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Chapter 1

Hyrule, 4567...

   A young girl, about fifteen years of age, slowly made her way up the rickety wooden staircase that led into the castle's attic. At the top of the staircase was a small landing, which was high up near the roof of the castle. A dark doorway led into the space under the roof, which was built over the main body of the castle. Lighting her oil lantern, she opened the door, and walked into the attic. It was dark and gloomy inside, the only light came from her oil lantern, and some small skylights set in the roof. Spiders webs, covered with dust stretched between the rafters, and there were many, many wooden crates and chests. The wooden floorboards creaked eerily, but the girl wasn't frightened. In fact, she was rather excited. Imagine what things might be stored up here! Her mother had told her that she too, had sometimes explored the attic, when she'd been younger. It was a rainy afternoon, and she'd had nothing else to do. She walked across the room to where some large, dusty chests stood, and placed her lantern down on the floor, and opened one up.

  The girl, was in fact, a princess. Princess Brianna of Hyrule, to be exact. She was the daughter of Princess Zelda and Hyrule's most famous hero, Link. Brianna was absolutely beautiful for her age. She looked a little like her mother, with her fair complexion, delicate features, blonde hair and tall, graceful figure. But instead of deep green eyes like her mother's, she had bright blue ones, just like her father's. And her hair was curly, not straight like Zelda's. She was, some people might say, a perfect Hylian. Blonde-haired and blue eyed. The Hylians were one of the two races in Hyrule. They were elfin-like people, with a high aptitude for magic. The other dominant race were the humans, who had softer, rounder features and a lower skill in such ethereal powers. However, the two races had mixed over hundreds of years, and so were much more diverse. Some humans, for example, were excellent at magic. The only thing that separated the two now, was the fact that the Hylians had slightly pointed ears. Brianna was already showing that she would be highly skilled in the magical arts. Like Zelda, she was a quick learner, in fact, she adored learning. Diligently, she would pore over old history books, learning about the past, study ancient scripts in order to learn the difficult ancient Hylian language, or mix different reagents to try and make new spells.   She was presently studying the magical art of thaumaturgy, which was one of the hardest in the field. But, Brianna liked a challenge. She was determined to become a skilled thaumaturgist within the next few years.  Never mind studying, she also enjoyed painting, sewing and writing poetry, and sometimes she even liked to play the piano. And, thanks to the teachings of her mother, she was already becoming a fine archer, and she loved to ride on horseback, too.  In all, Brianna was well-loved by the whole kingdom, mostly for her good and kind nature. She never seemed to have a bad word to say about anyone, and though she frequently liked to voice her opinions, they were usually good ones. The only person she ever argued with, was her older brother. 

  Kneeling down, Brianna rummaged through the various items in the chest. She didn't care that the heavy silken skirts of her purple gown were probably getting dirty and dusty on the floor below. Smiling to herself, she pulled out some old gowns. Probably some of grandmother's, she thought to herself. Sometimes, Brianna wished that she'd known her actual grandmother. She liked Fenella, her step-grandmother, of course, but still, she wasn't the same. Her mother had told her all sorts about Grandmother Alina, and Brianna had seen several painted portraits of her. Brianna thought that she must have been a wonderful person. She held one of the dresses close to the lantern, studying it intently.  It was really beautiful, very intricate. Dresses these days tended to be a lot less fancy. For example, the dress Brianna was wearing at the present moment, consisted mostly of plain purple silk, no decorative needlework at all. Carefully, she replaced the gowns back into the trunk, and closed it. She opened another trunk, it contained more clothes. Brianna wondered what it would have been like in Hyrule over fifty years ago. Her mother told her that a lot of things had changed over the years, especially in recent times. Then she wondered what it might have been like, over hundreds of years ago. One of Brianna's worst bad habits, was her ability to lapse off into long, imaginative daydreams at any given moment. Leaning back against one of the chests, she started to imagine herself as a Hylian princess, several hundred years ago...

   "Let's sneak in and frighten her!" Ewan grinned at his good friend, Timothy Westley. Ewan was Brianna's older brother, older by six years. He was a young man now, while she was still simply a child. He was the first born of Link and Zelda, and so obviously, the first heir to the Hyrulian throne, not that he really cared. Ewan was a rover by nature, and he and Timothy often went off on quests together all around Hyrule, and sometimes beyond. He enjoyed exploring new places, improving his combat skills, and becoming more knowledgeable. Ewan was a highly skilled in sword fighting, and hardly anyone else could match him.  He was also gifted in the art of magic, but unlike Brianna, chose not to specialise in any particular field. Ewan was almost twenty-one years of age, and a very handsome man indeed. He was much sought after by many women, but so far, he had turned most of them away. He wanted to find that 'special someone' by himself. His most ardent admirer of course had to be his beautiful step-cousin, Lady Rosella Tantalon-Arguelles, daughter of Princess Fayette, Zelda's hated step-sister. But, Ewan didn't have any feelings for her, other than family love. He was profoundly handsome; tall, strongly built yet also lithe  and athletic, a typical Hylian build. His reddish-brown hair was slightly unruly, but cut very short. His eyes had darkened over the years, so that they were now a deep, intense blue, rather than the bright, sparkling blue of his sister and father's. He always wore a slight smile on his face, and at times, it would break out into a mischievous grin, the exact replica of his father's. He was wearing that grin right now.  However, he was a great deal quieter than his younger sister, though they shared the same good natures. He was perhaps a little more prone to getting upset over things, but was never angry for long.  He had great judgement and a kind heart, things that would make him a great leader in time. He had inherited his mother's slightly psychic  abilities, and his father's great fighting skills. As for Brianna, he loved her to bits, and protected her fiercely. But he still loved to tease her immensely.

  Timothy was the son of Aaron Westley, one time Protector of the Triforce, and one of the Royal Family's greatest friends. He was now head of the Hyrulian army, since the infamous Captain Krin had retired. Timothy had taken the job on, after Aaron's apprentice, Sparks, had left to set up his own blacksmith business. He looked very much like his father, they had the same jet black hair and light but strong build, even the same gentle smile. But his eyes, instead of a soft blue like Aaron's, were a warm brown like his mother Aimée's. He and Ewan had been brought up together, and were a similar age, Tim was a year younger. The pair were best friends, almost like brothers. He too, was an excellent swordsman, and his archery skills were something to be proud of. In his other spare time, he liked to write, mostly poetry, but sometimes heroic tales too. He was quiet and shy, but greatly admired throughout the land. Secretly, he also adored Brianna, but would never admit to it, not even to Ewan. She was, after all, far too young for him for one thing, and for another, would probably marry some rich, handsome prince one day. She would never look at a plain peasant boy like him. Tim did know that Brianna's father Link, had had very humble roots, but he had been Hyrule's greatest ever hero, he'd worked hard to gain the respect of the people, he deserved the title of King which he had today. He, Timothy Westley, certainly was not kingly material. Just because Zelda had fallen in love with someone low-born, it didn't mean that her daughter would. However, it didn't stop him from secretly admiring her from a distance. She was so beautiful, so lovely, after all. He turned to smile back at his friend in agreement.  

"Yes, let's! She'll be so terrified, she might think that a ferocious undead creature, hiding in the darkness of the attic for centuries, has crept out to get her!" he suggested. Ewan laughed, and then peered around the doorway. 

"Brilliant. She's got her back to us!" he said, still grinning. 

  He stepped inside the room, careful not to creak the floorboards. He and Tim had taken off their heavy leather boots, so as to make less noise as they crept across the room. Brianna appeared oblivious to the presence of either one of them; she was leaning against an old wooden trunk, one elbow propped  upon it, her hand resting under her chin. Ewan tiptoed across the floor as quietly as possible, when all of a sudden, one of the boards made a massive creak. He and Tim quickly ducked behind a chest. Brianna suddenly looked in their direction, a puzzled expression on her face. She held the lantern aloft, and glanced around, but could see nothing. Shaking her head, she put it back down, and returned to her daydream. A few minutes later, Ewan stood up, and quickly crept over to her. He placed his hands on her back, and Brianna jumped up in shock, and screamed loudly. Ewan chuckled, along with Timothy, and they both grinned at the Princess, who had now begun to glare at them in an expression not unlike her mother's, whenever she was angry about something. 

"Ewan!" she moaned loudly. "You almost gave me the fright of my life!" she added. 

"Well, that kind of was the intention," Tim grinned. 

"So it appears," Brianna answered. She smiled a little. "I forgive you. But next time..." she began, trying to copy her mother's  threatening tone. She didn't quite pull it off though, and Ewan and Timothy laughed loudly. 

"Bet you thought I was an evil zombie!" Ewan teased. 

"I did not! In fact, I was conjuring up this most lovely story about this princess who..." Brianna began. Ewan cut her off. 

"Oh Bri, you and your stories! Please, spare us!" he exclaimed, still laughing. Brianna frowned a little. 

"But it was simply lovely!" she protested. 

"Yeah, sure," Tim said, grinning widely at her. Brianna couldn't help smiling back at them both. "Well, not that I'd expect you to understand. Mother says that all men..." she started. 

"Well, dad says that all women..." interrupted Ewan. 

"Oh shut up! I hate guys sometimes," Brianna sighed. 

"Found anything interesting?" Timothy questioned. 

"Nothing much, except these rather lovely dresses which I think belonged to grandmother Alina," she replied. Ewan pushed open a trunk. "Cool, old weapons," he remarked, reaching in to pick up an antique sword. Timothy walked over to take a look as well. 

"I wonder if there's any old armour too?" he pondered. 

"Let's look," Ewan replied. Brianna smiled. Only they would find that interesting, she thought, smiling.  

  She looked through some old crates, and then came across some really old furniture at the far end of the attic. While Ewan and Timothy messed around with some old helmets, acting most immature (in Brianna's opinion), she pulled open some drawers, and found an intricately carved wooden box. It was locked tightly, but Brianna found the key in the back of the drawer in a secret compartment. When she unlocked and opened the box, she found something exceptionally beautiful inside, wrapped in a piece of old purple velvet. Crafted from silver (which was of course, slightly tarnished, was a small ocarina. An insignia of the Triforce was crafted onto the handle. It seemed to have some sort of magical aura about it, she sensed. She gazed at it in awe. Ocarinas weren't used much these days, the flute had kind of taken over. That was a shame, Brianna thought, because the sound of the ocarina was so much sweeter than it's longer, thinner cousin. She gently wiped it with her hand, and blew the dust of the ages away. Feeling almost compelled to do so, she then brought it to her lips, and played a simple tune, the lullaby that her mother and nursemaid had sung to her when she was a small child. The notes were soft and mellifluous, calming. I play quite well, she thought to herself in surprise. 

"Hey Bri, nice music!" Ewan praised from somewhere else in the attic. 

"Thanks," she called back. Cradling the ocarina under her arm, she decided to go and show her mother  her find. 

  Zelda looked up from the missive she was writing, as she saw her daughter enter the study. Brianna walked up to the desk, smiling brightly. 

"Mother, look what I found in the attic!" she said, holding up the ocarina for Zelda to see. "That looks very old," she commented. "Probably part of an old instrument collection," she added. Brianna shook her head. 

"I think it was someone's own special ocarina," she replied. 

"Does it have a name on?" Zelda questioned. 

"No. But it was locked up in a little box," Brianna answered. She handed it other to Zelda, who studied it intently for a moment. 

"You know, this seems to have some sort of magical aura about it," she said. Brianna nodded. 

"I thought so too. It must be enchanted. I wonder who it belonged to?" Zelda smiled, and placed the instrument down on the desk. 

"Probably one of your ancestors," she remarked, finishing off the letter. Brianna sat on the edge of the desk, and picked up the ocarina again. 

"Mother, I was just thinking about my ancestors. I should think it must have been much more scary to be alive back then, but they did have nicer dresses," she stated. Zelda smiled again. "That's true, I suppose. But Brianna, you do have some lovely dresses," she said. 

"But none as nice as Grandmother Alina's!" Brianna protested. Zelda suddenly thought of her mother. How she would have loved Brianna, and Ewan, she thought to herself.  

"Yes. She had some beautiful state dresses," Zelda verified. She signed the bottom of the letter with a flourish. Brianna noticed. 

"Who's that for, mother?" she questioned. 

"It's for your Aunt Selina. I'm inviting her down for Ewan's twenty-first birthday," Zelda replied, referring to her old friend. She and Selina, and her husband, Nick, the King of Dalsona, were such good friends, that they all treated each other like family. 

"Oh good! Does that mean that Renee and Xander will be coming to stay?" Brianna questioned, looking excited. Renee and Alexander were the twin daughter and son of Nick and Selina. They were a little younger than Brianna, almost both fourteen.  

"I certainly hope so! I'm sure that they wouldn't want to miss the party!" Zelda said, laughing. Brianna hopped off the desk. 

"I'm going to make up a song especially for Ewan," she stated, smiling at her mother.  Zelda smiled. She's everything I'm not, she thought to herself.  Brianna was so thoughtful, so warm and kind hearted. When Zelda thought back to when she'd been fifteen, she felt rather bad about the way that she'd acted occasionally. She'd been so mean to Link sometimes, she couldn't imagine how he had forgiven her half the time. And half the time, he'd apologised when she'd started an argument. He was still like that now, in fact, although they rarely argued these days. Aside from the fact that Sosaria had isolated itself from almost every other country in Demiari, ruling Hyrule was relatively stress free, now that there was no threat, like Ganon, around.

  "Mother? Are you okay?" Brianna suddenly questioned, looking concerned. Zelda snapped out of her daydream, and quickly smiled. 

"I'm fine," she said, quickly sealing the letter with some wax, and stamping it. Brianna looked thoughtful for a moment, then she leaned over the desk. 

"Mother, how old were you when you fell in love for the first time?" she questioned, her blue eyes glinting mischievously.  Zelda leaned back in her chair, and smiled to herself. If all truth be known, she'd fallen in love with Link from almost the moment they'd met each other. He'd been so good looking, so... so different in nature to any other boys his age, especially the princes who came to try and court her. But they'd not shared their first proper kiss together until over five years later. Zelda fondly recalled the moment. It had been at the celebration party, when Kain had retrieved the Triforce of Power. She and Link had slipped away from the main hall, into the back passage near the towers. She'd been upset because her father wanted her to marry Kain, and Link was upset because he thought Kain might take his job. Zelda had realised, over the past few days, that she couldn't hide her feelings for Link any longer. She'd done so for many years, too frightened to admit to herself that she had fallen head over heels in love. She eyed Brianna evenly. 

"I was the same age as you are now," she admitted. 

"Really? You know, I know heaps of nice princes and boys, but I'm not in love with any of them!" Brianna said, her eyes wide. 

"Brianna, you'll know when you are. You might not even see it coming... I didn't, and well, it's something that you just know, when it happens," Zelda replied, toying with a strand of her long golden hair thoughtfully. 

"Was dad the first person you fell in love with?" Brianna asked, looking curious. 

"I guess so. Well, there never really was anyone else for me," Zelda said, smiling across at her daughter. 

"Absolutely no-one at all?" Brianna persisted. 

"No-one, but him," Zelda verified. 

"But mother, you're so pretty, didn't you have lots of princes offering to marry you?" Brianna questioned. 

"Well, yes, but I loved your dad too much to even notice them, I think," Zelda replied. "Brianna, I would have done anything to be with him, if we couldn't have been together," she added in a serious tone. The she got up from her chair, and she and Brianna walked outside into the library together. 

"That must have been so... so lovely! I think I'll write a poem about it, it makes such a beautiful love story. I mean, I couldn't imagine being so devoted to someone!" Brianna said. 
"Well... we didn't really confess our feelings until much later... well, I didn't. Your father did, but I was too shy," Zelda replied, feeling herself blush a little. 

"Did you do romantic stuff together, like going for moonlit picnics?" Brianna asked. Zelda laughed a little. 

"We still do!" she exclaimed. 

"Oh, but mother! You and dad are too old for that now!" Brianna said, grinning. 

"Excuse me, young lady. Your father and I are not old! Anyway, if you ask me, you're never too old for love and romance," Zelda replied, smiling back good-naturedly. They walked out of the library and into the gallery. 

"Well, I think I'm too young for it at the moment. I think I shall just write about it for now," Brianna answered, leaning down over the balcony and looking down into the Great Hall. She could see Ewan and Timothy below teaching some sort of card game to Raymundo, and Drake's twelve year old son, Zachary. "Really mother! Ewan seems to think that every boy ought to know how to play poker. I don't even think it's all that exciting," she remarked. Zelda peered down over Brianna's shoulder. 

"Actually, it can be quite fun... if you use real money," she grinned. 

"But mother, Zak is only twelve!" Brianna said, giving her mother a horrified look. Zelda grinned. 

"That lad will be drinking ale before you know it, if I know his father well enough," she laughed.  Brianna walked away from the rail. 

"Perhaps I shall end up marrying him! Or maybe I will marry Timothy! Then I shall be just like you, mother," she smiled. 

"Brianna, I promise that your father and I will not stand in the way when you wish to marry someone. I believe that you should be able to pick the one that you truly love. I was almost married off by my own father to someone I would have hated, and so was your dad. We won't let that happen to you," Zelda replied, her tone taking on a serious air. Brianna suddenly reached forward to give Zelda an affectionate hug. 

"Oh mother, I love you and dad so much!" she exclaimed. Zelda hugged Brianna back, then they walked into the Drawing Room.

   As they stepped inside, Zelda saw Link sat over near the window, reading a book. He stood up as the two approached, and smiled warmly. 

"How are my two favourite women?" he questioned, his smile turning into a grin. Brianna rolled her eyes, but Zelda grinned back at him.  Even after all these years, she was still so much in love with him. He might be almost forty-two, but he was still extremely handsome. His dark brown hair was barely touched by grey, his face without a line. And he still had that irresistible smile... She liked to think that he still thought her to be as beautiful, as she thought him attractive.  Zelda walked towards him, and her pulled her close into a hug. 

"We're fine," she replied, reaching up for a kiss. 

"Oh please! Do you have to do that while I'm here?" Brianna asked. The two turned to look at their young daughter. She was grinning widely. "Then again," she added, "it's quite good inspiration!" 

"Inspiration for what?" Link questioned. 

"I'm writing a poem about... love," Brianna said, glancing over at her mother knowingly.  

"Hey, why don't you go and write it now? Perhaps when you've finished, I'll show you some that I wrote," she said. 

"You wrote poetry mother? I didn't know," Brianna said. Zelda nodded. 

"Yes... in my journal sometimes. It's not half as good as yours, though," she replied, smiling. Brianna smiled back. 

"I can't wait to read it! Well, I guess I'll get working on my own!" she said, before heading outside the room. 

***

  Thousands of miles away, in the hot, steamy country of Benlucca, Molasar Dragmire, King of the Gerudo tribe, sat thoughtfully eyeing an attractive group of Gerudo women. He might only be fifteen years old, but he looked much older. Mature. And also devastatingly handsome. He obviously owed his good looks to his mother, not his father. He was tall, broad, with well-developed muscles. He had burning, golden eyes, which could turn red sometimes, particularly when he was thinking evil thoughts. His face was striking; a strong chin, perfect nose, dark eyebrows. His hair was a brownish red colour, short and slightly spiky.  He snapped his fingers, and pointed over at one of the women. She was a petite girl, perhaps about the same age as him. She was exceptionally well-developed, with large breasts and curvy hips. She was wearing little on her upper torso, aside from a purple bikini, purple gloves and several pieces of jewellery. Her legs were covered up by billowing purple silk trousers, and on her feet were a light pair of silver coloured sandals. Her mouth was hidden by a veil, and her long, thick red hair was tied up in a high ponytail. She looked like any other Gerudo woman really, nothing special. But Molasar wanted her tonight. He didn't know why, he just did.  Molasar's lips curved into a smile as the woman came and knelt before his golden throne. 

"What is your name?" he questioned, his voice commanding sheer power, so that everyone in the room stopped and listened. The girl looked up, her golden eyes almost burning into his. "Kiadarli, my Lord," she replied in a nervous tone. Her name meant 'She of Desert Dancing'. Molasar looked her up and down with approval. 

"Tonight you shall come to my chamber after midnight," he ordered. The girl swallowed, a sign that she was nervous. She would be a woman by the time he was finished with her, Molasar thought to himself. 

"Yes, my Lord," she finally said, her voice shaky. 

"Do not disobey me, or you shall be sacrificed in honour of the Great Ganondorf!" Molasar said, speaking of his father. At the insistence of his Aunt Faylita, a sacrificial ceremony was held every month. Molasar would pick out an unlucky victim each time, usually women who failed to satisfy him, or those who followed the Old Ways. The 'Old Ways' referred to how the Gerudo life had been when Molasar's mother, Balayna, had been alive, before the return of Ganondorf Dragmire. Now, the Gerudos lived in a reign of terror, with bloodthirsty rituals, lustful activities and sinful, evil thoughts. It did not sate the terrible, vengeful hunger Molasar had inside him, though. He knew that he had a purpose in life, one that had not yet been fulfilled. He knew that his father would instruct him, when the time was right. Ganondorf was actually trapped inside a spirit gem, buried deep under the realms of the world, but he could contact the Gerudos through telepathy. Molasar knew that one day, he might consider freeing his father, if he could ever find him. But not yet... no. He wanted to make the most of being the leader of the Gerudo for now, and take pleasure in life as it was. He suddenly rose from the throne. His father was calling him. Perhaps it was time...

***

   "She really is something, isn't she?" Link said, grinning as Brianna walked outside. 

"Mmm, yes. Goodness knows where she gets her big ideas from," Zelda replied, smiling at her husband lovingly. 

"Oh come on Zel, you're a bit of a writer yourself," Link said, tousling her hair affectionately. 

"I can't write anything special. Brianna's stories and poems are always so... so... creative!" Zelda answered.  

"She is pretty talented, isn't she?" Link agreed. 

"She's so good at magic, too. But it's a shame that she chose to do thaumaturgy, rather than theurgy. I mean, she can't control the Triforce with that!" Zelda said, suddenly frowning for an instant. Link stepped back and regarded her sympathetically. 

"I know you want her to follow in your footsteps Zel, but I think it's best if we leave her to do her own thing. She's a very sure sort of person, I don't think she wants us to interfere. Anyway, its so peaceful these days, that we don't even need to use the Triforce," he said. Zelda looked up at the ceiling for a moment, then back to Link. 

"But Hyrule still has its enemy countries! We may be allies with the richest country in the world, never mind the western states, and Dubatio, Moldera and Brynnel, but it doesn't stop others attacking! You know that Tanol will stop at nothing to get their revenge on us after we massacred the Carcastans, and what of Sosaria? Goodness knows what British is thinking right now. You know how unreasonable he's been over the years, ever since what happened to Le..." she stopped there, flushing guiltily. 

"Zel, that wasn't our fault. Just because it happened here. Anyway, Sosaria is isolating itself. You know they won't let in any ships from countries that are our allies now," Link replied, folding his arms, and frowning slightly. 

"Link, I've tried and tried to sort it out, but Lord British sinks any ships I send through as soon as they are sighted in Sosarian waters," Zelda sighed. "If I was a good Queen, I'd be able to..." she began. 

"Zel, you are a good Queen. A great Queen. Hyrule loves you, and you've continued to keep the alliances that your father, and his father before him, and so on, formed. This country has never been at a more prosperous time. And it's all thanks to your good leadership," Link interrupted. "Our good leadership," Zelda corrected softly.  

"Thanks Zel, but I just help you along. You do most of the paperwork, hold the councils, make the speeches," Link said, smiling at her wryly. 

"Well, you help me just fine," Zelda replied, smiling at him. 

"Did I ever tell you that you have the most beautiful smile in the whole of Demiari?" Link asked, grinning at her. Zelda nodded. 

"Probably. But I think you just say it to get me..." she began. Link leaned forward and kissed her softly. She pulled back, and smiled again. "Brianna thinks that we're too old for this sort of thing," she said, giggling a little. Link laughed. 

"We'll never be too old for this," he replied steadfastly. Zelda smiled a little. 

"Well actually, I can see her point. When my father and Fenella got together, just the thought that they might be... well you know, quite embarrassed me," she admitted. 

"I guess so. But that was different. I mean, your father was a lot older than Fenella for one thing. He was like fifty when she was forty, right?" Link said. 

"He's twelve years older than her, so yes, that's about right. But anyway Link, didn't you just say we'd never be too old for this?" Zelda asked, her deep green eyes glinting playfully. 

"Uh... well, you see Zel, I reckon your dad and Fenella probably got married more for companionship than anything else. But you and me, well, we got married for love," Link replied, clasping both of her hands.  

"Yes, we did," she replied softly. 

"I still can't believe it, though. I mean, you actually married me! When we first met, I didn't believe that you'd ever even look at me," he stated, looking at her with a fond expression. Zelda smiled wryly. 

"Oh Link, you practically made my mind up for me!" she joked. 

"I couldn't help myself," he replied, grinning. Then he drew her close. "I'm so glad that I have an incredible, beautiful, amazing woman like you to make my life complete," he murmured, before kissing her gently on the lips.

   Fayette walked into the Drawing Room at that particular moment. She was still living at North Castle, more to annoy Zelda than anything. Since her mother still lived there, Zelda could not throw Fayette out, although she had threatened to do so on many occasions.  Roderick, her oldest son, aged twenty-one,  was living at her mansion back in Brynnel, managing his father's merchant business, quite successfully. Her first daughter, twenty year old Rosella, was living it up over there as well. She liked to host lavish dinner parties, to which she would invite all her Brynnelian friends. At the moment, the twins, Fayette's youngest daughters, both eighteen, Rosalind and Rosamund were also over there. Only Raymundo, her youngest son, aged fifteen, remained at North Castle. He was quite friendly with Zelda's children, and Fayette was desperately hoping that Raymundo would perhaps fall in love with Brianna, and marry her. Not that Zelda would ever allow it, though, most unfortunately. But she was always going on about how she wouldn't intervene if one of her children wished to marry someone, so perhaps Fayette could use her step-sister's vow to an advantage. Fayette also knew that Rosella was madly in love with Ewan, but he didn't seem to notice. Sometimes, Fayette wished that she could go back to her native country of Sosaria, back to the city of Evian, where all her old friends were. But it was impossible to go there now. Sosaria had isolated itself from the rest of Demiari; it wouldn't even let people who had originated there back. So, she was stuck in Hyrule for now. She frowned when she saw Link and Zelda caught up in one of their little cosy embraces. 

"Really!" she exclaimed loudly. "There are places for that sort of behaviour you know! Like the bedroom," she added. Zelda scowled and straightened her peach silk dress up. 

"Faye, this is my castle, and I'll do what I please in it," she said coldly.  

"You could at least have some dignity!" Fayette almost screeched. She'd always been slightly jealous of the fact that Zelda had the sort of husband who completely adored her and lavished loving attention on her almost every second of the day. Not to mention that he was terribly good looking, and that she felt slightly attracted to him from time to time. Zelda certainly didn't deserve him, in her opinion. 

"Excuse me? I'm the Queen of Hyrule Faye, don't tell me that I need to have dignity!" Zelda retorted, her own voice beginning to rise also. 

"Jeez, can't you two at least be civilised for even five minutes?" Link asked, looking a little troubled. 

"She started it!" Zelda said, pointing accusingly over at her step sister. 

"What?! I simply just made a comment, and you had to reply in that awful, smug tone," Fayette said, looking angry. 

"I did not! And if I did, well, you deserved it, Faye!" Zelda replied, equally angry. Link quickly steered Zelda close to him, and shot a cold look over at Fayette.  

"How about we follow her advice, and carry on in the correct place," he grinned suggestively. 

"I won't have her tell me what to do," Zelda said, turning to eye Fayette, who had begun doing a tapestry in the far corner of the room. Fayette was excellent at needlework, just like her mother. She turned back to Link. "But, I think I'll take up your offer," she added, taking his hand, and pulling him outside.

 ***

   Molasar pushed the Gerudo girl, Kiadarli, or whatever she was called, away from him, off the plush, silken mattress. It was early in the morning, about 1am. She hadn't been bad, he decided, but he saw no need to give any of the women big heads, by making them think that he actually liked them. Otherwise, they'd probably start thinking that they were going to be queen. 

"You have satisfied my needs. Now, be gone!" he ordered. Kiadarli hopped into her scanty outfit, and dashed out of the room. Molasar smiled to himself, and leaned back against the plush cushions which adorned the mattress. It was almost time for him to perform his first task. To get rid of his aunt Faylita. She had to go. Ganondorf had told him so. Faylita had big plans for Molasar, plans that Ganondorf did not like. You must finish her off, before she messes everything up, Ganondorf had commanded. Molasar had nodded. He did not like his aunt. She still acted like she was in control of the Gerudos, even though he had become the King. She could not be Queen anymore, but it hadn't stopped her from acting like she was.  Sometimes, Molasar pitied her. She was becoming an old, deplorable woman. Well, she wasn't that old actually, but she was compared to him. Her time had finally come, and her days were over. Soon, he would go to her room, and murder her in her sleep. Then he would drink her blood, to give him power. Molasar liked the taste of blood. It made him feel strong, and almost placated the hunger in his heart. Almost. He knew that his destiny had not yet come, but that it was drawing closer to him. Yes, his needs would soon be satisfied. He knew it had something to do with a golden aura... it was there in his psyche, just out of grasp. He thought about it, concentrated hard. All of a sudden, a golden triangle sprang into his mind. It glowed with infinite power, shimmered and danced before him. That, son, is what you seek. The Power of Gold...  Ganondorf said. 

"Yes, father," Molasar said. He knew what the longing was all about. He longed to be the most powerful man in the whole of Demiari, the ruler of the entire world. But he needed help. This object... this, artefact. Yes, it would help him to achieve this. Slowly, he rose from the mattress, and pulled on some dark clothes. Reaching into a heavily jewelled casket, he pulled out a jet dagger.  Then he moved among the shadows, down the dark stone fortress' passages to his victim's room, intent on carrying out  his terrible task. 

   Faylita suddenly stirred, hearing a sound in the darkness. She sat upright, looking around, but her vision was limited in the current conditions. She strained to hear, and there it was again. The sound of a soft footstep. It approached her, though she could see nothing. 

"Who is there?" she demanded out loud. No-one answered. Faylita wrapped the thin sheet around her vulnerable barely clothed body, suddenly feeling afraid. The intruder finally stopped padding towards, and when Faylita looked up, she found herself gazing into a pair of fiery red eyes. "Molasar!" she gasped. No-one else, aside from Ganondorf, had had eyes like that. 

"Aunt," he replied, in a calm tone of voice. 

"Why do you come to my bedchamber at this time of night?" Faylita demanded. 

"I had something to do," Molasar replied, still in that eerily calm voice. He bent down to look at her, and grinned cruelly. "Aunt, you have stood in my way far too often. Now is the time to be rid of you," he smirked. Faylita gasped in horror, her golden eyes wide in surprise. 

"No..." she said slowly. 

"Yes. I know that you plan to marry me off to your despicable daughter, Faykantra, so that she will be in control, and carry on your traditions," Molasar stated. 

"So what if I do? Faykantra will make a fine wife for you," Faylita replied. Her daughter was a year younger than Molasar. 

"I will not marry a Gerudo! I desire a woman far different to them! As different as possible! None of these women here will make a fine Queen! They are nothing but pitiful concubines and slaves to me!" Molasar roared.  

"Molasar, the people of the north and the east will never follow our customs. They are too different for that," Faylita stated. 

"I am very persuasive," Molasar answered smugly. 

"You are making a big mistake," Faylita said. 

"I plan to conquer the world, Aunt. What use is it marrying a plain Gerudo girl, when I could marry the princess of a foreign country? Then I would have a whole country to myself, not this pitiful excuse for a valley in a country I do not own!" Molasar shouted.  

"Once you reclaim The Power of Gold, there will be no stopping your take over," Faylita argued. Molasar narrowed his eyes. How did his aunt know of this sacred relic? 

"You are scum, Aunt, and I shall not follow your pathetic plans anymore. It is time for you to die!" he cried. Faylita jumped off the mattress and  grabbed her spear, and held it in front of her defensively. 

"If it means protecting my own life, I shall kill you, Molasar," she said in a strong tone. 

"You can never kill me, wretched woman! I am too strong for you! And soon, I shall have the wisdom, power and courage of a thousand kings! Then there will be no stopping me!" Molasar laughed. He grabbed the spear by its blade, not seeming to notice that it cut into his hands, and flung it across the room. 

"You are too presumptuous! Your father failed to get that relic, and he had experience and powers that you can only dream of!" Faylita cried, her eyes flashing in anger.  Molasar stepped closer, and gazed at her evilly. 

"I am young and strong, and the cursed two, those two despicable fiends who foiled my father's plans over and over, will now be old and feeble! I shall crush them like insects, and take their power away!" he stated in a triumphant tone. 

"They are not that old! They are more dangerous than you think!  For centuries, their family lines have thwarted Ganondorf's might! And now their lines are together, they have children that are the same generation as you, who will be as strong as you!" Faylita replied. 

"I will not cower before such mere mortals as them! I am a great warrior, a necromancer of black magic, and I have no fear!" Molasar said. He  cupped Faylita's chin in his hand, his nails digging into her fragile skin.  She attempted to speak. 

"Commit your crime then!" she said, as his hand snaked down to her neck. 

"It is another time, another life! This  time, I will reign supreme! Demiari will be mine, and the people shall quail before my mighty rule!"  Molasar said, beginning to laugh. 

"It is lies! You are not yet powerful enough! You must resist temptation. You are not ready. Wait, and grow stronger!" Faylita ordered. 

"Witch! You have told me what to do for long enough, and I will not stand for it! I know it is time for me to complete my father's work, and you cannot hold me back any longer!" Molasar retaliated, his eyes burning. As he raised his dagger, Faylita suddenly created a ball of black coloured magic, and threw it at her nephew. Molasar screamed with rage, and swung out of the way. The bolt hit off the wall, leaving a blackened, smoking patch. "You shall regret trying to get rid of me!" he shouted in anger. He threw the dagger, and it landed directly into Faylita's chest. The Gerudo woman let out an agonising scream, and collapsed down onto the floor, her body covered in blood. Molasar bent down, and pulled out the dagger. He licked it greedily, savouring the taste of the warm, salty blood as it trickled down his throat. 

"You have done well, my son. Soon, you shall set out on your journey, your mission. Soon..." Ganondorf's voice faded away, and Molasar smiled to himself.  Finally, his destiny had arrived.

   The next day, Faylita's body was burned to ashes. The Gerudo women all danced around the fire, singing and shouting their praises. 

"Long live the King! Long live the King!" they cried. 

"Prepare for the revolution of the century! Our race will dominate, and rule the world! We shall grow and grow, and become superior!" Molasar shouted, raising his golden staff in the air. "Superior!" the women agreed. Molasar smiled evilly, as he watched the body burn. It was already becoming a blackened mound of charred ashes. 

"Poor, poor Auntie," he said to himself, almost leering in amusement. He had enjoyed drinking her warm, sticky blood last night. It had made him feel stronger, much stronger. No-one would dare to cross him now, not after what he'd done. He knew that they were afraid, and that was how he liked it. He fed on their fear, after all. Yes, they cowered beneath him. They would not disobey him. He had complete power now. Control. Supremacy. And it felt good. Very good indeed.  "We will be respected, saluted, adored, bowed before!" he shouted out loud.  "And I shall reign, without dispute, without revulsion!" he finished. The Gerudos all cheered loudly.  

"Long live the King!" they cried. 

Chapter 2

Zelda chewed on her quill thoughtfully, as she hand wrote out the invitations to Ewan's twenty first birthday celebration. 

"Half done," she remarked, turning to look over at Link, who was also writing out invites.  He grinned. 

"Well Zel, you would insist on inviting half of Demiari! Anyway, I'm almost done with my pile," he replied. 

"Well, it is Ewan's twenty first you know, it's very special. And you're only almost finished because you write so messy. You don't take the time, and care, unlike me," Zelda smiled. She picked up one of Link's invites, and critically compared it to one of her own. It was neater than she'd expected. Link tended to have a scrawling, loopy hand, but it was evident that he'd taken care over his writing on the invitations.  Zelda's script was very small, very neat and very ornate, but she always took ages to write things out because of it. If she wrote fast, her writing became looped and sometimes difficult to decipher to the untrained eye.  

"I write messy?" Link exclaimed, in an incredulous voice. 

"Sometimes," Zelda said, smiling. "I suppose it is no good trying to even send out invites to Sosaria," she said, suddenly sighed. Link shook his head. 

"Not unless you want to lose another ship," he replied. Zelda began another invitation, this time to King Charles in his family. 

"Charles told me in his last missive that he lost part of his fleet as it sailed along the Windward Strait. That's not even near Sosaria, but the ships bore their colours!" she said. Link nodded. 

"Yes, I heard about that. Seems that they're out to get our allies as well as us," he said. Zelda frowned to herself, and then signed her name at the bottom with a flourish. 

"Something is wrong in Sosaria," she stated. "They used to be such a peaceful country, it was so like Hyrule really, except without Ganon," she added. 

"It's almost like Lord British has gone totally mad," Link mused. Zelda looked up for a moment, thoughtful. 

"Perhaps he has been possessed by an evil spirit. And without Leigh there to help Sosaria..." she let her words trail off, but they both knew what came after. 

"Zel, there is nothing we can do. It's too dangerous to try and even go there, it's like one huge fortress. Captain Mercutio tells me that Conim has a great wall around it, lined with canons, goodness knows what the Capital Evian's port is like, if a mere town such as that is so well protected," Link said. Zelda sighed. 

"I guess you're right. But sometimes, I can't help feeling partially responsible for all this," she said. Link  eyed her across the table sadly. 

"Zel, it was more my fault, than anything. I... I let Leigh fall..." he said in a quiet voice.  Zelda leaned over he table, and clasped his hand in hers. 

"Look, perhaps she is still alive, that bolt was surely magical. What's done is done, we can't change the past, but we can move on from it. It's no good blaming ourselves," she said. 

"I doubt she is alive. I mean, it all happened over fifteen years ago, we should have heard something by now if she was, surely?" Link said. 

"Perhaps the bolt took her to another world... another dimension, and she is trapped there, no way to get home. Like when we got stranded on Koholint," Zelda suggested. 

"Maybe," Link said. Zelda decided to change the subject. She never did like talking about Leigh. It only brought on feelings of guilt, because the woman had disappeared in Hyrule, and feelings of anger, because she almost split Zelda and Link up. Trying to smile brightly, she said, 

"I wonder if Ewan shall finally choose a bride." Link shrugged. 

"Maybe. But don't force it on him. You know how you hated it when your father invited all those princes from all over Demiari to your eighteenth birthday, in hope of marrying you off to one," he remarked. 

"I'm not trying to. But he is twenty-one, you know," Zelda replied. Link smiled a little. 

"If I recall myself, you weren't keen to get married off too quickly either," he said, in an amused tone. Zelda coloured visibly. 

"Uh... I... I did want to get married, it's just that I thought..." she stammered. Link grinned. "You know, it's probably a good job that Drake forced us to get married when he did, else we might never have got back together," he said.  Zelda looked down at the table for a moment, remembering. It had been a terrible day. But at the end, one of the most happiest of her life. In order to fulfil an ancient prophecy to kill Ganon off, they'd had to join their lines. They'd been fighting bitterly that day, with no hope of a reconciliation. Sir Drake had forced them through a hurried marriage ceremony, hoping that it would be enough to satisfy the prophecy. It must have been... almost. They had sent Ganon to the Dark Realm, but years later, he had broken out, as alive and well as ever. And more powerful. The two had two wedding anniversaries because of the situation. An 'unofficial' one, the first time they got married, and of the course, the 'official' one, which the whole kingdom had attended. Not many people knew of this fact, except those closest to the couple.

  Zelda looked up again, and smiled at her husband. 

"Ewan is not a bit like you in the relationships department!" she said. Link grinned. 

