gazed into hers questioningly. "What is it, Zel, what can you feel?" he asked. Zelda let the act drop. It was too late, he knew. She couldn't keep it from him any longer.

"A presence of evil. And it's here, near," she whispered.

"I feel it, too, but it feels far away," Link replied, his face now etched with worry.

"Mara... she needed Ewan... she needed his blood," Zelda said, her voice almost cracking. 

"What?! How long have you known this?!" Link questioned. 

"A few days. Sprite's friends told me they suspected Mara of divine resurrection... the awakening of a daemon," Zelda replied, her face turning pale once more. Link's face was paling too. He shook his head.  
"No... no, surely not," he whispered, his tone becoming anguished. 

"I tried to push it out of my mind, I tried to pretend it wasn't going to happen. I didn't think she was powerful enough..." Zelda wept. She heard Link cursing under his breath angrily. Another minute passed, and then he was unsheathing his sword, his face the very epitome of anger.

"And she used my son for this? She used our son, to raise evil?! I'll kill her, she cannot be allowed to live! No-one touches Ewan like that, and gets away with it!" he cried angrily. Zelda caught hold of his arm, worried. She had rarely seen Link lose his temper, and she hated it when he did. 

"Link, please! Calm down," she pleaded.

"I only thought she had kidnapped Ewan, perhaps for bargaining for the Triforce. And you knew all along why, you didn't tell me! This isn't the first time you've done it, either! Why the lies, why Zelda?" he accused.

"I wanted to protect you," Zelda whimpered. "Catalia..."

"To hell with Catalia! Some witch is raising daemons for goodness knows what purpose, and you don't say anything? You pack us all off here, and pretend it isn't happening?! What the hell is going on with you, Zelda?" Link shouted. 

Zelda flinched, and stepped away.

"I told you! I didn't think she was powerful enough to do it!" she cried in defence. 

"Well, she obviously is! You can feel it, and so can I! Why the hell didn't you have her hunted out and arrested, before she caused such damage?!" Link demanded, his eyes burning angrily. 

"I... I sent Kaibre Lainge to find her! I didn't know how dangerous she was Link, I swear! I didn't think it would come to this! I didn't think anyone in this world would be able to perform such a spell, I thought we were safe!" Zelda replied truthfully. 

"Oh yes, send Kaibre! He did such a good job of protecting Ewan, after all, didn't he?" Link said sarcastically.

"That wasn't his fault!" Zelda automatically snapped. Link glared at her.

"Maybe Robert was correct! Maybe Kaibre and Mara were in on this together! We would have heard news by now, if Mara had been caught!" he exclaimed.

"No! Kaibre and Mara were not in league!" Zelda argued.

"How can you be so sure? You barely knew either of them," Link said. 

"Because Kaibre is dead!" Zelda cried.

"What? How do you know?!" Link asked, his eyes narrowing.

"I saw him... in a vision," Zelda said, her voice barely audible. Link shook his head, still looking furious. 

"I don't know what has come over you recently, but I can't believe you'd keep something so important from me!" he said.

"I didn't want you to worry!" Zelda replied. 

"Well, it's too late now!!" Link retorted. 

"We can't do anything until this being manifests itself," Zelda rationalised. 

Link finally sheathed his sword, and nodded.

"You're right. All we can do is wait. But I can't believe the way you've acted, I won't forgive you for this, ever," he said bitterly. Then he walked away, leaving Zelda stood alone in the clearing, shaking, just not from the sudden cold wind, but from anger and from grief, that clawed away at her anguished heart. 

  Kaibre awoke with a start, as if startled from a dream. He blinked once, twice, his fingers twitching as he tried to realise where he was. His hands felt damp, and he realised he was resting, face down, in some long grass. He shivered, the sky above him was dark, a cascade of stars punctuated the gloom, but he saw no moon. He let out a cough, and to his disgust, a copper tasting fluid passed between his lips and dribbled down his chin. He raised a hand to wipe it away, the bristles of his unkept beard made it no easy task though. He held his fingers aloft in the dim light cast by the stars. Blood. He tried to move his body, but every bone seemed to protest, unyielding to his commands. 

He let out a breath and squeezed shut his eyes, trying to block out the throbbing pain that had begun to thrum inside his skull. His hands were cold, freezing in fact, but the rest of his body seemed colder. He tried to massage some warmth back into his stiffening fingers and wiped his face, which had suddenly become damp with beads of perspiration. He opened his mouth to call out, but his throat was dry as sand, and nothing but a raspy whisper left his lips. He raised his unwilling eyes once more, and saw a copse of trees nearby, swaying gently in the midnight breeze. He raised one hand before him feebly and rubbed one agitated eye, letting out a small sigh. He was worn with fatigue, and so cold...so cold that he barely moved, as if frozen in time. He didn't know where he was, and as his senses gradually returned he suddenly remember the words of Robert. He wanted war with Hyrule. And Mara wanted Zelda's life. He looked down at his hands, the skin on his wrists was torn and bleeding, caused no doubt by those chains that had held him. He had to find someone. Anyone, so that he could warn Hyrule of Robert's plans. And Mara's. 

He pushed his hands against the ground, and despite every muscle in his body screaming for him to stop, he levered himself off the ground and to his knees. He paused, wiping away the sweat that now stained his face, and shakily got to his feet. He took a step or two forward, and almost fell, but he threw out his arms in a bid for balance...and won. He took a deep breath, trying to discover where he was, when he noticed a stone building not far from him...it was a huge structure peeping from behind the trees. It wasn't North Castle, but it would do. He began to walk as fast as he possibly could towards the building, one leg dragging behind him slightly, his back suddenly soaking with a sudden outbreak of sweat. His pulse quickened and his breaths quickly became rapid, but not laboured. There was still some life in him yet, no matter how little. 

  As Link and Zelda left the cover of the woods that shrouded the hold, they heard the laboured footfalls of some stranger, entering the clearing which homed the hold. Link paused, taking Zelda's wrist and pushing her aside, drawing his sword. A pitiful figure was heading their way, a man, lean in build, but obviously injured in someway, or lame, his walk was nearer a hobble. Link drew his sword and called out, his voice loud and clear in the night sky.

"Who goes there?" The figure stopped, his features still masked by the poor light, then began to head their way, quicker this time, their arms stretched forward, as if imploring.

"Link," began Zelda, but he had already left her to approach the man, whose ragged breaths could be heard clearly now in the stillness. 

"Answer me now, who are you?" demanded Link. Fifty yards from where they stood, the figure suddenly toppled forward, falling to their knees, and Zelda winced as she heard the stranger hacking painfully, as if all breath had left them.

"Link go and help them, they are hardly a threat," suggested Zelda, pushing her husband. Link looked to Zelda.

"Well, you can't be too sure what's real and what isn't these days. Especially with some daemon stalking about." Zelda cringed at Link's words, he was still angry, they had not spoken a word in their walk back. Link went forward anyway, but he didn't put away his sword. Zelda followed her husband, although not too closely, and she squeezed shut her eyes as she heard the stranger vomiting as they drew near.

"Please, help me..." Zelda's eyes shot open as she heard those words, saw that hand reaching out. Kaibre! She pushed past Link, and ran towards Kaibre, half stricken, half elated by his appearance. When she saw his torn wrists, his mud smeared face, and the ugly gash on his chest, half hidden by his shirt, she called out to Link.

"Link! Please, go and get Selina. Tell her it is urgent!" Link did not hesitate, and he quickly left, although he was in two minds about leaving his wife alone in the open. 

  Zelda took Kaibre's hand, and crouched down beside him, staring down at his bowed head.

"Kaibre, where have you been? What happened?!" her voice was a touch on the shrill side, but she did not care. There were more things to worry about right now. Kaibre raised his head, slowly, and Zelda saw him grimace in pain as he did so. He clutched her hand in his own, his eyes meeting her with a level of intensity she had never seen in any mans eyes before.

"Mara and Robert..." she watched him swallow, grimacing once more. She put a hand to his chest,

"Wait." She dropped his hand, and closed her eyes, cursing herself for using the majority of her powers earlier on for that other spell. She did a quick pattern in the air above Kaibre's head, and prayed that she had enough power to heal his smaller wounds. A soothing blue light suddenly shone between her outstretched palms, and it fell towards Kaibre, enveloping him in a shimmering veil. It lasted all but a few seconds then simply evaporated, but it had worked. She heard Kaibre sigh with relief. He looked up to Zelda. "What is it about Robert and Mara?" asked Zelda as softly as she could. Was it they that had done this to Kaibre? A man who had never done anything to deserve such pain. Like Link...Her thoughts were broken by the sudden tightness she felt around her hand, Kaibre was staring at her, his eyes wide. "Kaibre?" He let out a sudden gasp and dropped Zelda's hand, clutching at his heart. She watched his forehead crease in pain, and his eyes squeezed shut, screwing tighter and tighter, tiny lines breaking out everywhere on his face.

"Zelda," he managed to half gasp. 

"Oh no, Kaibre what is it?" Where were Selina and Link? They should surely be here now. 

"R-Robert wants...revenge," spluttered Kaibre, descending into another coughing fit. Zelda could do nothing but watch, he must have some internal injury that was affecting him, something her powers were beyond healing. 

"Revenge? Kaibre? What for? In what way?" asked Zelda desperately, finding his hand once more, drawing it close to her heart. He look up at her, his brow creased with plain agony. 

"Zelda, I'm dying..." Zelda stared at Kaibre, the words not quite registering at first, hitting her like an arrow through her flesh.

"No...Selina's coming, she'll help!" Kaibre shook his head.

"Robert and Mara," he was once again cut off by a fit of coughing, Zelda winced as she saw him spit blood and saliva from his mouth. "They're planning something and I..." Zelda watched as he gripped his heart once more, his eyes once more screwed shut. She placed a hand on his shoulder.

"Can you walk?" He did not reply, she wasn't sure if he had heard or not. She suddenly heard footsteps behind her, and her heart leapt when she saw Link and Selina. Before she could call out to them though, she realised Kaibre's grip on her hand had suddenly loosened. "Kaibre?" she whispered. The sellsword suddenly slumped forward, and Zelda only moved aside just in time as he fell to the floor. Selina and Link reached Zelda's side just as he fell, and Selina fell to her knees, taking Kaibre's wrist, feeling for a pulse admist the bloodied skin. "Is he okay?" asked Zelda tearfully. Link looked to her, frowning.

"What happened to him?" he asked. Zelda looked up at Link, gulping.

"Mara and Robert, I think." Her lips turned down at the edges in a grimace, and tears streaked her cheeks. Link looked to Selina, who gave him a concerned gaze. 

"Zelda...he's dead." Zelda let out an anguished sob of denial, and rose unsteadily to her feet.

"No! He can't be!" Link stepped towards her, but she stepped away from him. 

Selina turned Kaibre over, examining him closely.

"Judging by his wounds, he was lucky to last this long," commented Selina, flinching at the ugly wound that sported his chest. She undid his shirt further, and realised it was in the shape of a cross. Was it of some significance perhaps? 

"Lucky? You call that lucky? If that is the case, I would dread to see what you consider as misfortune!" snapped Zelda angrily, turning on Selina.

"Hey Zel, there's no need to..." began Link, trying to calm down his wife. 

Zelda ignored him, her tone softening.

"And there's nothing you can do for him?" Selina looked up at Zelda, and the princess realised she already knew the answer. Zelda turned to Link.

"Go and get Krin. Kaibre has already lost his life, but it doesn't mean he must lose his dignity as well. I won't have him left out here to rot." Link could do nothing but nod, and quickly slipped away, leaving Zelda and Selina alone. Once he had gone, Zelda kneeled down beside Kaibre, stroking his hair back from his forehead. Selina could only watch, a lump forming in her own throat. As she looked at the dark trees around her, she couldn't help but think of Aramis. He had died here too. "Mara did this to him." Selina stared at her friend, the words were so vacantly spoken, and Selina could think of nothing to say in reply. 