"Perhaps he's like you. Always denying his feelings!" 

"I was not like that! Well... not really," Zelda protested. 

"Oh come on Zel, I made it clear I was interested from the moment we met, and it took you six years to reciprocate the feelings! Or should I say, admit them?" he smiled. 

"Ahem, I was just shy, actually. Anyway, it wasn't becoming behaviour for a princess like me," Zelda answered, grinning slightly. 

"Don't offend me," Link warned, grinning back. 

"Yes well, like you even seemed to care about me! Half the time, you were running about with girls from Rauru and Mido!" Zelda said. 

"Well, I had to... uh... you know. Anyway, I was just trying to make you jealous," Link replied. "Like you even succeeded!" Zelda jibed. 

"I reckon I did. Remember when I started going out with that girl called  Aemilia from Rauru, and I dated her for three months? Sprite says she caught you crying your eyes out when you saw us kissing. Now if that wasn't envy..." Link began, his tone smug. 

"I was not! Sprite's lying!" Zelda protested, a blush appearing quite visibly on her cheeks. She quickly finished off the invitation to Dion that she was writing. Link didn't say anything, he just smiled to himself.  "Well, perhaps I was a bit jealous," Zelda eventually admitted. "But what I was really upset about was... was... the fact you liked her so much. I mean, she... she... she only dated you because you were like... a great hero!" she added. Link shrugged. 

"So what? She had the desired effect of making you jealous," he grinned. Zelda sniffed, and proceeded to gather up some of the invites that she'd done so far. 

"Hmmm. Sure. Well, I suppose I shall have these delivered. The overseas ones must go first. I hope that British's pirates don't attack my messenger ships," she said. 

"You worry too much. Our messengers know to keep away from the dangerous southern parts of the Great Sea and the Medius Ocean," Link replied, handing over the overseas invitations that he'd done.  

"But you said yourself, British's ships have been spotted down the Windward Strait! However will our ships reach Lemmink?" Zelda wailed. 

"They could land on the Catalia side, and pass through walking," Link answered rationally.  

"I shall have to call a Royal Council meeting on the matter. If anymore ships are attacked, we may have to declare war," Zelda said. 

"Isn't that going a little too far?" Link questioned nervously. He'd served through one war himself, fifteen years ago, against Ganondorf's army of thieving Gerudos and bloodthirsty Tanolians. and hadn't liked it one bit. 

"When my ships, and my allies ships are being sunk for no reason other than a petty incentive on Lord British's part, then yes, I think it is time for such action," Zelda stated imperiously. "Then a Council we will hold," Link replied. He didn't look too happy, but Zelda didn't notice. "Come on. We shall hold it tomorrow morning," she said, walking out to inform her advisors.

   Brianna walked around North Castle's formal gardens early the next morning, feeling excited that soon, she and all her friends would be together again.  Brianna did have one best friend, her handmaiden Alyssand. Though Zelda had never had one herself, Brianna had insisted that she have one, once she started to get older. The normal function of a handmaiden was to help dress, and do other personal jobs for the person who employed them. However, Brianna chose Alyssand to be more of a companion. The only other people her age in the castle, were practically all male, and aside from Renee, and King Charles' daughter Beth, she had little other female company.  

Renee and Beth were only there when their families came to visit her parents, often on special occasions, such as birthdays. They all had a group together; herself, Alyssand, Ewan, Timothy (although those two sometimes acted like they were too old to be hanging around the rest), Renee and Xander, Zak, Beth and Jack. Dion had got married recently, and had two children of his own, and Damon had remarried too, to Fayzie, and they had had there own child together, as well as Aden, whom was Fayzie's child from another marriage. Of course, her cousins sometimes tried to hang out with them while they were there, Brianna liked Raymundo, but she hated Rosella. The twins were okay, but everyone simply detested Roderick, because he acted so overbearing all the time. Last time they'd all seen each other had on the 15th of August, when it had been Brianna's birthday. The princess sat down on one of the stone benches, and took out her treasured ocarina, and began to play. She was trying to make up a tune that she could play at Ewan's birthday. She'd been planning on playing the piano, but now that she'd discovered the ocarina, she thought that it might be more special to use that instead. After all, lots of people would play the piano. No-one else she knew, had an ocarina. The notes drifted out softly, into the pleasant, autumn air. Some red-gold leaves fluttered to the ground around her, but she barely noticed, lost in her playing. She also didn't see the handsome young man walking towards her, Triforce Protector Timothy Westley.

  Timothy walked into the ornamental gardens, following the sound of the sweet music. He knew that Brianna must be playing that ocarina again. The sound was so beautiful, she played it really well. In fact, Brianna seemed to have no end of talents. There seemed to be nothing that she couldn't do. He couldn't play music very well himself, so it was easy to admire Brianna's skill. He followed the neat path of tiny crushed white pebbles, and walked across to the seating area near the lake. Brianna was seated on a bench there, oblivious to his presence. He stood there for a moment, simply taking in her beauty. She looked like an angel sat there, with her long golden hair loose, wearing a soft cream coloured dress which fitted her slim figure closely, playing such euphonious melodies. Then he chastised himself for even staring at her. It wasn't right for him so do so, after all. Shoving his hands in his pockets, he walked towards her. She looked up, hearing the crunch of pebbles under his boots. "Hey Tim," she greeted, smiling prettily. 

"Hiya Bri," Timothy replied in a friendly tone, smiling back. She patted the bench next to her. "Off duty?" she questioned. He nodded.  

"Your mother is very kind to give me such a lot of free time," he said. 

"Oh, the Triforce hardly needs protecting really, except at night. Anyway, mother's spells keep most threats at bay," Brianna replied.  

"I suppose you have a point. By the way, that music was lovely," Timothy complimented.  Brianna smiled. 

"Hey, thanks. I'm kind of trying to make up a special song to play on Ewan's birthday," she said. 

"Got one yet?" he questioned. She shook her head. 

"It kinda has to portray him, y'know? Somehow, I just haven't managed to play a tune that does so far," she said. 

"Well, don't worry. You've got four or five days at least to do it, and I'm sure you'll come up with something," Timothy replied, placing one hand over hers. She smiled again, then stood up. "Actually Tim, I'd like to show you something," she said. 

"Yeah?" Tim asked, his heart almost skipping a beat. She nodded. 

"Come on, we'll go to the gazebo. I left some of my notebooks in there." 

"A new poem?" Timothy questioned, as he quickly followed her down the path, past the rose bushes. He would have liked to pluck one to give to her, but they had begun to dry up and wither, since summer was over. 

"Yep. How did you guess?" Brianna said, turning to him and grinning. 

"Well, you usually write them in those notebooks of yours," he replied, smiling softly. Brianna laughed, and jumped up the painted wooden steps into the gazebo. On the small table there, lay some sheaves of paper, notebooks and a quill and inkpot. The gazebo was Brianna's private haven, she did a lot of her writing there, when other people weren't happening to use it. She liked the tranquil setting, and it often inspired her.

  They both sat down on the bench that ran around the inside wall of the honeysuckle entwined bower. Brianna picked up a loose sheet of paper and handed it over to Tim. He studied it, admiring the neatness of Brianna's flowing script. On it, was a poem of several verses, a love poem in fact. He read through it slowly, taking in every word. It was certainly a good piece of work, very emotive and moving. He placed it back down on the table a few minutes later, and turned to look at Brianna. 

"So, what do you think?" she asked, a little nervously. 

"Bri, that was beautiful. I think it's your best love poem yet," he praised. 

"You don't think it's too... too romantic?" Brianna questioned, clasping her hands together in her lap. 

"No, no, it was really lovely Bri. Just like the others you've written. And besides, what's wrong with romance?" Timothy asked, grinning at her shyly. Brianna smiled wryly, reminiscent of  Zelda for a moment. 

"Well, nothing, except I don't really know how it feels, so sometimes it's just like I'm making it up, and sometimes it feels like I might be wrong," she said. 

"It's great Bri, really. Would I lie to you about how good one of your poems was?" Timothy questioned her. Brianna shook her head. 

"I guess not. You're a poet too, so you understand. I mean, if I showed it to Ewan, he would just lie and say he liked it, probably, because well, he doesn't really perceive it properly," she replied. Timothy nodded. She was right. Sometimes, Ewan laughed at him for being a writer, mostly because he wasn't remotely interested it himself, despite being an avid reader. 

"Well, that's Ewan for you," he grinned. Brianna laughed. 

"We really ought to get him to write something one day. Then maybe he'll stop laughing at us!" she suggested, her blue eyes shining.  Timothy laughed at her idea. 

"Ewan, write something? The day he does that, will be the day Sosaria decides to become part of Demiari again!" he said. 

"I think Mother is having a meeting about it today! I heard that there might be a war!" Brianna said, looking excited. 

"Yes, my dad mentioned it. I hope there isn't, for me and Ewan will have to go out and fight, and you might never see us again," Timothy replied, suddenly looking sad. Brianna didn't appear to have thought of this. She grabbed hold of his arm. 

"Oh no, that would be simply too terrible! I thought it sounded rather exciting, but I've changed my mind," she said.  

"I mean, I'll support my country to the end, but..." he let his words trail off. 

"Let's change the subject," Brianna said quickly. 

   Zelda sat down at the head of the long table in the debate room. Link sat to her left, and Drake to her right. Her father Harkinian was also present. He liked to help out when he could, and Zelda valued his opinions. Although Harkinian was in his mid seventies, he wasn't the doddering old man that you might imagine. Many Hylians lived to be over hundred at least, they aged slightly differently to humans, often having a much longer life, up to twenty or even thirty years more. He had been happy to hand over the rule of the country to his daughter and her husband, and spent an enjoyable, quiet life with his second wife, Fenella. They spent most of their time travelling around Demiari, seeing old friends, and making new ones. He had ruled for thirty-seven years, Zelda had ruled for around ten so far. He thought that she was doing a pretty good job. Hyrule was prosperous and happy, almost perfect. Aside of course, from the Sosarian problem, which was why they were all gathered here today for a meeting about the matter. Sir Drake, the Head Knight, was also concerned. He was fifty seven now, his sandy blonde hair becoming lighter. He had begun to grow a bit of a beard too, along with his trademark moustache. The Hylian had finally settled down, and married a barmaid called Gwen several years earlier. They had a young son called Zachary, who was twelve years old. Despite being much older now, he was still as jovial and sarcastic as ever, not to mention unbeatable at jousting. And of course, if he couldn't be found anyway in North Castle, you knew that he'd be frequenting one of his favourite taverns. Right now, he was having a look at a  naval map, which Zelda's head sailor, Mercutio Jamison, had prepared. It had marks on of all the places that Lord British's ships had attacked. Other members of the council filed in, including Impa (now almost eighty), Captain Jamison, and Aaron.  When everyone had arrived, Zelda held up her hand for silence. The room went quiet, and it was time for the meeting to begin.

***

   Molasar handed some pieces of gold to the old sailor sat on the pier on the outskirts of the capital city of Eridye. In fluent Benluccan, he asked the man if he would sail him to Hyrule. The man counted the pieces of gold, and then eventually nodded. Molasar smiled to himself, and then climbed aboard the small ship and stood near the prow, gazing at the ocean. It glittered enticingly, and Molasar longed to know what lay beyond those turquoise waters.  He'd never left the shores of Benlucca, after all. He knew that Hyrule lay to the north, up along the Great Sea. It would take at least a day's sailing, if the weather wasn't against them, to reach the southern shore of the country. Ganondorf had told him that he had to head towards the castle, which  lay in the northern part of the kingdom, about a day or two's walk. Yes, he would be there soon, and he could hardly wait. Molasar had no plan of action as of yet, but he was sure that he'd think of something by the time he arrived at his destination. He had dressed in some plain black light Gerudo armour, and a richly decorated cloak and leather boots. A large, fearsome looking curved sword hung at his waist. The scrawny Benluccan sailor was rather frightened of him. Molasar enjoyed seeing fear. It was another thing that made him feel stronger. The man scuttled on board, along with his crew, and they pulled up the anchor, and untied the boat. 

"I wish to arrive there within the day!" Molasar stated to the captain. The man nodded, replying in Benluccan, that  they would reach Hyrule by sunset. Satisfied with this, Molasar returned to the prow, and continued staring out over the ocean, trying to imagine what Hyrule would be like.  He suddenly questioned one of the nearby sailors. The sailor replied that Hyrule was cold, with great brown mountains and forests. It sounded very different to Benlucca. Benlucca was a sweltering place, that consisted mostly of vast jungles, deserts down in the valleys, and grassy plains to the south. When it wasn't raining, it was roasting hot. Down in the secret valley of the Gerudos, they did not get much rain, but Molasar liked it like that. He did not like the sound of Hyrule. Cold. He had never felt coldness, and felt it perhaps might be unpleasant. He asked the sailor if this was so. The sailor nodded. He stated that you felt 'shivery' and that you longed for the desert heat.  Molasar sighed, and began to watch the sea again...

***

   Back in Hyrule, the meeting was in full progression.  

"I think war may be going too far," Drake stated, his brow furrowed. 

"But however else can we stop what's going on?" Zelda questioned. 

"We are unable to reason with the country, and yet they persist on petty attacks," Link said. 
"War is expensive," Harkinian argued. He knew the price well enough; Hyrule had lost lots of men, as well as money, during the Great War against Ganondorf several years back.  

"And yet it may be the only option we have left!" Aaron said.  
"You are all young, and inexperienced! I think you may be acting in haste," Impa said, referring to Zelda, Link and Aaron.  

"I know what I am doing!" Zelda snapped. She hated to be reprimanded by the older members of the council, even though their advice was nearly always wise. "We may have no other choice," she added, her tone quieting. 

"I admit, we have lost many a ship to those dogs, especially trading ones that go down to Moldera, and Lemmink," Mercutio said. 

"See, we are losing trade!" Zelda said. 

"And men," Mercutio added quietly. "We have lost but thirty in the past month alone," he said, referring to the naval map that had been laid out in the middle of the table. 

"A problem indeed," Drake stated. 

"Which needs solving," Zelda said shortly. 

"We'll solve it," Link said, squeezing her hand under the table comfortingly. 

"Not through war," Harkinian said firmly. 

"Father! It is our last option. We can't let them go on sinking our ships. What will it be next? Perhaps they will try and invade! We mustn't be weak, we must fight for our honour!" Zelda cried.  

"Beast British wouldn't dare go that far," Drake said, trying to sound confident. 

"Like he's not gone too far already!" Zelda argued. 

"Drake has a point. What would they gain from trying to invade?" Link questioned. 

"What are they gaining from sinking our ships?" Zelda replied promptly. 

"I don't think he'd invade. We have the Triforce, what does Beast British have? A half-baked army?" Aaron said. 

"He could have been building an army up for years for all we know," Drake admitted. 

"Precisely! Which is why we strike now, before they strike us," Zelda said. Impa slowly shook her head. 

"War is not the way, my children," she stated. 

"Besides, how will our army get to Sosaria? You know that our ships will only be sunk, even before we reach Sosarian waters," Harkinian said. 

"We could try and sneak in with unmarked ships," Aaron suggested. 

"They'll be sunk, whatever colour they fly," Mercutio said firmly. 

"I know this sounds a bit off, but perhaps we can use Ewan's birthday to an advantage," Link suddenly said. 

"How?" Zelda questioned. 

"Well, the leaders of many countries will be here. Perhaps we should discuss with them, the best way to deal with uh, Beast British," Link replied. Zelda suddenly smiled slightly. 

"Yes, that's quite a good idea. Second opinions," she said.  

"People may not be keen to discuss such matters during such a celebration," Harkinian warned. "Father, we might as well. After all, we're all suffering because of Sosaria's treacherous actions. I'm sure many people will be glad of the opportunity to gather together and discuss the matter seriously," Zelda replied. She began to gather up her papers. "Let us vote. Should we hold a meeting with the other leaders after the celebration?" she questioned. Members of the council who agreed raised their hands, and the vote was won by a large scale. "Then it is decided. The day after Ewan's birthday, we shall hold another meeting to discuss this matter," she said. Everyone nodded, and stood up. "Thank you," she added quickly, as they all filed out. Zelda clasped her hands together and frowned to herself. Link placed an arm around her. 

"Don't worry," he whispered. She wished that she could follow his words, but the problem was already far too serious for that...  

  Ewan dipped his sword blade down into the running water of the stream, watching as it sparkled like silver. Timothy was sat beside him, also cleaning his sword. 

"Y'know Tim, what would you say is the ideal woman?" Ewan questioned, pulling the blade up, and wiping the droplets of water off it. 

"Uh..." Timothy blushed a little, and turned away so that Ewan wouldn't see. He knew what he could say. Brianna. He thought that she was perfect in every single way, from her appearance, to her personality, to her talents. But he couldn't tell Ewan that. He swallowed, and turned back to face his friend. "Probably a girl with golden hair," he said. Brianna had hair like spun gold.  Ewan laughed. 

"Sure, but what about her personality?" he asked. 

"Well, she'd have to be kind, amusing, intelligent, caring," Timothy listed, counting on his fingers.  Ewan leaned a little closer to his friend, grinning in a conspiratorial fashion. 

"I think my mother is hoping that I'll hit it off with some maiden that she's bound to invite to my birthday party," he said. It was Timothy's turn to laugh. 

"Oh yes. But you never know, there might be someone there who you like," he said. Ewan nodded. "There probably will be, it's just..." he let his words trail off.  

"Just what?" Timothy asked.  

"Well... I guess I'm being picky, but, well... I just always seem to find a fault with every girl I meet," Ewan said. 

"No-one's perfect," Timothy admitted. 

"I guess so. But take my cousin Rosella, for example. I mean, she's absolutely beautiful, totally perfect on the outside. But, sometimes her attitude leaves a lot to be desired," Ewan stated. 

"Actually, I think Bri..." Timothy began. Then he stopped. He'd been about to say that Brianna was more beautiful than Rosella.  

"What about Bri?" Ewan asked. 

"Uh... I just think she's prettier than Rosella, that's all," Timothy said quietly. Ewan grinned. 

"Yeah. Bri's beautiful. But she's my sister!" he said, laughing. "I know why you said that!" he added, still grinning. 

"You do?" Timothy said in surprise, looking a little nervous. 

"Sure," Ewan said confidently. "It's because you only like girls with blonde hair! I suppose you mustn't like Rosella's fiery locks," he said. 

"Well... uh, yeah. I always think blonde hair looks the prettiest," Timothy replied quickly. "Well, I really have no personal preference, but Rosella really stands out. And girls with red hair always look so much more exciting, I think," Ewan said. Timothy nodded. 

"I suppose they do. So, you have a thing for Rosella, huh? I always thought it was just her having a thing for you," he replied, his turn to grin. 

"Nah, but you must admit, she is stunning," Ewan said, wiping his sword softly with a rag. 

"Yes, but if you don't mind me saying, she's an idiot," Timothy replied. He didn't like Rosella all that much. 

"She's not that bad. Just a bit misled. It's probably Rod's fault," Ewan said, referring to Rosella's older brother. 

"Her other sisters are nice, those twins," Timothy said. Ewan shook his head. 

"No thanks. Too sugary, and not striking enough," he said firmly. 

"Jeez Ewan, I'd rather have one of them than Rosella and her conceited airs," Timothy replied, staring at his friend in surprise. 

"Hey, I never actually said that I liked her. I just said she was beautiful," Ewan replied. 

"So in other words, you fancy her,"  Timothy laughed. 

"Hey, so what if I do? Not that I'd tell her, else she'd be all over me forever. But anyway, enough of me. What about you? I know you've got your eye on someone, who're you writing all that soppy poetry for?" Ewan asked, his blue eyes twinkling. 

"I don't write soppy poetry!" Timothy protested lightly, looking a little offended. 

"Alright. But still, who is she?" Ewan pressed. 

"No-one you'd be interested in," Timothy replied, trying to steer off the subject. 

"Does she live nearby? Or was it someone you met at one of the dances or festivals? I know, let me guess!" Ewan said. 

"You'll never guess," Timothy said, trying to sound confident. 

"It's that lovely barmaid in the Red Swan in Mido, isn't it? The young one, with grey eyes and big blonde hair!" Ewan guessed. Timothy shook his head. "Alright, it's that girl we saw down by the river that time, a few weeks back," Ewan suggested. 

"No, no, no. Look, you might as well give up while you're ahead, because you'll never guess, and I'm not going to tell you," Timothy said firmly. Ewan placed his sword back into it's sheath. "Fine. But I'll find out - when I see you gettin' cosy with her at my birthday party!" he grinned. Timothy smiled back uneasily. 

"Uh maybe," he said, standing up. 

"There's no 'maybe' about it!" Ewan laughed, standing also. 

"Well, we'll see," Timothy said. 

"I've no doubt about that," Ewan grinned, as the two started to walk back to the castle.

Chapter 3

  Two days later, the inhabitants of North Castle were to get a surprise. In the middle of the Great Ruto Forest, Silva-Veredis Le' Fey, (one of the numerous faerie settlements scattered about the country) to be exact, a red coloured portal appeared. Leigh winced as she was thrown from the portal, facedown onto the dew soaked grass. She pushed her hands out in front of her, levering herself from the ground. The effort, however, was futile as she collapsed back down onto the grass. She screwed up her forehead in frustration, feeling as though a tonne weight had been planted on her back.  She reached up to her back, and her fingers touched the cool metal of her sword.  That was the weight. Using her last ounce of strength, Leigh pulled it from it's sheath, then she shakily got to her feet, the blade lying in the grass. She leaned down and attempted to lift it, but it was useless, she just didn't possess the strength.  Shaking her head,  she looked around, spotting a small pool nearby. Leigh walked over to it, and fell to her knees, splashing the cool, refreshing water over her face. It made her feel slightly better. Looking down at her reflection, her face looked completely different from what it did a few months ago.  Her hair, once full, glossy and golden, was now limp and dull, a more brassy colour than anything.  Her face, back then a healthy, peachy complexion was now pallid  and ashen. She was a whole lot thinner than she had been, almost painfully so. It was hardly a surprise that she couldn't lift a sword, which was probably at least half her weight.

   Leigh really had been to hell and back recently. First to Serpent Isle, where her long time companion and close friend Sir Dupre had died, then, after saving the entire universe from destruction, she had been snatched away by her long-term nemesis the Guardian, and been thrown into the distant world of Pagan. Alone, she had had to undertake another physically demanding quest in a land where no-one trusted anyone else, especially not strangers.  Then, she'd been thrown through this portal to goodness knows where, with every ounce of strength beaten out of her.  She looked around, concluding that she was not in Sosaria. A bolt of white hot pain shot through her spine as she stood up, causing her to nearly fall backwards onto the ground. 

"Hey, you!" squeaked a small voice from nearby.  Leigh turned and saw a small faerie fluttering in the air, looking highly annoyed. Leigh realised that she was in Hyrule. It was the only place in Demiari to have such creatures. Sosaria had a few faeries, but they were a lot larger, and far more hostile. 

"Sprite?" she asked, recognising the tiny creature, her voice barely above a whisper.  

"That's Queen of the Fey to you, human! That pool contains extremely rare water and I cannot allow it to be polluted by the likes of you!" said Sprite, apparently  not realising who she was talking to. 

"Sprite, it's me, Leigh!" exclaimed the Avatar, her voice wavering a little. Sprite frowned, pausing. 

"What?" she asked. Leigh licked her dry lips, swallowing. 

"Leigh Temple. Sosaria's Avatar," she said, a little more loudly. Sprite shook her head, flying closer. 

"But you haven't aged!" the faerie protested.  

"I've only been away a few months. Besides, neither have you," Leigh replied, studying the faerie intently. Sprite tossed her auburn curls. 

"Faeries don't age though. Well, they do, but it's very different to human ageing," she stated. "What do you mean then?" Leigh questioned, looking confused. Sprite's expression turned serious. "Leigh, it's been fifteen years since we last saw you," she said gravely. 

  Leigh stumbled across the drawbridge  of North Castle, Sprite hovering anxiously nearby.  The door guard  appeared behind a barred window. 

"Yes?" he questioned gruffly. 

"I'm here to see... to see..." Leigh trailed off there. She couldn't say Zelda, else she might get thrown out, considering their past history. 

"Link," she said quickly. He would hopefully be sympathetic to her plight. 

"And why do you wish to see the King?" the guard questioned. King? Leigh thought in surprise. Sprite was obviously right. She had been away a long time. 

"I'm a... an old friend, Leigh Temple," Leigh stammered. Sprite flew up to the window. 

"Look, just go get Link, will you? This woman is gravely sick!" she shouted shrilly.  The guard blinked, then recognised the tiny faerie. 

"I'll let you in, then, seeing as it's you," he said, pulling up the iron portcullis.  

"It's about time too!" Sprite remarked. The guard helped Leigh through into the courtyard, and after closing the gate behind them, he escorted her into the castle. 

"Your Highness!" he called out loud. "A visitor!" 
Link, who was sat over by the fire in the Great Hall, talking to Aaron and Drake, stood up in surprise. He stared in shock when he saw Leigh stood there in the doorway. She smiled weakly, and took a furtive step towards him. "Oh my god. Leigh! What in Hyrule..." he began, rushing over towards her. 

"Link, she needs medical attention!" Sprite cried out.  

"I can see that," Link said, taking hold of Leigh by the arm. Aaron and Drake came over to see, too. Leigh stared at them all in utter shock. The three had all certainly changed. They were older, but she hadn't changed a bit. 

"Leigh, we thought..." Aaron began. Drake tapped Link on the shoulder. 

"I'll go fetch the healer," he said, before quickly walking away. 

"I know. I..." Leigh began. 

"Shhh... tell us the whole story later. You need to rest, I think," Link said. Leigh pulled her arm away gently.  She didn't like to be too close to Link, not when she still found him attractive.  

"It's probably a good idea to take you up to a guest room," Aaron suggested. 

"I don't know if I could manage the stairs at this moment," Leigh confessed. 

"I know, come and lie down on one of the couches for a bit," Link suggested, gesturing over to the seating around the fire. Leigh smiled gratefully.  

"Thanks," she said softly, as the pair helped her over there. She settled down on one of the velvet sofas, savouring the warmth of the fire. Link looked at her thoughtfully, noticing her tattered clothes. 

"Perhaps I can ask Zel if she'll lend you some clothes. You're both about the same size, right?" he said. Leigh swallowed nervously at the mention of Zelda. 

"Uh no, it's okay," she said quickly. 

"No, you can't stay in that. And you'll need to have a bath, too. You can use our plunge pool, I'll ask the maids to heat up the water for it," Link said, suddenly walking off out into the passage. She was left alone with Aaron. 

"Don't worry, you'll be okay," he said, in a comforting tone. Leigh nodded, suddenly feeling glad that the portal had opened in Hyrule. 

    "What?!" Zelda cried. "Link, tell me that you're kidding me, please!" 

"She's down there right now," Link said, shoving his hands in his pockets, and regarding her somewhat disappointedly. 

"Don't look at me like that!" Zelda snapped. "I can't believe you actually expect me to be pleased about it!" she added. 

"I didn't... but you could at least show a little hospitality," Link replied. Zelda pouted, and paced over to the window, then back to where she had originally been standing. 

"Fine, she can stay," she said. 

"I'm glad you're okay about it, Zel," Link said, looking somewhat relieved. Zelda frowned. "Well, we can't dwell on the past, can we?"  she stated shortly. 

"No... no, we can't. And I'm sure Leigh doesn't want to either," Link replied. 

"What happened to her?" Zelda questioned, a little bit curious.  

"I don't know yet, but she sure looks like she's had a harrowing experience," Link said. Zelda's features softened somewhat. 

"Yes... take her one of my day dresses down then, like you asked," she stated. 

"Would you pick one?" Link asked. Zelda nodded, and headed over to her closet. She sorted through the racks, and chose a soft blue velvet one. Then she found a night dress and matching robe. 

"Here, give her these. Tell her she is welcome to stay," she said. Zelda didn't want any tension between her and Link because of Leigh's arrival. They had almost broken up because of it last time, and on afterthought, Zelda realised that most of it had been her stepsister making things up. Of course, she didn't blame Leigh for being attracted to Link, many other women in Hyrule probably were. She just had just felt threatened by Leigh though, because she was almost like the perfect woman. Link would never stray, especially not now. Not after all the time we've been together, she thought to herself. Twenty-one whole years of marriage, almost twenty-two. Link smiled at her, then walked over. He placed his hands on her shoulders, and kissed her gently on the mouth. 

"Thanks Zel," he murmured softly. She pushed him away gently, and placed the clothes in his hands. 

"Go on. Go and make sure that she's okay," she said. 

"The healer is seeing to her now," Link replied. 

"If only Selina were here..." Zelda began. Then she smiled. 

"Selina is arriving tomorrow. She might be able to help Leigh, she is the best healer we ever had," she remarked. Link nodded. 

"Although, she couldn't really have arrived at a worse time. With this party coming up, and all the people..." he started. 

"We'll just inform our closest friends. And Sparks, of course," Zelda said. 

"Yeah. He'll be at the party, right?" Link asked. 

"Well, he's quite good friends with Ewan and Tim, and I sent out an invite, so I assume so," Zelda replied.  Link turned to leave, but then paused. He glanced back at Zelda uneasily. "There's one weird thing though Zel," he stated. 

"What?" Zelda questioned.  

"Zel, Leigh, she... she... she hasn't changed a bit. I mean, she looks terrible right now, but..." Link began. 

"But what?" Zelda pressed. 

"She still looks the same age as she did when we... when we last saw her. She should be forty-two,  the same age as us, but she looks so much younger," Link said, looking terribly confused. Zelda breathed out uneasily. 

"Fayette... she was right. She told me that Leigh was around before she was even born, that she's never aged," she said. 

"It's surely not possible... to defy ageing like that," Link stated. 

"Faeries can do it," Zelda said, thinking of Sprite. She permanently looked like she was about sixteen. 

"Faeries... they're a total different race," Link replied. 

"Let's not dwell on it for now. We can question her on it later," Zelda said, pushing Link towards the door. 

"You're right," he said. 

"See you in a while, love," Zelda smiled, before closing the door behind him, and starting to get ready for bed.

    "I hope the water will be okay," Link said, gesturing over to the plunge pool. Leigh gazed at it longingly. To finally be clean again! She turned to Link and smiled warmly. 

"Thank you," she said. No-one had ever been so kind to her, except in Sosaria. Link chuckled. "Just showing you some hospitality. We do owe you, after all," he said. 

"You owe me nothing," Leigh said, gazing down into the frothy water. 

"But Leigh, you..." Link began. 

"I did what had to be done. I expect no reward; your friendship is good enough for me," Leigh interrupted. Link smiled at her. 

"Oh Link, it's been so long..." Leigh started. She moved towards him, but then stopped herself.  "I've missed Demiari so much," she said quickly. Link nodded. 

"I'm sorry," he said. Then he grinned. "Hey, that water will be getting cold! I'd better leave you to it. Your old guestroom is still available, I'll have someone make up a fire and put fresh sheets on the bed there," he said. Leigh nodded. 

"Thanks again," she said. He smiled, and then ducked out of the room, pulling the door shut. Leigh glanced around the room for a moment. It certainly was luxurious compared to where she'd been recently. The walls were painted a deep blue colour, and a fresco of mermaids, serpents and other sea creatures were painted upon it.  A large, tiled plunge pool took  up most of the room, and it was filled almost to the top with steaming hot water.  Leigh pulled off her ragged clothes, and tossed them over in one corner in distaste. Then she stepped down into the pool, gasping as the hot water almost scorched her skin. A few seconds later her body adjusted to the temperature, and she sat down on the ledge comfortably. She noticed a marble console at the side of the pool, which was covered with bottles of exotic scents and oils from the north, sponges and soap. First of all, she ducked down under the water, thoroughly wetting her hair. She rubbed some soap into it, then washed it out. Then, she picked up a bar of soap and a sponge, and began to scrub her bruised and battered body vigorously. The ingrained dirt was washed away, her skin smarted as she cleansed herself. She drew blood from old wounds which hadn't healed properly, rubbed the dirt and germs out. Once she was satisfied that she was thoroughly clean, she lay in the pool for a while, simply resting. Then, she reluctantly climbed out, and dried herself off with a fluffy towel.  Then she wrung out her long, thick hair, pulling out the tangles with her fingers. It had grown longer, longer than she'd previously realised. She anointed her body with one of the sweet oils, the pulled the silken night-dress and robe. Leigh turned to glance into the large, ornate mirror that hung on one wall. She actually looked better, despite the fact that her hair hung limply down the sides of her face in wet strands. I'm clean, she thought, feeling happier. Smiling properly for what would have to be the first time in months, she headed out into the passage, along to her old bedroom. 

    "Nick, Selina!" Zelda exclaimed, getting up from her throne and rushing over to her two old friends in the most undignified manner, almost tripping over her heavy skirts. 

"It's so wonderful to see you both again!" Selina said, giving Zelda a hug. Zelda smiled, and quickly straightened up her tiara, which had fallen a little askew. Link got up, and walked over in a leisurely manner, as Nick kissed Zelda's hand chivalrously. 

"And the same to you," Link replied, kissing Selina on the cheek, and then turning to shake Nick's hand. They all stood back, and took a long look at each other. Nick was the oldest of all of them; at fifty-three, his black hair was starting to turn a little silvery at the ends. But he was still as handsome and dignified looking as ever, his hair cut close to his head in traditional Dalsonian custom, his moustache and beard neatly trimmed, his  loose fitting royal robes impeccable.  Selina stood shivering slightly in her cool muslin trousers and short top. 

"I think I shall have to get changed into something warmer," she laughed. It was very hot in Dalsona, and the Hyrulian autumn always seemed much colder to her now, even though she had actually been born there. With her curly red hair, and her once pale skin now lightly tanned, she looked more like a Gerudo than a Hyrulian or a Dalsonian. Zelda smiled. 

"It has suddenly got a bit colder, just over these past few days," she said. 

"It's not that cold!" Link interjected, laughing. 

"For us, it is," Nick replied, smiling. 

"Well, your usual guestroom is ready, so don't hesitate to go and get freshened up. You're the first guests to arrive!" Zelda said. 

"Speaking of guests," came a voice. They all turned to see Charles stood waiting at the doors to the throne room, his wife Rachella next to him. 

"Goodness Charles, you arrived soon!" Zelda exclaimed. He walked over to the four, and they all exchanged hugs, kisses and handshakes. 

"I decided not to take any chances sailing from Lemmink, so we rode through Catalia and hired a boat from there to sail to Saria. We stayed there last night, that's why we're here so soon," he exclaimed. 

"British's ships still plaguing your coastline?" Zelda questioned. Charles nodded. "Unfortunately so. Like I said, I didn't want to take a chances," he said. Charles was forty-two now, his hair a little more curly, his body a little broader. He wore Lemmian royal robes in his country's colours, a cloak and a long tunic, that was not dissimilar to Hyrulian royal clothing. "Thank goodness we live too far away from the fiend," Nick said. 

"Lucky you," Charles replied. Rachella  smiled warmly around the group. 

"Let us change the subject, I hate to speak of 'Beast' British," she said. Rachella was Charles' Catalian wife of fourteen years, and she looked as beautiful as ever. She was certainly as eye-catching as Selina, with her long raven black hair, alabaster skin and violet eyes. 

"Same here," Selina said, agreeing. 

"Wait... before we do go off the subject, there's something..." Zelda began. 

"Zel, leave it for now. Let them get settled in, before you start arranging things," Link murmured quietly to her. 

"Okay," she replied. She turned back to her friends. 

"You can go up to your usual rooms, and unpack, freshen up, and whatever, before lunch," she stated, smiling. Everyone smiled back, and then the four arrivals walked out of the throne room, heading towards the stairs. Link placed a hand on Zelda's shoulder. 

"Sorry, but I didn't think it was a good idea to spring it on them right now," he said. Zelda nodded. 

"No, it's okay, you're right. We should just let them enjoy the party and everything, otherwise we'll all be worrying about the situation," she replied.  Link took her hand. 

"Come on, we'd better go down to the kitchens and tell them to make extra food for lunch," he said. They smiled at each other, and then headed towards the kitchens.

   "I'm going to slide down the banister!" Brianna declared gleefully. 

"Don't you dare!" Ewan warned. He, Brianna, Alyssand, Timothy, Zak and Raymundo were looking down from the gallery into the Great Hall below, where Renee, Xander, Beth and Jack were stood talking together.  

"Watch me!" Brianna retorted, hitching up her skirts, and climbing up onto the wooden rail. "Bri, you're far too heavy to do that, you'll fall off!" Ewan warned. Brianna inched down a little, and Ewan pulled her off quickly. She scowled at him. 

"Oh, you're such a spoilsport!" she exclaimed loudly. Renee and the rest suddenly looked up and saw them, and waved madly. 

"Come on, let's go down!" Zak said, bounding down the stairs. He and Jack were good friends, because they were a similar age, both twelve.  Brianna and the rest followed him, soon arriving at the bottom. 

"Brianna! I just adore your hair!" Renee announced. 

"Ally did it," Brianna grinned, smiling over at her best friend. 

"Ally, great job!" Renee grinned, flashing her pearly white teeth. 

"Yes, it totally suits you," Beth agreed. Alyssand had done Brianna's curly golden hair up in a complicated style, which consisted of lots of plaits all looped together at the back in a large bun, with lots of loose tendrils falling down. They all looked around at each other eagerly, seeing if they'd changed since they'd last seen each other. Fourteen year-old Renee, daughter of Nick and Selina, was tall for her age, even taller than Brianna and Alyssand, who were the oldest out of all of them. She had soft brown skin, much lighter than her father's, brown eyes and hair as black as ebony. There was lots of it too, it was extremely curly, just like Selina's. She hardly ever smiled, just grinned. Renee was highly mischievous, amusing and very jaunty. She would take on the boys at anything. Beth, Charles' daughter, was the youngest at thirteen. She was very serene and calm, although she would often join in with the scams Brianna and Renee made up. She was willowy, with soft brown hair that curled slightly, and blue-green eyes the colour of the ocean. Alyssand was fifteen, and had wavy red hair and blue eyes. She was very artistic, and had a slight rebellious streak. In all, the four girls all got on well together, and loved the times that they got to spend together. 

"Ally's got a male friend, you know," Brianna said, starting to laugh. Alyssand looked indignant. 

"It's not funny, Bri!" she protested, blushing. 

"Ooh, tell us more!" Renee said, grinning. 

"It's not Timothy, is it?" Beth asked hopefully. She had a massive crush on the Triforce Protector. 

"No, no don't worry!" Alyssand laughed. 

"He's called Russell," Brianna interjected, smiling slyly. 

"We're not really going out. We're just friends," Alyssand protested. 

"Oh yeah, sure. Just friends, eh? You can't really be just friends with a guy," Renee stated. "Well, actually, you can. Me and Tim are really good friends, after all," Brianna said. 

"Bri fancies him!" Alyssand accused, pointing and laughing. 

"Ahem. Me and Mr Westley are very much just friends. Goodness, he's like Ewan's best friend! I couldn't like even kiss him! Anyway, he's far too old for me," Brianna replied. 

"He's not that old," Beth pointed out.  She sighed. "If only I were a few years older, he might notice me." 

"Beth, we'll make you look really old, then you might get to dance with him at the party!" Renee  suggested. 

"As if it would happen!" Beth exclaimed. Renee shrugged. 

"You never know. Anyway, you can bet that I'll be having at least one dance with Ewan," she said. 

"Oh, how can you? He's like the most ugliest guy in the world!" Brianna stated, giggling. Renee laughed. 

"I feel like that about my own brother. Hmm, maybe I'll ask Ray for a dance or two. He's turning out pretty cute," she said, looking over at the group of boys.

   Ewan of course, was by far the oldest, along with Tim. The rest were much younger. Raymundo was fifteen. He was a nice looking boy, with lightly tanned skin, dark hair and dark eyes. He was very different to the rest of his family, and bore a strong resemblance to his late father.  Unlike his older brother Roderick, he was nice to everyone, and so was well-liked. He was quite good friends with Xander, Renee's twin. Xander was almost as extrovert as her, with the same big grin and mischievous streak. He did, however, have a more sensitive side to him, and liked to think and ponder a lot about things. He was also very tall, with brown skin, brown eyes and curly dark hair cut close to his head. He was presently trying to grow a moustache, without much success. Jack was twelve, Beth's brother. He had blonde hair with a slight curl to it, and brown eyes. He was determined to be as great a warrior as his father was someday. Zak, Drake's son, was also twelve. He of course, wanted to be a knight. He had sandy blonde hair like his father's, and twinkling blue eyes. He also had a fondness for playing jokes on people, especially on the girls. He always looked so sweet though, that they were never angry with him for long. Although Timothy and Ewan often abstained from the group, thinking they were too old, in all, they were all great friends and enjoyed visiting each other. Ewan's cousins, and Raymundo's siblings were still yet to arrive though. Rosalind and Rosamund were sometimes quite friendly to the other girls, even though they were both eighteen, and a lot older. Rosella and Roderick considered themselves above socialising with the 'young ones' and talked only to Ewan and Timothy. It was certainly a good job that North Castle had been extended over the years, or they would never have been able to accommodate everybody.  

"Come on, let's go and practise outside in the archery range before lunch," Ewan suggested, and the group all headed towards the armoury to get some bows and arrows.

  Leigh glanced out of the window, watching with interest as a group of young men headed across the courtyard. One in particular caught her eye, the tallest of the group, with short reddish-brown hair. Aside from the dark-haired man next to him, the rest all looked a lot younger. She wondered who they were, perhaps some were Link and Zelda's children? Last time she'd been in Hyrule, she knew that they'd had a young son, but obviously, they could have had more children over the years. She turned away from the window, sighing. Everything had changed so much, her old friends here were... well, older. Much older than she'd originally anticipated. She hadn't believed it at first, especially when she'd seen Sprite looking the same as ever. But then she'd arrived at North Castle. Even from a distance, it looked a lot bigger than it used to be. And then of course, she'd seen Link, and Aaron and Drake. The Avatar turned to gaze into the mirror on the nearby wall. She'd slept all night, and for most of the morning, even though she tended to be an early riser. But the bed had been so warm and comfortable, and she'd been so tired...  The reflection that stared back looked a little better than it had the night before. She no longer looked quite so haggard, and her hair fell in soft, silky waves down her back.  But now that all the dirt had been washed away, the cuts and bruises seemed all the more prominent. The dress that Zelda had lent her was also slightly too big, not that it really mattered. She pulled the sash around her waist, as tightly as it would go, but the garment still felt a little loose. She had a spare change of clothes in her pack, but she really didn't want to wear her tunic dress and armour at the moment.  Zelda's figure had been fairly diminutive from what she could remember, and it appeared it still was, judging from the dress, but it just proved exactly how thin she'd gotten herself. She felt like a ghost of her former self; these last few months, or was it years, had certainly taken their toll on her. And goodness knows what was happening in Sosaria. Had the Guardian overrun it, while she'd been stuck in Pagan? Still staring in the mirror, Leigh longed for some make-up to cover her blemishes. She didn't want to face the rest of the court. Who was still there, she wondered. Her friend Selina?  Damon and Dion, the master archers? That annoying Fayette, Zelda's step-sister, and fellow Sosarian to Leigh? As she pondered over this, there was a knock at the door. 

"Come in," she called softly.    

   Link walked in, carrying a tray with some covered plates on it. 

"Brought you up some lunch, we didn't want to wake you before," he stated, setting the tray down on a nearby table. Leigh suddenly realised that she was ravenous. 

"Thanks Link, yeah, I just woke up a short while ago. It's the first proper bed I've used in a long while," she said, picking up one of the silver lids. A tasty looking cucco breast, garnished with roast vegetables and covered in gravy lay underneath. She took a bite, chewing hungrily, then looked up at Link, who was lingering near the doorway. "It's delicious," she said in approval. 

"Good. But... well, I was wondering, could we talk for a moment?" he questioned. 

"Sure," Leigh said. Link took a chair, and pulled it up to near where she was sat. 

"Leigh, it's amazing to see you again. We all thought... we thought you might be dead, well after what happened. And Lord British, well, he's not even talking to us because of it, well, it's worse than that," Link began. 

"What?" Leigh said, looking surprised. 

"We're almost ready to go to war against him. I'm sorry Leigh," Link replied. Leigh looked down at the floor. 

"I can't believe Richard would be so unreasonable. I must head to Sosaria at once!" she stated. "Leigh, it's too dangerous. Sosaria has isolated itself from the rest of the world. There's no getting in, even if you're native to that country. Your friend Sparks has been stranded here for years," Link replied. 

"Oh... this is worse than I imagined!  Richard would never act like that... not unless... not unless..." Leigh trailed off there, barely able to say the words. 

"Unless what?" Link questioned. 

"N-nothing," Leigh said quickly. 

"Tell me what has been going on here for the last fifteen years," she added. 

"Well, nothing much," Link replied. "Me and Zel became rulers of Hyrule about ten years ago, uh... we had another child, a daughter, she's called  Brianna, Nick and Selina got married, they had kids, Charles got married, he's got two children, even Drake got married! He's got a son. Damon remarried, Dion married, well, everyone married and had kids really. Except for that friend of yours, Sparks. He was Triforce Protector for a couple of years, but he left to set up his own blacksmith business in Mido. Oh, and Fayette had another kid, but she never remarried. And Sprite, she nearly got exiled from the Fey, but that was all sorted out and she's Queen of the Fey now. And, well, that's it, really. Been pretty boring I guess, although, a very nice sort of easy life. We got North Castle extended too, two extra wings, mostly more guest rooms, a bigger banquet hall, a ballroom, some more barracks. All the usual stuff. You know, you've arrived at a great time, really. In two days time, it's Ewan's twenty-first birthday! Everyone will be here, I'm sure they'll be all pleased to see you," Link said, suddenly smiling. 

"Ewan is twenty-one?" Leigh said in surprise. Why, that meant the boy wasn't much younger than her! And last time she'd seen him, he'd been a little boy... 

"Yeah... I guess he's pretty much grown up now. That makes me feel real old!" Link laughed. Leigh bit her lip uneasily. 

"I guess you're wondering why I still look the same," she remarked. Link nodded. 

"I guess so. I don't like to pry, though," he said, his tone turning serious. Leigh ran a hand through her hair, trying to think of how to explain it. 

"Well... as you'll probably know, me and Richard, Lord British to you, well, we've been around a long time. We were around before you were born, before your parents were born. And yet you look at me and see a young woman in her mid twenties," she said. Link nodded. 

"Is it like the faerie ageing process?" he asked. Leigh shook her head. 

"I don't think so, don't they use magic to stay young?" she questioned. Link shrugged. 

"I don't really know, Sprite says that they have a special pool or something that they use," he replied. 

"The pool of youth maybe," Leigh said. She swallowed. "Let's go on. Well, Richard and I are from another world. I know that's a hard thing to imagine, but it's true. Fact is, in this world, in Demiari, Richard and I seem to age very, very slowly. If I go back to earth for a few months, even days, if I come back, years have gone by in Demiari. And obviously, a lot of time passed here, while I was on the world of Pagan. I didn't realise, and... and, it was a bit of a shock when Sprite told me fifteen whole years had gone by," she finished. Link leaned over, and gave her a comforting hug. 

"Yeah, I guess it must be pretty weird for you," he said, drawing back again. 

"It is... I... I don't know if I'm quite ready to face everyone yet, though," Leigh said nervously. 

"That's okay, and don't worry, I've tried to keep your arrival secret for now. Only me, Zel, Aaron and Drake know," Link said. 

"Thanks, Link, but it's okay. It's probably best if you tell everyone,"  Leigh said. He stood up. 

"No problem. Hope to see you at dinner tonight, if not, I'll have someone send something up," he said, before turning and walking towards the door. Leigh finished her meal, and knew what she would do that afternoon. She would visit Sparks.

***

Sparks looked up from his work when he heard the doors of his shop clatter open.  He stopped what he was doing, and wiped his grimy hands on his leather apron.  He wiped his brow, then walked into the front of his shop.  As he walked through the connecting doorway that led from the forge into the shop, he attempted to wipe the dust and sweat from his eyes.  He blinked a few times, then spotted a young, blonde-haired women, who had his back to him, admiring the metal armour on display.  

"May I help you, milady?" he asked pleasantly.  The figure in front of him froze for a moment, then turned around.  Sparks blinked again in disbelief.  The woman before him, was his one time friend and companion, Leigh.  "Leigh?" he asked.  She nodded, tucking a lock of golden hair behind her ear.  Sparks leapt over the counter, clattering several small pieces of metal work to the floor and enveloped her in a huge hug.  As he held her close, he felt her trembling, and he quickly stepped away, taking both of her hands.  "Leigh, I thought you were..." he started, barely able to bring himself to saying the word.  Leigh simply shook her head, not finding the tongue to speak.  Sparks hugged her again, at a loss for words.  She hadn't aged, she was still as youthful and beautiful as ever.  As she always had been.  He'd never imagined he would be older than her, but perhaps it had been coming.  After all, she'd never aged since his mother, or even grandmother had been a small child.  After he'd held her for a few more minutes, she finally stepped back, scrutinising him carefully.  He was no longer the wiry, young faced boy she had known, but was now broad and strong, with defined and handsome features.  His hair was as blonde and in a disarray as ever, his eyes still retaining their sparkling brightness.  

"I'm sorry," she murmured quietly, tears glistening in her eyes.  Sparks frowned and shook his head, hugging her again.  

"Whatever for?" he asked.  

"I don't know, everything," sighed Leigh, the tears flowing freely.  Sparks stroked the back of her hair affectionately, then took her hand and guided her into the living quarters of the building.  He sat her down, then left briefly, seemingly locking up the shop.  He returned and sat down opposite her.  

"D'you want a drink?" he asked.  Leigh nodded her head, wordless.  He quickly got up, taking two goblets from a cupboard and filling them with a cool, clear liquid.  He handed her one goblet, keeping the other for himself.  Leigh smiled at him in appreciation, gulping down the drink.  He sat down, this time next to her, and took one hand, rubbing it reassuringly.  "I can barely believe it, that you're still alive," he said.  

"There have been times when I've wished I weren't," said Leigh dryly.  

"Don't say that," said Sparks, surprised at Leigh's attitude.  True, after she had been exiled, he had noticed she wasn't her usual self, but for her to begin talking like this, things must've been bad.  

"It's been so bad Sparks, worse.  And now I come back, to find even more time has passed, and Richard is cutting Sosaria off from the rest of the Demiari, God knows why.  But then, I think I already know," said Leigh, swilling the last contents off her drink in the glass.  

"You know?" asked Sparks, although he himself had had suspicions.  

"Serpent Isle, that's were I've been.  That lightning strike took me back to Sosaria and then Richard, along with Iolo, Shamino and Dupre were all carted off to Serpent Isle.  After that, I ended up in a land called Pagan, the Guardian took me there.  I'm afraid he's used the time I've been away, fifteen years, to take over Sosaria, and Richard," said Leigh with a sigh.  

"What of Iolo, Shamino, Dupre?" asked Sparks.  Leigh cast her gaze to the ground, at the mention of her friends.  

"Of Iolo and Shamino, I know not, but Dupre, Dupre is no longer alive," said Leigh, a lump forming in her throat.  Sparks looked at Leigh, shocked.  

"He's dead?" he asked, dumb founded.  

"That's what I said," snapped Leigh, tears staining her face.  Sparks squeezed her hand.  

"I'm sorry," he murmured.  

"So am I," replied Leigh quietly.  Sparks released Leigh's hand, looked down at both of his palms, not really knowing what to say.  He was deeply saddened at the news of his friend, but after fifteen years, that was all he felt.  He dared a glance at Leigh, before looking away again.  He still found her attractive, more than that, even fifteen years on.  He looked down at his hands again, before running them through his unruly hair.  

"Do you need somewhere to stay?  I've only one bed, but I could always take the floor," offered Sparks quickly.  

"I'm staying at North Castle, although it would be nice to be somewhere else.  But I don't want to put you out," said Leigh, her eyes still on the floor.  

"You'll never do that, I'm happy for you to stay," said Sparks.  Leigh shook her head.  

"No really, I'm sure I can stick it out at the castle until I'm fit again, fit to return to Sosaria," said Leigh.  Their eyes still didn't meet.  

"Leigh, you can't go back," said Sparks, turning to face his friend.  Leigh looked up, meeting his stare.  

"And why not?" she asked.  

"It's too dangerous!" exclaimed Sparks.  

"It's my responsibility," said Leigh determinedly.  

"But there's no way to get across, any ship that nears the shores of Sosaria, marked or unmarked, is shot down," said Sparks.  

"I have to go, if that unearthly thing is wreaking havoc in Sosaria, then I have to stop it," said Leigh.  

"There isn't a way, no one can get through," insisted Sparks.  

"Then I'll have to find one," stated Leigh, finishing her drink.  Sparks shrugged.  

"You need to rest first," he said.  

"And I will, but not forever," said Leigh, turning her gaze back to the floor.  Sparks took the goblet from Leigh's hand, and stood up, putting the two empty glasses on the side. 

"Look, let's go and get something to eat at the tavern, we can talk there.  About everything," said Sparks.  Leigh sniffed, then stood up.  

"I've already eaten," she said slowly.  

"Well I haven't, so you're coming anyway," said Sparks, grinning.  Leigh looked up at Sparks, smiling for the first time.  

"You're right, we do need to talk," she said.  Sparks nodded, then took her through the back entrance onto a smaller, less crowded street.  

"Come on this way," said Sparks as he strolled down the street, towards the nearby tavern, Leigh following amicably behind him, feeling better than she had that morning. 

Chapter 4

Link looked around as they all settled down to dinner that night, but Leigh was not present at the table. The dinner bell had rung ten minutes ago, so if she was going to the grace them with her presence, she surely would have arrived by now. Zelda noticed him glancing about, and gave him a questioning look.  He leaned over towards her. 

"I was wondering if Leigh would come down, that's all," he whispered. 

"Oh," Zelda replied. She didn't sound too happy, and he could have kicked himself. Obviously, he was treading dangerous ground. He wished she'd get over the whole incident. Fifteen years on, and she still acted angry whenever he mentioned the Sosarian Avatar. For a moment, he'd mistakenly thought that she'd put it behind her. But from the way she was looking at him, she obviously hadn't. He cleared his throat nervously, and leaned over again. 

"Not that I care, but she said I might as well inform everyone that she was alive and well," he stated. 

"I suppose you must," Zelda remarked shortly. Some servants walked in, setting down platters of food before them all. A young woman poured them all glasses of wine.  They were all sat at a great long table, he and Zelda at the head. Drake, Aaron, Charles, Selina, Nick, Aimée, Rachella, Fayette and Gwen were also present. Zelda's father and Fenella had chose to have their meal upstairs. The children all sat at another table, nearby. Ewan and Timothy acted rather aloof, and were sat at one end of the table discussing the likelihood of ever getting to visit Sosaria, while Brianna kept the rest entranced by some fancy tale she had made up about goodness knows what. 

   As they settled into the meal, Link decided that, despite the fact that Zelda was giving him icy stares, he would tell everyone about Leigh. 

"Something surprising happened last night, actually," he remarked. 

"Yes?" Nick asked. Link glanced over at Drake and Aaron. They just shrugged.  

"Well go on, tell us," Selina said, smiling. "Well, you might never believe this, but well... Leigh arrived here last night,"  Link said. Charles, Selina, Fayette, Aimée and Nick all looked shocked. 

"But..." Charles began. 

"What? She arrived here, and I didn't know about it?" Fayette demanded. 

"You weren't there," Drake stated. 

"Who's Leigh?" Rachella asked somewhat shyly. 

"An old acquaintance," Zelda remarked coolly.  

"I think she was a bit more than an acquaintance, Zelda," Drake said, giving her a surprised look. Zelda didn't reply, but merely took a sip of her wine. 

"She's been stranded in another world for the last couple of years," Link explained. 

"Is she okay?" Selina asked anxiously.  

"She's... fine," Link replied, nervously glancing over at Zelda. She was pointedly ignoring the conversation.  

"She looked awful last night, poor thing," Aaron remarked. 

"She... she seemed to be feeling better this morning," Link replied carefully. 

"Is she here now?" Fayette piped up. 

"I think... I think she'd upstairs," Link answered. 

"Gracious, just wait 'til mother hears this!" Fayette said excitedly. 

"I think Leigh would prefer it if  you didn't go blabbing your silly little mouth off," Drake said, glaring at Fayette in annoyance. 

"Excuse me Drake, but Leigh is the patron of mine and my mother's country! I think she'll want to know that Leigh is alive and well!" Fayette retorted. 

"Does Leigh know of the situation in Sosaria?" Nick quickly asked, steering the conversation away from the argument that might form. 

"She didn't... but I told her. She said she hasn't been back to Sosaria since..." Link started.  "It's all her fault anyway! This... this problem with have with Sosaria!" Zelda suddenly said, interrupting. 

"Ahem, it wasn't her fault that she got zapped here. It could have happened anywhere," Drake said in a rational tone. 

"Yes, but it had to be here, didn't it?" Zelda said. 

"She can go back to Sosaria for all I care. Nothing good has ever come from there, and I don't care that Hyrule is no longer it's sister country!" she added, looking pointedly at Fayette. "That's a bit rich, coming from you, considering your own mother came from Sosaria!" Fayette retorted shrilly. Zelda blushed a little at this remark, and the whole table fell into an uncomfortable silence. Finally, she said, 

"My mother was a Hylian, and all Hylians originate in Hyrule, so that makes her Hyrulian, not Sosarian!" 

"She still came from Sosaria, though, didn't she? Admit it Zelda, you just want to insult Leigh because you..." Fayette began smugly. 

"Excuse me, I can't believe that you of all people would make a big deal about Leigh, after what you did when..." Zelda interrupted.  Brianna, Ewan and the others were glancing over at the table in interest. 

"Alright, enough! Just for once, please can't we all sit together and have a meal without you two throwing insults at each other?" Link asked, looking from one woman to the other. 

"Fine by me," Fayette said in a flippant tone, smiling around the table as if nothing had happened. Zelda said nothing, but she looked suitably ashamed of herself.  

"Uh, more wine anyone?"  Drake asked tactfully. 

"Why not?" Link said, quickly holding his glass out, and wishing that the whole incident had never happened. 

***

  Molasar looked around the underground cavern with interest. This, the Underworld, had once been his father's domain. It had stretched right under most of Hyrule, the main base being here, under Death Mountain. A crumbling, cracked jar, massive in size, lay in one corner of the hall, disused. Some of the torches still burned, providing light. A massive pit lay in the centre of the floor, dropping down into darkness, right under the ground. To his right, there were several portcullis', which had obviously once housed something at one time, perhaps some monsters. A wooden door with metal studs on it had a metal plaque on the centre which declared 'The Dungeons'. Refuse, rotting remains and other horrible rubbish lay scattered about the floor, and there was a festering smell in the air. A great iron chandelier with burned out candles hung from the centre of the ceiling. Dark passages led off in all sorts of directions. Old, worn tapestries of unknown horrors, leering white skulls and rusty weapons adorned the walls. At the far end of the room, near a clawed pedestal, stood a stone throne. And upon it, was the most ridiculous sight Molasar had ever beheld. A yellow moblin wearing leather trousers, chain mail and bone jewellery, was sitting on the throne, along with a leering stalfos skeleton with burning red eyes, who had a rusty tin crown on top of his skull, and a tattered purple cloak around his neck. The moblin was holding a golden sceptre and had a stupid grin on his dog-like face. They surely had to be the two imbeciles that his father had spoken of. His special scouts. Befriend the creatures of the dark, my old followers! he'd said. You'll find it useful to have them on your side, however much idiots they might be. So Molasar was here to try and befriend the two. When they spotted Molasar, the skeleton jumped up and pulled a long rope nearby. A bone began hitting a nearby skull, in a primitive alarm fashion. Molasar jumped swiftly out of the way, as dozens of monsters, big and small, began to pour into the room. The moblin let out an almighty roar and cried 

"Guards, ged 'im!" 
Molasar blocked the attack skilfully, and fought his way right over to the throne. 

"Call them off, before I kill you both!" he shouted. Cowering, the pair began to make their way towards a nearby passage. 

"Not so fast!" Molasar exclaimed, reaching out and grabbing the pair.  

"W..wot d'ya want?" the stalfos questioned nervously. 

"I am the son of your old master," Molasar announced. 

"We don't 'ave no master. Us is da 'ead of da Brother'ood of Underworld Monsters," the moblin announced proudly. 

"Fools! You will be no longer, for I intend to be your leader. And don't pretend you don't know who my father was!" Molasar said angrily. The stalfos scratched his bony skull. 

"Eh?" he finally said. Molasar would have throttled him, if he hadn't been afraid the skeleton would fall to pieces if he did so. 

"My father was the Great Ganondorf Dragmire, King of Gerudos, Prince of Darkness!" he shouted. 

"Oh yeah... , 'Is Evilness, Master Ganon. Ah, remember 'im, old 'og'ead," the moblin said. Molasar cleared his throat. 

"Well I am his son," he said. The pair began to laugh hysterically. "Silence, fools! You will help me, or I shall destroy you!" Molasar shouted. The two began to quiver again. 

"Uh, yeah boss," the moblin finally agreed. 

"Anythin' ya say, Your Evilness," Skoll added. 

"Good. Now, pay attention to me. We are going to kill that wretched hero and princess," Molasar began. 

"Oh yeah, great idea boss... dat hero, wot's 'is name, Dink?" the moblin questioned. 

"No, it's Mink ya idiot!" the skeleton argued. 

"And dat Princess friend of 'is, now wot wuz she called?" Aspete said. 

"It begins with un F... Flema, woz it?" Skoll asked.   

"Shut up!" Molasar ordered. The two really were beginning to try his patience. They shut up. "Your names?" Molasar asked. 

"Ah'm Skoll, an ee's Aspete," the stalfos said, pointing to the moblin. 

"I am Molasar, King of the Gerudo, Prince of the Night," Molasar said. 

"Crikey, us'll never remember all dat palaver," Aspete exclaimed. 

"You may simply call me Master," Molasar stated calmly. 

***

  "I'll make a wish today, down by the flowing river," Brianna sang to herself in Hylian, as she walked along the edge of the stream that fed the lake that surrounded the island North Castle was built on. The stream started in the Midoro mountains, and it was a beautiful place to walk along. "I'm in this world alone, give me a loving admirer," she continued, daintily stepping along the rocky path. She paused, looking down into the crystal clear brook. "Oh I dream of him here, down by the running water..." Little did the princess know, but she had caught someone's attention. A mere passer-by; or so it might seem. Molasar had taken a shortcut through the Midoro swamp to reach the castle, and he stood, hidden in a copse of trees nearby, entranced. Never before had he seen someone so captivating. She walked gracefully along the river bank, pausing every now and again to look around her. He couldn't quite hear what she was singing, but whatever it was, her voice was certainly beautiful. It had a slight lilt to it, unlike any voice Molasar had heard before. Then again, everything about this place was strange, from its trees, to its wildlife, to its buildings and to its people. He watched the girl again, taking in her appearance. Her pale skin, that long, curly golden hair... he wished he was close enough to see her face. She wore a long, white gown that swirled around her ankles as she moved. Gems sparkled on her fingers and at her throat, flashing in the early morning sun. She carried on walking, still singing, coming closer and closer. Molasar stepped out of the shade of the trees, and waited for her to notice him. Presently, she did, and her lovely singing ceased. She stared at him in surprise. He attempted a friendly smile. The girl smiled back, a soft, warm smile. Molasar stepped forward. 

"Fair lady, I couldn't help but overhear your singing. It was beautiful," he praised. The girl looked down and blushed shyly. 

"I feel embarrassed that you should hear me," she replied in a modest tone. 

"But it was a pleasure to hear!" Molasar said. She smiled at him again. 

"I was making it up as I went along, it was rather silly," she remarked. He noticed that she had bright blue eyes, the colour of the sky above them. He could feel her aura, it was a golden one, one of pure goodness. He only hoped that she could not feel his; he had taken precautions to try to disguise it, for his father had told him that Zelda, one of the two who had  defeated him, could sense auras of darkness.  

"I didn't really hear the words, I was too far away," he admitted. The girl laughed prettily, her eyes twinkling. 

"I should think that if you had heard it, it would not have made sense to you! You are not from round here, are you?" she questioned. Molasar suddenly stiffened. He had not to let his origins be known, and yet... it could not harm to tell this girl. 

"No. I hail from the south," he replied. 

"So you don't know Hylian?" the girl asked. He shook his head. "Oh, by the way, my name is Brianna," the girl introduced. 

"Molasar," Molasar replied slowly. 

"It's lovely to have met you, Molasar, not many people seem to visit Hyrule, too boring, I guess," Brianna laughed. 

"From what I have seen so far, it is a beautiful place," Molasar praised. 

"Yes... I must admit, I am lucky to live here," Brianna replied, glancing around her. They both fell silent, admiring the landscape around them.

   "Brianna... that's a lovely name," Molasar suddenly said.  

"It is a terrible one, I can't imagine what my parents were thinking! But my whole name, it is awful!" Brianna replied, grinning. He noticed that her accent, as well as being mellifluous, was also very refined. As if... as if she were a noble. She wore no crown upon her head, and her dress was plain, but the jewels she wore indicated that she must indeed be rich. 

"If you don't mind me asking, what is your full name?" he pushed. 

"Oh, it is too terrible to tell, it really is!" Brianna protested lightly. 

"Please tell me. You intrigue me," Molasar stated intensely. 

"Oh but kind Sir! I would tell you, but you are a stranger! Do tell me why you are in Hyrule," Brianna replied. Molasar swallowed. 

"I am visiting... I am visiting the inhabitants of that castle over there," he said, pointing over at North Castle. 

"Oh! You must be attending my brother's twenty-first birthday, right? I swear, Mother has invited the whole kingdom!" Brianna laughed. Molasar stared at her in surprise, hardly able to believe his luck. Could this girl's mother and father be the ones he pursued? And a party... the perfect means to get into the castle, and take the Power of Gold!  

"Yes," he finally said.  "Well, consider yourself lucky to have met me beforehand! Now you shall not feel so alone at the party! Allow me to introduce myself properly Sir," Brianna said. She held out a dainty white hand. He wasn't sure what to do. Were they supposed to shake hands?  He grasped it firmly in his own tanned one, and she looked a little surprised. He quickly dropped it. 

"I am sorry... I am not familiar with northern customs," he admitted. Brianna smiled again. 

"Oh, don't worry. If you must know, well here, the women kiss the men on the cheek, and the men kiss the women on the hand," she stated. 

"Oh, I see now. Let us start again," Molasar offered. A kiss from this fair maiden would be... divine. 

"Okay," Brianna said amicably. She held out her hand again. "Allow me to introduce myself, good Sir," she stated. He took her hand, and kissed it gently. She smiled. 

"I am Brianna Alina Medila Grâtia-Illustrísquídam, Princess of Hyrule," she announced. "My surname means 'the great ones' in Hylian. Very silly, I know, but its been that for centuries," she added, her eyes twinkling. Molasar smiled. 

"Fair Princess, I am also royal, but with more humble bearings. I lead a small community in the country of Benlucca. My full name is Molasar..." he paused. His surname was Dragmire, but his father had been the enemy of this girl's parents. He could not reveal his parentage. He decided to use his mother's surname. "Anacreon. King Molasar Anacreon," he stated. 

"Oh, such a pleasure to meet you, Your Highness!" Brianna said, smiling at him mischievously. She then leaned over, and planted a light kiss on his cheek. Molasar resisted the urge to pull her close to him, so that he could kiss her properly. She really was the most beautiful girl he'd ever seen. 

"But, if you don't mind me saying, you look a little young to be a king!" she added. 

"My father... he died," Molasar said, somewhat truthfully. 

"Oh... I'm sorry," Brianna said, her features turning slightly sad.  

"Brianna..." he began. Suddenly, a voice shouting over the fields interrupted him. 

"Bri! Bri! Quit your dreaming and dallying, lunch is ready!" the voice called out. Molasar noticed a young man stood on the crest of the hill. Brianna turned to look. 

"Coming, Ewan!" she shouted back. She turned back to Molasar. "I must go now... perhaps you would like to come to lunch?" she questioned. Molasar shook his head. He wasn't quite ready... no, he had to wait until his father gave him further orders. 

"No, but thank you for the offer," he said softly, gazing at her longingly. Brianna gazed back at him, and felt something strange, a kind of spark, jumping between them. She quickly stepped back. 

"It was lovely to have met you, I hope we shall meet again, at the party tomorrow night," she stated. 

"Same here," Molasar replied. 

"I shall be wearing a blue dress!" she said, before turning   and walking away quickly, back towards the castle. Molasar watched her, until her figure became tiny, and finally disappeared over the horizon. His red cloak whipped out behind him in a sudden gust of wind, and the spell was broken. He turned away, and walked back towards the trees. But, something made him look back. He gazed at the large white castle, it's purple and gold flags fluttering in the breeze. One word escaped his lips as he looked that way. 

"Brianna..."

   Ewan and Timothy wandered out into the courtyard later that afternoon, after lunch. 

"Excited about tomorrow night?" Timothy pressed, as they walked towards the training range.  "Maybe," Ewan replied. 

"Oh come on, it's your twenty-first birthday!" Timothy exclaimed. 

"Yeah... but everyone is making too big a deal of it. I mean, it's only a birthday, and look at my mother! She invited like the whole of Demiari, almost!" Ewan replied. He pulled out his sword, spun it into the air, and then caught it. "She totally wants me to get married, I just know it," he added.  

"Well... you know parents. My mother's the same," Timothy sympathised.  

"My mother doesn't like Rosella. Well, in fact, she hardly seems to like any of Aunt Fayette's family. It's quite unfair, because Ray's pretty decent, and the twins too. I want to know why mother and Fayette don't get on... I reckon there must have been a scandal or something, there has to be a reason why they both hate each other so much!" Ewan said, grinning. 

"Probably was. But we'll probably never know. You know what they're like, they never tell us anything," Ewan replied. Suddenly, Ewan smirked. "I just had a great idea!" he said. 

"What?" Timothy questioned. 

"That faerie... Sprite, dad's faerie guardian, I bet she'd know! Dad says she's been his guardian for like nearly thirty years or something," Ewan said. 

"Woah, thirty years? Your dad is like forty odd... but Sprite, she looks real young," Timothy replied. 

"Yeah... it's true though. I mean, she must know, surely," Ewan replied. 

"We'll ask her... although, I never see her much these days," Timothy said, glancing around. "Yeah... well, she is Queen of the Faeries you know," Ewan stated. Suddenly, he paused, and stared straight ahead. Timothy followed his gaze, and spotted a beautiful, blonde-haired woman, leaning against the oldest tree in the courtyard, the one that had said to have been planted when North Castle was first built.  "Wow..." he breathed. "Hands off," Ewan replied shortly. "I wonder who she is, I've never seen her around before," he added. 

"She must be a guest to your party," Timothy replied, still gazing over at the woman. Why, she could be the perfect excuse to get his mind off Brianna! She didn't look much older than him, either. However, when he looked at his friend, he realised that he had been serious about his comment before. And Timothy didn't dare compete with his friend, because Ewan would surely win every time.  His shoulders slumped, as Ewan began to purposely stride over to her. Then again, he thought hopefully, perhaps Ewan's fussiness would intervene, and that would leave the way clear for him.  As he followed Ewan across the courtyard and caught up with him, they both stopped when they noticed Aaron walking over to the woman also. He handed her a sword, and patted her on the back, spoke a few words to her, and then walked away. 

"Ah, a warrior as well as a fair maiden. Perfect!" Ewan exclaimed, looking more impressed by the minute. The woman attempted to lift the sword, but immediately dropped it to the ground. 

"Oh typical!" Ewan grumbled. "Why is it that girls just can't use swords?" he pondered.

   Leigh grimaced as the blade fell to the ground. Her trusty mage bane.  She'd left it in the forest because she hadn't been able to carry it, and that morning, Link had gone to Silva-Veredis Le' Fey to see Sprite, and he'd picked up the sword and brought it back to North Castle for her. She'd thought she was strong enough to use it again, but obviously, she'd been wrong. I need more rest, she thought, running a hand through her hair with disappointment. Suddenly, she heard the sound of footsteps, as she bent to pick up the sword again. 

"Need some help there, fair maiden?" came a  male voice.  

"No thanks," she said coldly, concentrating on the sword. 

"It's just that, you look like you're having a little trouble there," the voice continued. Leigh looked around angrily, and then dropped the sword, shocked. 

"It's always the same. You hold the sword like my sister. Women, they're just not built for holding such heavy weaponry," the young man continued. Leigh couldn't believe his audacity. At the same time, she couldn't believe his likeness to Link. And the other man stood next to him, he looked so like Aaron... these are their sons, she thought, unable to speak.  They had to be, they looked so alike. And yet, there were differences, too. She glared at the one who looked like Link, angry at his words. 

"Maybe you should learn the full story before you go around making such statements," she stated coldly. 

"Oops. I think I offended her," she heard him whisper to his friend. 

"I'm not surprised!" the friend replied back. Leigh frowned, and began to drag the sword away. The young man was behind her in an instant. He grabbed the sword out of her hands. 

"Allow me," he grinned. 

"Excuse me, do you mind?" she asked angrily. 

"I do when you object," the young man replied. He grinned at her. "Allow me to introduce myself. My name's Ewan," he stated. 

"Leigh. Leigh Temple," Leigh replied shortly. Her guess had been confirmed. This incredibly handsome young man had once been that sweet little boy that she'd seen last time she'd been in Hyrule. 

"And I'm Timothy. Timothy Westley," the other handsome man introduced. Ewan took her hand before she could protest, and kissed it. She quickly pulled away. He frowned for a moment, but it was soon replaced by his smile. 

"So are you here for my birthday party?" he questioned. 

"No," she replied shortly. 

"Then why are you here?" Ewan pressed. Leigh glared at him in annoyance, dying to ask if he got his bad manners from his mother.  

"I should think that that's none of your business," she answered.  

"Oh, but it is. This is my castle, after all," he replied, somewhat smugly.  Leigh just shook her head to herself, and walked off. Ewan stood staring after her. 

"I think you upset her," Timothy finally said. 

"Goodness, she really was quite off. I've never had a girl act like that before," Ewan replied, sounding incredulous. 

"I'd hardly say she was a girl. She looked a little older than us," Timothy stated. Ewan ignored him. 

"You know Tim, I think she's the one," he said. 

"What?" Timothy said in surprise.  

"I felt something... and she's totally beautiful," Ewan replied. Timothy shook his head. "Infatuation," he remarked. 

"No... I really like her. I want to get to know her better," Ewan said earnestly. 

"Well, you sure hit it off well, didn't you?" Timothy said sarcastically. 

"Yes, I think we did. I think she was attracted to me, that's why she was acting so edgy," Ewan said. Timothy let out a short laugh. 

"Ha, yeah right Ewan! She was totally offended!" 

"Alright. Maybe I took the sword thing a little too far... but still, you have to admit, girls oughtn't to even bother trying such stuff," Ewan remarked. 

"Ewan, that's so sexist. Anyway, wasn't your mother supposed to be a good archer when she was younger? And my dad says that Her Highness, Queen Selina helped out on the battlefield during the Great War," Timothy stated.  

"Alright, so there are exceptions. But, she really couldn't lift this sword," Ewan replied, holding it up. It was quite ornate, and had a magical aura about it. "This sword is almost as cool as Dad's," he remarked, studying it closely.  

"Do you think it was hers?" Timothy questioned. 

"What would someone like her be doing with a sword like this?" Ewan replied.  

"Well, she was wearing a tunic and a cloak, she looked like an adventurer," Timothy stated. 

"I guess so. But she could barely lift it," Ewan said, looking puzzled. "Maybe dad knows who she is," he added. 

"Well, let's go and ask," Timothy answered, and they headed back inside. 

   That evening, there was another arrival at the castle. Fayette's children had travelled over from Brynnel. Leigh was still keeping out of the way. She hadn't joined the castle for any meals at all so far, and she hadn't even seen Zelda. She didn't really want to. It seemed to her, that the princess... or should she say queen?, was also going out of her way not to see her, either. That suited Leigh just fine, although in some ways, she was quite curious. What would Zelda look like now? Would she still be as cold and condescending towards her? Leigh remembered Zelda in all negative aspects, because the woman had never been the least bit nice to her, or even acted grateful, despite the fact that Leigh had helped save the kingdom. Leigh was not disliked by very many people, so she couldn't understand why Zelda still persisted in holding a grudge. Then again, she herself didn't feel like she ever wanted to make up with her. After all she had done... Leigh knew that Zelda would probably not have changed her feelings, she wasn't sure why, she could just feel it. And there was one thing she would hold over her - she was still young.  She smiled to herself, imaging Zelda's expression when they finally encountered each other. She'll be as jealous as hell, Leigh thought smugly. True, she wasn't looking her best right now, but it was nothing time and a little rest couldn't heal. True, Zelda had had an almost ethereal beauty, with her delicate, pointed features , deep green eyes, and that beautiful, long golden hair. Leigh wished her hair was the colour of Zelda's. Hers was much lighter. However, having said that, she was happy with the way she looked. She knew that she must be pretty, because so many men were attracted to her. She gave a shiver, thinking of some of them. Brendan, for example, the leader of the Wolves, when she'd joined the group back on Serpent Isle. He was supposed to be a knight, but he'd hardly had knightly virtues. A bit like Sir Stobbart of Moldera, actually, now that she thought about it.  Of course, not all knights were like that. Like Drake, for example. She sighed softly, thinking about him. She couldn't believe he was married now, that he was... old. Last time she'd seen him, he'd been maturely handsome, and single. A lot has happened in fifteen years, she thought, somewhat bitterly. Drake reminded her so much of her old friend, Sir Dupre... she suddenly let out a sob, remembering him. He had been one of her long time companions, and he had nobly died to save her, and the rest of her companions. She missed him so much... never mind Shamino, Iolo and the rest. Somehow, she would have to get back to Sosaria, despite the blockade that had been placed upon the country. She had to get home.  As Leigh  saw the carriage draw up in the courtyard, she made herself  scarce once more. She watched the people from outside her bedroom window instead.

  "Oh mother!" cried a young woman with long, red silky hair, jumping out of the coach, and rushing over to give Fayette a hug.  

"Rosella darling, you look lovely!" Fayette replied, stepping back to take a look at her eldest daughter. She really was a striking girl. Rosella was fairly tall, with lightly tanned skin,  wide blue eyes, a lovely smile and long chestnut coloured hair, which was slightly wavy. At the present moment, she was wearing a white dress, in the many tiered Brynnelian style, each tier finished off with masses of lace.  Rosella smiled widely, and then turned to Zelda and Link. "Aunt Zelda, Uncle Link, so lovely to see you again!" she exclaimed. 

"Yes, it's nice to see you again too, Rose," Link replied, smiling back. Zelda just smiled politely, and then Rosella went on to greet Harkinian and Fenella. Next climbed out the two twins, looking as charming as ever. They too, were also attractive, although not in the dazzling way Rosella was. Theirs was a more earthly beauty, with their thick, curly black hair, brown eyes, tanned skin and kindly expressions. They too, wore Brynnelian style dresses; Rosalind's was purple and she wore her hair down, Rosamund wore a red dress, with her hair up. Last of all came Roderick, quite a handsome young man, with curly brown hair and dark eyes. However, he always seemed to have a permanent frown upon his face, which quite spoiled his chances of people wanting to be friends with him. They all politely greeted the rest of their family, and then walked inside, into the Great Hall. Brianna, Ewan and the rest were all waiting there. Rosella, as usual walked right up to Ewan. 