  That next morning, the entire hold was shrouded in silence. The events of the previous night had quickly spread, including the unfortunate rumour that someone, something, more than a mere vagabond had committed the crimes involving the dead man that now lay in the hold's chapel. But while some could pass it off as mere rumour, there was those that could not.

  "I sent Tiffany and Felicity looking for that witch! And look what happened to the man that found her...what if...what if..." Sprite could not bring herself to finish the rest of the sentence. Carrie looked across to the slouched figure of her friend, wishing there was just a word she could say to convince her otherwise. She could not though, for she also shared the fears of her friend. Tiffany and Felicity should have sent some word by now, and they hadn't. The possibilities of what was keeping them was endless, but Carrie could only think of the most terrible of reasons. Sprite looked up at her friend, looking clearly upset, and her voice cracked as she spoke.

"If anything has happened to either of them...I'll never forgive myself." 

Carrie remained silent, running her tongue across her dry lips nervously. 

"Never." Sprite shook her head, casting her gaze back to the ground. 

"I expect that Zelda might send some men to search Death Mountain. I mean...that's where Kaibre thought she was, wasn't it?"

"Yes, but he didn't tell Zelda where she was yesterday! He didn't tell her where he had been. And Selina said that his injuries would have killed him long before he reached the Hold if he had been journeying from Death Mountain," sobbed Sprite, wringing her hands. Carrie paused a moment, before she spoke once more. 

"Where else would she hide though?" Sprite glanced up at her red-haired friend, her eyes shimmering with tears.

"There is plenty of places. It wouldn't surprise me if she were here at the hold!" 

"Oh Sprite, don't say things like that!"

"I can't help it. Kaibre must have been close by to get those wounds..."

"What if...what if someone used magic to transport him?"

"Like who? It wouldn't make sense for Mara to do it, because he has alerted everyone about her now...so who?" Carrie paused, slightly stumped. Sprite had made a point. She dare not suggest a possible solution. 

"What if it was Felicity?" Sprite looked up once more. 

"She could have, but if she had the power to do that, surely she would have healed him first. And sending Kaibre still doesn't make sense. Zelda is the only one who seems to have trusted him, so surely Felicity would have been better off sending Tiffany..." Carrie nodded. It had been too much to hope.

"What about...Navi?" Carrie regretted the question as soon as it left her lips, but it was a question that had to be asked. 

"What about her?" asked Sprite, disdain creeping into her voice.

"Well, she might be able to help, Sprite. I mean she probably knows things even Felicity doesn't. If she could help, Sprite, then this whole argument should be put aside. For now at least." Sprite looked over Carrie for a minute, biting her lip. 

"I don't see how she could help," she finally decided. 

"Well if we don't ask, we won't know." 
Sprite thought it over for a little longer. She knew Carrie was right. This was no time to be pre-occupied with silly arguments. Even if Navi had tried to get her exiled. Sprite let out a sigh.

"You're right. And no time is like the present." She rose to her feet from the exposed tree root she had been perched upon. Carrie managed a small smile. 

"If it helps, it'll be worth it," she reminded her friend in a small voice. 

Sprite didn't want to think about if it didn't help. 

  Footsteps echoed loudly as Zelda stepped into the chapel of the hold. Her expression was downcast, and she walked slowly to the altar, kneeling before it and making the sign of the Goddesses. She had not been able to sleep, and already shadows had taken place under her normally bright green eyes. Now her eyes were dull and listless, her skin seemed pale and though her golden hair still shone in the light of the sun that flooded through the windows, it seemed as lifeless as the rest of her. The keeper of the chapel, an elderly Hylian man with flowing white hair, saw Zelda and approached her, kneeling beside her, and placed his hand on her shoulder.

"Your Highness," he acknowledged.

"I sent that man to his death."

"You were not the cause of his death." The Keeper stood, and lit a tall white candle that sat on the altar. Zelda stood with him. 

"If it hadn't been for me, he would still be alive now," whispered Zelda, tears running freely down her face. The Keeper turned to Zelda and hugged her.

"The Fates cannot be changed, my dear. Everyone has their time, however unfair it may seem. Nothing you could have done would have prevented this tragedy." 

Zelda looked at the Keeper, his grey eyes as wise as his words. 

"Why must a good man die when there are so many evil men in the world?" The Keeper bowed his head.

"There is a reason for everything, Your Highness. It may take years at the least to ever know why a good man must die, or it may never surface as to why one thing or the other must happen. The man died in Hyrule, and you say he has no family. Would you like an honourable man to have an honourable grave here at the hold?"

"His wife and child were murdered. I would have him buried with them, but I know not where they lie," Zelda said sadly.

"Then with your consent he shall be laid to rest in this noble place," the Keeper replied. Zelda let out a small sob, her head in her hands.

"He didn't deserve it..." And with that, she turned and ran from the chapel. 

  ***
Chapter 9

 "You've summoned him once before haven't you?" The question floated towards her from the darkness, but she still wasn't fully conscious. Blinking, she tried to raise a hand, flex her fingers, but even that seemed to take an enormous amount of effort. The question was repeated.

"I..." words failed her. She could not even comprehend the question, although she felt she should. There was a hiss as the room around Felicity was suddenly bathed in a sickeningly pale light. She swallowed nervously, and closed her eyes, trying to recall something...anything of her memory. She opened her eyes once more. A human loomed above her, a woman. Mara. Oh, that name. Felicity felt an ill feeling creeping into the pit of her stomach, and she let out an audible sigh. 

"Glad to see you have awakened at last." Felicity did not like that sentence. 

At last? How long had she been...asleep? She grimaced when the answer came to her. Too long. 

"What do you want from me?" It took a lot of effort for her to say and she surprised herself when she spoke without a pause. Was her strength returning? 

Mara smiled down at her.

"It seems you are recovering nicely," commented the witch, failing to answer Felicity's question.

"Who is 'him'?" asked Felicity, recalling Mara's earlier question. Mara smiled.

"An entity formerly known as Razne." Felicity felt ill once more. 

"I never summoned him. A portal was opened by mistake...he came through. I never summoned him." 
Mara simply smiled.

"Do you wonder what it is that has made you so weak?"

"I do. But that's isn't to say that I know what it is." 

"I always did wonder why I never heard of any evil faeries. Then it struck me. There are plenty, but none have the power to be noticed. You, however, are the exception." Felicity now found she could stand and discovered a piece of nectarine on the floor of her prison.

"Is this leading somewhere?" 
Mara simply smiled.

"I think you know the answer to that." 
Felicity cast her eyes to the moist fruit that lay at her feet, contemplating it along with her thoughts. 

"I would never use my magic for anything that was not good." She kept her eyes down, never even daring to lay her gaze upon the witch.

"And why is that?" The question was so simple in itself, but what it questioned was infinitely more complex. What is it in a person that pushes them to choose the right or wrong path? Are we born with it, taught it...or is there an altogether different reason. Is there any reason at all? Felicity tried to meet Mara's eyes as best she could, a steely determination setting in.

"Because I do not wish to misuse the gift that Nayru blessed me with." Mara laughed. It was a merry laugh, tinkling, like the copper bell that hangs over the shop door. It was not the laugh of evil. 

"But why do you feel to use your powers for evil would be a misuse?" Hunger drew Felicity's eyes back to the fruit that lay upon the floor, but only for a second. "On the contrary, I feel for you to not use your powers for evil's gain would be a terrible, terrible waste." 

"To you maybe. But I've seen evil throughout this land for a long time, and it has never been attractive to me at any time."

"So, you do not use your powers for evil purely because you lack interest?"

"Question me all you will, my answer will remain the same. I would rather have my soul damned for all eternity than use my powers to aid the dark forces of this world." That laugh again. Felicity frowned, she desperately wanted Mara to leave, so she could perhaps eat.

"Yet you would use your magic for the forces of goodness. Why?"

"Because I believe that's why I was given the power." 

"Is it not because you like the adoration of the simpering good folk about you?"

"Not many adore me, nor do I mind. I like to help in what little way I can..."

"So you do it for personal gain? You do it to feel good." Felicity paused. Did she do it to feel good, or did she do it because she felt she should.

"I do not have to answer your empty questions. They mean little to me, and I can't see what they mean to you."

"Would you like to know?"

"Not particularly." Felicity felt that her newly found strength was slowly beginning to leave her. Was it that Mara had restored her strength only for these seemingly irrelevant questions? 

"Do you never wonder, what it would be like, to rule the kingdom of your own dear friend, Queen Tamara?" Felicity felt startled at the mention of her friend, but quickly recollected her wits.

"No."

"But you are chief advisor, are you not?" How did she know so much?

"Because she asked me to be. I advise her when she asks me, I never instruct her."

"Doesn't it seem unfair to you that that empty headed Royal piece should wield a power you never will, despite you superiority in every field?" 

"I don't believe your words at all. Queen Tamara does her job well, and I wouldn't wish it any other way."

"Are you sure?"

"Yes." 
Mara seemed to bore of the subject for a moment, and she too looked at the food by the faerie's feet. "Are you not hungry?"

"I can't trust that you haven't poisoned that."

"Would you rather starve?"

"I won't." 

"Take it. There is no poison infecting its flesh. No poison that will kill you."

"Your word has little value to me. It would be like trusting a river not to wash away a grain of sand."

"Eat it."

"Your insistence does little but provoke my suspicion. And I tire of this game, tell me what you want, and why?"

"To have immortality."

"That will never happen."

"Already tried, have we?"

"No. But the Goddesses would see you burn before they let you live a thousand lives."

"Religious, are we?"

"I'm a believer. You are not. I have no quarrel with that. I do have quarrel with you keeping me here. And what of Tiffany? Why do you keep her? I would wipe her memory myself if it would release her."

"I would never trust you to do it efficiently, although I have no doubts of your capabilities."

"Please, what of my friend?"

"She is well, for the moment."

"For the moment?" Felicity felt her skin grow cool, clammy. Was that a threat? 

"Until I grow bored of her whining."

"Let her go. If you release her...if I know she has been released, if I know she is safe. Then I might consider what you wish of me." Mara laughed once more.

"Oh really? You might consider? You MIGHT? Now, now, Felicity, I'm afraid 'might' will not do. Not if you wish to see your friend live. The question is, my diminutive friend, can you compromise your principles for the price of one life?" Felicity closed her eyes for a moment. This was a truly impossible situation. It wasn't her principles she cared so much about, it was what Mara might ask of her that she was being afraid of.

"What would you have me do? Now, this minute, that would secure Tiffany's safety." Mara smiled, no laugh this time. It was a thoughtful smile. 

"What would I have you do? An interesting proposition. And this sacrifice of principles, for just one single life?" Felicity opened her eyes. One life. 

Could she aid a person who might destroy many more...who would destroy many more...all to save just one life? "She's no-one important, is she?" Mara's voice punctuated Felicity's thoughts. 

"Not to you." She waited a few seconds, trying to follow a myriad of thoughts that were trailing through her mind. "You aren't going to release me. I know that much. I can't escape, but...let my friend go. Please."

"But why should I?"

"If you don't...I'll kill myself. You know I can do it. If I'm dead, you can't do anything with me. While I'm alive, there are ways, but not when I'm dead." 

Mara smiled.

"An interesting theory...but what if I were to simply resurrect you?"

"Only a soul who is willing to return to this world can be resurrected. Do you think I would be willing to return, knowing it would be into your foul service?" 
Mara frowned.

"Say I release your friend. What is there to say that you wouldn't kill yourself afterwards?"

"Because I don't want to die."

"You told me you would rather expire than serve evil."

"I didn't. I said I would rather suffer eternal damnation. It's an entirely different thing." Her tone was dangerously low. 

"I will release your friend then. She is far too tiresome. You, on the other hand, could be useful." Useful? How?

"I want to know she's safe before I agree to anything." 

"My word not good enough?" inquired Mara, sounding offended.

"Even you should know the answer to that question."

"I know more than you like to think." Felicity did not reply. She just hoped it was Mara doing the underestimating rather then herself.

  ***

  Robert held the dagger up before him in the candle light, contemplating it thoughtfully. It was indeed a beautiful piece of workmanship, he had never seen a blade so fine. The hilt was pure silver, and decorated with intricacies that no human hand alone could have created. Tiny jewels were embedded within each embellishment, and they shone like a thousand fires. The blade itself was engraved with many runes, of a language like Robert had never seen before. He did not wonder what they said, but rather who had written them. It shone like silver, meaning it had probably been seldom used...either that or the owner had cared for it extremely well, which would have been no surprise considering its fine appearance. He gave a wry laugh, causing the candle before him to waver slightly, sending shadows dancing across the walls. It made sense then, Robert thought, that the dagger would belong to Hyrule's so-called hero. Or at least it had. It seemed Link had left the prize on Robert's own ship, but the heir to Catalia supposed it was a fair price for Link's safe passage back to Hyrule. A small smile remained on his lips as he examined the item, but it was not a smile of pleasure, nor of happiness. There seemed to lie something darker behind those upturned lips. 

"Robert, what is this I have been hearing?" Robert froze. He had not heard anyone approach, which was unusual for him. It took him less than a second, however, to regain his composure, before he allowed himself to speak. 

"Hearing?" he echoed, carefully placing the dagger back into his belt. He turned in his seat to look at the speaker. Seline. Queen Seline. She seemed a tad paler than normal in the dim light, her expression was not that of a happy woman.

"About this war." The chair creaked as Robert stood, and stepped towards the Queen of Catalia. He was taller than Seline. He looked down at her.

"They won't learn any other way." His voice was low, low and sincere. His mind clearly made. He leaned down to her and kissed her softly on the cheek. She looked up at him, her hands clasped almost in a prayer.

"Robert...Hyrule...this is a war you can't win. It's lunacy!" Robert's green eyes clouded over at his Queen's words.

"Lunacy?" Robert spat the word out with disdain, and bent his knees so they came eye to eye. "This is a war we will win. And we shall win it well."

"But how, Robert?" Seline implored, her eyes shining with bright tears. Robert helped Seline to his seat, and then knelt on one knee by her side, his face tilted towards her.

"It will happen. And your country will finally have the respect it deserves. Your people will have the respect of the entire Demiari! Think, Seline, think of the prizes this will bring our country!"

"Or may not. Robert, I do not share your confidence. I know that our army is a good one, the best...but Hyrule is a larger country, and Harkinian and his advisors are no fools." Robert got to his feet and strode past Seline, so that he was behind her. He rested his battle-worn hands gently on her small shoulders, and raised his chin, inhaling the air around him. 

"I can see I will not be able to persuade you," his grip tightened on her shoulders, "but trust me, Seline, I know what I am doing." 

"I...I do not doubt your intentions, Robert...not at all, you have saved this country more times than I would care to count. But your optimism, it seems misplaced. Is there something you are not telling me? Do you have supporters in Hyrule? Or is it something else?" Robert released his grip and took a step back, allowing Seline to stand. Her shadow leaped across the wall, more sprightly than she had been for the last few years. Seline turned, and looked at him, questioning with her gaze. Robert whipped his dagger from his belt and clutched it in his palm, drawing it across the skin, causing fresh blood to seep from his own flesh. He took away the dagger, and clutched his fist together, and held it before Seline, blood leaking from the wound and dripping to the floor between them.

"I have shed blood for this country. I have sacrificed everything but my life. And now here we are at peace! I would never waste that achievement for sheer pride, for sheer greed. Nothing like that would make me do this. But their negligence, their sheer arrogance...it is too much to forgive! I know Hyrule will lose. They will lose, and they will beg us for mercy. And they will know that they were wrong. For everything." 

"Oh Robert," sighed Seline, stepping forward and taking Robert's bloodied hand. "They say that Link was the chosen hero, that he was special. But his feats are little when compared to your own." Robert looked down, slightly bashful for a moment. Seline watched him carefully as shadows fell across his down turned face. How she loved him. He may not be her son by blood ties, but he was the only man in the Demiari she would deem suitable for the throne of her country. She knew he would make a fine ruler, wise as he was and loved by all.

"Perhaps," Robert looked up again, breaking the silence. He smiled for the first time since Seline had entered his room. He grasped her hand, and raised it to his lips, kissing the ornate kingdom ring that was on her finger. "And I swear to you, while you live, you will not see me fail this land." Seline smiled at his words, but that smile soon faded as, with his free hand, Robert thrust his dagger into Seline's stomach. He dropped her hand as she let out a pained gasp, and she sank to her knees. She looked at him with confused eyes, tears streaming down her cheeks.

"Robert...why?" she managed to ask, her voice nearly failing her. Robert got to his knees and cupped her face with his hands.

"It's better this way, believe me," he murmured, slipping the kingdom ring from her finger. She tried to protest, but she was too weak, too overcome by pain to do anything. Blood flowed freely from her wound, but the dagger was still embedded in her stomach. Robert stood, leaving her, before stepping out into the passage, and taking a furtive look around.

  Since wealth was not a thing Seline had ever held in any great quantities, there were few guards on duty that night, as was so every night. At the times of the Tanolian threats, Seline, instead of employing more guards, had simply employed that man Kaibre to look after her. Robert smiled as he thought of the one time body guard of his predecessor to the Catalian throne. He, for one, was certainly not here to foil his plans.

"Robert?" The Kokirian turned to see a guard looking at him questioningly.

"Yes?" 

"Sir, your tunic..." Robert looked down at himself. Seline's blood stained his clothes, but he simply held out his hand, still smarting from the wound he had placed there.

"A small accident," he smirked, before drawing his sword and swiftly cutting the man's throat. The guard slumped to the floor with a pathetic gurgle, and his blood spilled before Robert's path. The new King of Catalia peered down the corridor, and satisfied that it was now clear, returned to his room.

  She was still alive when he returned, and she had begun to whimper pitifully, clearly her pain was rendering her quite incapable of calling for help now. 

Not that there was anyone else to hear. Robert shook his head and knelt besides her once again, looking down at her with a gaze of concern. She did not meet his eyes, her own darted about following the flickering shadows cast by the candle at his desk, it seemed as if she were even perhaps unaware of his presence.

In one swift movement, Robert scooped Seline up in his arms and carried her from his room. He strode past the dead guard, his boots trailing through the blood, and walked down the corridor, and into Seline's room, where he laid her upon her bed. Seline placed her hands on the dagger hilt, and tried to pull it out, but the pain was too great.

"Robert," she wheezed, "this isn't your dagger." Robert smiled, brushing her hands away.

"I know."

"You...you planned this?" Robert did not answer her question. He instead drew a sheet over her limp body, and kissed her forehead. Then he placed the Kingdom Ring upon his own finger. He smiled at Seline, whose pale face had turned an ashen grey.

"It suits me, do you not think?" She did not reply. Robert paused, then walked slowly over to her bed, watching to see the fall and rise of her chest. It did not come. He pressed both fingers to her eyes, bringing down her eyelids, shutting them. "Good night, sweet queen..." he murmured, before he turned his back on her, and left the room.

  Once outside, Robert removed his boots, and strolled back towards his room in a leisurely fashion, wisely avoiding the pool of blood that had spilt across the floor...as well as his own bloodied footprints. 

  ***

  "I hope this isn't going to be all for nothing," murmured Sprite darkly as she and Carrie entered the forest clearing that had become home to Navi and her followers. Carrie shot Sprite a reassuring smile.

"If it can help..." she reminded.

"Yeah...if." The two alighted on the ground, and looked around. The clearing was empty, no signs of life apparent. 

"I guess we missed their mid-day enlightenment seminar," commented Sprite sarcastically. 

"Hello?" called out Carrie, ignoring Sprite's last comment. Sprite joined in.

"Hello?!" they both called, walking about the glade. Only silence replied. 

"Oh well, I guess no one is home...we should just come back another time," began Sprite. Carrie caught her arm.

"We're here. Wouldn't you rather get it over with?" 
Sprite looked at her friend, and finally relented.

"I suppose." 

"Good. Now they have to be around here somewhere..." replied Carrie, going further into the trees that surrounded the clearing. Sprite lagged reluctantly behind. "Hello?" Carrie's voice echoed through the trees once more. She turned back to Sprite. "There aren't any signs of them anywhere..."

"Maybe a moblin came along and ate all of them," said Sprite. Carrie smirked at her friend.

"That isn't funny," she scolded Sprite lightly.

"Yes, but I can always dream..."

"Tamara?" The two turned to see Navi approaching them from across the glade.

"That's princess-" began Sprite haughtily, but Carrie cut her off.

"Navi!" she exclaimed, giving Sprite a warning glance. "We were looking for you..."

"You were?"

"Well why else would we be here?" questioned Sprite, somewhat sulkily. 

"Is there something wrong?" Navi appeared to ignore Sprite's tone.

"Yes...well we think there could be..." began Carrie. Navi looked about the glade and nodded.

"Well perhaps you would like to come to my home, where we can talk."

"What's wrong with out here?" asked Sprite, her arms folded.

"It'll be more comfortable inside," replied Navi.

"Sure, we'd love to go inside," said Carrie hastily, eyeing Sprite a warning. 

Navi smiled at the two.

"Excellent. Well, follow me."

  "Oh yeah. This is really living with nature," muttered Sprite as they entered Navi's abode. It was not what the Princess had been expecting, in fact it was close to being the exact opposite of Sprite's expectations. Navi's home was inside the hollowed out trunk of a tree, the entrance close to the base of the tree itself, and well concealed from the untrained eye. Inside, it was huge. 

The floor was polished and swept of any debris, the walls were polished in the same way, numerous patterns carved into the walls themselves. A raised wooden platform lay at the back of the tree, where Navi's bed lay. The table that was in the middle of the room was part of the tree itself, a small carved bump, with carved stools surrounding it. The whole room was lit up with shining torches, but natural light still pooled into the room via carved windows that lay far up the tree. 

"Please...sit," invited Navi, motioning towards the table. Both Sprite and Carrie obliged, while Navi poured them out a dark liquid into some wooden goblets. She placed the goblets before the two, and Sprite eyed it cautiously before picking it up, and sniffing it. 

"What is this stuff?"

"Drink it. It's good for you," replied Navi, pouring herself some of the liquid. She sat before them, sipping the drink quietly. "Now please, do tell me what it is that you wanted me for?" Carrie took a cautious sip of the liquid, surprised at its refreshingly cool taste. Sprite said nothing. Carrie sighed, and began to speak.

"When we saw you last..." she began. Navi sighed.

"An apology really is not needed, all is forgiven." Sprite shot Carrie a tight smile. 

"Erm...well yes. There was that too. But..."

"But we need your help." Carrie stared at Sprite, surprised at her words. Navi stood.

"My help? Spiritual help?" Sprite shook her head also standing.

"No...no. It's..." Sprite paused, searching for the words. Carrie decided to continue for her friend. 

"It's Tiffany and Felicity. I split up from them a few days back. They went to Death Mountain to see if they could find Mara Hespara...but we haven't heard from them since."

"Yes, you mentioned that to me last time I think," interrupted Navi thoughtfully.

"We weren't too worried until now. You see, Kaibre Lainge, a man who went in search of Mara turned up at the hold and died. He said...he said Mara had done it." 
Navi's eyes widened. 

"All this and I knew nothing of it!" exclaimed the faerie, sounding genuinely surprised at her own ignorance. 

"Felicity was the most powerful faerie we knew...if she was okay we would know by now..." finished Sprite morosely. Navi nodded.

"Felicity...yes she was powerful. More powerful than any faerie even that I had known...except of course for the Great Faeries..." 

"The Great Faeries?" questioned Sprite. 

"Yes...but they matter not. Not now. What matters is your friends." 

"I should have never sent them, neither of them..."

"Felicity said she could handle it...since when has she ever been wrong?" reminded Carrie, trying to unload the guilt that Sprite was obviously feeling.