"Hey there birthday boy," she smiled. 

"Hello Rose," Ewan replied amicably. 

"Looking forward to tomorrow night?" his step-cousin pressed. 

"I suppose so," Ewan answered. 

"Oh, but you ought to be! Just wait till you see the dress I'm going to wear," Rosella smiled. "Sounds great," Ewan replied. 

"You don't even know what it's going to look like yet!" Rosella protested. 

"Well, whatever you wear Rose, you always look simply stunning," Ewan said, smiling at her. Timothy, who was sat nearby threw his friend a surprised look. Ewan simply grinned. Rosella looked like she was about to faint. 

"Oh Ewan, I just know that it's going to be a night to remember," she sighed happily. 

"Indeed it will be," Ewan agreed. Rosella leaned closer to him. 

"Well Ewan, how about a welcome kiss for your favourite cousin?" she asked hopefully. 

"What a great idea," Ewan said, smiling at her again. He took her hand, and kissed it softly. "Welcome to Hyrule again, favourite cousin," he grinned. Rosella looked a little disappointed. "You know, In Brynnel, it's custom for the women to kiss the men on the..." she began. Ewan suddenly stood up. 

"Do excuse me, fair Rose,  but I think I should welcome your brother and sisters. We shall talk... later," he said, giving her a meaningful look. Rosella suddenly brightened up by this. "Oh yes, of course. Until then..." she smiled. 

"Yes, until then," Ewan replied, walking away.

   After Ewan had said hello to the twins and Roderick, Timothy came over, and they walked outside into the courtyard. 

"Ewan! What in Hyrule was all that about?" he questioned, almost laughing. 

"What?" Ewan asked, also laughing. 

"You flirting so terribly with Rosella!" Timothy said, grinning. Ewan laughed again. 

"I really had her, didn't I?" he said, looking pleased with himself. 

"Oh you're leading her on, it isn't fair!" Timothy replied, still grinning. Ewan shrugged. "Well, she oughtn't to be so gullible," he replied, sitting down on one of the benches in the centre of the courtyard. 

"She can't help it. She's in love with you," Timothy smiled. 

"Correction, she's infatuated. But come on, do you blame her? I'm the most handsome guy around, not to mention charming, intelligent, rich..." Ewan listed. 

"Alright, alright. Come off the high horse, Ewan," Timothy grinned. 

"Well, it's all true!" Ewan replied, laughing. 

"You, my man, are getting far too big headed for my liking. You need to learn to be more modest," Timothy said, in a mock serious tone. 

"Ah, you're just jealous because I can have any woman that I want!" Ewan joked. Timothy didn't smile at this. Sometimes, he really was jealous of his friend. Ewan was far more desirable than he, after all. 

"Hey, what's up?" Ewan asked, suddenly noticing Timothy's expression. 

"Oh... nothing," Timothy replied, sticking his hands in his pockets. 

"If you say so," Ewan said. He suddenly grinned again. "It was pretty funny, wasn't it? Jeez, Rosella really has got it bad for me!" 

"Yeah... she has. You'll have to let her down gently sooner or later," Timothy said. 

"I've got no intention of doing that. She's the one setting herself up for a big fall," Ewan replied. 

"Oh Ewan, you're so heartless!" Timothy laughed. 

"Alright, maybe you're right. That is a bit horrible. I will tell her... one of these days... I'm just having a little bit of fun, that's all," Ewan stated. He stood up. "Come on, we'd better go inside for supper," he said. Timothy nodded. 

"Yeah. Come to think of it, I'm totally starving!" They both laughed, and walked back towards the castle.

  "Don't look now, but here comes the wannabe queen!" Renee remarked, referring to Rosella. "Shush!" Brianna said, trying to suppress a giggle. Alyssand and Beth looked amused, then tried to straighten their faces. Renee fluffed up her already massively curly hair, then smiled sweetly at Rosella. 

"Greetings, Rosella," she said. 

"Hello Renee. Why, you're starting to look rather grown up now!" Rosella replied, in a rather patronising tone. 

"Why thank you. I am overcome with such joy to have heard such a gracious comment from the person I look up to most!" Renee exclaimed, keeping her face totally straight. The rest of the group almost burst out laughing, but somehow managed to hold it in. 

"Oh, you see me as a role model? How quaint!" Rosella said, really believing the young girl.  "Yes. I want to be just like you, Rosella. We all do," Renee replied. Brianna began to giggle. "What's so funny?" Rosella asked, immediately looking suspicious. 

"Oh, nothing. I just... I'm really giggly today, I suppose I'm just excited for the party tomorrow night," Brianna quickly said. 

"Oh yes, of course. I used to get very excited too, when I was your age. But you're right, it is quite exciting," Rosella said. 

"We all can't wait to get dressed up!" Beth remarked, still nearly laughing. 

"Yes, that's one of the best parts of parties. I suppose you'll all have nice new dresses?" Rosella questioned. 

"Of course," Brianna smiled. 

"I'm going to do everyone's hair all fancy," Alyssand remarked. 

"How lovely," Rosella said, in a false tone. She didn't really like Alyssand, because the girl was nothing more than a mere peasant. She couldn't understand why the three young princesses liked her so much. She suddenly turned to Brianna. 

"Cousin, there's something we need to talk about. Alone," she stated. Brianna shot her friends a quick look of mock horror, and then got up and walked away with Rosella. 

"Yes?" she questioned, when they were finally out of earshot. 

"It's about your brother. I want your complete knowledge on this, okay?" Rosella said sternly. "Sure. What do you want to know?" Brianna asked, knowing fine well exactly what Rosella was going to say.  

"Has Ewan... mentioned me at all, recently?" Rosella asked, looking hopeful. Brianna scanned the room for her brother, and grinned wickedly. 

"Why cousin, he's staring at you right now!" she said, noticing her brother sort of looking in their direction. 

"Really?" Rosella said, turning to look. A faint blush appeared in her cheeks. "But has he said anything? Anything at all?" she questioned. Brianna nodded. 

"Oh yes. On several occasions," she replied sweetly. 

"What, what?" Rosella asked. Brianna smiled. 

"Oh, how about he couldn't wait to see you again," she lied. 

"Oh, goodness!" Rosella exclaimed. 

"And how beautiful you were. How his heart beat faster, when he saw you, with your fiery locks and deep blue eyes. How you were more beautiful than all of the goddesses put together," Brianna continued. 

"He really said that about me?!" Rosella cried happily. 

"He certainly did. In fact, I do believe he never shuts up about you some days," Brianna said. Rosella quickly hugged Brianna. 

"Oh Brianna, you're such a dear! I always knew me and Ewan belonged together!" she exclaimed. Brianna nodded. 

"Indeed," she said, her eyes glinting mischievously. Rosella didn't notice. She had already dashed off to relate this information to her sisters. Brianna grinned to herself. "Let's see you get out of this one, dear brother," she murmured to herself smugly, before turning back to find her friends. 

Chapter 5

"Father?" inquired Ewan quietly, tapping on the door of his parents bedroom.  

"Come in," replied his dad, who was changing for the evening reception.  Ewan walked in, leaning casually against the door.  

"Me and Tim, we spotted this woman in the courtyard.  I was wondering who she was, any ideas?" asked Ewan, thinking back to his brief meeting with the beautiful, yet fiery woman.  "She said her name was Leigh," he added.  Link finished pulling his tunic on, and paused, turning to look at his son.  

"It's a long story," he said, not sure what exactly he should tell his son.  

"I have quite a bit of time on my hands," said Ewan, nonchalant.  

"It's a little complicated, but you have met her before, when you were about five, I think.  She helped us during the Great War with Ganondorf Dragmire, just before she disappeared.  We all thought she was dead, but she's reappeared after all these years, without ageing.  She should be mine and your mothers age, but she's been in a different land, perhaps a different world, where the time structure was different.  She thought she had been away no more than four months or so, but she knows differently now," explained Link, kneeling down to pull on one of his shiny leather boots.  Ewan frowned.  

"What, you mean, she's your age?" he asked.  

"No, she hasn't aged," said Link, pulling on the other boot.  

"How old is she?" enquired Ewan.  

"26, perhaps 27, why?" asked Link.  

"Just wondering, that's all.  You say she helped in the Great War, how exactly?  Magic?  It certainly couldn't have been in combat, I saw her trying to lift a sword today and she nearly fell over," commented Ewan.  Link looked up.  

"She's lost a lot of strength since that war.  Until this point, I'd have to say she is the most skilled and powerful fighter I have ever had the honour of fighting alongside," said Link sincerely.  Ewan smiled.  

"Surely not, I saw her with that sword of hers, she could barely lift it, I doubt she could fend off a fly," said Ewan.  

"Like I said, she's lost a lot of strength.  You should've seen her back then, I remember that year when she arrived, it was Din's day, she enrolled for almost every tournament, an unheard of thing for women to do even these days.  Not only that, but she ended up beating Dion Insequi at archery, but she almost bested me in the armed combat, she would've won as well, I'd wager, if she had not slipped on a patch of wet grass," admitted Link.  

"You sound like you admire her," said Ewan.  

"I do, only don't tell your mother that.  Those two never did get on all that well.  Leigh's an expert fighter, not to mention mage, and I think your mother couldn't help but feel a little jealous," said Link.  

"She was pretty short with me when I attempted to converse with her," remarked Ewan.  

"She's the reason British used for breaking sister-ship with Hyrule.  He blamed us because she had died here," said Link.  

"Well she's anything but dead, British can hardly hold us to that anymore," pointed out Ewan.  "True, but we have no way of telling him that, any ship we send will be fired upon sight," said Link.  Ewan shrugged.  

"Is she staying at the castle?" he asked.  Link nodded.  

"But I don't think it would be wise to disturb her, she's had a rough time of it recently," said Link gravely.  

"Well, if that is the case, she's hardly the wreck you would expect to find most girls in, seemed pretty sure of herself to me," said Ewan.  

"Perhaps I'll go and see she has everything she needs before I go down," mused Link.  

"Quite friendly are you?" asked Ewan with a grin.  Link raised his eyebrows.  

"And what of it?" he asked.  

"Mother wouldn't be too pleased," said Ewan, still grinning.  

"Your mother won't know," said Link.  

"No, she won't, especially if you put in a good word for me to Leigh," said Ewan with a conspiratorial wink.  Link grinned.  

"Bribing your own father eh?" he asked, laughing.  Ewan shrugged.  

"I wouldn't call it a bribe.  Thanks anyway, I'll see you downstairs," said Ewan, before leaving.  Link smiled to himself, following his son out, making his way to Leigh's quarters.     

  Link tapped softly on the door, waiting for an answer.  Seconds later, the door opened, Leigh stood in front of him.  Link managed a smile, and a greeting.  

"Hi, I just wanted to see if you were okay," he said.  

"I'm fine, thanks to you," she replied.  She stepped back, motioning for him to enter.  "I'd just like to ask you a few questions," she explained, once he was in the room.  

"Sure, whatever," he agreed.  

"It's about Sosaria," started Leigh.  

"There isn't much to tell.  After you disappeared, British just totally started isolating Sosaria from us, and any of our sister countries, shooting down any ships that bore our colours.  Not only that, but his fleet has started to move out and destroy ships near Lemmink," said Link.  Leigh listened, horrified.  

"How do you mean, after I disappeared?" asked Leigh.  

"British sent a missive, stating that he held us responsible for your 'death' and that he wanted to dissolve our sister-ship.  Things have just gotten worse from there," said Link sadly.  

"Hang on, Richard held Hyrule responsible for my death?  How could he of?  He knew I was alive, it was him who sent me to Serpent Isle!" exclaimed Leigh.  Link frowned.  

"So he knew you weren't dead, yet he used the fact that we thought you were dead to isolate us from them!" said Link angrily.  

"I can't believe that he used me as an excuse to do what he did!" fumed Leigh.  

"How did he seem before you left for Serpent Isle?" asked Link.  

"Like he always had, nicer.  He apologised to me, admitted it had been a stupid mistake, but now that I think about it, he didn't seem 'right'," said Leigh thoughtfully.  

"Look, the day after tomorrow, Zelda is holding a meeting with all the leaders of all of the sister countries, so that we can decide what to do about the whole situation, I think you should be there," said Link.  

"Oh, I don't know, Link.  I know Zelda has let me stay here, and I'm grateful for that, I really am, but I get the feeling she's been avoiding me as much as I have her," said Leigh.  

"If it makes any difference, I'll be there," chided Link.  

"I suppose it is a good idea, for me to be there that is, but I don't agree with war," said Leigh.  

"None of us do, but we can't allow this to keep on happening, he's affecting trade, and our stability of sister-ship with other countries," pointed out Link.  

"You have a point, but if you don't mind, that's all I wanted to know.  I think it's best if I get a bit of sleep now," said Leigh, getting up.  

"Yeah okay.  Before I go, I hear you met my son today," said Link with a smile.  Leigh smiled back, a little nervously.  

"I'm afraid he didn't see my best side," she admitted.  

"I wouldn't worry about him holding it against you, he's fairly thick skinned," said Link.  

"I suppose I couldn't ask the same of your wife," said Leigh despondently.  

"I'd say she'll get over it eventually, but I'm not all that sure," said Link apologetically.  "I'll live.  Anyway, I've kept you enough, you should go," said Leigh.  Link nodded, and opened the door.  

"I'll see you around," he said, before leaving, shutting the door behind him.  

"I guess so," said Leigh quietly, slumping down on her bed, preparing for a long night. 

  Link quickly walked into the Great Hall, were many early guests for his son's 21st birthday, which was to be held the following day.  He spotted his wife almost straight away, in amongst a small crowd of friends, including Selina, Nick, Dion and his wife, as well as Drake and Gwen.  Link walked over and smiled.  

"You took your time," commented Zelda, taking Link to one side.  Link shrugged.  

"You wanted me to look my best, right?" he asked with a grin.  Zelda looked him over critically.  "How's Leigh?" she asked casually.  Link looked down at his feet, placing his hands behind his back.  

"She's been better," he said.  

"Is that where you've been?" asked Zelda, her tone still balanced and even.  

"I just dropped by to see if she was okay," said Link uncomfortably.  He wished she wouldn't treat him like this, trying to make him feel guilty.  "She told me that British knew she wasn't dead," he added, as the thought crossed his mind.  Zelda stared at him in disbelief.  

"Pardon?" she asked.  

"That bolt of lightning that hit her, it took her to Sosaria I suppose, and from there, British carted her off to this Serpent Isle," said Link.  

"So now he didn't even have a reason in the first place for starting off this whole thing, I'm sure this will be noted with great interest when we hold our council the day after tomorrow," said Zelda.  Link shrugged.  

"I actually suggested she should be present," said Link, not even looking at his wife for her reaction.  

"I suppose she could give us a useful insight onto what could've happened," mused Zelda.  

"She doesn't agree with war," Link told Zelda.  

"Oh, so because it's her opinion, it's immediately right!" snapped Zelda suddenly.  

"I didn't mean it like that," protested Link, a little taken back.  Zelda let out a deep sigh and shook her head.  

"I'm sorry, it's just we should be celebrating, not worrying about war," said Zelda miserably.  Link gave her a small hug.  

"Then we won't, not for the next few days anyway," he reassured.  Zelda smiled up at her husband.  

"Hey, you two, stop bein' antisocial!" called Dion from nearby.  Link placed his arm around Zelda's waist, leading her over to the group.  

"Us? Antisocial?" asked Link incredulously.  Dion just grinned and shook his head.  

"Okay, perhaps I couldn't accuse you of that, but still, I come all the way from my home, and you just go talk amongst yourselves!" said Dion, although he didn't look particularly offended.  "Well, we're here now so," started Link.  

"An' I hear about a certain fair maiden we alls thought was dead!" exclaimed Dion, still not letting up.  

"If you're talking about Leigh, she's alive, and well, staying here in the castle," said Zelda coolly.  

"An' where is she now, at this moment?" questioned Dion.  

"She's in her room, resting," answered Link.  Dion nodded.  

"I suppose it's too much to hope that now she's back again, British will stop his idiocy," said Dion.  

"There's no way of letting him know," said Zelda, wanting to get off the subject as quickly as possible.  

"Ah well, enough of that.  What about this son of yours, hoping he finds a bride tomorrow night?" asked Dion.  

"We won't complain if he does," said Link.  

"Ah, but does it not make you feel so aged, your son is 21 years of age tomorrow, mine are not even past a decade," said Dion with a grin.  

"Yeah, but that was just 'cause you were late in starting a family!" said Link with a laugh.  "True," conceded Dion, still grinning.  As they all conversed, Selina, who was still quite shocked by Leigh's return, was wondering if she could somehow get Link alone, to see if she could at least visit Leigh.  Although she hadn't known the woman very long, she felt they'd become quite good friends, and if the rumours about Leigh's condition were true, then it looked as though the Avatar could do with a friend.

  "Oh Ewan, there you are!  I've simply been searching everywhere for you!" said Rosella, her voice taking on a high pitched tone.  Ewan smiled wryly at the young woman, his eyebrows raised.  "You have?" he asked, hardly surprised.  

"But of course, you being my favourite cousin and all," exclaimed Rosella.  

"The feeling surely has to be shared," said Ewan slyly.  Rosella's eyes widened at his comment, but she quickly tried to hide her expression.  

"I was talking to your little sister before, she told me quite a few interesting things," said Rosella, smiling at Ewan, twiddling with a piece of her fiery red hair.  

"She was?  She always is," said Ewan, downing his drink, watching Rosella from the corner of his eye.  She was beautiful, stunning in fact.  He was surprised she didn't already have a string of suitors on her arm.  She probably did, he supposed, in her home country.  

"Yes, in fact, she did mention some things that were extremely interesting," continued Rosella.  Ewan looked at Rosella, frowning slightly, wondering what his sister had been saying this time.  "So, d'you think you could find a prospective bride tomorrow night?" pressed Rosella.  Ewan smiled, keeping his eyes on his cousin.  

"Perhaps, in fact, I think I've already found her," he said.  Rosella smiled, looking highly pleased with herself.  

"Oh really, so tell me about her," said Rosella.  Ewan scratched his chin thoughtfully.  

"She's the most beautiful woman I've ever laid my eyes on," he started, looking up and down at Rosella.  Rosella's smile grew wider.  "And her temperament, it seems so fiery and determined on the outside, yet I'm sure if I really got to know her..." said Ewan, his voice trailing off.  "Oh, well I'm sure you will!" gushed Rosella, thinking he really was referring to her.  Ewan looked at her carefully, wondering whether to burst her bubble or not.  He smiled to himself, wondering what her expression would be.  He suddenly felt a little guilty, leading her on like that, but he knew she deserved it.  Take her down a peg or two.  

"She's called Leigh," he sighed, watching as Rosella's face fell.  

"Leigh?!" she asked, her voice a decibel or two higher than she had probably intended.  

"Yeah, Leigh Temple," said Ewan, trying to keep his face straight.  

"Oh..." started Rosella, who was beginning to look absolutely devastated.  At that moment, Timothy approached, smiling broadly at his friend.  

"Hi Ewan, Rosella," said the Triforce Protector.  Rosella barely acknowledged Tim's greeting, before she hitched up her skirts and dashed across the room, towards the door.  Tim watched in surprise, finally turning to his friend with a questioning look.  

"I can't help it, she's so presumptuous," protested Ewan, grinning.  Tim raised his eyebrows in disbelief.  

"I bet you got her hopes up didn't you," said Tim.  Ewan shrugged.  

"Perhaps, maybe.  But she's so up of herself in the first place, I couldn't resist," defended Ewan.  

"I know, but so that she reacts like that?" asked Tim.  

"She's flighty, what can I say?" said Ewan, throwing up his hands in protest.  

"Yeah, well, you should just be careful what you say, and do," warned Tim.  

"You sound like my father!" exclaimed Ewan.  

"Great minds think alike then," retorted Tim good-naturedly.  

"You are right though.  I felt a bit guilty about doing it, but it's Roz, it's not like she hardly deserves it," said Ewan.  

"You have a point but still," said Tim.  

"You worry too much," cut in Ewan with a broad grin.  

"It's called consideration," said Tim, smiling.  

"Hey, I do know about consideration, but it should only applied to certain people," said Ewan.  Timothy laughed and shook his head.  

"Whatever you say," he said.  

"Well, come on anyway, I can see my sister waving us over.  Apparently she's been telling Rosella a few things, I want to know what," said Ewan, spotting his sister amongst a group of friends across the room.  

"I'm sure it's nothing you couldn't handle," said Tim, as they walked across the room to join Brianna and the rest of their friends.

  "Oh mother, it was simply awful!" wailed Rosella as she burst into her mother's room.  Fayette, who had been busy deciding what to wear, turned around, surprised by her daughter's entrance.  

"Oh what is it dear, what's wrong?" asked Fayette, a little worried.  Rosella literally threw herself onto the bed, face down.  Fayette quickly rushed to her daughter's side, and perched on the side of the bed.  

"It's Ewan," moaned Rosella.  Fayette frowned.  Although Ewan was her worst enemy's son, she'd always liked the boy.  He'd never been nasty to her, and had always been quite friendly, not carrying the scorn for her like his mother did.  

"What about him, dear?" asked Fayette.  

"He, he was so mean to me!" said Rosella, sniffling a little.  

"How was he mean to you?" asked Fayette.  

"Well, he was telling me that he thought he might've met the perfect bride- to-be, and he was describing her to me, and mother, I honestly thought he was describing me!  Then he went and told me her name," said Rosella between sobs.  Fayette's face fell.  She had always secretly hoped one of her children could be married off to one of Zelda's offspring.  It would've been the sweetest and most perfect revenge possible, she had always thought.  "I've never even heard of her!  So it means he's not even marrying royalty, for all I know, she could be a total peasant which would be even more humiliating!" exclaimed Rosella.  

"Tell me her name, I might know of her," said Fayette, giving her daughter a hug.  

"I can't even remember it now.  It was something like Leigh, yes that's it.  What kind of a name is that for a woman anyway," sniffed Rosella.  

"Leigh?" asked Fayette in surprise.  She only knew of one Leigh, Leigh Temple.  

"Yes, he told me her surname as well, but I was so upset I didn't register it," said Rosella mournfully.  

"It wasn't Temple was it, her surname I mean?" asked Fayette.  Rosella looked up at her mother.  "You know her?" she asked.  

"Yes I do," replied Fayette.  She was a little upset about the fact that her daughter was out of the running for Queen of Hyrule, but this could turn out to be just as sweet.  "Yes I do know her," said Fayette quietly.  When Zelda found out about her son's latest infatuation, she would go spare.  That vow she and Link had made to never stand in either of their children's way in their search for the 'right' one, would soon turn sour, she was positive.  

"What is she like mother, is she as beautiful as he described her?" asked Rosella.  

"Perhaps, I haven't seen her for a while," said Fayette, smiling to herself.  

"Why are you smiling mother, it's terrible!" wailed Rosella, throwing herself back into the pillow.  Fayette didn't bother to reply.  Leigh really knew how to get up someone's nose she supposed, glad she wasn't Zelda.  First time Leigh had arrived, she'd attempted to seduce Zelda's husband, this time round, she was attempting to seduce Zelda's son.  It made her feel a little worried in fact, because if Leigh were doing it as some kind of act of revenge, she dreaded to think how she would try and get Fayette back for the pack of lies Fayette had told about her.  "She isn't a peasant  is she?" asked Rosella.  Fayette paused for a moment, thinking about the question.  

"No, she isn't," she finally replied.  Rosella sat up again.  

"So she's the daughter of a rich merchant then? Or a lord of some kind?" asked Rosella.  

"No, I don't think so," replied Fayette, wondering what category Leigh really did fall into.  She certainly wasn't a peasant, she was the Avatar after all, but as far as Fayette knew, she had no actual status, except as the Avatar, and she could hardly tell her daughter that.  What surprised Fayette though, was that Leigh couldn't have gone back to Earth for the past fifteen years, Leigh had told her herself.  So she had to have aged, which meant Ewan had fallen for someone who was old enough to be his mother.  She could never tell her daughter that.  

"Please mother, I must know about her," pleaded Rosella.  

"I don't know all that much about her," she lied.  Rosella flopped down again, her cheeks stained by her freshly shed tears.  "It may never happen dear, I happen to know that his mother, Zelda, detests Leigh Temple more than one could imagine," said Fayette.  

"But Aunt Zelda always said that Ewan and Brianna could marry who they wished to," said Rosella.  Fayette smiled confidently.  

"I'm sure this shall be the exception," she said.  Rosella got up, and smiled at her mother.  "So you think I'm still in with a chance?" she asked.  

"I don't see why not," said Fayette.  Rosella hugged her mother.  

"Oh thank you, I knew I could count on you to sort things out for me," she gushed.  Fayette stood up.  

"Well, I am your mother, that is what I am here for," said Fayette.  Rosella stood up also, and selected a dark green velvet dress with a sweetheart neckline and lacy sleeves, and handed it to her mother.  

"You'll look simply ravishing in this mother," she said.  Fayette took the dress from her daughter and held it up to examine it.  

"You're right," she said, pleased at her daughter's choice.  

"I'll see you down stairs then," said Rosella, before promptly leaving, closing the door behind her.  Fayette smiled at herself in the mirror.  Perhaps she should take a leaf out of Leigh's book, after all, if Leigh could seduce a young prince at the age of forty, there was no reason why Fayette couldn't either.  Now that would really set Zelda's teeth on edge.  But then Fayette thought of her own mother, and the horrified expression she would surely wear if Fayette tried to seduce anyone under her own age.  Well, she supposed she could still tell Zelda the wonderful news, just to see her expression.  In fact, that was exactly what she was going to do.  Fayette quickly slipped into the dress her daughter had selected for her, and left her room, intent on finding her step sister as soon as possible.  This was news that really could not wait. 

  "Don't look now, but here comes your sister," said Drake, grinning at Zelda.  Zelda pouted at Drake.  

"She's not my sister, she's my step sister!" she protested.  

"Same thing," said Dion, shrugging.  Zelda raised an eyebrow at Dion, before turning to her step-sister.  

"What do you want?" she asked, her tone anything but pleasant.  Fayette smiled.  

"I'd like a word, if you aren't too busy entertaining.  I happen to know something that I'm sure will be of great interest to you," said Fayette, who really did look like the cat that had got the cream.  

"What you have to say, you can say here in front of my friends," said Zelda.  Fayette looked around at the group, then back at Zelda.  

"Oh, I really think this is a matter that you would appreciate being told in private," she said.  "No, come on Faye, we want to hear," said Dion.  Fayette shrugged her shoulders a little.  "Well, if you really do insist," she started, looking smugger than ever.  Zelda held out her hand.  

"Wait.  No, I think Fayette's right," she said quickly, before Fayette got a chance to speak.  The queen really hadn't liked the look of her step-sister's expression when Zelda had insisted she speak before the group.  

"Very well, although I'm quite happy to tell everyone else," said Fayette.  Zelda took her sister roughly by the arm and led her out into the passage.  

"No, you did say it needed to be discussed in private," said Zelda sweetly.  Once they were in the passage, Zelda turned to her step-sister.  

"What is this 'matter' you want to discuss then?" she demanded.  

"Oh, well I just thought you ought to know, that's all," started Fayette coyly.  

"Go on then, I'm listening," said Zelda impatiently.  

"It seems that Ewan, your son, has found himself a prospective bride," said Fayette, unable to keep the smile off her face.  Zelda froze, her heart almost stopping.  Surely Ewan hadn't decided upon the unbearable Rosella as his bride.  It would be too terrible for words if that was the case.  Fayette saw Zelda's expression and smiled.  "I wouldn't worry, Zelda dearest, it isn't who you're thinking of," she assured her.  

"Then who is it?" asked Zelda, assuming Fayette had been referring to her own daughter.  

"It really is quite interesting, in fact, I was quite shocked when I heard," said Fayette, savouring the moment.  

"Come on Fayette, out with it," snapped Zelda, her patience, which had already been thin, running out.  

"I do believe that now that Leigh Temple has tired of trying to seduce your husband, she's turned her attentions to your son," said Fayette, feeling immensely satisfied upon seeing Zelda's reaction.  

"What?!" demanded Zelda.  

"Your son seems to have quite a thing for the woman who, you know, could've quite easily led your darling husband astray," reworded Fayette.  Zelda raised her hand and brought it across Fayette's cheek.  Fayette stumbled backwards, her hand flying up to her burning cheek.  But she didn't even look surprised, she still wore the same smug smile that she had worn before, even more so.  

"You're lying," said Zelda when she finally found the words to speak.  

"That's what he told my daughter," said Fayette.  

"He was probably just trying to put that over bearing little daughter of yours off!" said Zelda.  
"I thought about that for a moment, but I don't really think so.  In a way, it makes sense.  Perhaps the men of your family have a gene which has an undeniable attraction to Leigh Temple," said Fayette, thoroughly enjoying herself.  Zelda rose her hand, as if to strike her sister again, but then appeared to think better of it.  "Just as well I didn't say this in front of the guests, what would they of thought?  I mean, the future King of Hyrule, falling for a woman who not only is old enough to be his mother, but is also despised by the Queen of the land," said Fayette.  "I mean, how old must she be now?  Your age I should think, maybe a little younger," mused Fayette.  

"She hasn't aged," said Zelda bitterly.  Fayette stopped and stared at her sister.  

"She hasn't?" she asked in surprise.  

"No," said Zelda shortly.  Fayette didn't know if the situation was better or worse, but she supposed it didn't really matter.  

"Where is she?" asked Fayette.  

"Like I'd tell you," said Zelda snidely.  

"She'll be staying in her old room won't she?" said Fayette, ignoring Zelda's comment.  

"This conversation is over," said Zelda, walking back into the Great hall, leaving Fayette alone.  Fayette, wasn't too unhappy though, because now she was going to pay another visit, just to see if it was true.  If the Avatar really hadn't aged.  She'd still be older than Ewan though, five years, and relationships like that just weren't done in Hyrule, especially not by the future King.        

  Leigh groaned slightly when she heard a knock at the door.  She had only just succeeded in drifting off, and that had taken her a while.  She quickly got out of her bed, straightening the covers, and tying her night gown around her.  She walked over to the door and opened it, only to come face to face with an old acquaintance.  Leigh squinted a little at first, not sure if it was who she thought it was.  

"Fayette?" she asked.  If it indeed was Fayette, she had changed a little in the past fifteen years, added on a few pounds here and there, and a few fine lines across her face, but her hair still bore not a touch of grey, and her eyes still were the same pale blue they had been Leigh had last seen her.  Fayette ignored Leigh's question and barged straight into the room.  Leigh turned around, hugging her arms tightly around herself.  "Pardon me, but I was in the middle of doing something," said Leigh angry that Fayette had invaded her privacy so brashly.  Fayette looked around the room.  

"I won't ask what," said Fayette, the distaste in her voice evident.  

"What exactly do you want?" asked Leigh, annoyed.  

"To see my home countries patron after all of these years," said Fayette, as if it were that simple.  

"You were probably glad when the came back saying I was dead," said Leigh bitterly.  Fayette batted her eyelids innocently.  

"Me?  Well maybe, but I wasn't the only one," said Fayette, her tone sugary sweet.  

"Can't you just leave?" asked Leigh, placing her hand on the door handle to emphasise her point.  Fayette sat down on the bed, still smiling.  

"Not yet, I have a few questions to ask you," she said.  Leigh sighed.  

"Well I can tell you aren't going to move until I do," she said in annoyance.  

"You're exactly right.  Have you met Ewan yet?" asked Fayette.  Leigh stared at Fayette.  

"Why?" she asked, wondering why it was so important.  

"Oh, it's just something I heard," said Fayette, looking down at her immaculate nails.  "I would say you're looking well, but you aren't really," added the princess.  

"Well you've hardly changed.  I can still you're still the impudent nothing you always were," said Leigh, folding her arms.  Fayette gaped at Leigh, offended by her words.  

"Did it ever occur to you that I might not want to hear your opinion of me?" she snapped.  

"Yes, right before the words came from my mouth," retorted Leigh.  Fayette looked a little taken back, and said nothing.  "And yes, I have met Ewan.  I've answered your questions, so why don't you do humankind a favour by jumping from a very tall cliff," said Leigh.  Fayette stood up.  "That's what you'd like.  I don't have to take your petty insults," said Fayette.  

"Well you have to leave if you don't want to hear it," said Leigh.  

"Do you enjoy seducing men who are really half your age?" asked Fayette suddenly.  Leigh frowned.  

"Excuse me?" she asked.  

"You know what I'm talking about.  You may not have aged on the outside, but there's no fooling me.  Zelda will be kicking you out shortly, so don't get used to it," said Fayette.  Leigh shrugged.  

"Oh that hurts," she said sarcastically.  Fayette gave Leigh one last glare before rudely pushing past her, and giving her hair an arrogant flip as she left the room.  

"Cradle snatcher!"   Leigh heard her mutter as she left the room.  Shaking her head, she pushed the door shut.  Sighing, she climbed back into the bed, hoping she would drift off shortly, she was so tired, she was sure she would.

  "What was all that about, with Fayette?" asked Link later that night when he and Zelda were alone.  

"Oh just Faye being her usual stupid self," replied Zelda.  Link nodded.  

"Thought so, what did she have to say this time?" he asked.  

"You don't want to know," said Zelda, turning away from him slightly.  

"Go on, you can tell me," chided Link.  Zelda turned round to face her husband.  

"Has Ewan met Leigh?" she asked.  

"Yes, in the courtyard I think.  He was asking about her," said Link carefully.  Zelda chewed on her lip.  

"Fayette told me that Rosella had told her that Ewan had said he thought he had found a prospective bride," said Zelda.  

"Really?  Who?  No, let me guess, Rosella," said Link grinning.  

"I wish," muttered Zelda quietly.  

"That bad huh? Who is it?" asked Link.  

"Leigh," said Zelda, looking down at her feet.  

"What?" asked Link with a laugh.  "He told me that she'd been pretty short with him, not exactly the perfect meeting," said Link.  

"Why would Rosella tell her mother that unless it was true?" demanded Zelda.  

"Perhaps Ewan was winding her up," said Link, helpfully.  

"It's not funny Link!" said Zelda, seeing his grin.  

"I never said it was, I just think you're over-reacting.  Leigh's five years older than him, he knows that, and besides, Ewan prefers the quieter type," said Link.  

"Do you think?" asked Zelda hopefully.  Link gave his wife a small kiss on the nose.  

"Sure," he said confidently.  

"I hope your right," said Zelda.  

"Well, there's only one way to find out, here he comes now," said Link, as he saw their son approaching. 

"Hi," greeted Ewan as he walked over to Link and Zelda.  

"Hi," retorted both of his parents.  

"Yeah, I was just wondering about tomorrow," started Ewan.  

"Yes, what about it?" asked Link, grinning.  

"When do you think all the guests will be arriving?" he asked.  

"Six or seven I should think," answered Zelda.  Ewan nodded.  

"Well, that's all I needed to know," he said, before turning to leave.  

"Wait a minute Ewan, I want a word," said Zelda.  

"What is it?" asked Ewan.  

"We hear you may have found a prospective bride," said Link.  Ewan shrugged.  

"Uh, where did you hear that?" he asked.  

"Is it true?" pushed Zelda.  

"Nah," said Ewan surely.  

"Oh well, then that's all," said Zelda, barely able to conceal her relief.   Ewan gave them a small smile, before walking off to join his friends.  

"See, I told you," said Link to Zelda.  

"Okay, okay.  But can we just not mention it again?" asked Zelda.  

"As far as I'm concerned, it never was," said Link with a grin.             

  Early the next morning, before everyone else was up, Ewan was awake and walking about the landscaped grounds of the castle.  A lot had changed he supposed since he had been born.  The Castle was huge compared to what it was, with an extra wing and all.  Then when his mother had taken power, she had had all of the grounds re-landscaped, and extra buildings like the temple of the three goddesses and conservatory in opposite corners of the grounds.  There was also a small lake with a boat house and a monument commemorating the knights of Hyrule and their fight during the Imprisoning War.  As North Castle was already on an island, so there was only so far they could go.  As Ewan walked around the lake, he spotted another figure off in the distance, they had their back to him.  But, with their long blonde hair, Ewan guessed it was his sister, she was the only one who would be up at this time.  He was surprised he couldn't hear her singing, or playing some kind of instrument.  He walked towards her, then, as she turned he realised it wasn't his sister.  It was Leigh.  He waved to her and jogged over.  

"Hi," he said breathlessly as he arrived.  

"You're up early," commented the Avatar, who was busy watching the stillness of the lake.  

"As are you," retorted Ewan.  

"This place has changed a lot in the past fifteen years," she commented.  

"It has," agreed Ewan.  

"My mother did a lot of this as soon as she took the throne," he added.  Leigh turned and looked at Ewan, looking him over for a minute or two.  She had to admit, he was undeniably attractive, and he knew it.  He reminded her so much of Link, barely of Zelda.  

"Congratulations on your birthday," she said, quickly glancing back to the lake, away from Ewan's handsome face.  Ewan smiled.  

"You're the first one to tell me that," he said, grinning.  

"What an honour," said Leigh mockingly.  

"Hey, give me a break," protested Ewan lightly.  

"I'm sorry about yesterday.  If you knew what I'd been through though, you might understand," said Leigh, looking back out at the lake.  Ewan, gazed at her profile for a moment, savouring her every feature.  

"My father told me what had happened.  How you helped in the Great War and all, you were right, I shouldn't have assumed," admitted Ewan.  Leigh smiled wryly, her gaze still locked on the lake.

"You're right, you shouldn't have," she said.  Ewan looked to the ground, rubbing the back of his neck with his hand.

"You know, you sound like my mother," he complained.  Leigh almost laughed out loud at the comment.  Maybe a lot had changed in fifteen years.  If she was starting to sound like Zelda...

"Hey, what's so funny?" asked Ewan.  Leigh gave him another glance, shaking her head.

"Nothing," she assured him.  Ewan nodded slightly.                               

  "Oh," he murmured.  She began to walk along the lake side.

"So, what made you rise so early?" questioned Ewan, staring out at the lake.  

"I woke and couldn't get back to sleep.  So I came out here to look around," explained Leigh.  "You never did answer my question," said Ewan.  

"Which was?" asked Leigh.  

"Why you are here?" he repeated from the day before.  

"I had no choice.  I ended up here, and I didn't know anywhere else but North Castle," said Leigh.  

"So you're sheltering here?" asked Ewan.  Leigh nodded.  

"It sums it about up," she said. 

"You know, I don't want to offend you, but you're the most beautiful woman I've ever set my eyes on.  I've wanted to know more about you from the moment I saw you," admitted Ewan, still not looking at the woman.  Leigh turned and looked at him.  

"That's meant to offend me?" she asked with a laugh.  He turned to her, a sheepish smile on his face.  

"When you met me yesterday, you thought I was an arrogant pig, right?  I know I acted like one.  But, if I tell you that you're attractive, without saying I want to offend you first, you think that I think I'm doing you a favour or something.  If you get what I mean," said Ewan, grinning.  
"Well perhaps you're not quite as bad as I first thought.  But still," said Leigh, turning back to admire the view.  

"So could I?  I mean, get to know you better?" asked Ewan.  

"I doubt your mother would approve," said Leigh offhandedly.  

"Pardon?" asked Ewan in surprise.  He had just assumed that Leigh was a friend of his mother's.  Leigh turned to Ewan and then shook her head with a sigh.  

"You really don't want to know," said Leigh.  

"Go on, I'm intrigued," said Ewan.  

"No, really, it's too complicated," insisted Leigh.  

"Look, you've got me started now, I won't give up until I've found out.  I could just easily ask mother, or Sprite perhaps," said Ewan.  