"Yes....but still..." Carrie felt awful to see the anguish that lined her friend's face.

"Blaming yourself won't help you or your friends...this Mara...other than her kidnapping the prince, what else has she done?" Navi questioned.

"It's what she might do that worries me more," replied Sprite in a muffled tone, her chin pressed against her chest.

"Well...we aren't sure exactly. But she kidnapped Prince Ewan for a reason, and then the man sent to find her turns up dead. She's powerful though, and we saw her in Mido Graveyard, collecting Black Ivy. Felicity said that reagent is only used for the most powerful spells, and normally for the most evil." 
Navi paled as Carrie told her of Mara, and then she spoke in return.

"Felicity was right. Black Ivy is only used by those with dark intentions...or great power."

"Or both," finished off Sprite. 

"Black Ivy is only powerful however when mixed with certain things...for example if Black Ivy is mixed with the blood of someone who is extremely powerful themselves, there are spells that can be performed which are unthinkable. The caster cannot use their own blood, for they would perish upon casting, but if the right blood could be found...I remember one of the Great Faeries once told me that long ago, before even Ganondorf was known, a great mage known K'hartuel harvested the blood of faeries. He mixed the blood with the Black Ivy, a reagent even more scarce back then, and raised a whole army of the undead from nothing more than a handful of sand. Each grain thrown in the sacred stone circle, marked out by the blood, turned into a soldier, willing to do the bidding of K'hartuel. Unfortunately K'hartuel got too ambitious, and threw in more sand than he should have done, the soldiers kept coming, but they crushed him. With their master dead, they simply vanished..."

"Faerie blood?" echoed Carrie nervously.

"Oh no..." murmured Sprite, "You don't think that...?" Her eyes turned to Navi.

"I doubt it. To create the spell, you must be able to chant the correct incantations...and they are all written in a dead language that hails back even further than Hylian. Even the Great Faeries did not know the language fluently, save for a few words, so how would this Mara know?"

"That still doesn't make me feel any better," murmured Sprite, feeling sick to the core. Navi nodded sympathetically. 

"Sprite, I do not like you. You are arrogant and vain, and in my eyes not a fit person to rule the Fey. But despite that, I know that I have wronged you. So I will help you on this. I may be able to contact Felicity, maybe even find out exactly where she is. And Tiffany too, although she may be harder to locate, not being at so one with the ether..."

"You can?" asked Carrie, breaking into a hopeful smile.

"Perhaps...but to do it I will need great rest. And the help from every faerie on this island...including you two."

"Just tell us how we can help!" exclaimed Carrie. 

"Find something...anything that could be linked with Felicity or Tiffany, and bring them to me at once. Then tomorrow, at noon, I will summon every faerie who is known to me, and I will attempt to find and maybe even speak with your friends..." Carrie's hand darted to her neck, and she quickly removed a stone pendant that she wore, offering it to Navi. 

"Tiffany gave this to me as a gift," she explained. Navi smiled, taking the item in her hand, and closing her eyes.

"Yes...yes, this will do...but what of Felicity?" Carrie looked to Sprite. 

"Well...I don't have anything that Felicity ever gave me...but she has cast spells on both of us...would that be enough?" Navi paused, her eyes now open. 

"It could be, although something material would be better. We'll have to see. If you can find anything else, just bring it to me here. Otherwise, I will see you both tomorrow shortly before noon..." Carrie finished the rest of her drink, while Sprite left her own untouched.

"If you can help, Navi...I can forget any quarrel we ever had," said Sprite solemnly. 

"I only hope I can help...not for my own sake, but for that of Felicity, Tiffany...and perhaps even Hyrule." Both Sprite and Carrie stood.

"Thanks..." said Carrie as she walked to the entrance.

"Think nothing of it. And now I must rest," retorted Navi. Both Sprite and Carrie left, leaving Navi alone. She cleared away the goblets, before heading towards her bed. Clicking her fingers and muttering a few words she doused the flames that lit the walls, before she settled into her bed, the stone pendant given to her by Carrie remaining in her hand, even as she slept.
Chapter 10     

  Link sat dejectedly on a fallen tree trunk, staring into the pool of water that lay before it. Zelda had done nothing but mope all day, and every time he had even tried to console her, she had pushed him away. He would have understood if this had been a dear friend that his wife had lost. But Kaibre Lainge? She had known him for maybe less than a month. You could become friends with someone in a month, but Zelda's reaction seemed misplaced. He reached down with one hand to break up his reflection in the water, then sat straight, looking ahead. It was so quiet here now, he thought. The peace reminded him somewhat of his time locked underneath the town of Gardarika. Of course he had been suffering then. Now, he was just confused. Had something gone on between Kaibre and Zelda? Something that he hadn't been told about? He shook his head. Zelda would never, ever betray him. He knew that. At least, he thought he did. He supposed this wasn't the time to be worrying about Zelda's faithfulness, not when Mara and Robert were planning something. Link let out a sigh...but what could they be up to? The stealthy crunching of dead leaves and fallen twigs suddenly broke Link from his thoughts, and he turned.

"Fayzie..." he murmured with a sigh of relief.

"I wasn't sure if it was you..." Link smiled, and patted the log beside him.

"Take a seat. Best in the house," he joked dryly. Fayzie smiled, and gently took a seat next to him. She clasped her hands together, and looked straight before her, not saying a word. "What are you doing out here?" asked Link finally, glad for the company, even if she seemed reluctant to talk. Fayzie turned her deep brown eyes on him for a second, before looking away once more.

"I couldn't sleep." Link sighed once more. 

"Is everything okay?"

"Yes. I just...I suppose it'll take a while getting used to..."

"What? Being away from Catalia?"

"Yes. Yes...that and..."

"And?"

"Well...I married young, Link. And it just...it feels like a part of me is missing. I feel wrong." Link smiled softly at his friend.

"I can understand that..." he said in a low voice. 

"It's stupid. Aden never loved me. And I never loved him. Not really." 

"How long were you married for?"

"We got married when I was 16."

"12 years? I never knew..." 

"How...how long have you and Zelda been married?" Link let out a sigh.

"We've been married for seven years." More silence. 

"When I married him...well he wasn't always as you saw him, Link."

"I knew him once too, remember. I thought he and I were friends."

"He was sweet. A little blunt sometimes, but he was a nice man. When we married, I thought I was in love with him. I'd never felt love before - I didn't know the difference really. But that was never the reason we married."

"To carry on the Kokiri? Is that why?"

"What else could there be? I don't regret it. Not after my son..."Link took Fayzie's hand in his own. 

"Of course not..." he murmured, thinking of his own children. But what if he and Kylara...? Would the child that they could have had been the saviour of  this world? Could Ewan be its destroyer? He suddenly broke from his thoughts when he realised Fayzie was looking at him, an unsure gaze in her deep brown eyes.

"What are you thinking about?" Link dropped her hand, leaning back slightly, running one hand over his mouth.

"Oh...it's probably nothing." Fayzie stared at him, and raised an eyebrow.

"Probably?"

"When did Aden change?" Fayzie immediately looked away at the question, as if she couldn't bear to look Link in the eye. Link leaned closer to her. "I'm sorry. If you don't want to talk about it..." Fayzie looked at him, he could see tears shining in her eyes. She looked away again, bowing her head.

"It was...it was when Kylara started saying things about Fate. And you. Everyone loved her, Link. The tribe, the people of Gardarika. Anyone who ever met her. She was always so happy, Link, she made others feel happy, too. She helped everyone when she could, it didn't matter what the task was. But I could tell...I could tell there was always something in her that wasn't as happy as she liked us to think. It was like she was trying to hide it...or forget it. Then one day she told all of us, the tribe, that you and her were meant to be. She said that it had come to her in a vision - a small child had approached her, clad in green, and told her that her and Link were meant to be. Hayden volunteered to look for you, accompanied by that evil man, Trenon. But we never heard from him again...not until you brought his body back." 

Fayzie stopped, Link noticed she was shaking a little, her voice wavering. He took her hand once more and held it in his. 

"I never knew he was alive. I never knew any of you were," confessed Link, his forehead deeply furrowed. 

"We all thought you were dead Link..."

"I know. When I saw Hayden again...I knew I should have never left Catalia. But I didn't know what else to do. I was only 12."

"That's when things began to change. The way they treated you, Link. It wasn't right. And the things they said about you when they heard of Hayden's death...none of them ever cared for him anyway!" murmured Fayzie. "But mostly it was because you refused to marry Kylara that they began to hate you. At first I agreed. I had married Aden for the line after all...but I soon heard you were already engaged, and in love. Why should you have married Kylara?" 

Link shook his head.

"I've never loved anyone like I loved Zelda. I don't think I could ever love anyone else the way I have her," confided Link. Fayzie smiled sadly.

"You're so lucky to have found someone you love so much..." she commented. 

Link nodded. Their eyes met, the wind softly whispering through the trees.

"Sometimes I wonder if she feels the same way," said Link quietly. Fayzie frowned.

"Of course she does." Fayzie smiled at him as she spoke, "How could she not?"

"Sometimes I just wonder if I'm good enough for her though...I mean I'm nothing more than a peasant, and she a princess!"

"You shouldn't talk like that, Link. You are the most noble man I have ever known! Just because your father was not a King, it doesn't make you any less of a person." As she spoke, Link found himself leaning closer to her, catching the beautiful scent of her on the wind. 

"Aden was a fool not to realise how special you are," breathed Link. 

"I'm no special than any other," said Fayzie shyly, looking back to the ground. Link placed one hand on her shoulder, and she looked at him again. 

"You are kind, intelligent...beautiful. Even after everything you've been through, you still haven't got a bad bone in your body," murmured Link. His eyes ran over her delicate facial features, her beautiful eyes, her tiny nose, her high cheek bones, but he was a little unsure at the words pouring from his mouth. He meant them...but he felt something...attraction.

"I've suffered nothing. Look at you, with all your quests and adventures! You've saved Hyrule so many times, but you are still the same boy I knew all those years ago. You aren't arrogant, your pride doesn't show...you don't judge others, even though they might deserve it..." Fayzie was amazed as she spoke, her heart beating faster than it had been a second ago. She bit her lip...was it just her that was feeling so... drawn? "I think I should go," she finally said, not wanting to risk spending another moment with the handsome hero. Link kept a hold of her hand.

"Please. Don't." She gazed into his earnest eyes, and looked down at his hand on hers. "Fayzie..." She closed her eyes, unable to think of anything but the man sat before her. 

"Link...I really think I should go," she said, trying to stand. Link stood with her. 

"Is it just me?"

"What do you mean?" Link took her hand, and pressed it against his chest, over his heart. It was beating... rapidly. Her eyes were drawn to his, and he reached out, placing the palm of his hand against her breast. He felt the pounding of her heart. He looked from his hand to her eyes, then stepped forward, taking her face with both of his hands, and pressing his lips against hers. "Link, no..." she murmured, but unable to stop him. She had only ever been kissed by one man, and that had been Aden. He had never kissed her like Link did that moment. It was so sweet, so gentle...her eyes slid shut as she tried to forget everything...like that Link was a married man, to the Queen of Hyrule no less. But she couldn't. She raised her hands, placing them on Link's chest, but Link reached down and took one hand in his own, gripping it tightly. Link pushed the kiss further, clasping her chin with his free hand, and this time Fayzie gave in. When they finally parted, both of them were quite breathless. Link locked eyes with Fayzie, and gently caressed the side of her face with his hand. For a moment they just gazed into one another's eyes, but Fayzie was the first to speak.

"Link...I..." words spilt from her mouth, but she couldn't grasp the right ones, her cheeks were wet with newly shed tears, but everything in her heart told her to kiss him again.

  Fayette hummed to herself happily as she walked the grounds of the hold. It was nearing dusk, and she had arranged to meet her handsome new suitor in a secluded glade not far from one of the many paths that wound through the woods that surrounded the hold. She knew where the spot was roughly, but to be on the safe side she decided it would be best if she set off a little earlier, just in case she did wander onto the wrong path. Just as she entered the trees, she noted that the first of the night's stars where beginning to twinkle in the pink sky, yet the moon was still loath to show its speckled face. Watching her step, Fayette hitched up the skirts on her dress and gingerly avoided a deep puddle. She could hardly believe the last few days - events had passed which she had not even dreamt about. Kendar was a man unlike any other, and she knew that in no shallow way, she was already in love with him. He was not nobility - she knew that. But when she saw him, and heard him speak, she forgot entirely that he was no more important than any other man in Hyrule - except to her. She smiled shyly to herself as she remembered the kiss they had shared the day before- and his proposal. It was the kiss she remembered more than anything though - it had been unlike anything she had shared with Raymundo, yet it had still been as comforting and loving as any embrace she had shared with her late husband. As she walked along with her thoughts, she found herself walking along an unfamiliar path. She halted and looked around, sighing in relief as she realised she had simply taken a wrong turn not far back. She was about to retrace her steps when she heard low voices, and she turned, alert and listening. She cautiously followed the direction of the voices, along a short trail, until she came to one of the island's many secluded glades. In the fading light, she caught sight of two figures, caught up in a passionate embrace. Fayette's heart quickened, and she stepped back, looking behind her. She knew she should leave now, but something stopped her. Curiosity. She took a breath and stepped closer to the scene, just to see the two pull apart. She could see them clearly now - the girl had her back to Fayette- but her long, dark, curly hair gave her away. The man whom she had been in a clinch with was the one who surprised Fayette the most- it was none other than Link. Nervously licking her lips, Fayette tried to get closer - they were talking now in low voices, then Link reached up, touching the girl on the cheek - the lingering touch of an intimate lover. Fayette continued to watch the two, they had fallen silent now. And then the girl, Fayzie she was called, stepped forward and kissed Link again. Fayette took a breath and turned, unable to watch any longer. Time was when she would have waited to see the outcome, but she decided against it. She quickly walked back onto the main path, and retraced her steps back to the original route. 

  Link stood back, looking as shocked as Fayzie felt. 

"We can't do this, Link. I can't do this," stated Fayzie, her voice wavering. 

"I'm sorry, Link..." she added in a murmur. He looked at her.

"Don't apologise. It should be me doing that ...I'm sorry." Fayzie tried to smile. 

"We had perhaps best forget this," she suggested. Link looked at her, his face etched with lines of sadness.

Fayzie swallowed, then began to step away. Link reached out, and took her by the wrist. He didn't want her to leave. He and Fayzie were just friends...he knew that. Or at least thought he had. So why was he feeling so attracted to her? He couldn't remember the last time he and Zelda had shared such a moment. 

But he loved Zelda. Dearly. His heart was still beating as if he had been running. Too fast. Fayzie's eyes wandered to Link's hand, which was clasped around her pale wrist. 

"Link, you are married." Her eyes did not meet his as she spoke, and the words that she uttered seemed to her nothing but a painful reminder as to why she must deny her feelings. He could hear the ache in her voice though, and he did not doubt it would also show in her eyes. He reached up with his spare hand and caressed her cheek, and her eyes now turned to his.

"This can go nowhere, Link." What made it harder was that she knew she was right. Yet she still didn't want him to let her go. 

"I know." He said those words but still he did not step back. Still he did not let her go. He wanted so much to take her in his arms, and reassure her that things were going to be okay. But he knew he couldn't promise that. Not now. 

He knew if he kissed Fayzie again, then this meeting would be more than just a kiss. But this time, it was Fayzie who kissed him. She stepped forward, closer to him, and pressed her lips against his. It was a kiss laced with inexperience, and it was then that Link realised that Aden must have been the only man that Fayzie had ever been intimate with. His hands slid down her arms, and he broke away from her kiss, laying his lips on her forehead, neck and shoulders. Then their lips met again. This time the kiss was more passionate, and Link could feel himself losing himself in the moment. He gripped Fayzie's hands, their fingers entwining together, but she still broke away from the kiss, unable to forget who Link was. Link still held her hands in his, and he watched her intently. 

"Link, we should stop this," she whispered, her voice hoarse. 

"Do you want me to?" Their eyes met, Link's searching Fayzie's for an answer. 

He knew she didn't want him to. So he kissed her again. This time the kiss was more urgent, and a thought crossed Link's mind that perhaps this was just lust. Fayzie was a woman of unassuming natural beauty, Link knew that, and while Zelda was equally beautiful, she was very aware of that fact. There was something about Fayzie's kind nature, her naivety and her innocence that he found so compelling, and it was then that he knew he had to stop. He broke away from the kiss - realising that it was wrong, despite it not seeming so. 

Fayzie fixed her sad gaze upon Link, and saw the remorse in his eyes. She hadn't wanted him to stop, but something in her was glad that he had. She placed one hand on his cheek, and then rested her head on his shoulder. 

"I'm sorry." Fayzie closed her eyes as he spoke. 

"What for?" she asked. 

"For everything." Fayzie stepped back, breaking the embrace. 

"Don't be." She turned and left, tears shining in her eyes, leaving Link alone in the glade once more. He watched her go, and cursed himself. What had he been thinking? He and Fayzie were friends...Zelda was his wife. So why had he felt so drawn to Fayzie? He knew he loved Zelda. Dearly. What about Fayzie? If she had come to him all those years ago instead of Kylara...would things have been different? Did he love her, too? 

  Tiffany let out a startled gasp as she was jolted awake from her sleep. 

"Oh..." She blinked, then slowly got to her feet, surveying her surroundings. 

"Oh..." A breeze was upon her back, a slight chill caressed her diminutive form. She quickly wrapped her arms about herself and blinked. She was out in the open. In the open. The sky above her was dark, but she could see the stars. She was free. Just as she felt her face tugging into an ecstatic smile, another thought struck her. Felicity. She gazed around, the breeze becoming colder. She took a step forward, preparing to take off for flight, when she realised something. As she hopped into the air, her wings did not function. 

"What...?" She tried to look back at herself, twisting her neck slightly. Her wings were still there, but they had lost their translucent shine. Tiffany closed her eyes for a moment...before murmuring a short incantation underneath her breath.

"Light..." she whispered, before opening her eyes and staring at her outstretched hands. No magical orb had appeared before her palms...nothing. 

Tiffany was not the most adept at spells, but she knew she was better than this. She closed her eyes again, stretching her fingers before her.

"Light!" This time she uttered the word louder. Then she opened her eyes. 

Nothing. She looked around again. She didn't even know where she was. How had she even come to be here? That was the question now on her lips. She stumbled through the darkness, blades of grass brushing past her, until she came to a tree. She rested her hand against its rough bark, and let out a sigh. Perhaps she was just tired...too tired to even fly. That had never happened to her before. She hoped that was all it was. A yawn suddenly escaped her lips, causing her to believe her thoughts even more. The ground was damp and muddy, but she settled between the roots of the tree, and tried to get some rest. 

  "I thought you weren't going to come!" Fayette smiled as she saw Kendar when she entered the clearing. He jogged over to her, looking handsome in his blue tunic and white shirt. 

"As if I would pass up the chance to spend time with you, good sir," murmured Fayette coyly, smiling at the warrior. Kendar gave her a crooked smile, then took her hand, with a bow, and pressed it to his lips. 

"Well, I must tell you I'm honoured that you would choose to grace me with your presence once more," admitted Kendar, still smiling.

"I'm glad you invited me out here," replied Fayette, completely honest in her words. 

"I would have walked with you from the hold, but I wanted to do some things." 

As he spoke, Kendar stepped back to reveal the clearing. It was beautiful. A pool was situated in the middle, and it was midnight blue and still. By the pool there was a red and black check rug, set upon which was a picnic basket full of all kinds of foods. Blossom trees were all about them, and even in the light of dusk, the birds of the hold could still be heard chirping their familiar songs. Pink blossoms lay all about the clearing floor, which itself was covered in soft, green grass. The newly emerging moon could be seen in the reflection of the pool, and when Fayette arched her neck to the skies she could see the constellation of compassion - or at least that's how she knew it in Sosaria. Fayette took in the scene with amazed eyes, and she looked to Kendar, who smiled at her reaction.

"Oh, it's wonderful," she breathed, and Kendar took her hand, leading her to the rug. He helped her sit, and then offered her a goblet of deep red wine, which she took gratefully. He took his own glass and clinked it against hers in a toast.

"To you," he murmured. Fayette gazed at Kendar and merely nodded, at a loss for words. She looked away and took a sip of the wine, before she turned as she felt Kendar's hand rest on her shoulder. 

"You seem quiet." Fayette nodded, still unable to speak. What had she done to deserve this man, she wondered? She set down the wine glass, and turned fully towards Kendar, his hand dropping from her shoulder. Then she leaned in close to him, using one hand to turn his face to hers, and she kissed him. She noticed that the warrior seemed almost taken aback at first, and she was worried she had been too bold. But within seconds he responded to her kiss, one of his hands finding her waist and settling there, the other caressing the side of her face gently. This time the kiss they shared was far from urgent, but it was gentle and sweet. When they parted, their eyes met, and Kendar smiled.

"You're so beautiful," he whispered. 

"Yes..." murmured Fayette. Kendar laughed.

"And so modest," he commented with a grin. Fayette suddenly looked alarmed, and then let out a giggle.

"No. I mean...yes. To you." Kendar paused, looking a little confused.

"Yes...to me?" It was as if he dare not contemplate its meaning.

"Kendar. I will marry you. I want to. If you still want to, that is." Kendar broke out into a bright smile, and he kissed her again, although it was really no more than a peck on the cheek. 

"I never dreamt that you would say yes," he confessed. Fayette smiled.

"I never dreamt that I would get the chance to yes to such a man as you." They kissed again, but when they drew apart, Kendar looked a little cautious.

"Are you sure? I am no prince, as you can see, and you - you are a princess!" 

Faye felt her heart slow as he spoke, cold realisation sinking within her. She leaned close to him, cupping his face with one hand. 

"I am not a princess by birth, and I have little or no claim to the throne. Do you think I'm about to turn down the chance to spend my life with you because of status?" 

"A lesser person might have done," said Kendar softly. He reached into the basket, and took something out, a small wooden box. He handed it to Fayette, and smiled. 

"It was my mother's, and my grandmother's." Fayette looked down at the polished box and carefully opened it, her eyes resting on the object inside. 

It was an exquisite ring, more beautiful than anything she had ever owned, a band of gold inlaid with a fine strip of silver and studded with shining diamonds and sapphires. She took the ring between her forefinger and her thumb, and regarded it closely. Tiny runes were carved into the metal of the ring, and on the inside of the ring there were more runes - in a language that Fayette recognised. Her eyes met Kendar's.

"Sosarian?"

"I was born there," confirmed the warrior. Fayette looked back to the language and read the inscription aloud, "A love that will live forever." Kendar smiled.

"My grandfather was a sentimental fool alright, but the two women who wore that ring were the happiest I ever knew." Fayette smiled, and looked at the ring again, it seemed to have an aura of some kind. Just holding it made her feel wonderful, invigorated. Kendar leaned forward and took the ring for her.

"Here," he said, grasping her hand, and slipping the ring onto her finger. Her smile widened as she looked at the ring on her finger, and then looked to Kendar.

"It's beautiful."

"A beautiful ring for a beautiful woman," said Kendar softly. He leaned close to her and kissed her again. Fayette lay back in bliss, all thoughts of anything else drifting away as Kendar touched her skin with his passionate lips. 

Chapter 11

  "Now you can see that your friend is free," stated Mara as Felicity watched the magical orb before her in frustration.

"Free? She can't even fly!"

"She is free, though. And she is still protected, by me nonetheless." Mara's words were true. Although Tiffany could not see it, Felicity saw the magical orb that surrounded her friend. Nothing could harm her while that magical orb remained, but it would only remain for as long as Mara saw fit. Felicity turned to Mara. 