"Sprite?  She was the one who started it all," said Leigh, smiling wryly.  

"What exactly?" asked Ewan.  

"You'll find out eventually I suppose, but once you know, well, put it this way, it'll be a little strange," said Leigh.  

"Now I am intrigued," stated Ewan.  

"Look, I'll cut it short.  When I first arrived here, I made the mistake of becoming attracted to, this is a little embarrassing, your father.  I didn't know he was married, and I kissed him.  Sprite saw, told your mother and it just spiralled down from there," started Leigh, blushing a little.  

"My father? You're kidding!" said Ewan, laughing.  He paused.  "You're right, it is a little strange," he admitted with a good natured smile.  

"Hey, don't forget, I was his age back then.  I would be now if the time structures weren't all messed up everywhere else!" defended Leigh.  

"I could see why my mother might not like you.  After all, a woman who can fight and who is beautiful, I guess she must've felt a little jealous," mused Ewan.  Leigh smiled a little at Ewan's flattery, but kept walking by the lake.  

"It was more than that, she absolutely despised me.  I'm hardly an innocent party either, which makes it all the worse," said Leigh, stopping and sitting down.  Ewan joined her.  

"So that's it?  It's a little weird hearing about it though, I mean here you are, five years my senior, yet you were the same age when my parents were only in their twenties," said Ewan.  

"If you think it's weird for you, think about me.  Last time I saw you, you were only a little kid!" exclaimed Leigh, shaking her head.  

"I was a cute one though," protested Ewan.  

"Mmm, what went wrong?" asked Leigh teasingly.  

"Hey, thanks a lot!" exclaimed Ewan, staring at Leigh incredulously.  For a second, their eyes locked, an intense energy seeming to pass between them.  Leigh quickly averted her gaze, but Ewan couldn't keep his from her.  

"May I?" breathed Ewan.  

"What?" asked Leigh dumbly, her breath catching in her throat.  

"Kiss you?" he asked.  Leigh looked at Ewan for a moment, his earnest expression on a handsome face.  

"Oh, I..." she started meaning to protest.  But she didn't get the chance to finish, as Ewan leaned over and kissed her as softly and gently as she ever had been.  After a minute or so, she finally placed a hand on his chest, pushing him away.  

"Ewan, I shouldn't, moreso, we shouldn't.  We don't even know each other," she said, quickly standing up.  He stood up with her, taking her hand. 

"I'm sorry, I don't know what came over me," he said, a little flustered.  She swallowed, her throat dry.  

"This thing between your mother and I, it's serious, it'd be just another reason for her to stick the knife in," said Leigh, turning to leave.  Ewan caught her hand, preventing her from leaving.  

"Leigh, I, I don't know what to say!" he said.  

"Just don't say anything, to me, or anyone else about this," she said.  Ewan grimaced a little, and dropped her hand.  

"I'm sorry.  I shouldn't have been so presumptuous," apologised the young prince.  Leigh managed a small smile, her heart softening, before leaning forward and giving him a small kiss on the cheek before leaving him, standing by the lake.                    

Chapter 6

Brianna walked out into the garden, wrapping her cloak closely around her. The September morning was bright, but a little cool. She strolled leisurely down the centre of the courtyard, her long golden hair stirring slightly in the breeze. Red-gold leaves floated to the ground all around her, signifying that autumn truly had arrived. Brianna was glad that she had been born in summer, when the weather was always fair, and all the flowers were in full bloom, but, autumn was also nice, with its myriad of golden colours, the harvest, the gentle breeze upon the air. She walked towards the ornamental gardens, and saw a figure over by the lake. She hitched up her skirts, and jogged over quickly, reckoning it to be her brother. It was. Ewan was staring into the water, his hands in his pockets. He didn't hear Brianna approaching.  

"Good morning, dear brother!" she called out, in a sing song voice. He turned away from the water, looking a little surprised. 

"Bri..." he started. Brianna noticed that he looked a little troubled. She walked over to the water's edge, and stood next to him. They both turned to look over the lake. 

"Happy birthday," she declared. 

"Thanks," he replied. Silence. 

"I got you a present, but... well, I thought you'd probably want it later," Brianna finally remarked. Ewan nodded. 

"So what's up?" she questioned. 

"Nothing much," Ewan replied. Brianna folded her arms and turned to look at him. 

"Yeah, right," she remarked unbelievingly.  Ewan didn't say anything. 

"Don't try to kid me. It's your birthday, and you're not happy?" Brianna continued. 

"I am happy. It's just..." Ewan began. 

"Just what?" Brianna asked. 

"Well... I met this girl... this... woman," Ewan said. He quickly grabbed hold of Brianna's arm. "Bri, you mustn't tell mother, or... or dad, or anyone," he added pleadingly. Brianna's lips curved into an amused smile. 

"Oh yes? Who is she? Oh, and give me one good reason why I shouldn't say anything to our parents," she said. 

"Bri, you know I'd do the same for you!" Ewan replied, looking hurt. 

"As if! Ewan, you'd probably totally kill the guy for even looking at me in the first place!" Brianna laughed. Ewan suddenly grinned. 

"Well, maybe you're right. But, you're my baby sister, I have to protect you," he said. 

"I'm your only sister," Brianna retorted, smiling. "And," she added, "I'm not a baby, I'm a young lady." 

"You'll always be my kid sister, to me," Ewan stated, grinning. 

"And you'll always be my totally sad big brother, who I'm just not related to!" Brianna replied, giggling.  Ewan punched her lightly in the arm, then his expression turned serious. 

"Promise me, Bri," he said earnestly. 

"Promise you what?" Brianna questioned. 

"That you'll not tell our parents about..." Ewan started. 

"Tell me who she is, first," Brianna interrupted. 

"You don't know her," Ewan said quickly. Brianna noticed him blushing. 

"Ooh, my big brother's in love!" she sang out loud. 

"Shush! Someone might hear you!" Ewan said, glancing around nervously. Brianna laughed. 

"Out here, at this time? I highly doubt it," she replied. 

"Brianna, please. I'm begging you!" Ewan said. Brianna stepped back, and regarded him in amusement. 

"My big brother is begging me!" she stated. 

"Bri!" Ewan said, looking angry. The young princess narrowed her eyes. 

"I want to get something out of it," she said. 

"Brianna, you can have anything you want, just so long as you don't tell them," Ewan replied.

  The princess strolled away from the lake slowly. Ewan quickly followed her, and caught hold of her arm. 

"Brianna..." he began. She stopped. 

"Look, of course I won't tell them! But on a few conditions," she said slyly. 

"Name them," Ewan said. Brianna looked thoughtful for a moment, before replying. 

"Alright. First of all, you tell me who she is." 

"But..." Ewan started. 

"Be quiet! Second, I want you to accidentally give me, Renee, Ally and Beth some wine tonight, instead of punch," Brianna continued, grinning mischievously. 

"Bri, no!" Ewan protested. Brianna grinned. 

"Third of all, I want you to tell Tim that he had to dance with Beth at least once," she finished. 

"Why?!" Ewan asked. 

"I should think it was obvious," Brianna replied. Ewan sighed. 

"Alright. I'll tell you the first one. Her name is Leigh," he said grudgingly. 

"Oh, Leigh is it?" Brianna said, laughing. 

"You know her?" Ewan asked in surprise. The princess nodded. 

"I've seen her around, yesterday in fact. I asked dad who she was, and he told me she was an old friend. I must say Ewan, she's rather a bit old for you, isn't she?" Brianna remarked. 

"No! She's only about twenty-six or something," Ewan answered. 

"Well, she's still older than you," Brianna said, grinning. 

"Not that much older. Besides, Uncle Nick is ten years older than Aunt Selina," Ewan pointed out. 

"I suppose," Brianna admitted. 

"Second of all," Ewan said, trying to get off the subject of Leigh, "is the fact that I'm not letting any of you have any wine at all. You're all far too young, especially Beth. Perhaps next year," he said. Brianna smiled prettily. 

"You're right. It was rather wicked of me to suggest such a thing, wasn't it?" she said, in a sweet tone. Ewan stuck his hands in his pockets again. 

"Of course, I might try a sample or two," Brianna added. 

"At your own risk. I'm not bailing you out when you make a fool of yourself," Ewan replied. 
"Then I shall tell mother and dad about your little... affair with that Leigh," Brianna answered promptly. 

"Brianna, you wouldn't dare," Ewan replied. The princess grinned. 

"I might," she threatened playfully. 

"I'll get Tim to share a dance with Beth, then," Ewan said quickly. Brianna smiled. 

"Good, 'cause she simply adores him, you know," she said. 

"She's a bit young for him, I think," Ewan replied.  

"Ahem, and who's a bit young for Leigh?" Brianna questioned. Ewan blushed and looked a little uncomfortable. 

"Bri, please, I'd rather not discuss this right now," he said. 

"Fine," Brianna replied. They walked back towards the castle together. 

"So, have you kissed her, yet?" Brianna asked, beginning to giggle. 

"Bri, that's private," Ewan said shortly. 

"Do tell me. You never know, my tongue may just happen to slip, especially if mother or dad happens to be around," Brianna said, smiling slyly. 

"Brianna Grâtia-Illustrísquídam, you are a wicked, terrible girl!" Ewan exclaimed. His sister laughed, and then patted him on the arm. 

"I wouldn't, you know I wouldn't," she said, her tone becoming sincere. Ewan nodded. 

"I know. Thanks, Bri," he said, looking grateful. 

"Anytime, brother dear," she smiled. 

"I sort of kissed her," he suddenly admitted. Brianna gazed at him in surprise. 

"How can you 'sort of' kiss someone?" she questioned, laughing. 

"I don't know, you just can," he replied. Brianna nodded. 

"Alright. If you say so," she said solemnly. Then she burst out into peals of laughter. 

"Just you wait Bri. Just you wait till you fall in love, you'll never hear the end of it from me!" Ewan threatened.   

"I'll be too much in love to care what other people say," Brianna replied in a carefree tone. Ewan smiled at his sister. 

"You probably will," he agreed. Brianna smiled back, and gave him a kiss on the cheek. Then she stepped back, her expression turning serious. 

"Ewan, if mother and dad see you at the party with Leigh..." she started. 

"I've already thought of that. I think I shall try to stay away from her, when they're around," Ewan replied. 

"You'll have to tell them sooner or later," Brianna stated. 

"I know... and I will. Just... just not yet," Ewan said. 

"Why not now though? Are you afraid that they shan't approve?" Brianna questioned. 

"I... it's all a little complicated right now," Ewan said. 

"Complicated? How?" Brianna pressed. 

"I'll let you know when I figure it all out myself," Ewan promised. Brianna raised her eyebrows, then smiled. 

"Alright, fair enough," she said.  

"Bri, did I ever tell you that you were the greatest sister in the whole wide world?" Ewan suddenly asked. She grinned. 

"No... but thanks. Wish I could say the same about you though!" she replied jokingly. 

"Why, you..." Ewan began. Brianna giggled, and then dashed back inside North Castle. Ewan grinned to himself, and then proceeded to follow her inside.

  As Leigh made her way back to her room, she saw another person leaving one.  She stopped dead, as she realised who it was.  Selina Rowen, or at least that's what she had been.  She had certainly changed, her skin was more tanned than it had been, making her look more like a Gerudo than anything.  Her hair was still a mass of full, red curls, and her smile hadn't changed.  "Leigh," called out Selina in surprise, walking over.  Leigh swallowed, managing to muster a smile back.  

"Selina," she managed to say, stuck for words.  

"How are you feeling, I heard you weren't feeling all too good," said Selina sympathetically.  "Oh, I'm fine," Leigh, lied not wanting to make a big fuss.  

"How come we haven't seen you around the castle?" questioned Selina.  Leigh looked down at the ground.  

"I can't face them," she admitted.  

"Who?" asked Selina.  Leigh looked up again.  

"Everyone.  It's alright, just one on one, but with a whole group of them.  You have all aged, and look at me.  It's not like it hasn't happened before.  In Sosaria, when I've returned to my homeland, I've come back and friends, who have only been your age now have passed away from old age.  But this time, this time it's different," explained Leigh.  

"How?" asked Selina.  

"I don't know.  It just is," retorted Leigh.  She sounded miserable.  

"But Leigh, we're your friends here," started Selina.  

"Some of you.  But the most important person in the castle, in the land, hates me.  I'm surprised she allowed me to stay in the castle for this long," said Leigh bitterly.  

"She's changed a lot over the years you know, she's far more calm and balanced," said Selina.  "But I haven't, I'm still the same person that I was when I left Hyrule.  It's not just a question of her forgiving me, I have to forgive her first, and I know I can't if she still hates me," said Leigh.  

"Perhaps if I were to have a word with her..." suggested Selina.  

"No," Leigh shook her head firmly, "she'll just think I'm trying to turn you against me or something, and that would make matters worse," concluded Leigh.  "

I still think..." started Selina.  Leigh cut in.  

"Do we have to dwell on this?  Even Link thought Zelda would never drop her grudge, so it's not worth the effort.  Besides, what about you?  Marrying the king of the richest country in the Demiari," said Leigh, her tone lighter. Selina smiled at the mention of her husband.  

"Oh Leigh, you should've been there, at the wedding it was so," began Selina happily.  Leigh smiled.  

"Exotic?" she suggested, assuming the wedding had taken place in Nick's homeland.  

"Yes, and romantic," agreed Selina.  

"I'm so happy for the two of you, I know that statement is about fifteen years too late, but," said Leigh, half apologising.  

"No, don't apologise," protested Selina.  

"And Link told me that you had children," said Leigh vaguely.  

"Yes, two twins.  Renee, and Alexander," said Selina proudly.  Leigh nodded.  

"I've met Link and Zelda's son, he seems...nice," she said, thinking back to their most recent meeting.  She felt herself blush a little, but luckily for her, Selina did not seem to notice.  

"And Brianna?" asked Selina.  

"No, not yet.  I'm surprise Zelda hasn't locked them away so to reduce the chances of them ever meeting me," said Leigh, half smiling.  

"She's not that bad, she really isn't," protested Selina.  

"I know, it's just I doubt you were ever on the receiving end of one of her grudges," said Leigh.  Selina smiled slightly.  

"Actually, when we met we hated one another.  I can remember it quite well in fact.  I was fighting of a gang of moblins or something, and Link and Zelda came over to save the day.  Being my independent self I wasn't best pleased and asked them exactly who they thought they were.  Zelda retorted that she was the princess of Hyrule, and Link that he was its hero.  I scorned their story until she showed me the Triforce.  It wasn't the most comfortable of meetings," recalled Selina.  

"Yeah, but she didn't hold it against you for fifteen years, did she?" pointed out Leigh, wondering what Zelda's expression would've been like.  She supposed it would've been very similar to many she'd seen, after certain comments.  At that moment, the breakfast gong rang out.  Selina looked to the stairs and then to Leigh.  

"Will you join us?" she asked hopefully.  Leigh glanced down at the stairs, then shook her head.  "I really don't think it's a good idea.  If I go down there, everyone will be asking about me, and Zelda won't like that one bit.  Besides, this'll be Ewan's birthday breakfast.  I don't want to spoil it for him," said Leigh with a sigh.  

"Well, if that's how you feel, I don't suppose there's any way of talking you out of it," said Selina reluctantly.  

"You're right, but thanks anyway," said Leigh, before walking off to her room.  

"I'll see you then, perhaps tonight, or at dinner," said Selina hopefully.  

"Maybe," said Leigh, turning to smile.  Selina smiled back, then proceeded down the stairs to breakfast.  Nick would already be down there, so there was no need to wait.  

  "And finally, a gift from me and Gwen," said Drake with a big grin, handing it over the table.  "Thanks," said Ewan, grinning back as he admired the present.  It was a dagger, with a beautifully carved ornate handle.  It may not have been bedecked in jewels, as some of his weapons were, but he found it equally beautiful, if not more so, the patterns in the handle so intricate.  

"It may not be covered in jewels like some bloody weapons, but it's just as sharp!" said Drake.  Ewan tested the blade on his thumb, drawing a little blood.  

"I can see," he remarked.  He looked around the table at everyone present.  To his disappointment, he saw that Leigh was not present, but it did not matter.  He wouldn't have been able to speak with her anyway.  "Well, thanks everyone, much appreciated," said Ewan, with a big smile.  

"Well, that's about it, we can all go now," said Zelda standing up.  They had eaten all before handing out the gifts.  The rest of the table stood, and left the room, all talking and chatting.  

"I saw Leigh this morning," Selina told Nick as they left the room, heading for the gardens of the castle.  

"You did?" asked Nick.  

"We talked a while, it's true about her not ageing.  I could hardly believe it," said Selina.  "I doubt I'll truly believe it 'til I witness it myself," said Nick.  

"She seemed pretty down, and confused.  She already knew about us, Link must've told her," continued Selina.  

"What of her health?" asked Nick.  

"She said she was fine, I know she wasn't," said Selina.  Being a healer, and a good one at that, she could sense when all was not right in a person.  

"Did you say anything about it?" asked Nick, holding the door open for his wife as they entered the courtyard.  

"No, I thought it best not to.  She told me she couldn't face us all, that's why we've all seen barely anything of her.  I think it's just Zelda she can't bare to face," said Selina, as they strolled towards the ornamental gardens.  

"It hardly surprises me.  After all, Zelda is Queen now, and has far more power than she did.  It must be quite intimidating for the both of them really.  Zelda knows she did wrong, and entirely over-reacted, but she's hardly going to apologise.  And I think Leigh knows that she was hardly an innocent party," said Nick.  

"But that's just it Nick.  I happen to think she is.  Okay, she liked Link, she liked him a lot.  And he was married, to Zelda.  But still, she only kissed him the once, and she claims she didn't even know he was married," said Selina.  

"That's true, it was Fayette more than anyone who made the situation so bad, filling Zelda's head with all that rubbish," said Nick.  

"Zelda should have known not to trust Faye, she's a conniving little witch," said Selina, who knew only too well about Fayette and her scheming.  

"Do you think she'll make an appearance at the party tonight?" asked Nick.  

"I don't know, I really don't," said Selina truthfully.  

"Well, not to worry about it.  Both of them, Zelda and Leigh, I mean, will be both fearing their first meeting, I'm sure," said Nick.  

"I know.  I just hope they don't upset things too much, what with Ewan's celebrations and so on.  They'll definitely be meeting tomorrow though," said Selina.  

"Oh, how?" asked Nick.  

"Link said that Zelda would be holding a meeting between all the countries leaders that were present, he also said that Leigh would be there, as she was the last to speak with British," said Selina.  

"Good thinking on Zelda's part, I must admit.  I just hope, with Leigh there, that they don't pick up were they left off fifteen years ago," said Nick.  

"Me too," agreed Selina, nodding her head solemnly.                  

  Molasar looked across at the castle.  He was standing on a hill, overlooking North castle.  It was beginning to get quite dark, he supposed the party must've started by now.  It was just a question of entering the castle.  He didn't have an invite, so he wouldn't be able to enter, not through the main portcullis anyway.  As he began to descend the hill, pondering his problem, he heard the sound of hooves against the road.  He turned around, to see a lone traveller approaching.  He held up a hand motioning for him to stop.  The stranger drew to a stop, giving Molasar a friendly smile.  

"Excuse me friend, the castle, is that were you are headed?" asked Molasar.  

"Yes, indeed I am, for the celebrations of Prince Ewan's 21st," said the man, smiling.  

"I see, it's just," started Molasar.  In one swift movement, he withdrew his dagger from his belt and plunged it into the man's side.  The man let out a surprised gasp and toppled from his horse, which reared and ran off.  Molasar stood over the man, gripping the dagger in his hand.  The man was still alive.  He rolled over, and drew his own sword, preparing to defend himself.  Molasar smiled, and readied himself to rip open the man's throat when a flashing pain ripped through his head.  He dropped his dagger, and held his hands to his head.  

"What's happening?" he asked himself aloud.  

"Not anymore, I won't let you," murmured a voice.  He turned wildly around, looking for who had spoken.  It hadn't been his father, it had been a woman.  He began to back away, when another voice entered his mind.  

"Don't listen, kill him so you can enter the castle," boomed his father's deep voice.  Molasar nodded.  

"I will," he murmured, looking at the man, who was feebly waving his sword about.  Molasar kicked the man in the stomach, causing him to moan in pain, dropping his sword.  

"Can't you see what you're doing? This man, could be someone's husband, father, son, brother or friend.  Why kill him, he has never hurt you," asked the woman's voice gravely.  Molasar squeezed his eyes shut for a moment, trying to block out her words.  He bent to his knees and scooped up the dagger, stabbing the man squarely in the chest.  He was dead.  Molasar smiled, then a great feeling of guilt washed over him.  He didn't like it.  He looked down at the man, feeling awful.  

"I'm sorry," he murmured, reaching into the man's jacket and pulling out the contents.  Sure enough there was an invite, for a Mr. A. Sparrow.  He hoped the man wasn't well known, but thought he must be if he been invited to a royal celebration.  He just hoped he wouldn't be recognised as a fake.  Looking down at the body, he supposed he would have to hide it, so that no one would know.  He grabbed the man by the collar and began to drag him into a nearby bush, hoping no-one would arrive.  Just the thought of killing another person sickened him.  Once he had disposed of the body, he wiped the bloodied knife along the grass, ashamed at what he had done.  He had never felt this way before, never.  He didn't like it either.  He looked down at the invite one last time, before placing it into his coat.  He was not wearing the same attire that he had worn when he had met the beautiful Brianna, but a smart tradesman's coat and trousers.   He had thought they would be more appropriate for the occasion and had purchased them from a shop in Mido, where he was currently staying.  He slipped the dagger back into his belt, before making his way towards the castle.  As he neared it, he could feel that his destiny lay inside the walls of the castle.  That of the Golden Power he had only ever seen in his dreams, and that of the beautiful maiden who resided there.

  "Leigh, come on, you have to come down," chided Selina to her friend.  Leigh just sat on the bed.  

"I can't.  I'm not ready for one thing, and another, I have nothing to wear!" sighed Leigh, even though the second excuse was hardly a reason.  

"Well I have plenty of gowns to wear, you could at least borrow one.  We have figures that are pretty similar, it shouldn't be a problem," said Selina persuasively.  Leigh glanced out of the window at the arriving guests.  

"I wasn't even invited," she protested as she saw a young man handing an invite to one of the guards.  He was promptly let in.  

"Nonsense.  You're staying in the castle, how can you be NOT invited?!" exclaimed Selina.  

"Just because I'm staying here, it doesn't necessarily mean I'm invited to the party," argued Leigh.  

"Well I'm invited, and I'm allowed to bring as many guests as I want, so I invite you," reasoned Selina.  Leigh managed a small smile.  

"I still don't think it's a good idea," she said.  

"Good, that means you've agreed?" said Selina grinning.  She grabbed Leigh's hand and hauled her up.  

"Now, you're coming with me to choose out a gown," said Selina, pulling her out the door.  "Won't Nick still be getting changed?" asked Leigh.  

"He's a guy, he may be a king, but it still takes him less than five minutes to find an outfit and put it on," said Selina firmly.  

"I suppose that is true," conceded Leigh.  They stopped outside the room, and Selina pushed open the door, to see Nick pulling on his boots.  

"Hi," he greeted as he saw his wife, but when he saw Leigh enter he quickly stood up and smiled.  "Leigh," he said, his eyes widening in surprise.  

"Long time no see," retorted Leigh, giving him a half wry smile.  He stood forward and kissed her hand, smiling at her warmly.  

"So good to see you again Leigh," he said.  

"It's so good to see the both of you again, and married!" exclaimed Leigh, immediately feeling at ease in the company of the two.  

"Leigh will need a dress to wear, naturally, so I should she could borrow one of mine," explained Selina.  

"Oh, right.  Well I shall leave you to it," said Nick tactfully.  He gave Leigh a small smile before turning to Selina and giving her a brief kiss.  Then he left.  

"He's such a gentleman," said Leigh, smiling.  

"I know," sighed Selina dreamily, walking over to the wardrobe and pulling it open.  

"How old are your children?" asked Leigh.  

"Both 14, we married shortly after Brianna was born, after, you know," said Selina.  

"After I performed my little disappearing act?" asked Leigh.  

"Well, yes," said Selina, looking relieved.  

"I'm wearing this one," said Selina, taking out a beautiful sari-type outfit. It was made from a pale blue silk, and comprised of a long wrap-around skirt, a short top, and a long piece of sheer fabric, that went diagonally across the chest from the shoulder down to the waist. It glittered with the shiny gold thread which was stitched decoratively around the edges of the outfit.  Leigh walked over.  

"It's beautiful," she said truthfully, fingering the silky fabric.  

"Traditional Dalsonian attire, but I have some Hyrulian gowns too, just chose whichever one you like," said Selina, standing away for Leigh to have a look.  

"They're all beautiful," she said, admiring the many gowns.  

"I know, I feel so lucky just to own one, never mind a whole wardrobe," admitted Selina.  

"I really don't know if I could wear any of these, I mean, I'd be afraid of damaging them or something."  Selina let out a laugh.  

"I felt exactly the same, believe me, but go on, just take one.  I'm sure you'll not do anything too drastic to them," said Selina.  

"No really, I don't think I could..." started Leigh.  

"Look, just choose one, you'll be fine," said Selina, walking behind the dressing screen to change.  Leigh looked through all of the dresses, trying to find one that didn't look as though it would rip too easily.  She was also hoping to secretly find something quite plain and under stated, as so she wouldn't get to much notice taken of her.  No such luck, every gown was beautiful, many of them extremely elaborate.  There were a few that were not so elaborate, but were no were near the desired plain kind she wanted.  She finally chose one, a silken white gown, with long sleeves, which trailed to the ground.  It bore no kind of pattern, but the material just seemed to shimmer in the light.  

"What about this one?" she asked, holding it up to herself.  Selina turned to look and smiled.  "It'll probably look better on you than it ever would on me, I'll have to keep you away from Nick so that he doesn't see what he's missing out on," said Selina, smiling warmly.  

"Oh, I doubt it.  You two are perfect together.  Even a fool could see it," said Leigh.  

"You'll look stunning," Selina added, stepping away from the screen.  She herself looked beautiful in her dress, and Leigh thought the woman never looked in her forties.  

"You look beautiful," commented Leigh truthfully.  Selina smiled.  

"I wouldn't go that far," she said shyly.  Leigh just smiled.  Selina walked over to the dressing table, and began to rummage through a small jewellery box whilst Leigh changed into her dress.  

"You can borrow any of my jewellery if you want, just feel free," commented Selina as she pulled out some earrings to go with the dress.  

"I couldn't, not after you let me borrow this," said Leigh.  

"Really feel free, I've not got all that much with me, but there's enough to go around," said Selina, taking a matching necklace from the box and slipping it around her neck.  She turned to see Leigh as she stepped from behind the screen.  

"I look stupid don't I," grimaced Leigh when she saw Selina's wordless expression.  

"No, anything but.  I know who's going to be centre stage tonight," assured Selina.  

"Maybe I shouldn't go, not in something so beautiful anyway.  I really don't won't to be noticed," said Leigh.  

"Oh but you must, you look simply stunning.  Mind you, you probably could pull off wearing a sack and still look amazing," said Selina with a laugh.  

"I seriously doubt that," said Leigh.  

"Jewellery?" asked Selina.  

"No, I'm fine how I am, you've already given me enough," insisted Leigh.  

"I've got this anyway," she said, reaching down her neck and pulling an Ankh from under the material, and placing it on show.  

"You don't know how jealous you make me," said Selina, laughing.  

"I make you jealous?  And that comes from a woman who is the Queen of the most prosperous and beautiful country in the whole of the Demiari and married to one of the most handsome and considerate man in it!" exclaimed Leigh disbelieving her friends statement.  

"True, I suppose it would be too much to ask for looks like yours as well," said Selina.  

"You don't even need them!" said Leigh, still flattered by her friend's compliments.  

"Well, if you say so.  Now, you get your stuff and we'll take it back to your room, and we'll make an entrance no one will forget in a long time," promised Selina.  

"I'm not really sure if I want to do that, like I said, I pretty much want to go unnoticed," said Leigh cautiously.  

"With that face?  Dream on," said Selina.  Leigh shook her head and picked up her discarded clothes.  

"I'm beginning this is a really bad idea," she remarked nervously.  

"Nonsense!  You are going to go down there tonight and have a fantastic time, I guarantee you!" said Selina.  

"I'll hold you to that," joked Leigh as they left the room.  

"I'm sure of it," remarked Selina.

  Molasar smiled as he walked freely into the castle.  It had been easier than he had thought.  He had felt fleetingly guilty as he handed over the invite, but that had soon passed, and now he was here.  There were many guests, probably into the hundreds, so it could be a task of finding the one he sought.  Then again, she was so beautiful she would stand out in a crowd of thousands, perhaps it wouldn't be so difficult.  He soon spotted her, with a group of people who looked her age, younger perhaps.  Smiling, he began to approach through the crowd, but then decided against it.  He wanted her alone, not in front of her friends.  He didn't want people to ask questions, or even see him.  He quickly turned, and made his way across the hall, and back out into the courtyard for some fresh air.  He knew she would come out to, to savour the stars, the air.  He walked across to a fountain that stood in the middle of the courtyard and gazed deeply into his reflection.  

"Do not waste your time on her, you are close, to me, and the power.  You must act now, or never again," spoke his father suddenly.  Molasar blinked as his reflection rippled in the water.  

"I am no longer your pawn father," he mouthed at his reflection.  "Not anymore."

  As Ewan stood talking with Timothy, and a few other friends, Greg, one of their friends turned his head and let out a low whistle.  

"Who is that?" he asked looking up at the stairs.  Both Tim and Ewan followed Greg's gaze.  It was Selina, and Leigh.  Although Selina was stunning for her age, they all knew who the lad was referring too.  Leigh, in her simple white gown, looked radiant, heavenly.  

"That's Leigh Temple, she's a guest here," said Ewan quietly.  

"She's gorgeous," commented another guy.  

"Hey, we aren't blind," said Ewan, feeling a little jealous.  He knew he shouldn't, it was irrational but...  

"I bet she knows how to show a guy a good time," commented another.  

"Ah jeez guys, can't you think of anything else?" protested Tim with a laugh.  

"Not with someone like her around," said Greg grinning.

"Guest of who?" asked another of their friends, Edward, glancing at Ewan.  Ewan shrugged.

"My parents I guess," he said.  Edward looked down at Leigh.

"How come your parents know her?" he inquired.  

"Uh, long story," said Ewan, not willing to give out anymore.  Edward just nodded, then followed the gaze of the rest of the young men around.  Apparently, they weren't the only ones to have turned to look at the two women coming down the steps.  Fayette was another of them.

  "Who's that mother?" asked Rosella snidely.  Fayette looked at her daughter, then back to Leigh.  There really was no competition.  

"It's," she started, wondering whether to tell the truth.   

"It's Leigh Temple," she said reluctantly.  Rosella gaped at Leigh.  

"He likes her better than me?!" she asked, as if offended.  

"She looks at least four years older than him!" she added in disgust.  Fayette looked down at herself in dismay.  Her dress, elaborate and pretty as it was, just did not compare to what Leigh was wearing.  Where had she got it anyway?  Selina also looked stunning, perhaps not as much as Leigh, but still, it made Fayette feel sick.  She had seen Nick arrive earlier, and had tried to speak with him, but, as he had for the past fifteen years, he brushed her off.  He looked as handsome as he ever had, if not more so.  She had really messed things there, she thought.  What made things worse about Leigh of course was that she hadn't aged, whereas Fayette had.  Now she couldn't even try to compete.  

"Perhaps he likes the older woman," said Fayette, not really bothering with her daughter now.  "Well, I shall certainly have a word with her about her cradle snatching!" said Rosella firmly.  Fayette knew she should warn her daughter against getting on the wrong side of the Avatar, but she really couldn't be bothered.  Besides, it might be entertaining to watch.

*****

   Brianna watched as she saw Leigh walk into the room. She was with Selina. The woman looked absolutely beautiful, Brianna had no trouble imagining why Ewan liked her so much.  

"Renee, I have something to tell you!" she suddenly said, unable to contain the secret any longer. 

"Yes? What?" Renee questioned, looking immediately interested. Alyssand and Beth had gone across to the buffet to get some food, so they were alone. 

"It's about Ewan," Brianna stated, leaning closer to her friend. 

"Oh yes?" Renee asked. She grinned a little. 

"Listen, you have to promise not to tell anyone though," Brianna said. 

"Oh Bri, you know me. I'm as trustworthy as they come!" Renee laughed. Brianna didn't look convinced, but she nodded anyway. 

"Alright. Ewan... he... he has a girlfriend!" she said. Renee grinned. 

"Oh really? Who?" she pressed. 

"Well, you see, he was being awfully cagey about it, I think he thinks my parents won't approve," Brianna replied. 

"What? Oh goodness, is it some... some...well, you know?" Renee asked, looking a little horrified. 

"Oh, no-one like that," Brianna said quickly. 

"Then who?!" Renee questioned. Brianna smirked. 

"Oh... some... woman," she remarked cryptically. 

"Woman? So she's not younger than him?" Renee asked. 

"Oh, certainly not! In fact, she's rather a bit older!" Brianna replied. 

"Older? How much older?" her friend questioned eagerly. 

"Well... let's say at least five years," Brianna said. The Dalsonian princess looked disappointed. 

"Only five years? I thought you were going to say she was old enough to be his mother or something," Renee said, frowning. 

"Uh, well... I guess it's not that bad. But you see, I don't see his problem. This person is quite respectable, I think, I don't know his big deal," Brianna wailed. 

"Who is it?!!" Renee asked, for about the third time. Brianna turned to look over at Leigh. Renee followed her gaze, and then gasped. 

"Her?!" she asked. Brianna nodded silently. 

"But... but... she's..." Renee began. 

"Yes, I know. Totally gorgeous. It makes me feel jealous. I saw her the other day, and she looked pretty normal. Now look at her!" Brianna said, looking envious for a moment. 

"That dress..." Renee breathed. Then she began to laugh. 

"What's so funny?" Brianna demanded.

   Renee grinned, and began to walk over towards the buffet table. 

"That dress, my mother has one just like it! In fact, totally like it!" she said. 

"You think she's wearing your mother's dress?" Brianna asked in surprise.  Renee shrugged. 

"I dunno. I guess they might have the same dress, or something, it just struck me as funny," she stated. 

"Speaking of funny..." Brianna began. "My dad said she was an old friend of his, but she's only in her twenties, and well, my dad is in his forties. I don't remember ever seeing her around at all, so how could they be old friends? She's far too young..." she said. 

"Unless she was lying about how old she was! Maybe she's older, and Ewan doesn't want your folks to know that he likes her, because in reality, she's much older!" Renee said, snapping her fingers. Brianna put a hand to her mouth. 

"Oh goodness," she giggled. 

"That's gotta be it, it has to be!" Renee continued. 

"But she doesn't look old!" Brianna protested. 

"Some people don't. I mean, I don't mean to boast, but I think my mother looks younger than her age," Renee said. 

"I suppose," Brianna admitted.  

"But still, she's too pretty for words. I bet even Tim fancies her," she added, frowning slightly. Suddenly, Renee grinned. "What?" Brianna asked. 

"Since when did you care so much about Tim?" Renee questioned slyly. 

"I... I don't! I was just saying, that's all," Brianna replied weakly. 

"Oh... sure. But Bri, I wouldn't blame you if you did. Timothy Westley is very, very handsome," Renee grinned. Brianna cleared her throat. 

"She's called Leigh Temple, and like I say, Ewan reckons he and her have something going," she said quickly.  "Well... not quite. I think he's really just fantasising about her, I mean, they haven't even kissed properly yet!" the young princess added. 

"No? Then maybe tonight..." Renee began knowingly. 

"Yes, maybe indeed," Brianna replied.

  "This was not a good idea," said Leigh quietly to Selina.  

"Why not, I think it was a fabulous one!" remarked Selina.  

"I can hardly stand and talk with you lot, not if Zelda's there!" said Leigh.  

"Of course you can, come on," said Selina, taking her over to a big group of people.  

"Selina, I'm really not sure," protested Leigh, but it was already too late.  

"Leigh, uh, hi," said Link as he saw her.  Zelda wasn't around, yet, but he was dreading the moment she arrived. Leigh smiled at the hero, greeting him. She noticed others, familiar faces like Damon and Dion, as well as Nick and Selina. And Drake.  

"Hi everyone," she offered meekly.  Everyone greeted her with warm smiles.  

"We can't believe you're back," commented Dion.  

"Neither can I," replied Leigh, smiling a little.  

"Well, let me say, it's good to see you again Leigh," said Drake, grinning. At that moment, Zelda appeared, and when she spotted who was standing next to her husband and best friend, she felt more than unhappy. Leigh. Not only that, but she looked stunning. And, like Link had said, she hadn't aged.  

"Leigh," she greeted, still quite aloof.  

"Zelda," replied Leigh, as civilly as possible. There were a few minutes of uncomfortable silence.  

"Well, does anyone want anything to drink?" asked Drake.  

"Uh, yeah, I wouldn't mind one," said Dion.  

"Me too, said Damon.  

"Yeah, I wouldn't either, Nick?" said Selina a little nervously. Nick nodded. They all left. Link quickly followed, not wanting to be alone with the two women. Leigh watched in horror as they all left, but decided perhaps it was the best.  

"I see you haven't aged," commented Zelda.  

"Observant, aren't you?" said Leigh. She regretted the words as soon as they left her mouth. "I see you haven't changed at all," said Zelda, looking displeased by Leigh's previous comment. Leigh opened her mouth to apologise, but saw Zelda's expression and decided against it. She was the one who deserved an apology, after what Zelda had put her through. That whole court thing, it had been a complete farce.  Not only that, but she had been sentenced to death! Leigh had saved her life at least once, if not twice, and she still had no apology nor thanks. She was the last person who had to apologise.  

"Well, it looks like you haven't either. At least in all aspects of you hating my guts," said Leigh coolly.  

"Excuse me," said Zelda primly.  

"You heard what I said. I'd be surprised if you didn't throw a celebration when you thought I was dead," said Leigh harshly.  

"I did nothing of the sort. Do you think I'm that tasteless?" demanded Zelda hotly.  

"Perhaps not," conceded Leigh. There were a few more minutes of hostile silence between the two.  "I was surprised you allowed me to stay here, in your home. But I suppose if Fayette's still around," said Leigh casually.  

"You should be grateful I allowed you to shelter here, after what you did!" said Zelda angrily. "After what I did?!  What about what you did?" said Leigh incredulously, her voice raised slightly.

The small group watched the two women, as they conversed. Link shifted from one foot to the other, feeling a little uneasily.  

"Do you think it was wise to leave those two alone?" asked Dion.  

"At the time it seemed a good idea, but now I'm not so sure," sighed Link.

"Those two have to discuss things, they need to clear the air, it's the only way they'll sort out this stupid argument," said Selina. There was a short period of silence.

"You don't think they're going to fight, like last time I mean?" asked Damon, referring to the infamous scrap the two had had when Zelda had arrested Leigh.

"I sure hope not," murmured Link.

"Surely not? Both of them will have learned not to cross each other, not after last time," said Nick. Sprite appeared, her eyes immediately following the gaze of the rest of the group.

"I'd be more than happy to take the minutes!" chirped Sprite, before flying towards the two.  

"You'll do nothing of the sort, Sprite, it's your fault this is happening in the first place!" accused Link. Sprite turned to her owner, and put her hands on her hips.

"Well! I only thought Zelda should know, she is my friend you know," said Sprite.  

"A lot of strife could've been prevented, if it weren't for your and Faye's plotting, Sprite," said Drake gruffly. 

"I can tell when I'm not wanted! I wasn't here to see you lot anyway, I was here to see my god children," said Sprite huffily, referring to both Ewan and Brianna. And with a flip of faerie dust, the small faerie flew away from the scene. 