"How long will you keep her safe?"

"For as long as you satisfy my wishes." Felicity's heart sank. "And let me also remind you, that as long as your friend remains in that orb, I can kill her at any moment. You do know that, don't you?" Felicity nodded slowly. Not everyone was capable of such a magical feat, but Felicity knew she couldn't afford to disregard Mara.

"What exactly are your wishes?" Felicity didn't even want to contemplate the answer to the question, let alone hear it. But it seemed she had little other choice in the situation. Mara smiled.

"I already told you one of them."

"Immortality?" Mara nodded, the magical orb beginning to fade. "Well, there isn't much I can do for you there," sighed Felicity, pacing about her cage. 

"Well, I didn't expect you to help with that. Rather, something else."

"What?"

"I hear that you are held in quite high regard by the members of the royal court."

"What would you know?"
"I did work at North Castle for a while you know...Your friend, Queen Tamara, is the guardian of Link, and you happen to be her best friend, so it's quite obvious that they should all trust you." Felicity stopped her pacing, and looked to Mara.

"What of it?"

"How much is your friend's, Tiffany, life worth to you?" Felicity paused. If posed the question in less pressing circumstances, she would have answered immediately. She would have replied that she would do anything to preserve the life of any of her friends, including Tiffany. 

"More than you would ever know," finally replied the faerie, every word true. 

Mara smiled.

"Such a touching sentiment...but one I shall never understand. Your words truly are admirable, but to me they are nothing but a considerable advantage." 

"You won't get away with any of this...any of what you are planning!" murmured Felicity darkly. Mara simply smirked.

"I'm already half way there..." Felicity took a breath, suddenly feeling a little shaky. 

"Half way there?" Suddenly she recalled their earlier conversation...about Enzar. The black ivy, the blood of power, of Ewan. Had Mara resurrected Enzar? 

Realisation slowly filtered through her veins like ice cold water, and she turned her eyes on Mara, who watched in amusement. 
"Enzar?" 
Mara smiled. It made sense, the evil influence Felicity had sensed before she and Tiffany had entered Death Mountain, that must have been Enzar. "Is he here?" Mara continued smile.

"Perhaps."

"That's no answer," muttered Felicity, her voice tinged with animosity. Mara smiled. It was a wicked smile, and Felicity could see the witch was taking immense pleasure from her torment.

"It's the only answer you shall be getting, little one." 

"Enzar is more powerful than you'll ever know, witch. And if you think that by resurrecting him, he's under your power, you're sorely wrong. He'll betray you given the opportunity and set out on his own goals. You're nothing to him but another mortal." Mara's eyes narrowed at Felicity's words, and she spat out her own reply.

"You know little of what you speak of. Enzar is indebted to me, and he shall do my will as I wish it to be done. After I have shed my mortality, I shall claim this pathetic land as my own, and there will be nought your friends can do to stop me." Her green eyes were tainted with fury, and it seemed to Felicity that she had struck a nerve. She remained silent, however, contemplating Mara's words. If what the sorceress had said was true, and that Enzar did indeed walk the Demiari again, then Mara must be a powerful woman. 

She herself did not think the resurrection of Enzar was possible by just anyone, least of all a human. 

"He may obey you now, but as his strength grows he will no longer need to serve you. You can destroy him now, and he probably knows it - but soon you will not have that power." Mara glared at Felicity, but the grimace soon changed into a lazy smile.

"Those are your thoughts, faerie, but it matters not what you think. I shall make you suffer for the sake of your pitiful friend, and you shall regret not taking my side whilst you had the chance. I will release you now, and send you to the hold. There you shall tell your friends that Tiffany is safe at home in the Fey, and that you wish to be alone for a while. You shall also have words with Zelda...or perhaps Link. "

"Words?" 
Mara smiled again.

"Yes. It seems there was a prophecy about their son. One part of the prophecy I know is true - he does have the power of three. But that is not the interesting part of the prophecy. Their son shall inflict a great evil upon the world, possibly greater than any I myself am capable of doing. Tell them their son has the power of three. Tell them about the prophecy." 

"How do you know he has it?" Mara slowed for a moment.

"I would have been quite unable to resurrect Enzar without it." Felicity felt a cold hand crawling up into her heart, and she waited for Mara to continue, she was at a loss for words. 

"It seems that Link and Zelda's union is frowned upon greatly by the Fates."

"You're lying." 

"I am not lying at all. You tell them that, and then you shall return here. If you do anything, and I do mean anything, that is not my will - then your friend Tiffany will perish in as painful a fashion as I can imagine. You will be under my power also, and I will ensure that you will continue the trend in your family of dying far too young." 

"Why do you want them to know about the prophecy?" asked Felicity weakly. Her mind was desperately searching for a way to outwit Mara, but she could not find it. She had been stung by Mara's last comment, not because it had reminded her of her mother's premature death - but because Mara had somehow known about it.

"Because it will destroy them. You had best make it believable - if you are anything other than convincing then you shall live to regret it, whereas your friend will not." 

  ***

  Harkinian stared down at the missive for a third time, shaking his head in disbelief. Then his eyes turned slowly to the dagger that lay on his desk, amid a swathe of material. He looked to Impa, who seemed as shocked as he himself did. The dagger was still stained red with the blood of the dead Queen Seline, it was the dagger that had killed her. Harkinian closed his eyes for a moment, taking a moment to think. 

"I shall send word to the hold immediately," said Impa finally, when she could no longer bare the silence. Harkinian merely nodded, without a word. As he heard his greatest advisor leave, he let out a sigh, opening his eyes. He held the letter before him, and forced himself to read it aloud, he felt it was the only way he would be able to actually believe the words that lay within.

"It is with deepest regret that I must inform you of the death of our great queen, Seline of Catalia." Harkinian's voice wavered at this moment, before he licked his dry lips, and continued to read. "Seline was found murdered, by the knife that I believe once belonged to the husband of your daughter, Zelda. This is not the first incident in which Hyrule has been involved in misdeeds against my country, nor is it the first time that the Prince of Hyrule has been connected with such injustices. Catalia demands justice for these crimes. I, Robert, King of Catalia, demand action. There is but one way to resolve this unfortunate sequence of events, and that is to pay blood with blood." 

Harkinian stopped reading, and let the scroll fall from his hands. Blood with blood. And this man Robert, this King...a man who had been treated to the finest hospitality during his stay at this castle, was making these demands. 

He shook his head. He would never turn Link over to Catalia, despite their wild claims. His eyes were drawn back to the dagger, a blade that Harkinian had seen many times hung at the side of his son-in-law. He dared another look at the ink-written words on the scroll...but it still seemed so unreal. With another sigh, he swept the letter aside, and pulled an unmarked roll of parchment from his desk, before preparing his quill pen before beginning to write.

  ***

  Zelda swallowed nervously, as she glanced around at the row of expectant faces before her. Link was to her left, but he looked lost off in a world of his own. She still couldn't forget his words from two nights previous; that he said he would never forgive her for keeping secrets from him. Last night, he hadn't even come to bed. Or if he had, it must have been extremely late, whilst she had lain asleep. And he must have risen before she had awoke. How in Hyrule would he react, if he found out about her misplaced feelings for Kaibre? Maybe he already knows... she thought to herself, bitterly. Biting her lip she stood up on the dias at the back of the council room. Even after all these years of practise, she still didn't enjoy holding council. And today, with her marriage problems at the foremost of her mind, it seemed even more difficult that usual. 

"My most loyal subjects, allies and friends... it is with most grave sorrow and anguish that I hold this council at this early hour. Tragedy has befallen my fair country and I need your help," she began. A gasp came throughout the room.

"Your Highness..." Drake started, rising up from his seat. Zelda ignored him.

"I have made a terrible, terrible error, it is through my misjudgement that this has come about," she continued, the colour of guilt rising in her cheeks as she spoke. 

"What in Hyrule is going on?" spoke up Aaron, and several others murmured in agreement. Many of them had been surprised to be summoned at such an early hour, as apart from Kaibre Lainge's mysterious death, they had not known that there was trouble brewing in Hyrule. Zelda paused, looking over to Link for some kind of support, but he remained oblivious to her silent plea. He probably wasn't even listening to her speech. She put a hand to her head, brushing back her fringe.

"I have misjudged the power of one person... I did not think her ambition possible! I speak of that villain, Mara Hespera, the kidnapper of my son! Ewan may be returned safe, but Mara has already used him for her own wicked devices!" she exclaimed, her voice shaking with emotion. Drake immediately stood again, and made a step towards the dias. 

"Princess, I will seek out that witch! I will go now!" he vowed. Zelda shook her head.

"No Drake, please. She is too powerful... she has already killed the one man I sent to seek her out."

"Kaibre," Drake said, realising. Zelda winced as he spoke the name. 

"Yes, Kaibre," she agreed, her eyes on the ground in shame. Taking a deep breath, she finally dared to look up again, the faces in the room only expectant, and anxious. "Mara took my son's blood, and in an ancient ritual, has managed to resurrect an entity from the void... a daemon we fear. I can feel its presence, and so can Link... maybe some of you here in this room also feel uneasy but don't know why. That is why. This being... it has yet to manifest itself, but when it does, we are all in danger," she explained. There was another gasp and murmur from the group. 

"Well, Your Highness, what is to be done?" spoke up one of the many soldiers in the room.

"Mara Hespera must be found and brought to justice! But maybe she is the least of our worries... Link and I will obviously have to tackle the entity ourselves.. when or if it chooses to manifest," Zelda replied, folding her arms and looking over at Link again.

"Well, I don't know what you expect me to do about it!" he said, rather coldly. 

Zelda stared at him, while the rest of the room went quiet in surprise at the hero's words. 

"Link!" she exclaimed.

"Well, you already didn't feel you could tell me about it until it was too late, why do you suddenly want my help now?" he replied. Zelda narrowed her eyes angrily, her expression furious. 

"You have a duty to this country, Link, how dare you act this way!" she cried. 

Link got up from his seat and joined her on the dias. His face also furious, he grabbed his wife roughly by the wrist, pulling her forward. 

"You also have a duty to this country Zelda, and you failed!" he said angrily.

"Let go of me!" Zelda retorted, trying to pull out of his grip. "Don't you dare treat me this way!" she added, as he released her, the force sending her stumbling to one side. The room remained in silence, shocked at the scene unfolding before them. A small majority knew that the pair argued and fought from time to time, but nothing like this. And not in public. Nor had they ever seen Link lose his temper so openly. As if sensing the room's shock, he turned back to the group, whilst Zelda let out an anguished sob. 

"See your beloved Princess there, she has known about this since before we left to travel here! But instead of making preparation to deal with it, she pretended it was not happening!" he exclaimed.

"Link, I'm sure the Princess didn't..." Drake began, looking extremely worried by this sequence of events.

"Is that any way to deal with such a serious matter?" Link continued. Zelda, now also looking furious, walked right up to Link, and pushed him aside.

"This is my council, not yours!" she hissed. 

  At that moment, the double oak doors were flung aside, and in rushed a flushed, excited-looking Fayette.

"Oh Zelda, I just couldn't wait to tell you my good news!" she cried. Everyone turned to look over at Zelda's step-sister, who seemed beside herself in extreme joy. It was a stark contrast to the expression on Zelda's face. 

Fayette, however, did not appear to notice. 

"Faye! Can't you see, I'm in the middle of holding an important council!" Zelda exclaimed, looking angry at the intrusion. 

"But it's about me and Sir Kendar! I have the most wonderful news to share with you!" Fayette persisted. 

"How many times do I have to say it, Faye? Of course though, how could I forget? You're so stupid, it just doesn't register in that silly head of yours!" Zelda snapped. Fayette opened her mouth in surprise then shut it again, a frown spreading over her pretty face. 

"You just have to go and spoil my moment, don't you?" she simpered.

"What? Spoil what moment?? I'm trying to hold a meeting Faye, can you just leave?!" Zelda demanded irately. 