"Well, there aren't any raised fists yet," commented Drake dryly.

"And hopefully there won't be," said Link.  

"What did I ever do, except try and get a little justice?!" retorted Zelda.  

"Justice! That's what you call it round here? That whole thing was a fix!" said Leigh, dropping her voice again, so as not to attract attention.  

"It was not, and besides I think trying to seduce my husband was hardly dignified of you," said Zelda, her voice also dropping.  

"If it weren't for me, you and this whole country would be in ruins. I, after all, managed to trap that damn sorcerer of yours!" said Leigh in a low voice.  

"You hardly did it single-handedly," muttered Zelda. "It would be nice for some gratitude though," said Leigh.  

"Fine. I won't have you thrown into the palace dungeons, that enough gratitude?" asked Zelda. "On what grounds?" demanded Leigh.  

"A lot has changed in fifteen years Leigh, I'm not just the King's daughter anymore, I'm the ruler of Hyrule. I don't need grounds to lock you away and throw away the key," said Zelda in a menacing tone. Leigh folded her arms across her chest and shut her eyes for a moment, trying to calm down. She had no idea why she had just acted like that, she'd just flipped.  

"I need some fresh air, it's got stuffy in here all of a sudden," she finally said, before turning on her heel and leaving. Zelda watched as she left, smarting. People just stepped away to let her through, as if she were royalty or something. Turning angrily away, she walked in the opposite direction, in search of her husband, who would hopefully, provide some council.

  As Leigh made her way to the French doors which led out into the courtyard, she heard someone call out her name in surprise. She turned and saw someone approaching her. Fenella, Fayette's mother. She rolled her eyes and sighed as Fenella bustled over.  

"It really is true then! You're alive, it's a miracle!" gushed the Sosarian.  

"Uh, well, yes, as you can see," Leigh said, smiling.  

"You look simply radiant dear, far better than what I had heard," continued Fenella.  

"Look, it's been lovely seeing you, it's just I have to see someone," said Leigh quickly.  

"Oh but of course, I'll leave you to it dear," said Fenella smiling. Leigh smiled back then quickly continued to the doors and outside.     

  Ewan watched as Leigh left the room, then quickly put his drink on a nearby table, and followed her.  

"Hey, Ewan, where you going?" called Timothy from behind him. Ewan turned for a second.  

"Uh, I'll be back soon. Something I need to sort out," said Ewan.  

"Okay, see you in a bit," called Tim, Ewan stopped and paused, turning to Tim.  

"Uh, Bri made me promise you'd dance with Beth," said Ewan, suddenly recalling his sister's request.  

"What?" asked Timothy. He liked Beth and everything, but she was quite a bit younger than her. He tried to catch up with Ewan, but the young prince was already out of the door. Timothy sighed, he glanced around the room looking for Beth. He supposed if it was a request of Brianna's, it wouldn't harm to fulfil it. He spotted Beth, put on his nicest smile, and began to walk over, with the intention of asking her to dance.

  "Look, he's following her!" exclaimed Renee suddenly.  

"Who?" asked Brianna turning to watch her friend's gaze.  

"Your brother is following that woman, the one he 'lurves'," said Renee with a giggle.  

"He is?" asked Brianna.  

"Yeah, come on, let's follow him, perhaps they have organised some kind of secret rendezvous!" said Renee mischievously.  

"We really shouldn't," said Brianna, smiling a little.  

"Oh, we really should!" insisted Renee. She grabbed Brianna by the hand and dragged her friend in the direction Ewan had gone, intent on following the prince.  

Chapter 7

As Leigh stepped outside, she quickly wrapped her arms around herself, only just realising how cold it actually was.  And the fact she was wearing a dress of Dalsonian design did not help.  For a moment, she considered on going back inside, to the warmth of the castle, but then decided against it.  She had come out here so she could have a little solitude, and that was exactly what she was going to do.  She made her way to the ornamental gardens, it would probably be quiet there, or at least she hoped it would.  Suddenly, someone caught her arm, and she whirled around in surprise.  

"Who...?" she started, but then she saw who it was.  "Ewan," she murmured, a little annoyed at his appearance.  

"I came to give you some company," he said quickly.  

"I came out here to get away from all of that, and it is your celebration, so perhaps you should be in there celebrating with the rest of them," said Leigh, turning and beginning to walk away.  "What exactly did you say to my mother?" asked Ewan suddenly.  Leigh closed her eyes trying to collect her thoughts, then opened them again, turning around.  

"Things I shouldn't have.  No doubt I'll be out by tomorrow morning, and that's if I'm lucky," said Leigh.  Ewan caught up with her, grinning.  

"Not a lot would have the gall to insult my mother," he said.  

"Or perhaps stupidity.  I guess we'll never like each other," said Leigh, looking off into the distance.  She saw two figures hurrying out of the doors.  She didn't take much notice of them.  She turned and began walking again, Ewan did also, falling in with her step.  He noticed her shivering a little, and gallantly removed his cloak and placed it over her bare shoulders.  "You didn't have to," began Leigh, then she looked up to Ewan, he smiled down at her, she could hardly resist smiling back.

"You know Leigh, I don't even know where you're from," said Ewan.  

"Sosaria," replied Leigh, not really wanting to bother with an explanation about where she really hailed from.  

"Same place as my grandmother Alina, and aunt," said Ewan.  

"I suppose the fact that she, Fayette I mean, comes from the same place as I, doesn't say much for me," said Leigh dryly.  

"She isn't that bad.  At least you and my mother agree on something," said Ewan.  

"If you think that Fayette is 'not bad' then you really don't know her.  If I were to list all of her personality traits, they would all be negative," said Leigh.  

"Perhaps she's changed since you last saw her," suggested Ewan.  

"People like her never change, or if they do, it's for the worse.  I saw her yesterday actually, she barged into my room and started making all these accusations about me being a cradle snatcher or something!  And what else was that she said?  Oh yeah, something about me seducing men half my age, I mean, what was all that about?" she asked.  Ewan shrugged, and Leigh noticed him blush slightly.  Then it dawned on her.  "How does she know?  I bet the little witch was spying on us or something.  Oh this is just brilliant, if Faye tells your mother...  I might as well leave now," said Leigh angrily.  Ewan wished he hadn't said anything to Rosella now, she would've naturally told her mother.  He had Brianna's promise of complete secrecy, but why bother when Rosella and Fayette Tantalon-Arguelles knew?  Leigh meanwhile had started walking off.  "I mean, do you know what this reminds me of?  That, that thing with Link and me.  One stupid kiss and I get thrown in jail for it!" said Leigh, exasperated, they were in the ornamental gardens now.  

"Was it stupid?" asked Ewan.  Leigh stopped, turning to Ewan.  

"Of course it was.  I don't know why I bothered.  If I hadn't, I wouldn't be going through all this mess now," said Leigh surely.  

"Was ours?" asked Ewan this time.  Leigh looked at Ewan for a moment, not sure what to say.  She wanted to tell him it was, but looking at him, she knew she couldn't tell him.  The fact was, it had meant something to her, in the way that it was the first time another man had touched her since her experience in the Shadow Temple, well apart from the parting kiss goodbye she had shared with Link.  She looked to the ground.  

"You don't have to answer," interrupted Ewan. 

"Ewan, the last man I kissed was your father," she said, hoping to put him off.  It was for both of their own good.  

"Do you think that bothers me?  Circumstances have changed," said Ewan sincerely.  They held each others gaze for a moment, then Leigh turned away, walking off.  "Leigh, wait," called Ewan, before setting off behind her.

  Molasar watched as the young prince pursued the blonde-haired beauty he had just mistaken for Brianna.  He had been about to approach her when he realised it wasn't Brianna.  He didn't have to wait much longer however, because only moments later, she appeared, but in company of another girl.  Obviously he would have to wait a little longer to be alone with her.  He considered going back inside, to see if he could search out the Golden Power.  As he turned to go inside, a voice entered his head.  His fathers.  

"Yes my son, seek out the Power of the Golden ones, and then, then you shall be powerful enough to free me, and then the world shall be ours!"  Molasar shook his head defiantly.  

"That's what you think father," he thought, smiling cruelly.  He pushed open the doors and stepped back into the crowd of guests, in search of his ultimate goal.       

  "Look! Look! There over there!" said Renee, pointing across at two figures in the distance.  The two girls had trailed all the way through the ornamental gardens, and out to the lake, following Brianna's brother and Leigh.  "Quick! Before they see us!" hissed Renee, grabbing her friend by the hand and hauling her through a nearby hedge.  

"Ouch! My dress!" cried Brianna with surprise.  

"Oops, I hope that wasn't too expensive," remarked Renee with a giggle.  

"Actually," started Brianna.  

"We can sneak up on them now," said Renee, beginning to crawl towards the spot Ewan and Leigh were situated.  

"I can't believe you expect me to crawl through there!" said Brianna incredulously.  

"But you'll have to if you want to spy on them," said Renee, turning her head.  

"Perhaps we shouldn't you know.  I'd feel wicked!  I mean, first thing, I wouldn't want anyone to spy on me on in a, in a situation like that, and second, what if they see us?" said Brianna.  "If we aren't there to keep an eye on them, who knows what they might get up to!?!" said Renee, her eyes wide in surprise that Brianna was beginning to back down.  Brianna smiled.  

"It would be rather funny wouldn't it?" she asked with a giggle.  

"We wouldn't be doing it otherwise!" said Renee.  Brianna nodded.  

"You're right," she conceded.  

"Come on then, or we might miss it all!" encouraged Renee.

  Molasar looked around furtively.  So far, so good.  Security was suprisingly lax for such an event, after all, you'd think they would be wise enough to have thought that just anyone could sneak in, searching for valuable goods.  In Molasar's case, who was searching for the most valuable of all.  

"Excuse me sir, are you lost?" spoke up a voice suddenly.  Molasar froze, but did not turn around.  If the man saw his face, he would have to die.  And after his last experience, he didn't want to go through it again, at least not tonight.  

"No, I'm fine," said Molasar, still not turning.  

"It's just that guests aren't really supposed to be out here," said the guard, resting one hand on Molasar's shoulder.  

"I see," said Molasar, carefully reaching down to his belt and withdrawing his knife.  

"So if you'd like to come with me," started the guard.  Molasar didn't let him finish, in one second, he turned and dug the knife deep into the guards stomach, sending him to the ground, clutching his stomach in pain.  

"I didn't want to do this," apologised Molasar, as he twisted the knife in further.  A stream of blood spurted from the guards mouth, then he fell to the floor, still not dead.  Molasar pulled his knife from the man and quickly wiped the blade along his fingers.  He looked at the dark fluid upon his fingers, almost recoiling at the sight, and quickly wiped it on the inside of his jacket.  Then, he replaced the knife back in his belt and looked back down at the man, who was barely breathing.  "We have got to get you out the way," whispered Molasar, beginning to drag the body into a side room.  He pushed the body behind a large plant arrangement, and satisfied, left the room, closing the door behind him.  He looked down at the floor, and noticed several small blood spots on the carpet.  He'd thought there would be more really, but wasn't he complaining.  They weren't all that noticeable, unless you were looking.  He smiled slowly to himself, then approached the steps to the tower.  As he approached, his eyes closed, a scene entering his head.  

  Walking up the tower, cursing and grunting.  The boy, the boy had to be found.  But there were more important things at hand.  The spell that protected the tower, it was weakened.  That meant she, Zelda, also had to be weak.  Laughter.  Evil, echoing laughter.  It was time.  He had always said the time would come, and now was the time.  The Power of the Gold, to be his, forever.  Always striving for the Power, always failing.  No more.  Then, then the boy.  The boy and the woman.  Zelda.  Link.  Their son.  With the Power in the hands of the one, they would die, all die.  No more thwarted plans, wasted efforts, banishments.  But first, the boy, he would die first.  The weakest.  If he did not die now, he could cause problems in the future.  The door was ajar, what if it was not there.  Roars of anger, fists smashed forward, wood splintered, hands bleeding.  Forwards, into the room.  Shards of light piercing the gloom.  Dancing before his eyes.  Forwards, towards the Power, the sheer power.  No golden light, not yet.  Hands, against the smooth surface, lifted aloft.  Colours still dancing, Red glow, no golden shine.  The time, the time was not ready.  When the time came, then the golden light would shine before him.

  Molasar opened his eyes, leaning against the wall.  What had just happened?  It had been like some kind of flashback, yet not his own.  Then he realised, it must have been one of his father's.  This was where it would be.  Molasar smiled and pushed open the door, when a sharp sensation filled him.  He stepped back in surprise.  The barrier!  Of course.  In that dream/flashback, he had thought about a barrier.  What kind?  To fend off evil.  He tried to step forward through the barrier, but it was useless.  It was too strong, or he was too weak.   "You told me I could take the Power, but I can't even enter the tower?! What do you suggest I do now? Father?" demanded Molasar angrily.  

"I had forgotten my son, you shall have to bade your time.  Shortly, not long from now, there shall be an event in the ethereal void, where all of the magic in the kingdom shall, for a brief period, cease to work.  You shall strike then, when the time is right.  But for now you shall wait, and you shall be rewarded with powers beyond your wildest fantasies!" replied his father.  Molasar sneered and nodded his head.  Everything would soon fall into place, and when it did, he and his race would be liberated and worshipped, rather than scorned and spat upon.  He turned on his heel, making his way back to the Great Hall, where everyone was gathered.  He hoped that the body of that unfortunate man would not be found anytime soon, he wanted time to speak alone with Brianna.  Perhaps, she would be his destiny for tonight.

  Leigh sat down on the grass, glad it had not rained recently.  She would hate to get such a garment wet or muddy.  Ewan joined her.  

"So, it's just my mother that's annoying you, or is it something else?" asked Ewan kindly.  "Ewan, it's all gone wrong.  Everything that could go wrong has, and I'm afraid it's going to keep going like that for me for some while," said Leigh sadly.  

"If you think like that, then you're never going to get anywhere.  You need to think positive!" said Ewan, smiling encouragingly.  

"What is there to be positive about?" sighed Leigh.  In all her short life, she had never felt herself talk like this.  But her heart and her mouth were tied together, and she could no longer keep the feeling inside.  

"It doesn't have to be much.  Just be glad that the grass is green, and the sky is.. uh... black.  And that the moon is sorta shining, casting the reflections off the lake.  And, one thing to definitely be positive about is that you met the greatest guy only the other day, and he's right next to you at that very moment!" said Ewan, grinning.  Leigh couldn't help but smile at his half-baked attempts of cheering her up.  It reminded her of Link.  And his smile, so like Links, Ewan's father.  "And look at you.  You are the most beautiful woman in the Demiari, no one else could compare, isn't that something to be positive about?" asked Ewan.  

"I'd hardly say that," said Leigh, smiling a little at his flattery, although she was feeling guilty of her thoughts of Link. 

"It's true.  But I can tell, you're like that on the inside too.  Beautiful in every way," said Ewan sincerely.  

"You hardly know me.  And if your mother told you the way I'd acted with her all those years ago, you might not be so impressed," said Leigh.  

"Perhaps I just won't ask her then," grinned Ewan.  He placed his hand over Leigh's, his rough skin against her smooth.  

"My father tells me you're a great warrior, how do you keep your skin so soft and smooth?" asked Ewan mockingly.  

"By keeping it away from the likes of you," joked Leigh, feeling better in the young man's company.  Ewan withdrew his hand quickly, pretending to be offended.  

"Oh charming.  You've really hurt my feelings now," said Ewan, his eyes still twinkling.  Leigh just smiled, her blue eyes tracing the lines of his face.  He'd never forget how beautiful she looked in the moonlight.  Ewan slowly wrapped one arm around her waist, pulling her softly to his side.  She leaned against his strong chest, just taking in the moonlit scene of tranquility.  

After a few moments of silence, Leigh looked up and smiled at Ewan.

"Thank you," she murmured.  Ewan smiled back.  

"Well, I don't know what for.  But hey, I'm not one to go knocking back thank you's from any pretty lady," said Ewan.

"Seriously," murmured Leigh.  Ewan nodded.

"Okay, seriously, I accept," he said, but that boyish smile of his still rogued his lips.  Leigh leaned closer to him still, yearning to be closer to him.  She wasn't sure why.  Those long months of lonliness she had endured had left her so empty.  She needed intimacy, closeness with someone, and right now, Ewan was right there beside her.  Ewan, surprised by her sudden closeness looked at her questioningly.  But she just simply smiled back.  "Leigh, are you cold?" he suddenly asked.  Leigh smiled a little at his question.  He was so sure of himself, or at least he had always been previously, but the sudden closeness that she had inuced upon him after such a frosty reception, well, it had thrown him.

"No," she replied.  

"Er, okay, just making sure," said Ewan a little nervously.

"I could be warmer though," suggested Leigh.  Ewan raised his eyebrows.

"Erm..." he began.  Leigh ran both of her hands up to Ewan's jaw, and cupping his face in her hands, she brought her face close to his, and shyly pressed forward, the two unsure at first, but gently they became nearer, their lips grazing one anothers, before Leigh leaned closer still, and pressed her lips softly against his.      

  "Ooh saucy," whispered Renee.  

"What?  I can hardly see anything!" complained Brianna pushing in front of her friend trying to get a better look.  

"She's forward isn't she?" commented Renee ignoring her friend.

"I can't see!" complained Brianna.  Renee tore her gaze away from the two, enough to glance at the pretty princess.

"Try climbing up that tree, I'm sure you'll have a very good vantage point from there," suggested Renee, grinning wickedly.  

"Fine, I shall.  Then you'll be so jealous of me!" said Brianna definitely.  She stood up, hitched up her skirts then began to shimmy up the tree, totally mucking up her dress.  

"Go girl!" cheered Renee quietly as her friend settled on a branch, just above the kissing couple.

  "Did you hear something?" asked Ewan, stopping suddenly.  Leigh shook her head, kissing him again and lying down in the grass, pulling him closer.  They continued to kiss, the gap between their bodies closing up, until, gradually, he was atop of her.  As she felt his heart, beating against hers, something inside her suddenly snapped.  Memories resurfaced in a murky fashion, memories of those pale skinned savages, what they had done whilst she had been held captive in the shadow temple.  No man had been so close to her since, except perhaps Sir Stobbart, but even he had not come so close.  Nor had she let them.  She let out a small gasp and quickly pulled away, sitting up trembling.  As she pushed him, Ewan rolled on to his back, and saw a figure perched up in the tree not far above him.  His eyes widened, but he quickly turned his attentions back to Leigh, who had pulled away so suddenly.  He placed one hand on her bare shoulder, his cloak in the grass, but she flinched away, leaving him puzzled. "What is it?" he asked, but she did not reply. She could not. She had never told anyone about what had happened in the temple, and she had vowed never to do so either.  Just thinking about how defenceless she had been, how utterly feeble she had been made her feel upset, angry. The very idea of talking about what had happened made her feel worse.  "Please, Leigh, what is it?" asked Ewan, feeling useless.  She was obviously upset about something and he didn't know a thing.  

"I'm sorry, it's just," started Leigh, almost choking on the lump forming in her throat.  

"Was it something I did, or said?" tried Ewan, thinking back to what had gone on between the two.  Leigh shook her head,  

"No, it's just me.  I'm sorry, I have to leave," said Leigh, standing up and running away into the darkness.  Ewan stood to pursue, when he heard someone burst from the bushes behind him.  He wheeled around in surprise, and annoyance.  

"Ooh, looks like lover boy upset his new piece," said Renee as she emerged, twigs in her hair.  "You've been spying?" asked Ewan, angry and annoyed.  

"What does it look like.  You can come down now Bri!" Renee said, calling up to her friend.  Brianna slid down the tree.  

"What happened there, she looked pretty upset," said Brianna, feeling a little guilty.  Ewan shook his head, then took off in the direction Leigh had gone.  Renee looked to Brianna and shrugged.  

"Some people just don't like to be spied on," she sighed.  

***

   Brianna quickly pulled off her new blue silk dress, and held it up critically. It was completely ruined. Mother will have a fit if she sees it, the princess thought to herself. She quickly stuffed it under her bed, along with all her other junk, and ran over to the large walk-in closet that was in an alcove at the far end of the room. She had a large array of dresses, but none as nice as the one she'd been wearing. However, she couldn't possibly wear it anymore, it was simply far too muddy, not to mention torn, and adorned with bits of twig and grass. Considering she was supposed to be showing herself off to potential husbands, she hadn't done a very good job so far. She'd only danced with about three people, and she hadn't really liked any of them. And of course, she'd danced with Timothy, and her brother, and her cousins. But they didn't count. Brianna sighed, and quickly sorted through the dresses. Nothing seemed right... and she really did want to make a good impression on people. She was getting older, after all, perhaps she ought to start acting more grown up. Spying on her brother with Renee had seemed like a good idea at the time, but crawling under those bushes, not to mention hanging from that tree had certainly taken their toll on the delicate material of the dress. Suddenly, she found a simply beautiful gown, hidden behind some winter dresses. Slowly, she pulled it out, holding it up and admiring it. This dress... she remembered getting it. It had been a Christmas present, but too cold to wear at the time. She'd put it in her wardrobe to keep for the warmer months, and obviously forgotten about it. It was made of delicate watered silk, pale lilac in colour. The sweetheart neckline was trimmed with Brynnelian lace, and the sleeves were gathered at the top, and tied with ribbon. The skirt was long, and closely fitted, but loose enough to swirl. It had a layer of shimmering chiffon over the silk. Quickly, Brianna changed into it, then walked over to the mirror to admire herself. She was impressed with what she saw. Why, I'm almost as beautiful as mother, she thought to herself. Then she gazed up at her hair, and frowned. She had thick, golden hair which was incredibly curly, left to its own devices. Sometimes, she wished that her hair was as straight and silky as her mother's. But it wasn't, and she usually kept it tied in plaits to keep it under control. Tonight, she'd tied it in a braid. It looked nice, but somehow... Tentatively, she pulled the strands loose, until eventually, her hair cascaded down her back in a mass of golden curls. The person in the mirror looked absolutely different, in fact, Brianna was shocked by the difference that leaving her hair loose, made. She looked a lot older, less... demure. She dipped a sponge into a nearby water bowl, and wiped the dirt from her face. She'd had to sneak into the castle through a side entrance, in case someone had seen her looking so terribly messy. She had no idea where Renee had gone, not that she really cared. Glancing back in the mirror, she quickly touched up her make-up, and then headed back downstairs.

   As the young princess walked down the first flight of stairs, she noticed a figure gazing down into the Great Hall below, standing atop the first floor gallery. He turned as he heard her approach, and she realised that it was the young man she'd met a few days before, down by the river. She smiled warmly at him. 

"Hello," she greeted. 

"Brianna..." Molasar replied, staring at her, almost entranced. Brianna suddenly felt a little self conscious. 

"Uh... is something wrong? Do I look... does my hair look terrible?" she asked. Molasar shook his head. 

"Brianna, you look absolutely beautiful. But weren't you wearing..." he began. 

"Yes, I was wearing a blue dress, like I said I would be," she grinned.  "But... well, I... well, it doesn't matter. But I decided to wear this instead," she added, gesturing to her shimmering gown. Molasar smiled at her. 

"I've been wanting to say hello all evening, but you're terribly popular," he said, looking down somewhat shyly.  Brianna laughed. 

"Oh, hardly!" she protested. 

"Well, I didn't want to interrupt you and your friends," Molasar admitted. 

"Don't be silly! We really wouldn't have minded you know," Brianna replied. 

"Shall we go downstairs?" Molasar asked. Brianna glanced down into the hall below. It was absolutely packed with people. She turned back to Molasar. 

"Well, actually, if you don't mind... I'd, I'd... I'd rather just sit and chat for a while," she admitted, a pink blush creeping up into her cheeks. 

"Actually, I think that would be quite nice. It is a little stuffy down there, isn't it?" Molasar said. Brianna nodded. 

"Yeah... we don't usually have this many guests, but well, it is Ewan's twenty-first birthday, and I suppose everyone wants to know what Hyrule's next ruler will be like," she said, smiling again. 

"It's a pity you won't get to be ruler, I bet you'd make a great one," Molasar said. 

"Ohhh..." Brianna began, blushing again. She ran a hand nervously through her golden hair, and gazed at Molasar in wonder. "You're being terribly nice to me," she remarked. 

"Well, you're such a lovely person, I can't help it," Molasar replied smoothly, glad that he seemed to be having an effect on the girl. She smiled fleetingly. 

"But... well, I hate to talk about myself. Can't we talk about you?" she asked. Molasar sighed. "Brianna, there's really nothing to tell. My life is incredibly boring, like I told you, I lead a small community in Benlucca, and this is the first time I've ever been away from it. I've led an... an incredibly isolated life," he said sadly. Brianna smiled sympathetically. 

"That must be terrible, not to travel about. Why, I've been to quite a few places already, Catalia, Lemmink, Dalsona, Dubatio and Brynnel. I've never been to Benlucca, though. I suppose it's because your country isn't that friendly with mine," she said. 

"It's a shame. You all seem to be so nice," Molasar replied. 

"You too," Brianna said. She suddenly stood up. 

"Tell you what. Would you like to meet my friends?" she questioned. 

"In... in a while. Brianna, forgive me, but I..." he trailed off there, looking faintly embarrassed. 

"But what?" the princess asked, her blue eyes widening in surprise. 

"Brianna... you're so beautiful, you're like no other girl I met before," Molasar said, the words all falling out in a rush. Brianna laughed. 

"Oh please!" she said, grinning. 

"Please?" Molasar asked, looking confused. Brianna kept grinning. 

"Figure of speech," she replied. 

"Oh..." Molasar answered. He quickly took hold of her hand, and gazed into her eyes. She gazed back for a moment, but then looked away coyly. 

"We hardly know each other," she said. 

"We... we do. We will. Brianna, can't you see how much I like you?" Molasar asked. 

"Yes, but... but I'm only fifteen years old!" Brianna protested. 

"So am I," Molasar replied. Brianna looked slightly surprised. 

"You... you look older," she said. 

"As do you," Molasar agreed. The princess bit her lip nervously, then she turned to look at Molasar. He was so handsome, so exciting, intriguing somehow... her heart was pounding wildly just at his mere presence. Despite how much she wanted to deny it, she suddenly realised that she was indeed falling in love. She pulled her hand out of his. 

"Please excuse me, I have somewhere to go," she said, running away, before he could follow her.

   The night air was still, the sky a velvety blackness, with little pin pricks of silvery light at various intervals. As Brianna walked outside, she felt a lot calmer. She sank down on one of the stone benches, and gazed down at her clenched hands in her lap. Slowly, she unfolded her fingers, and fingered the cool, silky material of her dress. She'd never experienced a feeling like that before. She'd felt like she wanted to kiss Molasar, and yet, how could she? She barely even knew him... they hadn't even known each other for an hour. And yet, she'd felt so incredibly drawn to him, for no reason at all. Maybe it was because of his exotic looks, or foreign manner. He seemed so innocent, so naive of Hyrulian customs. She felt like she wanted to teach him everything about her country, wanted to share everything about it. She knew other boys, other princes, but she didn't feel anything for them. Well, nothing like this, anyway. It scared her. Had her mother felt exactly like this, the princess wondered. She began to toy with her kingdom ring thoughtfully. Her mother had said that she had been only fifteen years old, when she'd first fell in love. So, it wasn't so inconceivable that she too, was falling in love so young. Or maybe I'm not in love. Perhaps I'm just... infatuated, she thought to herself. Suddenly, the pad of footsteps approaching made her look around nervously. she hoped that it wasn't Molasar, she felt too embarrassed to see him right now. It wasn't. As she glanced up, she realised that it was just Timothy. 

"Oh, hey," she said, smiling weakly. 

"I saw you go rushing outside, and I was a little concerned," Timothy stated. 

"Oh... I'm fine Tim. I just wanted to... to get some fresh air," Brianna said quickly. Timothy sat down beside her. 

"Actually, me too," he admitted. 

"Not found some girl to bring out here?" Brianna asked, suddenly grinning mischievously. It was dark, but she could have sworn that he blushed at her words. 

"Uh... no, no, not tonight," he said nervously. 

"Ewan was telling me you had some girl," Brianna continued. 

"Oh... you know Ewan, he just imagines stuff," Timothy replied. Brianna smiled. 

"Oh yeah, he does it all the time," she said, shaking her head. 

"Brianna..." Timothy began shyly, but suddenly, she stood up. 

"Tim, please, I think we better hide," she said. 

"Why?" he asked in surprise. 

"Don't ask questions, just follow me," Brianna said, pulling him into the hedge maze.

***

  "Did you two really have to blow up like that?" Drake asked Zelda.  Zelda pouted, saying nothing.  

"Yeah, after fifteen years, surely you've learnt to forgive each other at least," ventured Damon.  

"Forgive her? She tried to single-handedly wreck my marriage!" exclaimed Zelda angrily.  

"She hardly did that Zelda, it was nearly wrecked by the likes of Fayette and Sprite scheming together," said Link quietly.  

"Did someone mention my name?" squeaked up a voice suddenly.  Link turned to see his faerie companion, Sprite, floating behind him.  

"You again?  We aren't talking about anything that would interest you," he assured her, still annoyed by Sprite's previous appearance.  

"Oh, but everything interests me.  Especially if it includes me," said Sprite, perching on her companion's shoulder.  

"We were just saying, how Leigh nearly wrecked my marriage.  I'll never her forgive her until she gives me a decent and sincere apology," stated Zelda firmly.  

"I totally agree.  I wouldn't let any woman move in on my man and get away with it!" said Sprite enthusiastically.  Link raised and eyebrow towards the faerie.  

"How is she anyway? Throwing herself at all the men as per?" asked Sprite.  

"No! She was hardly like that in the first place.  In fact, we haven't seen her all night since Zelda and Leigh had their, uh, little confrontation," said Selina.  

"Well you would stick up for her," said Sprite, sounding annoyed.  

"She's a nice person, she doesn't deserve to be slandered by the likes of you," said Selina.  "What do you mean? The likes of me.  You may be the Queen of the richest land in the Demiari, but I happen to be Tamara, Queen of the Fey!" said Sprite proudly.  

"Look, I'm just saying that you two should give her a break.  I mean, let's face it, would Hyrule be so peaceful if she hadn't managed to trap Ganondorf in that Gem Prison of hers?" said Selina.  

"We don't even know if it worked, I can't even get into the chest the sword's in," said Zelda, crossing her arms.  

"If Ganondorf had gone back to the void, he'd have been out by now and you know it," said Selina.  Zelda frowned.  Why did Selina of all people have to stick up for the one person she despised in the world.  

"Maybe, but it still doesn't condone what she did," said Zelda huffily.  

"Perhaps we shouldn't talk about this, it's only bringing back bad memories," warned Link quietly.  

"Zelda, don't you think you over reacted, just a bit.  I mean, that trial you held her on, it was, it was terrible. You had her thrown in jail and then she was sentenced to death. We should all be thankful she doesn't hate this country for how she was treated," said Selina.  "She probably does anyway," muttered Zelda.  

"Would you blame her?" snapped back Selina.  

"Girls, girls, you really shouldn't argue, it's bad for the ether!" said Dion half-jokingly.  Zelda glared at Dion icily, meaning for him to keep out of the conversation.  

"Dion is right, not on a celebration such as this," said Nick.  Selina stared at Zelda for a moment, then nodded.  

"You're right.  Look Zel, I'm sorry, I guess I just can't see it from your point of view," admitted Selina.  

"Well perhaps if you could, perhaps you wouldn't think Leigh was all sweetness and light," said Zelda, still mad.  

"Can't we just all drop the subject?" asked Drake hopefully.  

"Looks like that could be a little hard now, considering the topic of the conversation is heading this way," said Zelda, glaring across the room at the heroine who had just entered.  Her hair was a little tousled up, perhaps from being outside, but it was infuriating because it just made her look just as good.  As she drew a little closer, Zelda thought that her face looked a little red, as if she had been crying.  To Zelda's relief however, it wasn't them she was approaching, it was someone else.  Sparks.  

  "Leigh," called out Sparks as he spotted her.  She turned to look at him, a little vaguely at first, but when she saw who it was, she smiled and quickly joined him.  

"Hey, where've you been all night?  I saw you coming down, but after that..." said Sparks.  He smiled at her again.  

"You look beautiful," he complimented shyly.  

"I don't know about that, but you don't look too bad yourself," said Leigh, smiling at her friend.  He was, indeed, looking quite handsome.  He was wearing a smart blue tunic, with a white shirt.  

"Thanks," said Sparks, his smile widening.  

"So, where are all the lovely ladies flocking around you, an eligible bachelor like yourself, I mean I'm assuming that..." said Leigh, stopping short.  

"You assumed correctly, in fact, there's something I'd like to ask you," said Sparks, his voice lowering.  

"Yes?" asked Leigh,  

"Would the lady care to dance?" asked Sparks chivalrously.  Leigh smiled a little to herself.  "I don't see why not.  Yes, the lady would like a dance," said Leigh playing along.  Sparks grinned, and took her hand, leading her onto the dance floor.

  Ewan leaned over the banister miserably, looking over onto the dance floor.  He didn't know what had gone wrong, outside with Leigh, but something obviously had.  He wasn't sure what it was, and she'd gone before he had had the chance to find out.  She'd been upset, nervous, but not angry, but he couldn't think of anything he'd done to cause the reaction.  He sighed, sinking lower onto his elbows, watching the swirl of dancers below.  Then, he saw a flash of blonde on white.  It was Leigh, and she was dancing with another guy.  He stood up in disbelief, then quickly thought the situation through.  They weren't a couple, he hardly knew her.  They'd kissed, twice but it hardly made them an item.  It was hardly a surprise that she was dancing with another guy, they'd be lining up to have her hand for just one dance no doubt.  He'd just thought she would've been to upset or something.  He realised he hadn't even danced with her, so he began to make his way over towards the stairs when someone placed a hand on his shoulder he turned round, coming face to face with his cousin Rosella.  

"She's hardly as dedicated as you obviously are," said Rosella, looking down to the dancers below.  She was talking about Leigh.  

"Give it a rest," sighed Ewan, shrugging from her grasp.  

"How about a dance with me? To show her what she's missing at least," suggested Rosella.  

"Nice try Roz, I'd give you a six for originality, but not tonight," said Ewan.  

"I don't even see what you see in her.  She's older than you for a start, and she's not even got a proper lineage," said Rosella sourly.  

"Lineage doesn't matter, and neither does age.  I'm sure there's plenty of other guys who'll dance with you, I'm just not one of them," said Ewan.  Then he walked down the steps, leaving his step-cousin fuming behind him.

  "May I cut in?" asked Ewan, taking hold of Leigh's hand.  Leigh looked at Sparks then smiled at him.  

"Do you mind?" she asked.  

"Of course not, you go ahead.  You were probably sick of me stamping on your feet anyway," said Sparks, smiling.  

"It was only once, and it didn't hurt, well, not that much," laughed Leigh.  Sparks gave her a peck on the cheek then stepped back, letting her fall into the arms of the prince.  

"What happened before?" asked Ewan as he stood close to her.  

"Ewan, I can't explain it.  I hardly knew myself.  It's just something happened to me a while ago, and I still haven't...it doesn't matter anyway.  I'm sorry, I really am," whispered back Leigh.  

"You can tell me you know," said Ewan, moving in time with the music.  

"You don't want to know, I wouldn't want to bore you," said Leigh lightly.  

"As if you ever could," said Ewan, grinning a little.  

"You hardly even know me.  For all you know, I could be little Ms. no personality," said Leigh.  
"I doubt it, and besides, I mean what I said before.  I would like to get to know you a whole lot better," said Ewan.  

"I don't know if that'll even be possible. I could be leaving Hyrule soon, when I couldn't say, but it'll have to happen sooner rather than later, and when I go, I don't even know if I'll be back," said Leigh sadly.  

"So don't go," tried Ewan.  

"You're sweet, but it's something I have to do," said Leigh.  

"I'll try to change your mind you know, just not right now.  I have to concentrate, or I mess up big time and you'll probably end up with five broken toes and a swollen ankle," warned Ewan sheepishly.  

"I wouldn't have like to have been your dance instructor," joked Leigh.  

"Neither did she," said Ewan with a laugh.  

"You can't be that bad," protested Leigh.  

"Try me," challenged Ewan.  

"Fine," said Leigh as the music paused briefly before starting up again.  "To another dance," she finished.   

  "Can you believe the nerve of that woman!?" groaned Rosella, to no one in particular.  She happened to be standing close by a group which included her two twin sisters, Rosalind and Rosamund.  

"If you ask us," started Rosamund with a giggle, 

"It looked like Ewan who asked her," finished Rosalind in infuriating fashion.  

"Oh do keep quiet, if you aren't going to say anything good, don't" began Rosella, before both the twins cut in.  

"Say anything at all," they mimicked, before bursting into giggles.  

"I don't know why I bother with you two, you are sooo immature," said Rosella in exasperation.  "'Cause no one else will put up with you!" said Rosamund sweetly.  

"If mother knew how you two were acting," threatened Rosella.  

"Oh, but you wouldn't tell mother would you Roz?  I mean, she would ground me and Rosie for at least a month," said Rosalind sarcastically.  

"Shut up! I can't stand to hear any more!" said Rosella angrily.  

"Can poor old Roz not get a dance?" asked Rosamund sweetly.  

"No.  Roz just doesn't choose to dance, because she wants to save herself for the prince," said Rosalind grinning wickedly.  

"Oh Rossi, you're terrible!" commented Rosamund reciprocating her sister's grin.  

"Well whilst you two are dancing with mere noblemen, I shall be dancing with a prince!" exclaimed Rosella smugly.  

"We've already danced with two princes tonight, beat that," challenged Rosalind.  

"Oh yes, who exactly?" asked Rosella sweetly.  

"Well, Jack of Lemmink and Xander of Dalsona," replied Rosamund.  Rosella snorted.  

"Jack is only twelve, and Xander is but a mere fourteen.  Ewan is a prince ready to be a king, therefore I shall be better than the two of you put together," said Rosella.  

"I bet I could secure the hand of the lovely Ewan before you could," said Rosalind.  

"Ladies do not bet.  But I know he would dance with me, rather than with either of you two adolescents," began Rosella.  

"Adolescent? Us? We think not," snapped Rosamund.  

"Touched a sore spot did I?" asked Rosella smugly.  

"We could get a dance with Ewan before you could get a dance with that rather handsome man over there.  What's his name? He used to live here for a while, Sparks, that's it," said Rosalind, pointing over at the blacksmith.  

"As if I would, I can't be seen with people like him.  He probably has no kind of noble lineage whatsoever," said Rosella with clear distaste.  

"If you dance with him first, then we'll make sure we keep little Ms. Angel Features out of your way, and Ewan's, for the rest of the night," promised Rosamund.  Rosella appeared to mull the thought over for a second.  

"Fine, you'll be doing me a huge favour once I win this," said Rosella, before turning around and swanning off towards the young blacksmith.  

"Rosamund! What did you do that for?" asked Rosalind as soon as their sister was gone.  

"Thought it'd be fun.  And besides this would've been the only way she would have even considered dancing with the guy," said Rosamund.  

"That's all very well and good, but we'll never have Ewan dance with us, not now that he's with her," said Rosalind.  

"If she were to injure herself," said Rosamund with a smile.  

"And cause herself enough harm to be taken from the dance floor," continued Rosalind.  

"By a helping hand," finished Rosamund.  

"Fine, I'll trip her, and help her up and off before Ewan darling gets a chance to do anything about it, then you cut in and dance with him!" said Rosalind.  

"Deal," said Rosamund, before they pushed their way through the crowd of bystanders and out onto the dance floor.

  Rosalind hovered nearby Ewan and Leigh, waiting for the opportunity to impede them any way she could.  The opportunity soon arose, and Rosalind walked towards them, knocking into Leigh.

"Hey watch where you're going," scolded Ewan.

"Oh, I'm sooo sorry!" gasped Rosalind, her face a picture of horror.  Leigh leaned down and rubbed her knee painfully.  Rosalind grabbed Leigh by the arm.  "Come on, you must come with me at once, to the healer's! Who knows what damage a klutz like me could have done!" went on Rosalind, practically dragging Leigh away from Ewan.

"I'm okay, really!" protested Leigh.

"Wait, I'll come with you," said Ewan, but suddenly, Rosamund appeared and grabbed Ewan.

"Ooh, you're free for once! I'd simply die if I had not the opportunity to dance with the most gorgeous guy in this country!" said Rosamund, beginning to pull Ewan away from Leigh's direction.  Ewan began to protest, but seeing his attempts were futile, he decided he wouldn't be going anywhere, at least not until he had finished this dance.   

  "Say, you're looking pretty lonely.  Care to accompany a lady in one dance?" asked Rosella sweetly.  Sparks looked up from his drink and smiled.  

"Uh, no thanks," he said.  Rosella could've scratched out his eyes.  

"Oh but, it makes sense.  Here I am, all alone, without suitor and here you are, all alone.  Two plus two equals four, as they say," tried Rosella.  Sparks looked Rosella up and down, and smiled.  

"You're Rosella Tantalon aren't you, Fayette's eldest daughter?" he asked, recognising her face and red curls.  

"Tantalon-Arguelles, but yes, and you're that guy who protected the Triforce for a while," said Rosella.  She looked over her shoulder to see if either of her sister's had had any luck.  Ewan was still dancing with that woman, Leigh or whatever she was called.  She turned back to Sparks.  "So, a dance?" she asked politely, reaching out her delicate hand.  

"Well I, uh," began Sparks, a little unsure.  Rosella smiled pleasantly.  Sparks smiled back.  "It'd be an honour," he finished, standing and taking Rosella by the hand.  Rosella mentally cheered, but as they turned to the dance floor, another sight made her heart drop to her feet.  Her sister, Rosamund was about to take the hand of Ewan in a dance.  Rosella quickly dragged her partner onto the floor, realising she didn't actually know his name.  "What's the rush?" asked Sparks suspiciously.  

"Oh, I just love to dance," said Rosella, laughing.  

"I can see," said Sparks.  

"So, I didn't actually catch your name," said Rosella casually as they danced.  For a peasant he wasn't a bad dancer.  Well, he wasn't a peasant, she supposed, after all he had undertook one of the most valued jobs in the kingdom for a while.  

"Samuel Parkes, but my friends, they just call me Sparks," said Sparks, smiling.  

"Oh, fascinating," said Rosella trying to feign interest.  "Didn't I see you dancing with um, Leigh?" inquired Rosella.  

"Yeah, you did.  Me and her, we go way back," said Sparks.  Rosella perked up.  

"Way back?" she asked, interested, genuinely this time.  

"I've known her since I was a kid, and well, it gets a little complicated after that," said Sparks.  He didn't really want to go into the whole ageing structure process thing.  

"She's a very beautiful woman," commented Rosella.  

"I know," said Sparks, smiling.  

"So, have you two ever had, you know?" asked Rosella.  

"A relationship?  Hardly! We've always been just friends, and until now, it wouldn't have even been conceivable that either of us have a relationship with each other," said Sparks.  

"Really?" asked Rosella, this could turn out to be very interesting.  Not only would her sisters be doing he a huge favour in keeping Leigh away from her and Ewan for the remainder of evening, but they had also done her a huge favour in pointing her in the direction of Sparks.  He could be just the thing to get Leigh away from Ewan.  

"Have you ever thought of being in a relationship with her?" asked Rosella.  

"Yeah, when I was a kid.  But not now, things have changed," said Sparks.  Rosella smiled a little, Sparks was a surprisingly good dancer, for what he was.  

"Changed, how exactly?" asked Rosella.  

"It'd be too weird for one thing, I mean, we've always been like brother and sister," said Sparks.  

"Shame.  I think you'd make a simply adorable couple, but if she asked you, would you oblige?" said Rosella.  

"Hey, I shouldn't be telling you stuff like this," said Sparks, laughing.  

"But why not? It's just, you see, I happen to know that the prince has his eye on her, so if you're going to do anything about that, well I just thought I'd tell you," said Rosella sweetly.  "Who, Ewan?  She's got to be five years older than him, more," said Sprite, looking a little surprised.  

"Obviously he's thinking beauty before age," said Rosella.  

"Yeah well, Leigh wouldn't be stupid enough to get involved, it got her in enough trouble last time," said Sparks.  

"Last time?" asked Rosella.  

"Uh, nothing," said Sparks quickly, wishing he hadn't said anything.  

"Oh, you can tell me," said Rosella soothingly.  

"I can't, I shouldn't have said anything anyway," said Sparks.  The musicians stopped, ending the dance.  

"Well thank you, you've been a dear," said Rosella, reaching up to give Sparks a peck on the cheek.  

"As have you," said Sparks, before parting.  Rosella smiled to herself.  So what was this about there being 'trouble last time'?  She didn't know, but she definitely wanted to find out.  But not right now, she had other matters to attend, such as her darling twin sisters who were both sitting away from the dance floor.  Ewan was no where to be seen, but Rosella would look for him later.

  "I believe I fulfilled your requirements," said Rosella to her sisters.  

"I danced with Ewan before you did with the other guy," said Rosamund, pouting.  

"No you didn't, so I take it you'll be keeping your end of the deal," said Rosella smiling sweetly.  Rosamund sighed.  

"We guess so, but that's only if we can find her.  And, Ewan has conveniently disappeared too, so..." said the Brynnelian.  

"Mmm, well, you'll just have to find her won't you?" said Rosella.  The two twins stood up.  "We're only doing this 'cause there isn't anything else to do," warned Rosamund.  

"Naturally, of course.  Now, I have to see someone," said Rosella, walking away from her two sisters.  

"Now look what you've landed us into doing," moaned Rosamund.  

"You were the one who suggested it!" said Rosalind incredulously.  

"I did not, but it doesn't matter anyway.  It might be quite interesting," said Rosamund quickly.  

"But there are all these guests! So many cute guys to dance with!" protested Rosalind.  

"Well, we can't see her, so we can't exactly get rid of her, so I'm going to dance with that cute guy over there!" said Rosamund with a grin, pointing at a dark-headed young man.  

"He is nice, but he is more my type," said Rosalind, nodding across to a sandy-haired, who looked in his mid twenties.  

"Not bad, we'll compare notes later," said Rosamund with a grin.  

Chapter 8

Brianna and  Timothy made their way to the centre of the maze. Brianna doubted Molasar would be able to find them here. People, especially visitors, were always getting lost in the maze, it was such a  difficult one. Tall hedges surrounded the many paths that wound about the area, all neatly clipped and well maintained. However, even in the dark, Brianna knew exactly where she was going. Ever since they were young children, she, Timothy and Ewan had enjoyed playing in the small, living labyrinth, and they knew the route to the middle, never mind the numerous exits, which led to the courtyard, topiary and rose gardens off by heart. 

"Bri, what's going on?" Timothy finally questioned, once he and the princess had taken a seat on the small wooden bench that surrounded the tree which grew in the centre of the small clearing. "Oh... er, nothing," Brianna replied quickly, blushing a little at her behaviour. But, she really couldn't see Molasar right now. Not after what had happened. 

"Oh, come on Bri. I know you better than that. Who are you hiding from?" Timothy pressed. "Um..." Brianna began. She turned to look at Timothy. Yes, she could trust Timothy. He would never breathe a word of this to anyone, not even to Ewan. Sometimes, she felt like he would make a great brother. Ewan would probably have just laughed, but she knew Timothy didn't. 

"Alright, I guess you win," she conceded, cracking a small smile. Timothy grinned back. 

"What happened then?" he asked. Brianna proceeded to explain her meeting with Molasar down by the river the previous day, and then later on at the party that night. 

"Tim, I know it sounds most awfully silly, but... well... I got this really weird feeling when I was around him," she remarked. 

"What like exactly?" Timothy asked, not quite understanding. 

"Well, uh... this is quite embarrassing," Brianna admitted, a pink blush creeping up into her cheeks. Timothy remained silent, but he squeezed her hand reassuringly. 

"Tim, I... I think... uh... well.. well, you know. I think I quite... um... like, him," Brianna stuttered, blushing even more. Timothy smiled at her. 

"Ah, young love," he stated. Brianna looked down at the ground, embarrassed. 

"Tim! I thought you wouldn't laugh!" she said, sounding a little disappointed. 

"Sorry Bri. I don't think it's funny at all. I'm... I'm really pleased for you," he replied, not looking at her. Brianna noticed. 

"You are?" she asked. 

"Uh, sure," Timothy agreed, finally meeting her gaze. She smiled. 

"So... you don't think I'm dumb? It's just... well, I got all nervous, and I needed to get away," she explained.  

"Of course you're not dumb. But... well, you might have upset him by dashing off like that," Timothy replied. 

"I didn't mean to. Anyway, perhaps... perhaps he's not the man for me anyway. And I'm far too young to be thinking of such things too," Brianna said. 

"Are you sure?" Timothy questioned, looking surprised. The princess nodded. 

"Certainly. Anyway, after tonight I shall surely never see him again, so it doesn't matter," she replied.  She suddenly realised that she was still holding Timothy's hand. He noticed too, and quickly pulled away. 

"Uh, Bri..." he began, clearing his throat. 

"Yes?" Brianna asked. 

"Brianna, I think I ought to tell you that..." Timothy let his words trail off there, looking faintly abashed. Brianna raised her eyebrows. 

"What?" she pressed. 

"Oh... it's getting a bit late, and well, we might be missed," Timothy began. Brianna suddenly laughed. 

"Oh Tim! Sometimes you can be such a worrier! We shan't surely be missed, there are so many people at the party you know," she exclaimed. 

"I guess so," Timothy agreed, smiling again. Brianna leaned closer to him. 

"Besides, it is quite nice to sit here and get away from the crowd," she remarked. 

"Indeed," Timothy agreed.

  "I thought I'd never get away," said Ewan to Leigh as they walked, side-by-side through the grounds of the castle.  "Mind you, it's just as well it was only Rosamund, if it'd been Rosella, I would've never gotten away," added Ewan with a grin.  

"Sounds like someone has quite a string of admirer's, but your cousins?" said Leigh with a laugh.  

"Well they aren't really related to me, are they? Not by blood, in any case," said Ewan.  

"But still," said Leigh.  She stopped and then turned to Ewan, gazing at him sincerely.  "About before," she started.  

"Yes?" asked Ewan, listening.  

"It's just that," she began, when a howl ripped through the quiet.  Leigh swung around, coming face to face with a pack of at least six slobbering moblins.  

"Get 'em!" ordered the leader of the pack, raising an axe above his head, ready to bring it down onto Leigh.  Ewan grabbed her arm and pulled her back, drawing his sword.  Leigh stumbled backwards, watching as Ewan took on the beasts.  She wished she could help, but she had no weapon, and she wouldn't have been much use anyway.  She looked around for anything that might serve as a defence weapon, or even anything that might help Ewan.  Her eyes quickly rested on a fallen branch, which she leaned down to grab.  As she stood up, she felt cold steel against the back of her neck.  

"Wook's wike we got ourselves a pwetty wittle hostage!" slobbered a voice.  Leigh was hauled around clumsily, to face her captor.  Over his shoulder, she could see Ewan was surrounded by the other five moblins, still battling away.  "Heheheh, we's gonna take you captive wittle pwincess!" chuckled the moblin.  

"I hate to disappoint you, but I'm not any princess," said Leigh, attempting to hit the moblin in the face with the branch she was wielding.  The moblin was too quick, or she was too slow and he reached up, grabbing the branch, flinging it aside.  

"Perhaps I'll spoil your pwetty wittle face!" threatened the creature, brandishing a knife close to Leigh's face.  

"Or perhaps, you won't," said Leigh, ducking under the moblin's raised arm, tripping him over on the way.  He fell heavily to the ground, dropping his knife, which Leigh swiftly took, she bent down and stabbed the knife into the dog-like creature's chest, a sickening crack emerging.  But Leigh realised, she hadn't dug it in hard enough, not enough to kill anyway.  She gave it another twist, before using all of her strength to yank the knife out again, she turned to help Ewan, but something crashed against her head, knocking her to the ground unconscious.

  Ewan skilfully dodged and parried the attacks of the moblins but he wasn't getting in too many attacks himself.  As one moblin clumsily lunged forward with its spear, Ewan quickly side stepped, and cut off the unwilling creature's arm.  He glanced behind his shoulder, and quickly back flipped over the top of an approaching creature.  He then struck it in its back, causing it to howl with pain before hitting the ground.  He looked around at the remaining moblins who were looking a little unsure.  

"Any more of you want a piece?" he asked, tossing his sword casually from one hand to the other.  One moblin bravely rushed forward, spear first.  Ewan struck at the moblin with his sword, it blocked with its spear, but on Ewan's second blow, the spear snapped in half.  The hapless moblin fell to the ground, and Ewan quickly finished it off.  "Anyone else?" asked Ewan looking up, but then suddenly he remembered Leigh.  He saw a form not too far off, white, and blonde, it had to be Leigh.  A moblin was stooping over her.  Ewan rushed forward, pushing the remaining two moblins aside and running over to Leigh.  "You keep away from her!" warned Ewan menacingly.  The moblin turned and grinned, spinning its spear threateningly.  

"Oh yeah, and what you gonna do 'bout it?" asked the creature.  It was obviously the leader, as it was adorned with various items of bone jewellery  and such.  

"I'll kick your sorry hide," said Ewan.  He stepped forward, ready to attack, when he was grabbed from around the neck and pulled to the ground.  He struggled for a moment, dropping his sword and dragging his dagger from his belt, stabbing behind.  He then dragged himself up, coming face to face with the moblin leader who had retrieved Ewan's sword, and was swishing it around menacingly.  Ewan smiled and plunged his dagger forward into the belly of the leader, sending it to the ground.  He grabbed his sword and stepped over its body to the limp form of Leigh.  He placed his hand on her neck, feeling for a pulse.  There was a strong, frequent one.  He thanked the goddesses and got up, looking around.  He suddenly saw the last remaining, one armed moblin, charging towards him.  His sword slipped from his hand, leaving him weapon-less, so he grabbed the wood of the spear, just above its head, and drove it downwards towards the ground, so it dug into the earth flipping the moblin upside down.  Ewan then grabbed the spear and used it to kill the ugly mutt.  Then he turned away and back to Leigh, to see if she was still coming round.  He placed his sword through his belt and leaned closer to Leigh.  "Leigh?" he asked.  No response.  Then her eyes fluttered open and she seemed confused for a moment, then she realised what had happened and sat up.  

"Are you okay?" she asked immediately.  

"I coped," said Ewan with a smile.  

"I, I don't know what happened.  But my head, it's killing me," admitted Leigh.  Ewan kissed her on the forehead.  

"I don't know what happened there either.  Moblins, I haven't seen them in months, and never on here, on North Castle Island," said Ewan.  He wrapped his arms around her comfortingly.  

"I'm sorry I couldn't help more," apologised Leigh.  

"What? You should be mad at me, I let you get knocked out.  What kind of guy does that make me?" asked Ewan dejectedly.  Leigh caught hold of Ewan's chin, gazing at him evenly.  

"Don't say that, I should've been able to handle it myself.  Not so long ago I would've," said Leigh, mournfully.  

"No, I should've been there for you, instead I was too busy showing off," said Ewan firmly.  Leigh smiled.  

"I have to admit, from what I saw you seem pretty good with a sword," she complimented.  Ewan managed to crack a smile.  

"Thanks," he said.  He stood up, helping her up also.  "Perhaps we'd better get in," he suggested.  Leigh nodded then looked down at herself, sighing with relief.  

"For a minute there I thought I might have ruined this dress," said Leigh.  

"Nope, still as perfect as ever," Ewan assured her.  They began to walk back to the castle, stopping for a moment in the darkness of the courtyard.  

"I might not see you again tonight," said Leigh. Ewan smiled, and leaned forward, and kissed her longingly. "No, uh, I'm sorry Ewan. That kind of came out wrong, I still feel a little..." began Leigh, pushing him away slightly.  

"Oops, sorry," came two voices from the shadows, and the two sprang apart, it was already too late though.  

"Rosamund? Rosalind?" asked Ewan, annoyed and surprised at the same time.  

"We'll leave you two to it," said one of them, before quickly leaving.  

"I should go after them," said Ewan, turning to leave.  

"Night Ewan. Thanks, for everything," said Leigh. Ewan watched her go, then decided he'd better follow his two cousins, and find a way of making them promise they wouldn't say a word of what they had seen. 

   Timothy glanced upwards at the stars. Shouts drifted upon the night air, but he ignored them. It was probably rowdy party guests. Brianna leaned on his shoulder, seemingly unaware of the effect she was having upon him. He felt he had to push her away, should he get the wrong impression, and yet, knowing Brianna, if he did so, she would be offended and confused by his action. Just hearing her talk about Molasar had made him so jealous. Jealous beyond belief. It was unfair that she should love a complete stranger, rather than him. But he thought he knew how Brianna felt about him. She loved him, but only as a friend. And it could never be anything more. He let out an audible sigh. Brianna moved away so that she could look at him. 

"What's up?" she asked. 

"I guess I'm a bit tired," Timothy quickly sighed, averting his eyes. She looked especially beautiful tonight... he could almost believe that she was a woman, rather than a mere girl of fifteen years of age. Then he noticed that she was wearing a different dress. For some reason, he hadn't noticed up until now. Before, when he'd last seen her, she'd been wearing a simple blue silk gown, which had looked completely stunning. But the dress she had on now... it seemed to give her something more. "Nice dress," he commented casually. Brianna suddenly grinned. "Oh... yes. I had rather a terrible accident with the other," she confessed, still grinning. "Terrible accident?" he asked, looking amused. 

"Uhuh. Let's just say it got a trifle... uh... dirty. I was climbing up a tree you see," Brianna replied, her blue eyes sparkling. 

"Whatever for?" Timothy asked. 

"Oh... just to get a better view of my dear brother smooching with his new... uh... lady friend," Brianna grinned. 

"Who?" Timothy asked, interested. 

"Oh, just some blonde girl," Brianna replied casually. 

"But enough of my brother, he's boring," she added, laughing. 

"Was it Leigh?" Timothy guessed. The princess nodded. 

"Yeah. Her," she said. 

"Oh..." Timothy replied dully. He turned to look at Brianna again. She was smiling. They were so close to each other...  The princess reached over to give him a friendly embrace. 

"Y'know Tim, sometimes I don't know what I'd do without you!" she laughed. They leaned back, so that they were facing each other once more. 

"Can I..." Timothy started. Then he stopped. Brianna gave him a quizzical look. 

"Tim, you really are acting rather strange tonight," she remarked. He swallowed nervously. 

"It's just... well, I... I find you really..." he tried, trailing off again. 

"Really what? Boring? Tiresome?" Brianna asked. 

"No... uh... astonishing. Yes, astonishing," the young hero said quickly. 

"Astonishing?" Brianna asked, looking puzzled. 

"Ah, it doesn't matter. Perhaps we better get back to the party," Timothy replied, standing up. "If we must," Brianna said wearily. 

"Come on, I'll race you there!" Timothy grinned, running off.

  As Leigh walked inside she was confronted by a red-headed woman, who looked less than happy.  "Just who do you think you are?  Seducing a guy who has to be at least half a decade younger than you," demanded the girl.  

"I'm sorry, I didn't catch your name," said Leigh pleasantly.  

"Rosella.  Rosella Tantalon-Arguelles.  And I don't appreciate you trying to lure Ewan away from me," said Rosella angrily.  

"I'm afraid you've got the wrong woman.  I have nor seduced or tried to lure anyone away from anyone recently, so why don't you get your facts straight?" said Leigh.  

"I'll get them straight alright!" said Rosella, slapping Leigh hard across the face.  Leigh, caught off guard, stumbled backwards and crashed through the glass of the French doors, causing quite a commotion. Leigh fell backwards to the ground, shards of splintered glass all around her.  

"What's going on here?" demanded a voice as Zelda rushed forward.  When she saw who was on the ground, she couldn't help but feeling a little self-satisfaction.  It was something she should've done the first time round.  

"She started it!" bawled Rosella.  

"Let me help you up," offered Nick, stepping forward.  Leigh took his hand and managed to get up, dusting off the remaining shards of glass.  Her arms and face, not to mention the back of her neck were scattered with cuts and scratches.  

"Leigh, are you okay?" asked Sparks, pushing his way through the crowd.  Leigh glanced over at the smirking Rosella, tempted to argue back, but she was too tired, and a little wiser.  

"No I'm not," she said simply.  She walked past Rosella, nudging her slightly as she made her way to the staircase.  

"Don't you dare nudge me!" screeched the princess, who rushed forward and stopped in front of Leigh.  

"You're as bad as your mother," said Leigh in distaste, causing many people to gasp in surprise.  Rosella stepped forward to slap Leigh again, but this time the heroine was ready.  She caught Rosella's hand just in time, forcing it back down to her side.  "Ladies think with their heads, not their hands.  Obviously, that's something you wouldn't know," said Leigh.  

"Why you!" started Rosella, fuming.  

"Kindly, get out of my way," requested Leigh. It sounded less like a request and more like an order.  Rosella scowled, refusing to budge.  
"I said, get out of my way," repeated Leigh, forming the words in a patronising tone and fashion.  

"Why should I?" asked Rosella.  

"Because I need to get up the stairs, and obviously I can't if your mass is in the way," explained Leigh. Rosella 'hmmphed' then barged forward, knocking past Leigh quite unnecessarily. Leigh stepped back, rubbing her shoulder to ease the pain. Then, as dignified as she could, she ascended the great stair case, Sparks closely behind her.

  Zelda turned to Link.  

"She's hardly been here five minutes, and look at the trouble she's causing.  It's like history is repeating or something," she said.  

"You know Rosella's always been flighty, it looks like she was the one who started it anyway," said Link, watching Leigh closely.  

"Mind you, she just let Rosella barge past her.  And it seemed to hurt her," said Zelda thoughtfully.  

"Well Zel, I'm sure I've said she hasn't even half the strength she had.  Why, she can't even lift her own sword," said Link.  Zelda raised her eyebrows in interest.  

"What?" she said. So, Leigh wasn't quite the woman she was fifteen years ago, was she not. If she was so weak, perhaps she wouldn't be quite so hot at magic anymore either, which made her not so amazing.  

"You heard Zel, but I bet as soon as she gets her strength back, she'll be back to herself," said Link.  

"You'd like that, wouldn't you?" asked Zelda accusingly, storming off angrily.  

"Hey, what did I say?" he protested, but gave up. Once Zelda had her mind made, it was made.                                                              

  "Thanks," said Leigh, once in her room. Sparks smiled.  

"All part of the service," he said. Leigh patted the bed beside her.  

"Come and join me, that is, if you don't want to get back to the party," she invited.  Sparks sat next to her.  

"Not that much was happening anyway," he said.  Leigh stood up, and stood in front of the wash stand, dipping a sponge into a bowl of water and dabbing at the cuts on her face and neck, and arms.  She bunched up all of her hair in one hand, lifting it over her head.  

"You couldn't give me a hand could you?  See if there are any cuts on the back of my neck?" asked Leigh.  Sparks quickly stood up, taking the sponge from Leigh's hand.  He dabbed on one of the two cuts on he neck, when he realised how close they were.  "Anything wrong?" asked Leigh, noticing his pause.  

"Uh, nothing," said Sparks, quickly dabbing at the other cut.  "All done," he said.  Leigh allowed her hair to cascade back down her neck and turned round.  They came face to face, or nearer face to nose.  

"You're taller than me," remarked Leigh for the first time.  

"Your observation skills are amazing," joked Sparks.  Leigh playfully swotted him on the arm.  "I'd not noticed it, that's all.  I haven't stood this close to you until now," said Leigh, her words slowing.  

"Leigh, about those cuts, couldn't you just use heal?" asked Sparks.  Leigh shrugged, glad for a different topic.  

"I'm too drained.  But it won't be for much longer," she added, squeezing past him and sitting back on the bed.  Sparks rejoined her.  

"Leigh, someone said something to me tonight, and they made me realise something," started Sparks.  He noticed Leigh looked a little preoccupied.  

"Leigh, I think I love you," he murmured.  Leigh turned to him.  

"Pardon?" she asked.  She hadn't heard a word he'd said.  Sparks stood up.  

"Er, it's nothing, it doesn't matter," he said.  

"Going so soon?" she asked, a little surprised by her friend's abrupt exit.  

"Yeah, you obviously have other things on your mind," said Sparks, turning to leave.  He felt Leigh's hand on his shoulder, and paused.  

"Wait, please don't go.  I could do with a friend's company right now, your company," pleaded Leigh.  Sparks smiled and sat back down.  

"I'm sorry I wasn't listening, it's just...you can tell me now, my ears are yours," offered Leigh.  

"It doesn't matter, really.  What was that thing with you and Rosella about anyway?" asked Sparks.  Leigh looked away shyly.  

"I don't know.  She just go real mad at me and slapped me.  She didn't actually push me through the glass, I fell through," explained Leigh.  "I seem to have that effect on people, you know, making them want to slap me or push me over, or generally do me any physical damage," she added wryly.  

"You don't have that effect on me," said Sparks, not able to help himself.  Leigh looked up at him, and saw his face.  He leaned across to kiss her, but she placed a hand on his chest.  

"It'd be like kissing my own brother," she said quietly.  Sparks smiled and leaned back.  

"You're right, I'm sorry," he said, looking ashamed.  

"It's just not me Sparks, but there will be someone else, I'm sure of it," said Leigh.  Sparks nodded, then stood up.  On an after thought he gave her a peck on the cheek.  

"I'll go now," he said, smiling.  "I'll see you tomorrow perhaps, or soon at least," said Leigh.  "Maybe," agreed Sparks, although he didn't sound too sure.  Then he left.  Leigh sighed and stood up, stripping off her dress and draping it carefully over a chair.  She then slipped into her night dress and under the covers.  

"He hates me," she whispered to herself.  She wish she hadn't had to hurt Spark's feeling's that way, but it'd been half true.  She hadn't the heart to tell him of the other half why.  Ewan.  He was too young for her numerically, but then so was every guy everywhere in the Demiari.  After all, she had been around for centuries.  And Ewan, he acted older than his age, most of the time.  However, she knew it would have to end, because if Zelda ever found out, she'd hit the roof, and more than likely, Leigh would hit rock bottom.

  Ewan walked back indoors feeling reasonably annoyed.  He'd attempted to have a word with the two twins, but they'd just giggled and made stupid comments.  As he walked back into the castle he noticed the French doors had been smashed, tiny shards of glass, shining like crystals all over the courtyard.  Ewan stepped inside, and spotted his mother nearby, having a discussion with his father.  He also saw Rosella, who looked less than pleased.  When she saw Ewan, a cruel smirk twisted across her face.  

"Something tells me your lover won't be crossing me again in a hurry," she hissed as he walked by.  Ewan turned and looked at his cousin.  

"What?" he asked.  

"I said," began Rosella.  

"I heard what you said, what I meant is what exactly do you mean?" cut in Ewan.  

"Why don't you go and ask her for yourself.  Last I saw of her was her running off with that friend of hers, Sparks," said Rosella smugly.  

"Sparks knows her?" asked Ewan suddenly.  He'd seen the two dancing, he'd cut in, but he just thought that he'd asked her to dance and that she'd accepted.  

"Oh yes, very good friends I hear," started Rosella.  

"Rosella, for once in your life, could you just shut up for half a minute and let me think?" snapped Ewan.  

"Ooh, touchy.  Me thinks someone is jealous," said Rosella.  Ewan glared at her, she shut up.  "Hey, Ewan," called a voice.  Ewan turned to see Timothy, and walked over to him, glad to have an excuse to be rid of Rosella.  

"Where you been?" asked Tim, he looked like he'd been running.  

"Around, but hey, before I forget, I got attacked by a load of moblins not so far from the lake," said Ewan.  

"Really? You hold them off okay?" asked Timothy, surprised to hear that Moblins had managed to get into the grounds of the castle.  

"I'm here telling you right now aren't I? What gets me though is how they got there in the first place, I mean, they couldn't have gotten  in by the front entrance, it's too well guarded, and, well, the only other way to get on the island is by boat or by swimming.  And I never heard of moblins in the water before," said Ewan.  Timothy nodded thoughtfully.  

"Perhaps we should tell your father, or Sir Drake.  That way, either of them can alert the guard and perhaps get a closer security around the grounds," suggested the young Triforce protector.  "Good idea, I'll go see my father right now," said Ewan.  

"Ewan, what happened to the door?" asked Timothy, only just noticing the broken glass.  Ewan shrugged.  

"Wasn't here to see," said the prince.  Timothy nodded, then walked back into the crowd of guests.  Ewan meanwhile walked over to where his mother and father were stood.

  "Ewan! Where have you been?" demanded his mother as soon as he approached.  

"Outside, what happened to the door?" said Ewan casually.  

"Rosella pushed Leigh through it, but that doesn't matter anymore," said Zelda.  

"What? Is Leigh okay?" asked Ewan, not noticing his mother's tone of voice.  

"She left before we got the chance to ask her," said Link, his hands in his pockets.  

"Yes well, she probably deserved it.  Goodness knows that's exactly what I should've done fifteen years ago," said Zelda.  

"Oh come on Zel, let's not start that again," said Link.  

"You would protect her, your precious little Leigh.  After the way she spoke to me earlier, she had it coming," snapped Zelda.  Ewan watched his mother's reaction with shock.  He'd never seen her so mad, or bitter before.  Perhaps he'd taken Leigh's words a little too lightly, things really were that bad between them.  

"Uh look, when I was outside, a group of moblins attacked me, in the castle grounds," spoke up Ewan.  Link turned to his son.  

"Moblins? In the castle grounds?" he asked.  Ewan nodded.  

"Oh brilliant.  You know, it's a soon as she turns up everything starts to go wrong.  It was like this last time, no wonder she was exiled from Sosaria," ranted Zelda.  

"Zel, calm down," Link said, trying to soothe his wife.  

"Enough of her anyway, Link, go and sort this moblin thing out, whilst I have a word with our son," ordered Zelda.  

"Zel, I," protested Link.  Zelda glared at him.  "Okay, I'm going," said Link, quickly turning and walking away.  Ewan watched as his father strode off, thinking that he would never like to be on the wrong side of his mother.  

"Yes mother?" asked Ewan, turning his attention back to Zelda.  

"Today was your 21st, tonight we threw you a party and invited every suitable maiden in the Demiari, but have you conversed with even one?" began Zelda.  

"Sure I have," replied Ewan with a confident smile.  Zelda waited.  

"Why, I have conversed with the lovely Rosella and her lovely sisters," started Ewan.  

"Don't start Ewan.  Have you talked to anyone who you don't already know?" asked Zelda.  

"Well I," started Ewan.  

"There's still plenty of time left, so mingle, let yourself be known," said Zelda.  Ewan nodded.  "Good, I might see you later on, but if not, goodnight," said Zelda, smiling pleasantly.  Ewan smiled back, then turned and looked at the huge mass of guests.  His mother did have a point he supposed.  He walked over to the nearest young lady, who looked to be about his age and smiled pleasantly.  

"Would you care to dance?" he asked politely.  The girl looked at him in awe.  

"But of course," she gushed, before giggling nervously.  Ewan smiled as pleasantly as he could, before taking her hand and leading her out onto the dance floor. 

  Molasar looked back on the castle for one last time.  It was the early hours of the morning, and the majority of the guests had just begun to leave.  To Molasar's annoyance, he had not seen Brianna for the remainder of the celebration, but he felt sure that he would see her again.  A young couple were walking just ahead of him, talking and laughing.  They were probably intoxicated, thought Molasar in disgust.  He would never allow that to happen to him, as it slowed and distorted your reactions.  Suddenly, from behind a tree leapt a masked man, holding a glinting knife.  He grabbed the woman, pressed the blade to her throat.  The man, stepped backwards, not laughing anymore.  Molasar leapt forward and hit the silent attacker in the face, hard.  He then pushed the woman away, and snatched the blade that the masked man had dropped.  He looked down at the attacker and placed a booted foot on the man's throat.  He leaned down and tore the mask from the mans face, then removed his foot and hauled the man up by the collar.  He pressed the blade against the man's neck.  

"See how you like it," he said menacingly.  He heard the woman shriek behind him, and dropped the knife to his side.  He rammed the attacker against the tree, hard, knocking him out.  He slid to the ground, to his knees.  Molasar turned and looked at the woman.  "Are you okay?" he asked.  She nodded meekly.  

"Oh thank you kind sir, had it not been for you, I, I don't know what I would have done," she said.  Molasar looked back down at the attacker and grabbed him by the shirtfront with one hand, hauling him up.  

"Is there a place for the likes of this man?" asked Molasar.  

"Yes, the dungeons in North Castle is the nearest I believe kind sir, oh, you saved my life.  How can I ever repay you!?" replied the woman.  Molasar smiled at the woman, looking over her.  She was certainly very attractive, with thick, curly dark hair, and deep brown eyes.  Her skin was lightly tanned, indicating she was not from Hyrule.  

"Tell me your name," said Molasar.  

"Rosamund Arguelles," replied the young woman.  The man who had been with Rosamund was standing nervously to one side.  

"It is a beautiful name.  You should not waste your time in the company of a man like that," added Molasar.  

"Hey watch what you say," said the man.  

"Pray, what is your name, good sir?" asked Rosamund.  

"Molasar Anacreon, but that does not matter.  Where is your home?" answered Molasar.  

"Brynnel, but whilst I am in this country, it is North Castle," said Rosamund.  

"North Castle?  You are, royalty?" asked Molasar, he was totally surprised.  

"Something like that.  Where are you staying?" asked Rosamund.  

"A tavern in Mido," lied Molasar, he had no where to stay.  He found it pointless paying good money for a bed when it could be used for other things.  

"Bring him back to the castle, I'm sure you will also be welcomed," said Rosamund, pointing at the man who had tried to cut her throat.  

"I will gladly escort you back to the castle, but as for staying, I must decline.  I would feel, out of place," said Molasar.  

"But you must stay, a reward has to be arranged, and it can only be done in the morning," insisted Rosamund.  

"I do not require a reward, it is what any decent man would have done," said Molasar.  

"I'm going!" announced the man who had been with Rosamund.  Rosamund smiled as he left.  

"He was a jerk in any case," she commented.  

"Where were you going with him?" asked Molasar.  

"I don't really know, something tells me I had too much to drink.  He isn't even that cute, well not compared to you," said Rosamund, drawing closer.  

"We'd best get this criminal back to the castle, before he rouses," said Molasar, stepping back.  Rosamund leaned forward and kissed him sweetly, but Molasar did not have the urge to respond.  He and Brianna had exchanged no more than a few words, but he was enchanted by her, no other woman could compare, including Rosamund Arguelles.  She stepped back and smiled.  Molasar smiled back, then hauled the man over his shoulder.  "You are a very trusting woman," commented Molasar as they walked.  "First, you leave your home with some man you hardly know, and then you go back with a man who you know nothing about except his name," said Molasar.  "For all you know, I could be as bad as the man who tried to slit your throat," he added.  

"But you saved my life. I can't help but trust you," said Rosamund.  They smiled at each other and continued walking to the castle. As they neared the drawbridge, Molasar turned to Rosamund.  "I hope this has taught you something," he said, dropping the load from his shoulder. The man landed with a thud to the ground.  

"If I go for midnight walks with men I hardly know, some devastatingly gorgeous guy will save my life," said Rosamund. Molasar frowned slightly, wondering if she was quite alright in the head. The he saw a smile tugging at her lips.  

"I think you know the real lesson," he said, before turning and walking off.  

"But wait, your reward!" called Rosamund from behind him, but he had already blended into the darkness. Rosamund frowned and turned, looking over at a surprised looking guard on the drawbridge. She pointed down to the form at her feet.  

"This man tried to kill me, have him arrested at once," she ordered. The guard nodded and quickly came forward, taking the man by his legs and dragging him over the drawbridge, and into the courtyard.  "I'll give you the details tomorrow, oh and, put out a search for a man who goes by the name of Molasar Anacreon.  He is the man who saved my life."      

  Deep, in the bowels of the earth, underneath North Castle, Ganondorf, Prince of Darkness, watched thoughtfully.  He was entrapped in this wretched gem prison, but soon that would be no more.  That is, if his son succeeded in taking the Triforce and making it his.  But, there was a small problem.  He was being side tracked, by none other than the offspring of his two most hated enemies.  It would have to stop, but he feared he no longer had the influence over his son that he had, and now, to make things even more complicated, Balayna, Molasar's mother was reaching to him from the void.  She had to be stopped, but how could he, Ganondorf, stop her whilst he was imprisoned in this prison.  Just the idea of her wrecking his plans made him shake with rage, or anyone else wrecking his plans for that matter.  

Chapter 9

"Oh Rosalind, you should have seen him, he was absolutely gorgeous, and so strong too.  And when we kissed, it was like no other, it shall stay embedded in my memory for the rest of my entire life!" gushed Rosamund to her twin the next morning at the breakfast table.  Brianna, who had been picking at her meal couldn't help but overhear the twins conversation.  She turned to Renee, rolling her eyes.  

"What was he called?" asked Rosalind, eager for every detail.  

"It was unusual, definitely not from this land.  But he must've been from somewhere like Brynnel or Benlucca.  Actually, now I think about it, it's a kinda spooky name.  Molasar Anacreon," said Rosamund.  Brianna perked up at the mention of the name, her mysterious stranger.  "He just walked off into the night before I could even offer him a reward, but he'll be back, after that spark we shared, he just has to be," said Rosamund.  

"You get all the luck Rosie, it's totally unfair.  How old would you say he was?" asked Rosalind.  

"Hmm, mid twenties I would say, I still can't get over how handsome he was," gushed Rosamund.  "Say, Rosamund, perhaps this Molasar guy knows someone I know," spoke up Renee.  Rosamund turned and looked at Renee with interest.  

"Oh yes?" she asked the young princess.  

"Yeah, he's totally gorgeous, tall, strong, with a gorgeous white smile, and really short black hair and lovely brown eyes.  He's from Dalsona, and he's called Ferdinand," said Renee, looking fairly pleased with herself.  Brianna couldn't help but smile at the princess's description of 'Ferdinand' who in reality was, well not.  

"And why do you think that?" asked Rosamund.  

"Oh, just because he's a figment of my imagination, just like this, what was he called again?" said Renee.  

"He is not a figment of my imagination you petulant little," retorted Rosamund sharply, searching for the right word.  Renee raised an eyebrow.  

"Watch what you say to the princess of the Demiari's richest and most powerful country," challenged Renee.  Rosamund closed her mouth.  There was a few moments of uncomfortable silence.  "Come on Renee, let's go for a walk," said Brianna, standing up and tugging at her friends elbow.  

"Yes lets, the atmosphere has suddenly become...unbearable," said Renee, standing up.  They left the room.  

"If looks could kill," commented Rosalind on Renee's parting stare.  

"And I thought Aunt Zelda had it down to an art," said Rosamund.  

"She's not right though, is she? He's not just," asked Rosalind.  

"Of course not.  He was 100% all there, I felt him," assured Rosamund.  

"He was at the party?" asked Rosalind.  

"Never saw him, until I left, he probably was though," answered Rosamund.  Suddenly a young soldier rushed in, requesting to speak with Zelda.  

  "What is it?" asked Zelda, outside the dining hall.  

"A body has been discovered not far from the castle, Angus Sparrow, the merchant.  Looks like he never got to the party," said the soldier.  

"This is terrible," said Zelda.  Suddenly, there was a scream, coming not far down the corridor.  Both Zelda and the soldier turned to see a young maid rushing from the drawing room, her face pale.  "What is it?" asked Zelda.  