"Just because your own marriage is in tatters, it doesn't mean you have the right to rain on my parade!" Fayette continued, her voice wavering. "Kendar makes me so happy and I'm going to marry him! And nothing you can say or do is going to spoil that for me, Zelda!" Zelda stared at Fayette in surprise, angry and shocked at her step-sister's words at the same time. 

"My marriage is fine," she finally stated coolly. 

"Not from where I'm standing!" Link remarked in a cold voice.

"Why don't you just both admit it to yourselves, you made a mistake! No wonder the pair of you are both playing away!" Fayette said nastily. 

"Excuse me?!" Zelda cried incredulously. "You take that back right now, Faye! How dare you imply such a thing, especially in front of my subjects?!" Fayette looked down at the floor, blushing slightly. 

"I'm sorry Zelda. But you know it's true. Now if you don't mind..." she said, quickly turning and heading towards the door. The whole room remained silent. 

Zelda looked over at Link, and he at her.

"What in Hyrule did she mean?!" Zelda finally exploded.

"Maybe I could ask you the same, Zelda!" Link retorted, in that same detached, unfeeling tone. 

"Er I think it's best if we call an end to this council..." Drake volunteered nervously. But neither hero or princess was listening, they were too intent on each other, hatred and suspicion written all over their faces. Aaron looked over at Drake, and the knight shrugged. "Best to leave them to it," he whispered as he walked over to the doors, motioning for the group to leave. 

They filed silently out, leaving only Link and Zelda there, up on the dais. 

Zelda was shaking, from both anger, and emotion. She stared at her husband, but it was like a stranger looking back. His normally deep blue eyes showed nothing but anger and distrust. 

"Tell me it's not true, tell me that Faye is a liar! Look me in the eyes and swear to me!" she wept. 

"I have nothing to say about it, Zelda," Link replied, using her full name for the second time in as many sentences. He rarely ever did. She stepped forward, taking his hand, her eyes full of tears.

"Just tell me!" she cried desperately. 

"Maybe you should tell me first EXACTLY what went on between you and this Kaibre Lainge! And tell me the truth!" he replied, pushing her hand away. 

"Nothing!! I liked him, but not in a romantic way! I could never love anyone else but you, Link, you know that!" she insisted.

"Your reaction to his death seems misplaced," Link commented, his voice remaining cool. 

"He was a friend! You would grieve the same for a friend!" Zelda replied. 

"Yes, like I grieved for Leigh! Only you wouldn't let me!" Link accused.

"Link, please!" Zelda cried, her voice wavering as the tears threatened to fall. 

"Forget it, Zelda! Maybe Fayette was right. Maybe we DID make a mistake. I did nothing but love you, but you've never loved me back. The only person you love, is yourself. If Kaibre were here, I would let him have you. Our marriage is as good as finished!" Link exclaimed angrily. Zelda found herself for once speechless, and could do nothing but stare at Link in horror and shock.

"No... no... don't say that..." she murmured, as if she didn't believe him.   
Link pulled off the gold band he wore on his left finger, and the kingdom ring from his right.

"I'm sorry that I ever met you, I'm sorry that I ever came to Hyrule. I'm sorry that any of this happened," he said. 

"Link, don't be stupid! We love each other, how can you give up on us?" Zelda wept. "What about Ewan? And Brianna?"

"I don't regret my children," Link finally replied. "But right now, this isn't working. It's best if we don't sleep together, or in fact, be together. It's best if we separate."

"You love me!" Zelda insisted. She stepped up close, throwing her arms around his neck. "Tell me you don't, and maybe I'll agree to this," she added, gazing into his eyes. Then she kissed him. The kiss felt so different from Fayzie's. 

Zelda knew exactly what she was doing. She knew him too well. He melted into her embrace, pulling her slender figure close to his own, one hand resting on her waist, the other entangled in her soft golden hair. When they stopped to catch their breath, Zelda leaned back and spoke. "Tell me you don't love me," she said. He couldn't. She knew that he couldn't. But if he didn't walk away now, it would end up the way it always did. He ran one hand down her cheek, neck, down over her side to her waist.

"Don't do this to me," he murmured, feeling almost drunk. Confused on his own feelings. 

"You love me, and I love you," Zelda replied. He leaned forward to kiss her. 

Just like the saying. Love is like oxygen. He couldn't live without it. But he was still doubting her. And he couldn't stop thinking about Fayzie.

"It isn't enough, Zel. This isn't enough. No number of kisses can prove it to me," he finally said. Zelda stared at him, her face pale, and she stepped away.

"If that is how you wish it to be!" she snapped. They she turned, and rushed down off the dais, and out of the doors. He watched her retreating figure sadly, only then realising that he, too, was crying. 

Chapter 12

 Felicity looked about herself warily as she awoke from her sleep. She hadn't realised it immediately, but one of the things that had roused her from her slumber was the cool air on her skin. She hadn't felt that for a while, which was hardly a surprise seeing as she had been held captive in the bowels of the earth, under Death Mountain for what seemed like an eternity. Felicity could not even remember falling asleep - or even trying to, but she guessed this was just an effect of Mara's spell. The faerie soon recognised where she now was - she was within a stone's throw of Valour Hold. Mara had been serious when she had outlined her plan to the faerie, and it now looked as if it was her job to carry out the witch's wishes. 

  If it had just been her own life in the balance, Felicity would have not felt so obliged to help Mara. But it wasn't just her life - it was Tiffany's too. 

Sweet, kind, Tiffany who would never entertain a bad thought in her head - who cared only about all things good in the world. Now, thanks to Felicity's idiocy, Tiffany was alone and flightless in the middle of nowhere, miles from the nearest town, days from any kind of aid. Felicity once again mentally cursed herself for being so fool hardy. She should have never even contemplated entering Death Mountain after feeling so uneasy - but she had gone ahead anyway, dragging the unwilling Tiffany along with her. And now, even though Felicity was somewhat wiser to the situation, she could not breathe a word of warning to anyone, for fear of putting Tiffany's life in danger. Mara had been right, she supposed, when she had expressed her thoughts on the subject of Felicity's fierce loyalty. While, at the moment, it was keeping Tiffany alive - in the long run Felicity's loyalty towards her friend would benefit no one but Mara.

  Putting her thoughts to one side, Felicity decided that she had to do something, and something soon. She had no idea how she was going to carry out Mara's wishes, while at the same time trying to somehow warn her friends. 

Rising into the air, she was glad to see Mara had seen fit to give her the power of flight, and just hoped something would come to her regarding her current dilemma. As she surveyed her new surroundings, she guessed that it was mid morning. The sun was pale and yellow in the sky, masked by clouds, but shining nonetheless. Felicity had once entertained a theory that the weather cycles of the Demiari were somehow linked to the ether - and that when that ether was disturbed, so was the weather. Torrential storms and dark skies always seemed to be a precursor to imminent danger and dark times - but the sky as Felicity now saw it told no such tale. And Felicity knew that if there was such a link between the weather and the ether then the resurrection of such an entity as Enzar should have surely torn the sky asunder. But even as these thoughts ran through her mind, the sun still shone on - a reflection, she considered, of her own soon to be deception. 

"The calm before the storm," murmured the faerie, before setting off towards the hold.

  As Zelda rushed from the Council Hall, she ran straight into the arms of another.

"Zelda." Ashamed of the tears that stained her cheeks, Zelda refused to look to the man who had spoken her voice, and instead hung her head in shame.

"Nick," she murmured, recognising his voice.

"Please, Zelda, look at me." Nick had his hands clasped around her arms - he did not want her to leave. Biting her tongue, Zelda slowly looked up to the King of Dalsona, her eyes meeting his dark, compassionate ones. He gave her a brief hug, then took her by the hand. "Come with me."

  He led her down one of the many passages of the hold, one which Zelda herself could not even recall. As they walked in silence, she took the time to remember their first meeting - it had been here, in the hold. Zelda had met Nick before that of course, but she had been a lot younger. He had been at the hold to learn from the best - although after enduring a seven year war, he had not been bad himself. He had been polite, but restrained...and at the time Zelda had had no idea he might ask for her hand in marriage. She could remember it more clearly now, the more she thought about it - her father had thought Nick would make an ideal husband, but she had wanted none of it. But that first meeting with Nick had proved more important than Zelda could have ever known - if not for Nick, Hyrule could now be under control of The Communion - and it's leader, Enzar. 

"Here," murmured Nick, taking Zelda into a small side room. 

  It turned out to be a reading room. There were four wooden desks, surrounded by bookshelves packed with fighting manuals. It was empty, however, and ideal for their needs. Nick softly closed the door, then turned to a bewildered Zelda, motioning for her to sit.

  "What...what do you want?" asked Zelda, her voice wavering as she took a seat. Nick smiled at Zelda kindly, and sat opposite her. 

"To tell you, Zelda, that should you ever need anyone to talk to, I am here for you. As soon as we are done I will send a missive to my country and tell them to prepare an army. I do not know if we will need them - but like you and Link, I have felt there is something...amiss." Zelda lowered her eyes to the pages of a thick instruction manual that lay opened before her, taking a few moments to think before you spoke.

"Link was right. I have let down Hyrule. I knew something was amiss yet I pretended it was not happening. And now, because of my stupidity, Hyrule's future hangs in the balance." Nick placed one of his great, dark hands, over her own.

"Zelda - this country owes more to you than you know yourself. No one can go through life without making mistakes -" The princess interrupted him as he spoke.

"It seems like I have made more than my fair share..."

"Nonsense, Zelda. How many times has Hyrule faced such adversity? And how many times have you got Hyrule through?"

"It was always Link. Never me. I've done nothing for Hyrule, just as I've never done anything for Link." Nick leaned back in his chair for a moment, silent. He finally spoke.

"Selina told me, about you and Kaibre." Zelda met Nick's eyes for the first time since she had sat down, and he saw the shame in them. He leaned forward, taking her hand again.

"I know you, Zelda. Others may not see it, but I do. Ever since we first met, I've seen the love that you have for Link." A wan smile flashed across the King's lips as he spoke, "I originally came to Hyrule on the instruction of my father. He wanted me to marry you. I knew as soon as I saw you and Link together that I stood no chance. It is not often in life that you see two people who are so obviously in love." Zelda looked down again, noting the illustrations on the page before her. A man using his sword to defend himself. 

  "I'll never love another man like I love him. He means everything to me. When he went to Catalia...and I thought he might be in trouble...I had nightmares that I would find him dead. My entire world would crumble without him. I don't know if I can do this...face this thing without him. He's my strength, my blood, my life." Nick nodded, stroking Zelda's hand comfortingly. 

"I know. And he will realise this too, Zelda. Whatever the outcome, though, you will not be alone in this - regardless of what Link decides to do. Zelda met Nick's eyes again, and she smiled at him.

"Thank you, Nick...you are not a good man, but a great one." Nick smiled as she spoke, but she noticed he looked distinctly bashful.

"But this evil that stalks the land - I feel it is close, Zelda. Closer than we would like to think." Zelda averted her gaze, to try and hide her expression as he spoke - for she, too, felt the same.

"I have not felt anything like this...since I left the Dark Realm. I could not pretend to know who or what Mara has raised but I fear its evil is a great as Ganondorf's. If not more so. If I am right - I suggest we prepare for the worst. War." 

  "Ah, you've arrived. The ceremony was about to begin. I was thinking we might have to begin without you." Sprite and Carrie exchanged annoyed glances as Navi greeted them as they arrived in the clearing that was now Navi's home. 

There was at least thirty other faeries in attendance, including Sprite's sister Fleur and a few other familiar faces. They were all in a circle, hands linked, determined expressions painted across their faces. Inside the circle, lain on a wooden pedestal, was the stone amulet Carrie had given to Navi.

"It's not even noon yet," muttered Sprite under her breath, but she kept a straight face. She wasn't going to let Navi's insufferable attitude get to her. At least not until she knew that Felicity and Tiffany were safe and well. 

  "Please, join the circle." Navi let go of the hand of another faerie and motioned for Carrie and Sprite to link hands with the circle. Carrie quickly grasped Navi's hand, then took Sprite's. Sprite took the hand of another, and the circle was complete. Navi began to speak - her voice loud and clear.

  "Now, I want all of you to close your eyes and focus. Focus on the stone in the circle, and Princess Tamara and her friend Carrie - focus on their ties - and concentrate. It is essential that we get in contact with -"

  "Sprite? Carrie? What's going on?" Sprite immediately broke from the circle, her eyes wide open as she heard the familiar voice of her friend, Felicity.

  "Flic!" she cried joyously, turning on her heel and coming face to face with her life long friend. Felicity seemed a little taken back by the greeting, whilst the rest of the faeries present watched in amazement. Both Sprite and Carrie rushed forward, giving Felicity a hug, before stepping back - giving her room to see the circle formed by the rest of the faerie's. 

"Oh Navi! It truly is a miracle! How did you do it? Why I'd barely even closed my eyes-" gushed one admiring faerie. Navi blushed and tried to shush her obvious fan, but it was no good.

"Oh Navi, you truly must be the most powerful faerie that ever lived! To conjure up the Princess' friend so quickly was amazing!" chipped in another admiring follower.

"What is going on?" asked Felicity quietly - directing her question to Sprite and Carrie.

"Oh - nothing much. Where have you been? We've been worried sick! And where's Tiffany?" Felicity paused for a moment, trying to gather her thoughts among the gathering crescendo of admiring compliments that were being directed at Navi.

"Tiffany is back in the Fey. I told her to get some rest - then I came here. I tried to get her as soon as I could." Felicity was well aware that her answer did not even cover half the question - but it was the best she could do. She noticed the wary glances that were exchanged by Carrie and Sprite - but chose to ignore them.

"What happened, Flic?" Carrie asked the question softly, and Felicity felt her face burning with guilt as yet another lie left her lips.

"Nothing - well. Something. When we went into Death Mountain we were attacked- " before she could finish her sentence, a burning pain shot through Felicity's skull. She visibly winced, and Navi rushed forward as the faerie almost fell to her feet. By some small miracle, however, Felicity remained standing, and she continued.

"By monsters. By monsters. Moblins and Stalfos. They kept us captured, and I don't know, something made me weak. I couldn't cast any spells - we were helpless. But then...they got careless and we escaped. I never saw any sign of Mara...or anything else." As the words left her, Felicity was aware of how poor the story was. But she hoped desperately that Mara might not see it in this light - and spare both her life and Tiffany's. 

"How did you escape?" It was Sprite's turn to ask, and the look of concern on her face said it all. 

"They kept us in a cage - but then two of the moblin's got into a fight - and they knocked over the cage. That's how we escaped...stupid creatures." A sigh of relief escaped Felicity's lips as she finished, but Navi stepped forward.

"Not so stupid if they managed to subdue a faerie of your powers." Felicity looked to Carrie and Sprite - noticing that Sprite, in particular, looked incensed at Navi's remark. 

"I wasn't at my best to begin with. A few days ago...I tried to cast a spell that I wasn't ready for. It took half my strength in the process but I thought I'd recovered. It soon became very clear when we got ambushed that I was far from fully fit." Navi did not look convinced by Felicity's words, and she spoke.

"I see," she murmured. 

"Look Navi, Felicity is tired so she doesn't need you hassling her," snapped Sprite abruptly. Navi gave Sprite a look of disdain, before replying.

"Some things never change, do they?" she muttered darkly. Felicity decided to step in before the two came to blows.

"Leave it, Sprite. If Navi finds something amiss about my words, then so be it. I just want to rest." As she spoke, she met Navi's gaze with a look as meaningful as she could manage. Sprite turned to Felicity and nodded.

"Yes, of course. We'll go back to the hold - you can rest there." 

"Tomorrow morning, I think I'll head back to the Fey. I need some time to think." Sprite and Carrie exchanged worried glances as Felicity spoke.

"Well, we can come back with you, this place is a bore anyway," said Sprite. 

Felicity shook her head.

"No...I appreciate it, but I need some time alone." As they left, Felicity turned and fixed her gaze on Navi once more - hoping the ancient faerie would notice that something was amiss. 

  "Zelda - I'm glad I found you!" Zelda turned as she heard her name and, to her surprise, she saw Sprite's friend, Felicity, hovering nearby. 

"Felicity - weren't you at Death Mountain?" inquired the Princess, recalling something Sprite had mentioned about the faerie. Felicity hovered to Zelda's side, and they both continued down the passage as they talked.

"Yes. That's what I wanted to see you about." Zelda continued to walk down the corridor, but she waited for Felicity to go on.

"Before I entered Death Mountain - I sensed something. Something so powerful that it was causing a disturbance to the ether." Zelda stopped and turned to Felicity, her turn to speak.

"I know. I've felt it too."

"I don't know who or what it was - but I did not see it in Death Mountain. But I did see something - the remains of a resurrection ritual." Zelda looked uneasy as Felicity spoke, but the faerie continued. "There are only a few rituals that concern resurrection, and you've seen at least one in your lifetime. When Leigh resurrected Nick. That ritual, the Sosarian way, is the most renowned way. Reagents are needed, as is the body, and the correct incantation. This kind of resurrection isn't common outside Sosaria - because the ether is stronger there than anywhere else in the Demiari. I don't know how Leigh managed to help Nick, but perhaps with her being the Avatar she had some kind of connection with the ether - I don't know. There is another kind, when a person dies - a spirit may come to the aid and provide them a link back to the living world. And the final way is by an ancient ritual - devised back when the ether had not begun to weaken. This ritual is the most powerful - because a being could be resurrected even if their soul had gone into the void. But you did need the being's blood. But there was an alternative. 

Another's blood could be used. But only the blood of the one with the Power of Three." 

"Why are you telling me this?" asked Zelda, thinking back to the cut on her son's wrist.

"Zelda - Mara knows this ritual. It was laid out exactly as I have read about it - and she kidnapped your son. This ritual must have succeeded - meaning Mara has raised some entity powerful enough to cause the ether to shift. I'm guessing she needed your son for his blood. He has the Power of Three." 

"Is that even possible?" asked Zelda. Felicity shrugged.

"Apparently so. But there is something else I have to tell you. Before she passed, the Great Faerie, Imilda, told me something about the one who would have the power of three. Zelda...I don't know how to say this..." Zelda watched Felicity with a frown, but she said nothing. After a pause, Felicity finally spoke again. "A child will be born with the power of three, his conception frowned on by the fates that be, a great threat to Hyrule he shall be, this unintended child with the power of three."

"Unintended? What do you mean?" asked Zelda, looking visibly upset by Felicity's words. 

"Zelda, your son is that child. No man or woman should ever have the power of all three Triforces, at least not without consequences. Think of the trouble Ganondorf has caused with just the Triforce of Power in his heart! And it has always taken both you and Link to destroy him. Imagine the power of one who has two pieces of the Triforce within them. Your son has three! When Ewan realises his power - his will shall become reality, and who could stop him?" 

  "Fayzie!" The young Kokiri woman turned as she heard her name being called, as did Aden, her young son. 

"Link," she replied as she saw the hero approaching her. She noticed he looked a little upset, and she rose from her seat, walking over to him. "Link, what's wrong?" The hero looked at Fayzie, then bowed his head.

"I told her it was over." Fayzie stared at Link, taking a second to comprehend the meaning to his words.

"Link...no." She stepped back as she spoke, and Link looked to her, his eyes full of pain.

"I couldn't do it anymore, Fay, it was just too damn hard." Fayzie turned to Aden, who was watching the two earnestly, looking a little confused.

"Aden - go and play outside. There's no sense in you being cooped up on such a lovely day," she instructed softly. Aden nodded obediently. 

"Okay," he said, his voice as soft as his mothers, before walking out of the room. Fayzie turned back to Link, who had taken a seat, one hand touching his forehead. She knelt before him, taking his other hand.

"What happened?" asked the Kokiri woman. Link met her gaze and swallowed uneasily, before averting his gaze once more.

"Hyrule is in trouble, Fay. And it's all because of me and her. If only I'd listened to Kylara..." Fayzie looked at Link, her heart breaking as she saw the sorrow in his eyes.

"Don't say that. You were in love - and we don't choose who we fall in love with." Link looked at Fayzie as she spoke, wondering if his friend had ever truly been in love. She had said herself, he recalled, that she had never loved Aden.

"Yes - but Kylara told me things. Things that should have changed my mind...things that should have made me realise!"

"Link, Kylara was a dreamer. There was many a time she predicted things that never happened! She said that me and Aden would have many beautiful children who would continue the Kokiri line - but I only ever carried little Aden full term. But I've been with child many, many times." Link's saddened expression grew sadder still as he heard Fayzie's words.

"You've miscarried?" Fayzie bowed her head as he spoke, and nodded.

"Yes. Aden was sympathetic at first, Link, but then...then he thought it was me. He thought I didn't want to have another child. He thought-" a sudden sob escaped Fayzie's lips, but she continued, "he thought I was killing our children. To spite him. I could have never done that. What's more, he let everyone else in the village know." A shaky sigh escaped Fayzie's lips, but she continued. "And who would take my word over Aden's?"

"I would." Link's voice was low as he spoke, and he tightened his grip on Fayzie's hand. 

"What I'm trying to say, Link, is that Kylara was wrong. She said many things... sometimes they happened. But most of them time they didn't. Whatever Kylara told you Link, you don't have to believe it."

"She told me that my son - mine and Zelda's son would do a great evil to this world. Me and Zelda were never meant to marry - and we were never meant to have children. And now someone has used my son's blood to resurrect something more evil than we could know - this could have all been prevented." Fayzie shook her head sadly.

"You don't know that. Who is to say that any son you had by Kylara would be better? Do you truly believe your son, who you have raised, is capable of doing such evil?"

"No - not now. Not ever. But he has immense power, Fayzie. The Power of Three. Wisdom, Courage and Power all flow through his veins - the combined powers of the Triforce." Fayzie's eyes widened as Link spoke, and she stood, letting go of Link's hand.

"How long have you known?" she asked, her voice a whisper. Link shook his 

head.

"I don't know for sure. But I know. And when someone has power like that - no matter what you teach them, they'll go their own way in the end."

"Link, you can't talk like that. He's your son. And you can't change the past either. You and Zelda married one another - regardless of the consequences. After everything you've been through with her, are you just going to throw it away?!" Link stood as Fayzie finished, and he reached out to caress her cheek.

"I can't stay with a woman I don't love." Fayzie stepped away, almost flinching at his words.

"Don't say that, Link. I may not have seen you in years - but I know you. You've given everything to Zelda - including your heart. Somewhere, you still love her." 

"Then why is it, when my marriage is falling to pieces, when all I should be thinking of is my children and my wife, I can't stop thinking about you." 

Before Fayzie could respond, Link stepped forward and kissed her - something he had been longing to do since he had stepped in the room. He wrapped his arms around her, but just when it seemed that Fayzie could not resist - she pushed him away. His arms still around her waist, he looked down at Fayzie and spoke.

"You feel this too, Fay, why fight it?" 

"Because I've already married one man who loved another." Confusion flashed across Link's face, but before he could even question her response, the door to the room opened.

"Link?" Fayzie pulled away from Link's embrace as hastily as she could, but not before Zelda had entered the room and seen them together. Time seemed to stand frozen for a moment, and then just as suddenly the spell was broken. 

Zelda stared at Link in shock but she said nothing. He stepped forward. 

"Yes, Zelda, this is EXACTLY how it looks," he said coldly. Fayzie blushed deeply as she looked at Zelda.

"Your Highness, I was just..." she started.

"Zelda, I think you should leave," Link interrupted. Zelda still said nothing, the hurt and shock in her face evident. She had paled at Link's words, her green eyes filling with tears. And with that, she turned, slamming the door behind her. 