"Th-there's a, a d- oh it's just too horrible!" said the maid, busting out into tears.  Whilst the soldier tried to calm her, Zelda walked towards the drawing room.  

"Your highness, let someone else go in there, it might not be safe," advised the soldier.  Zelda ignored him, walking into the room.  All seemed normal, but then Zelda smelt a funny smell.  She walked to the other end of the room, and stepped back with a gasp of shock when she saw a small pool of blood formed underneath a large plant arrangement.  She peered behind it to see the disposed body of a dead guard, his stomach cruelly twisted open, a line of blood down the side of his mouth, lifeless eyes staring into the void and beyond.  She quickly left the room, bumping into the soldier who had informed her of the death of Angus Sparrow.  

"He's dead," she said.  

"Who?" asked the soldier.  

"A guard, Dayton, I think.  He's been murdered, knife wound to the stomach," said Zelda, still reeling from the sight she had just seen.  

"Zel?" called out Link's voice as he stepped out from the dining hall.  He saw her white face, and rushed over to her.  "What is it?" he asked.  

"We've found two bodies, one not for from the castle, and one in there," said Zelda, gingerly pointing to where the body was located. Link frowned to himself. 

"We haven't had..." he began. Zelda suddenly looked thoughtful. She then turned to Link, looking angry. 

"Funny how stuff like this always happens when Leigh turns up, isn't it?" she remarked. Link stared at her in surprise. 

"Just what exactly are you trying to imply?" he demanded. 

"Do I have to spell it out?!" Zelda asked, folding her arms. 

"Zel, I can't believe you'd even consider such a thing! Besides, there were hundreds of people around last night, half of them we didn't even know, it could have been anyone!" Link protested. "Yes well, we have to cover every possibility you know. Everyone's a suspect from now on. Too bad some people have gone already," Zelda said, frowning. 

"Well, we can rule out ourselves already. And the kids..." Link began. Zelda nodded. 

"Of course. And all our friends," she said. 

"Leigh counts in that category," Link quickly pointed out. Zelda gave him an icy look. 

"She does not. Not in my opinion. And since I'm the ruler around here, I think I get to decide who's a friend of Hyrule, and who isn't," she stated coldly. Link sighed, and decided to give up. 

"Fine. But I think that you're being biased," he said. Zelda didn't bother to reply. Instead, she gave him one last sulky gaze, and then disappeared down the corridor.

  Brianna quickly saddled up her chestnut coloured mare, and then jumped on the young horse's back. The horse trotted obediently out of the stables, and Brianna headed towards the drawbridge. She felt like she needed to get away from the castle for a short while. Something horrible had happened that morning, two dead bodies had been found. Brianna couldn't understand why someone would kill someone else. The very thought of it made her stomach recoil. Renee, Alyssand and Beth hadn't wanted to come riding with her that afternoon, because it was too windy, but that hadn't stopped Brianna. She patted Aurora's neck, and urged her into a faster pace. The horse's flaxen mane and tail streamed out behind her, as did Brianna's loose golden curls. There was another reason Brianna had come out alone.  That conversation she had heard Rosamund having with her two sisters.  About Molasar.  She couldn't believe he would've kissed her, not after what he had said to her.  She shook her head, knowing she was being silly.  How could she blame Molasar for falling for someone like Rosamund, whose exotic looks would probably be far more preferred by Molasar.  Not only that, but she had run away from Molasar, so it was her own fault if he had thought her a lost cause and looked elsewhere.  She spurned on her horse, making it run even faster, into a gallop.  She loved to ride fast, to gallop over the vast open stretches that surrounded North Castle. The wind blew quite fiercely, rumbling. The trees swayed, and Brianna's cloak whipped around her. Suddenly, she spotted a spire of smoke, near down by one of the streams that fed the moat which surrounded the castle. Brianna slowed her mount, and trotted over to investigate. Aurora picked her way carefully down onto the sandy river bank, her hooves clattering on the small pebbles. The princess dismounted, upon seeing a small tent tethered nearby. A small, smouldering camp fire was just outside it. The tent was made from some kind of white fabric, decorated with patterns and motifs in red and blue thread, which were unknown to Brianna. She didn't know where the design came from, but she was certain that she'd seen them somewhere before quite recently. Cautiously, she headed over to the tent. "Hello?" she called out. There was no answer. Kneeling down, her skirts getting dirty in the sand, she slowly pulled back the tent flap. The dim interior revealed nothing, aside from an animal pelt, a few cushions, oil lamp and a small chest, which looked to be locked. She quickly dropped the flap, and stood up. As she turned away from the shelter, she came face to face with a handsome young man. Her heart skipped a beat when she realised that it was Molasar. "Oh... I'm so sorry! I wasn't prying, really, I wasn't!" she protested, a pink blush spreading across her cheeks. He smiled at her. 

"I was just out hunting, sure got a surprise when I saw you here," he remarked. 

"Oh... well still, I'm sorry. I was just curious, that's all," Brianna replied nervously. 

"It's okay," Molasar said in an amicable tone.  

"I heard about you saving my cousin last night, Rosamund. She really wants to reward you, she's sent out a search and everything," Brianna told the young Gerudo.  Molasar shrugged, his eyes cast to the ground.

"It's only what anyone else would have done," he said.

"She seemed to quite like you," pressed Brianna, trying to find out if Molasar reciprocated the feeling.

"I could tell.  Alas, my feelings are reserved for another," said Molasar, raising his eyes, and staring into Brianna's meaningfully.  Brianna felt herself blush, her eyes averting from his gaze to the tent.  She changed the subject.

"Why are you camping out? We have some lovely inns, you know, not to mention room at the castle," Brianna said. 

"I like to be independent," Molasar replied shortly, a little disappointed by her conversation topic change.  Brianna nodded in understanding. 

"Me too. But I shouldn't think my mother would be too happy, if I went to another country and I camped out there!" Brianna laughed. Molasar looked saddened for a moment. 

"My mother... she's dead," he said. 

"I'm sorry," Brianna said, not really knowing what else to say.  

"Don't worry about it. Like I say, I like to be independent anyway," Molasar replied, glancing over at the tent. He turned back to Brianna. 

"Brianna, why did you run away last night?" he finally asked. The princess blushed hotly. 

"I... I didn't. I just..." she stammered. 

"I looked all over for you, I saw you go outside, and you disappeared," Molasar said, sounding hurt. 

"I... well, I needed a little fresh air. I went back inside, and my mother said I had to dance with some more princes. I'm sorry," Brianna apologised. 

"I didn't see you on the dance floor," Molasar remarked, suddenly giving her a confused gaze. "Well... I was quite tired, I didn't feel too well. I didn't dance with them for long," the princess lied, feeling more flushed by the minute. 

"You were the most beautiful girl at the ball," Molasar said, stepping closer. Brianna looked down at the ground, embarrassed. 

"Uh, thanks," she said quietly. 

"Brianna, ever since I saw you here, down by the river, singing..." Molasar began. Brianna stepped back nervously. 

"Please... don't," she said shyly. 

"Brianna, I feel utterly captivated by you. You're so beautiful, so kind, so charming..." the young Gerudo king listed. Brianna shook her head. 

"You exaggerate," she said modestly. 

"I always tell the truth," Molasar replied. He took hold of both her hands. 

"Brianna, I think I'm falling in love with you," he stated. Brianna smiled shyly. 

"But we..." she began. Molasar leaned forward, and gave her a small kiss upon her lips. Brianna gazed at him surprise. She looked surprised, and yet pleased. 

"I... I better go. I only wanted to go out for a short ride, I have to get back to entertain the guests," she said softly. 

"As you wish," Molasar relented. The princess gazed at him for one last moment, then she quickly mounted onto Aurora and headed back to the castle as quickly as possible. 

  As Brianna headed back to the castle, she spotted another figure by the path.  As she drew closer, she saw it was Leigh.  Her head was bowed, and even when she heard the approach of the horse's hooves, her gaze never rose.  She was walking forward, her eyes fixed to the ground, looking a figure of sheer misery.  Brianna couldn't help but feel a little sorry, and slowed Aurora, until she came to a complete halt, side by side with Leigh.  It was only at this time that Leigh bothered to look up, and when she recognised Brianna, it was clear from her expression that she wanted to avoid all contact with anybody at that current moment.  She didn't even bother to return the friendly smile sent by Brianna, and just stood there for a moment.  "It's Leigh isn't it?" asked Brianna after a few seconds of silence.  Leigh raised one eyebrow slightly.  

"What of it?" she asked coolly.  

"Well it's just," began Brianna, she paused looking at Leigh for a moment then dismounted.  She smiled coyly for a second.  "You know my brother don't you?" she finished.  Leigh looked a little stricken for a moment.  She couldn't believe Ewan's sister knew!  For all she knew, the whole of North Castle could know, and that included Zelda.  

"Fascinating, isn't it?" remarked Leigh as soon as she regained her composure.  

"Did you hear about the murders?" asked Brianna.  

"It wouldn't surprise me if I was the main suspect," said Leigh bitterly.  

"What!?" asked Brianna.  Leigh looked up at Brianna, and shook her head, realising who she was talking to.  

"Nothing," she said off-handedly, turning away.  Brianna took Aurora's reins and began to follow Leigh.  

"No, come on, what was that about being the main suspect?" asked Brianna.  Leigh turned around, looking at Brianna.  She was a few inches shorter than Leigh.  

"Did anyone ever tell you that you are as overbearing as your mother," she asked.  Brianna looked a little taken aback.  

"What? My mother, how would you know?" asked Brianna.  She had barely ever heard anyone say a bad word against her mother, to her face, especially now that she was Queen.  

"Too much, I'll tell you that now," said Leigh, her anger still not subsiding.  

"Hey come on, you're like 15 years younger than my mother, and I've never seen you around before so what would you know?" said Brianna.  

"I'm surprised Ewan hasn't informed you about that either," said Leigh.  She turned back round, striding off.  She looked a little shaky though, more from weakness than anger.  Brianna stopped a minute, wondering whether to follow or not.  She did, a little worried about leaving Leigh alone.  

"Look come on, can't we sort this out?  I'd really like to get to know you," called Brianna.  A little way down the track, Leigh sat on a fallen log, pressing her hands to her forehead.  Brianna walked gingerly over, unsure what to say.  

"I'm sorry," apologised the Avatar quietly.  

"So am I, if I struck you as overbearing," said Brianna.  Leigh looked up and smiled a little at the princess.  Brianna smiled back and joined her on the log.  "So how old are you, really?" asked Brianna.  Leigh looked at Brianna for a moment then back down at the ground.  

"27, last time I looked.  But it's too complicated, something about the difference in the structure of time between Hyrule and... it's too far fetched, even for here," said Leigh, stopping suddenly.  

"Go on, I'd love to hear," said Brianna.  Leigh rubbed her temples.  

"Look, it's too hard for me to explain right now.  Basically, I'm the same age now as I was fifteen years ago, fifteen years ago I knew your mother and your father, and we didn't get on.  Me and your mother didn't anyway," said Leigh, her eyes still on the ground.  

"Wow.  How did that happen, I mean, where did you go?" asked Brianna.  Leigh looked back to Brianna a wry smile on her face.  

"Another world, Pagan.  And now I've ended up back here, last time I was here, your brother was just a little kid, and you weren't even born," said Leigh.  Brianna's eyes widened as she thought about it.  

"But my brother and you...isn't it weird?"  gasped Brianna.  Leigh smiled a little more at the mention of Ewan's name.  

"Your brother and I, we aren't really anything.  I don't know what we are, but," began Leigh.  "I don't know how you can even touch him, he's so gross," exclaimed Brianna.  

"You have to say that because you're his sister," said Leigh.  She couldn't believe that she was actually getting on with the daughter of one of her most hated and despised enemies.  And that was just the daughter, the son, well she did a lot more than get on with Ewan.  

"I still think he is.  And he is a dreadful tease at time," said Brianna.  

"Brothers always are," said Leigh, a little wistful, she had had a brother, but he died at 22 nine years ago.  

"Do you have a brother?" inquired Brianna.  

"Had one," said Leigh.  

"Oh, I'm sorry," apologised Brianna.  Leigh then recalled on how, at first, she had got on well with Zelda.  The woman had even saved her life at one point, freeing her from the stranglehold of Ganondorf's shade.  

"You weren't to know," said Leigh quickly.  

"So what do you do, as an occupation?" asked Brianna.  Leigh shrugged.  

"I used to be an adventurer, Sosaria's champion, but now, well now I can barely lift my own sword, and as for magic...well I just can't do it anymore," said Leigh, she sounded ashamed.  Brianna tried to brighten up the mood a little.  

"I'm studying magic, thuarmaturgy in fact," she said.  Leigh glanced up.  

"That was my forte, but right now, I probably couldn't even cast ignite," said Leigh.  

"I'm sure you could, if you just applied yourself," said Brianna.  

"Your mother wouldn't be too happy if she knew you were having this kind of conversation with me.  She hated me for my prowess in magic, but for all the good it's done me now," said Leigh.  "Go on, try it," persuaded Brianna.  

"I'll just look stupid," said Leigh.  

"Or you might not," concluded Brianna.  Leigh looked down at her hands.  She pointed at a tuft of grass, then slowly brought her hands together, and intoned the words 'In Flam'.  A spark of magic leapt from her fingers and set the grass alight.  Leigh, overcome with amazement that she'd actually done it, turned and smiled at Brianna.  

"It's coming back, I can't believe it!" she exclaimed.  Brianna looked past Leigh and at the burning grass a little worriedly.  

"Perhaps it's time to cast douse," she suggested.  Leigh gave her a blank expression for a moment, then realised and turned around.  She closed her eyes, mouthing the necessary words, then held out her hands.  In seconds, the flame was out.  Leigh turned back to Brianna, her eyes shining.  

"I did it, and, and I don't even feel tired.  I, I, thank you," said Leigh, the words rushing out.  

"I didn't do anything," insisted Brianna.  Leigh stepped forward and hugged Brianna.  

"I don't know how to thank you, but if I ever can, I will," she pledged.  

"Oh, really there's no need," said Brianna.  Leigh looked around.  

"If my magic is returning, then maybe my physical strength is too! I need to get back to the castle," said Leigh.  

"I'd say ride Aurora, but there's only room for one," said Brianna apologetically.  

"No need, I'm perfectly fine to walk, just don't go to fast, that is, if you are going back to the castle of course," said Leigh.  

"Well yes, but let's just both walk.  I can lead Aurora back anyway," said Brianna.  

"Someone's been hunting these woods," commented Ewan as he and Timothy tracked through the forest that lay nearby the grounds of North Castle.  It was illegal to do so in fact, as the forest was the home to the Fey, home of the faeries.  Timothy nodded as he spotted another broken arrow shaft upon the ground.  

"Not a very good shot by the looks of it," added Tim.  

"I don't know, maybe he just used a lot of arrows," said Ewan, who was up ahead.  

"Yeah, the sign that he isn't a very good shot," argued Tim.  Ewan paused and shrugged for a moment.  

"You know, you're right.  I don't know what I'm talking about," said Ewan honestly, Tim had been expecting a sarcastic remark.  

"It's still illegal though.  Look, tracks," said Ewan, he pointed down at the ground as if to illustrate the point.  Sure enough there were boot marks in the fresh, sodden earth.  

"Let's follow them," said Tim.  

"Yeah, and make sure whoever did this gets the message not to do it again," agreed Ewan.    

  As Molasar chewed on the last remains of his camp fire-cooked meal, he heard the soft clomp of hooves against the earth nearby.  He stood up, and saw two horses approaching, they had come from the nearby forest by the looks of things.  Molasar touched his sword, just in case, reassuringly.  

"Hey friend, you been hunting in this nearby forest?" called one of the riders as they approached.  

"What of it friend?" called back Molasar.  He recognised the two of them as members of the party the night before, but he knew neither by name.  One of the rider's dismounted, and walked over to Molasar casually.  

"It's illegal," he informed Molasar.  Molasar glanced down at the remains of his meal, then back to the stranger.  

"Says who exactly?" he asked snidely.  He was the same height as the stranger, and the same build.  

"Well my father for one thing," said the stranger.  Molasar drew himself up to his full height, inching his way above the stranger.  He gripped one hand on the hilt of his sword.  

"And who, exactly, is your father?" asked Molasar, in a challenging way.  The stranger didn't bother to inch his way past Molasar, just shot him a cool and even stare.  

"He happens to be the King of this country, for one thing," began Ewan.  

"Oh yeah, well isn't that a coincidence, because so is my father," said Molasar mockingly, pulling out his sabre.  The stranger moved with equal swiftness, removing his blade of Hylian design.  

"Ewan..." said the other stranger in a low voice.  But Ewan didn't listen, something about this guy annoyed him.  

"So why don't you just apologise, before I take you in myself?" he asked Molasar.  

"I'd like to see you try," said Molasar, lunging forward.  Ewan cleanly blocked the lunge, then got in a few digs of his own, scratching Molasar's cheek, as so to draw blood.  Molasar grew angry when the steel pierced his cheek, and fought back twice as hard, twice as quick, he managed to nick the stranger's chin, before slicing the back of his hand.  Ewan grimaced in pain, but kept on, meanwhile, Timothy was dismounting.  The two fought closer and closer, until their blades were crossed, inches away from each other's necks.  Both were breathing heavily, both evenly matched.  

"Come on, break it up," said Timothy, but he was ignored.  Ewan glared at Molasar, they were literally eyeball to eyeball, so close they could see the whites of each others eyes.  Finally, after a little persuasion, Ewan lowered his blade and stepped away.  

"If I see you here again, you'll wish I hadn't," the prince threatened.  Molasar said nothing.  He simply turned away and began to pack up his belongings.  He turned to Ewan for one last final time.  

"It'll be you who'll regret our paths ever crossed," he said menacingly.  Ewan glared at him, an icy cold stare, then turned and mounted back up on his horse.  Timothy followed suite.  

"Go back to where you came from, we don't want to see you again here," shouted Ewan as he rode off.  Molasar frowned.  Ewan...If his father was the king, that made him Brianna's brother! And his arch enemy. 

***

   In due course, all the guests left the castle, and headed back to their homelands. No-one was ever found, or convicted for the mysterious murders. No decision was made on what to about Sosaria. Leigh had suggested that she would make her way over there, and try and persuade Lord British to quell the stupid feud that was going on, rather than have every other country in Demiari attack him, and waste valuable resources and money. Something lingered in the air however, something that troubled Zelda. No-one else seemed to really notice, aside from Ewan, who was also deeply sensitive to bad auras. But, neither of them could pinprick the source of the trouble, and Zelda had to be content with just waiting for something terrible to happen. Because of this, and because of the fact that Leigh still remained at North Castle, she was acting more volatile than usual, and most of the castle inhabitants did their best to remain out of her way.  Eventually, Zelda knew that there was only one thing left to do. She had to ask Leigh to break the spell on the chest deep under North Castle, to make sure that Ganondorf was still well and truly trapped there. Quickly, she glanced in the mirror, and checked her appearance. Whenever she saw Leigh, she felt that the Avatar looked so much better than her, and she didn't like it. Zelda's hair was immaculate, it lay in long, silky waves down her back, and the dress she was wearing accentuated her slim figure well. Satisfied, she headed down the tower stairs, and towards Leigh's guestroom.

  Leigh opened the door, and was pleased to see who it was.

"Ewan," she exclaimed, stepping aside to let him into her chamber.  Ewan bowed graciously, entering.  

"I had to see you," he murmured as she closed the door.  She smiled.

"You had to see me?  What about?" she questioned.

"Well foremost to see if you're okay, I heard about what my cousin did, sorry I didn't come sooner, but I've been looking all over for you all day, and last night, well I kinda had to join my party," said Ewan in one fluid motion.  Leigh smiled at his explanation.

"I'm fine, now anyway.  How are you?" she answered.  Ewan smiled, then produced a bouquet of flowers that should could tell had been hastily arranged by the man's own hand.  She laughed a little, graciously accepting the gift.  "Oh you shouldn't have," she said, still smiling.  Ewan shrugged.

"They reminded me of you," he said sheepishly.  Leigh raised her eyebrows.

"Oh so you felt you had to uproot them and tie them all together?" she asked teasingly.

"Uh..." paused Ewan, desperately grasping for an answer.

"The last time any man presented me with flowers was well over a decade ago," commented Leigh as she placed the flowers in an empty vase, arranging them a little neater.

"Seriously?" asked Ewan.  Leigh nodded.

"Thank you," said Leigh, turning to him.

"Are you feeling a little better, I mean, you know, about what happened?" asked Ewan.  Leigh looked at Ewan, the smile he had put there still firmly straining her cheekbones.  No-one had made her smile so widely in a long while.  She guessed she was out of practise.

"If you're trying to ask me for a kiss," she started, leaning forward, one hand on his cheek.

"Leigh, I think I'm falling in love with you," Ewan suddenly confessed, leaning towards her for another kiss. Leigh pushed him away slightly, looking surprised. 

"Ewan, we've known each other for such a short time. I have feelings for you, but not like that," Leigh lied, feeling herself blush. 

"It doesn't matter. I happen to know for a fact that my dad fell in love with my mother as soon as he met her," Ewan replied. Leigh resisted the urge to comment on the fact that she couldn't imagine why Link had fallen in love with Zelda on the spot, since she had no redeeming features whatsoever. However, she managed to keep quiet. Leigh knew she had to be careful what she said about Zelda around both Ewan, and Brianna, because they loved their mother dearly, and would no doubt not take kindly to anyone saying bad things about her. She really liked both of them, she even found it hard to believe that they were actually related to Zelda in the first place. Brianna looked so like her, but her temperament was completely different. And Ewan, his nature was nothing like Zelda's either, it was a lot like Link's. Except this time Leigh was on the receiving end, rather than Zelda.  

"Ewan, we mustn't rush into things. We're still getting to know each other, after all," Leigh tried. 

"I know you're the one Leigh, I've never felt this way about anyone in my life before, never," Ewan replied earnestly. It was true. He had always been confident about himself around every other woman, but Leigh made him feel different. She intrigued him, made his heart beat faster, and she made him feel not so sure, more nervous.  But he assumed it was because he had never been in love before. Leigh felt her heart beginning to melt. She had never felt this way about anyone either, except maybe Link. 

"Ewan..." she murmured, leaning close to kiss him again. At that moment, someone opened the door to the room. They both pulled away in surprise, and turned to see who had entered. Leigh stared in horror as she saw Zelda stood there, looking very shocked and upset indeed.  

"Uh, hello mother," Ewan said in an uneasy tone. Zelda still stood there, fighting to regain her composure. She couldn't believe what she'd just witnessed! Her own son, wrapped in a passionate embrace with her worst enemy. As if trying to steal her husband hadn't been bad enough, now here the woman was, seducing Zelda's son! Fayette was right, she thought, feeling her blood run cold in horror.  

"So it is true," Zelda managed to say in a cool tone. 

"I know that you two don't like each other, but..." Ewan began. 

"Ewan, be quiet! Just get out! I have something I'd like to discuss with Miss Temple," Zelda interrupted. 

"But mother..." Ewan tried. 

"Your father and I will deal with you later! Just go!" Zelda ordered. 

"I'll do as I please," Ewan remarked, folding his arms and glaring at his mother angrily. 

"You will do as you are told!" Zelda retorted, her anger beginning to surface. 

"Father doesn't mind, why do you?" Ewan asked. 

"Your father knows?!" Zelda cried. 

"Well, sort of," Ewan said. 

"Oh, for Hyrule's sake, just get out of here!" Zelda finally said, having nothing better to say. 

"What you want to say can be said before me. I'm not leaving you here with Leigh just so you can insult her," said Ewan sternly. Zelda raised her eyebrows. Leigh had seen that expression before.  

"Ewan, me and your mother should talk in private," she suggested. Ewan turned back to Leigh.  "Are you sure?" he asked. Zelda winced at his question. Leigh just nodded.

"Pretty sure," she said, displaying what she hoped looked like a confident smile.  Ewan nodded, respecting her request. 

"I love you," he said softly. She nodded, still keeping a watchful eye on Zelda, who now looked extremely livid. With that, the young prince stalked past his mother, his head in the air, looking also angry. Zelda ignored him, and slammed the door shut, turning to face an expectant Leigh.

  "It wasn't enough, was it? First you and Link..." Zelda began. 

"There was never anything between me and Link, you just imagined it all! I kissed him once, and he told me to stop, because he was married!" Leigh interrupted. 

"It doesn't matter! Leigh, how can you do this? How dare you make my son fall in love with you!" Zelda cried angrily. 

"I didn't! I didn't make any move on him at all. It was he who approached me!" Leigh protested. 
"Oh, you just do it all on purpose! You can't possibly love him, you'll never marry him, I just won't allow it, and neither will Link!" Zelda said. 

"From what I hear, you've told your children that they can marry who they please!" Leigh said, her tone slightly smug. 

"Within reason! And this just isn't acceptable!" Zelda retorted. 

"Well, you're going to have to live with it, because Ewan is pretty serious about me," Leigh replied. 

"You'll go back to where you came from, and you won't come back!" Zelda ordered. Leigh looked down at the floor. 

"You will not become Queen of Hyrule, you will not mar my family!" Zelda continued. 

"Oh yes, such a pure line couldn't possibly be spoilt by a little commoner like me, could it?" Leigh spat angrily. 

"No!" Zelda agreed. Leigh continued with her speech. 

"You're so two-faced, Zelda. If I'm not good enough for your precious royal bloodline, then doesn't that make Link not good enough either?" she questioned. Zelda looked absolutely furious at this particular remark. 

"Oh, how dare you say that! Of course Link is good enough!" she said. 

"But his roots are as lowly as mine," Leigh argued. 

"Link is nothing like you! He has all the qualities of a noble person, unlike you!" Zelda retorted. 

"And unlike you," Leigh said quietly. 

"You'll wish you never said that! I can't believe that you would imply such a thing! Of course I am a noble person! I am the Queen of Hyrule, don't you forget, and my people love and respect me greatly!" Zelda exclaimed. 

"Well, if they heard you now, I'm sure they would lower their opinion at once," Leigh remarked. "I have every right to speak to you how I wish, don't you even contemplate saying otherwise!" Zelda said, her green eyes narrowing in hatred. 

"Zelda, why won't you ever forgive me?" Leigh suddenly questioned. She knew their arguing had to stop. 

"Because what you did, was unforgivable!" Zelda replied promptly. 

"It happened a long time ago, and I'm sorry about it. I'm sorry that I nearly broke up your marriage, I'm sorry that I even laid eyes on Link in the first place. Can't you see that I've always been sorry?" Leigh asked. 

"You're not sorry for what you did! You're only saying so now, so that I'll give you and Ewan my blessing!" Zelda retorted. Leigh's expression turned sad. 

"I might have guessed that you'd say that," she said in a soft tone.  

"Then why did you bother?" Zelda asked. 

"Because... because... I thought there might be the slightest chance that you'd forgive me. That maybe over the years, you'd seen how foolish we'd both acted," Leigh said. 

"Because of you, we've lost one of our most valuable allies! And now, you have the cheek to try and take my son away from me!" Zelda said, gazing at Leigh hatefully. 

"I think Ewan's old enough to decide what he wants in life!" Leigh said sharply. 

"He's still my son, I'll not have him make such a terrible mistake!" Zelda replied. 

"And what does Link think? Or does he not get a say in the upbringing of his own son?" Leigh questioned, an edge to her tone. 

"Link doesn't know, at least, I don't think he does. But I can assure you that he'll agree with me," Zelda replied smugly. 

"Well, of course he'll have to agree! Else you'll give him the cold shoulder, no doubt!" Leigh snapped angrily. Zelda frowned. 

"Link can agree on his own accord," she said. 

"Well, it never seemed that way to me," Leigh said. 

"If you were a parent, you might understand why I only want the best for Ewan," Zelda remarked. Leigh frowned. 

"Oh naturally," she said, in a sarcastic tone. 

"Keep away from him, else you'll be in trouble," Zelda said darkly. Then she turned, and walked outside, leaving Leigh sat on her bed, feeling despondent. 

   Timothy watched as Brianna rode off across the fields again, heading towards the Midoro Mountains. Nearly everyday she went, riding off alone, disappearing nearly all afternoon, and arriving back just in time for the evening meal. He wondered where she went, and why. Brianna loved to ride, but not as much as this. It was almost like she was going to meet someone. A stab of jealousy shot through his heart, as he wondered if it might be a lover. He quickly dismissed the thought. Brianna would never be so underhand... she was one of the most honest, direct people he'd known. She was so different to Ewan, who liked to keep secrets. Such as Leigh, for instance. Timothy knew all about his friend's love affair with the beautiful avatar. So far, aside from Brianna, he was the only other person who did. Ewan was still too worried to inform his mother. Apparently, there was bad blood between her and Leigh. Timothy had never inquired into the full story, mostly because he didn't care. It was simply something that didn't concern him, and he knew he had no place into actually knowing in the first place. Besides, he was more concerned over Brianna.  It couldn't be a lover, he thought. Brianna was simply too young. And she always told him herself that she thought she was too young yet anyway. Perhaps she was doing something. Maybe she had found a new place to write her poetry, somewhere that inspired her. But it was still strange. He felt worried about her. As he turned to walk back along the battlements, he spotted Alyssand down in the gardens nearby. She was painting. Perhaps she might know what Brianna was doing. He hurried down the nearest set of steps, and headed towards the young maiden. As he approached, she glanced up and smiled. 

"Hi Tim," she said in a friendly tone. 

"Hi Ally," he replied, suddenly feeling a little stupid. He really did have no right to be prying into Brianna's life. 

"What's up?" Alyssand asked, seeing his expression. 

"Oh, nothing much. What are you painting?" Tim asked, looking over at the picture. It was a fantasy scene, made up in Alyssand's head, of a dragon flying in the sky. She was good at painting things without something to copy off. 

"I like painting dragons. Too bad Sal doesn't come that often," Alyssand said, mentioning Link's dragon. 

"It looks fantastic," Timothy said in an admiring tone. 

"Thanks," Alyssand replied, turning her attention back to her artwork. Timothy stuck his hands in his pockets, and gazed around. 

"Have you nothing better to do?" Alyssand finally asked, looking amused. 

"Uh... I.. I was just wondering where Brianna keeps disappearing off to everyday," Timothy said, feeling guilty. 

"Hmmm... yeah, me too. Actually, she's hardly spoken to me this past week, now that I think about it. I asked her once, and she told me she was just out riding," Alyssand said, looking thoughtful. 

"Perhaps she just is," Timothy said. 

"Oh maybe, but I think she's acting a bit mysterious," Alyssand replied. Timothy nodded. 

"Yes, usually Brianna's really open," he remarked. Alyssand grinned at him, her  blue eyes sparkling. 

"Why Tim, I think we ought to investigate into Brianna's most strange disappearances!" she suggested. 

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

"Come on Tim, don't be a spoilsport! Tell you what, tomorrow, I'll saddle up out horses prior to Brianna going out. Then you and I shall hide nearby, and when she goes, we'll follow her at a distance!" Alyssand suggested. 

"She might notice us! The fields are so open!" Timothy said. 

"We'll be careful. Come on, say you'll do it!" the young girl begged. 

"Oh, alright," Timothy finally relented. Alyssand smiled, and then began to paint again. Timothy walked off, and headed off in search of Ewan. Perhaps his friend would know what was going on.                 

Chapter 10

Leigh glanced around as she stepped outside of her room, wondering what to do.  She was supposed to have been with Zelda, unlocking that damned chest, but after the little blow-up a few minutes earlier, she wasn't altogether sure if that would be happening. She couldn't believe she and Ewan had been caught, by Zelda of all people. She realised how, how teenish it sounded.  Caught by her lover's mother.  She was 26, scratch that, 27 years old. Ewan was 6 years younger than her. She shook her head and began to make her way down the passage, wondering how she had gotten herself into such a predicament. Ewan had come to her, not the other way round. She should've stopped it right at the start, perhaps then she would've had at least half a chance of making up with Zelda. Looking back to how Zelda had treated her, not just now, but then as well, Leigh secretly thought Zelda was the one who should be apologising to her, but as that wasn't looking likely, Leigh decided it was up to her to eat the humble pie. Those few months she'd spent with her friends from Sosaria, and then those that followed, where she had been alone, not trusted by anyone made her realise that she was the Avatar and she did have responsibilities.  And that included, in her book at least, not having some petty argument with anyone.  Including Zelda. Her main priority now though was to get back to how she had been, mentally and physically strong and fit, so that she could return to Sosaria and sort whatever was going on out. As she contemplated all of this, she didn't see Fayette, who was flouncing down the corridor towards her.  

"Oh Leigh, Just the woman I've been wanting to see!" piped up the widow loudly.  Leigh looked up and grimaced slightly. She hated Fayette, Fayette was one of those people who really annoyed her. She decided that perhaps she should just keep her mouth shut, and keep her temper. She wanted to show people, especially Fayette, that she couldn't be wound up like she had been. "Really, you should be ashamed of yourself," began Fayette in a snooty voice.  

"Oh really?" asked Leigh, her voice a little on the sarcastic side.  

"Yes.  Having an affair with a man, no a BOY who´s six years younger than you, even more if you count up all of those years you've been around. To be quite frank, it's a disgrace," said Fayette overly dramatic. Leigh raised one eyebrow slightly.  

"Fayette, you really make me wonder. One might think you just happen to be saying that because you know you couldn't get a younger man, or a prince, even if you tried so hard you'd go blue in the face," said Leigh in an even tone. Fayette glared at Leigh.  

"Excuse me, but I'll let you know right now that I could have any man I wanted to if I chose so," said Fayette. Leigh tilted her head to one side, scratching one eyebrow.  

"I very much doubt that. After all, it look's like you never managed to get Nick, and he wed, what was she, oh yes, as you like to say 'a mere peasant'," pointed out Leigh.  

"That's because I decided he wasn't for me, he was simply devastated when I told him," said Fayette beginning to get a little flustered.  

"Faye, Faye, Faye, really, you must think I was born yesterday. I happen to know that Nick couldn't, and still can't stand you, not unlike everyone else around here," said Leigh shaking her head a little.  

"You be careful what you say, or, or I'll have you thrown from these premises!" said Fayette, raising her voice.  

"Go ahead Faye, I'll be leaving soon anyway, I'm a big girl now, and I can fend for myself," said Leigh. Fayette let out a snort.  

"Last thing I heard you were being pushed through a pair of French doors by a disgruntled guest," said Fayette, smiling slightly at the thought. When she noticed Leigh was stumbling for a reply, she quickly added 

"What's wrong Leigh dearest, cat got your tongue, or would that be young Ewan?" said Fayette, really quite pleased with herself. Leigh frowned in disgust.  

"That is so low," she complained. Fayette just smiled, glad that the tables were turning back her way.  

"Not lower than having a sordid little affair with someone who you knew when they were five and you were 26," retorted Fayette.  

"That, that isn't even anything to do with this," protested Leigh.  

"Does Ewan dear know about you and his father?" leered Fayette.  

"Actually, for your misguided information, he knows everything, including that whole non-existent thing with his father," said Leigh, smug.  

"Anyone could tell, can tell, that you love Link, you adore him," accused Fayette.  

"No I didn't, and still don't," said Leigh, feeling herself blush a little.  

"You're lying, I can tell," stated Fayette.  

"Yeah, you'd know all about lying wouldn't you?" said Leigh, her temper slipping from her grip a little.  

"How dare you accuse me of such a thing, as if I'd lie," said Fayette in disbelief.  

"Oh give it up. You're the most conniving, snakey, sly, liar I've ever met," said Leigh, even though the statement wasn't entirely true. There was Batlin the Sage after all, but he didn't count in this situation. 

"Well in that case, you haven't met many people then," said Fayette after a moments pause.  "I've met more people you could meet in a lifetime, 2 or 3 lifetimes even, so don't tell me I've not met many," replied Leigh coolly. Fayette opened her mouth to reply, but changed her mind. The argument was clearly over.  

"Hmmph!" snorted Fayette, before hitching up her skirts and pushing past Leigh down the corridor. Leigh turned and watched Fayette as she literally bounced down the corridor, a slight smile on her lips.  

  "No...I don't.  But how come you want to know?" replied Ewan as he answered Tim's question as to where Brianna was, and where she was going every day.  Timothy shrugged.  

"It wasn't really me, it was Alyssand, she wants me to follow Brianna with her tomorrow," explained Tim. Ewan nodded and squinted across at the distant target.  He drew back his bow, firing off an arrow towards the target. He turned back to Timothy.  

"Well why d'you want to follow her? I mean, don't you have better things to do?" asked Ewan. He turned back to see the destination of his arrow. It was inches above the bulls-eye. Timothy shrugged.  

"It's Alyssand's idea, I don't know why, girl's stuff I suppose," said Tim. Ewan raised an eyebrow.  

"Girl's stuff? As in what exactly?" asked Ewan.  

"I, I don't know, I guess we're just watching out for her, that's all," said Timothy.  Ewan turned back to the target, taking another arrow from the quiver that was slung across his shoulder.  

"Knowing Bri, she'll have just found a place to write poetry or something, you know what she's like," he said casually.  

"But she shouldn't be going off alone, anything could happen, I mean after those two guys got murdered, it's dangerous!" said Timothy, blurting it all out suddenly. Ewan looked back at his friend surprised, then he smiled teasingly.  

"I never knew you cared," he joked. Timothy looked to the ground, scuffing his boots.  

"But it's true Ewan, you know it is," said Timothy, skirting along the subject. Ewan turned back to the target.  

"So why don't you just ask her, tell her it's dangerous, hell, I could do it," said Ewan, placing his arrow on his bow.  

"Yeah, but..." began Timothy, realising the whole concept was a far better idea.  

"She might get mad though, if we confront her I mean," he suddenly said. Ewan turned back to his friend and raised both of his eyebrows.  

"Tim, it's far more likely that she'd get mad if she spotted you following her around," said Ewan.  

"Fine, you're right. Look, I think you should have a word with her, you are her brother," said Timothy. Ewan nodded.  

"Sure whatever, I'll see her when she gets back," said Ewan, turning back to his target practice. Timothy nodded, feeling a little confused.  

"Yeah okay, well, I'll see you around," said Tim, before leaving Ewan alone in the courtyard.

  Leigh walked down the steps to the cellar, wondering if Zelda would be there. Not that she needed Zelda, she could probably open the chest herself, even if that meant breaking Zelda's magic. That was if she was strong enough yet. Suddenly, a figure stepped out of the darkness, causing Leigh to gasp in surprise. She stepped back, pulling a dagger from her belt, wielding it in front of her. The figure was cloaked, and also wielding a dagger.  

"Look, whoever you are, this isn't funny," began Leigh, hoping it was a joke of some kind. After all, how had someone managed to sneak down here in the first place.  Then she heard a movement from behind.  

"Uh-huh, yes it is, its wheeel funny!" spoke a muffled voice from behind Leigh. She whirled around.  "Yeah, wheeeel funny!" repeated the other figure, his voice far more whiny.  

"You won't be saying that when you're cut to ribbons on the floor," threatened Leigh stepping forward.  

"Like wees gonna be scared o' you pwincess!" said the figure before her. Leigh rolled her eyes, how she could be mistaken for Zelda or Brianna was still beyond her.  

"She isn't a princess," spoke a deep voice, to Leigh's side. Leigh turned, feeling a little relieved, perhaps there was some help at hand. As she turned she immediately regretted it, as she felt a cold blade of steel pushed against her throat.  

"Wot?" asked a voice from behind her. Leigh squeezed her eyes shut for a second, barely daring to breath. Whoever was holding her at knifepoint spoke.  

"Because she clearly isn't Zelda, and...she isn't Brianna," said the voice.  

"Yeah, that's right, do you have a problem with that?" demanded Leigh bravely. She could almost hear her tormentor smile.  

"Not at all, it means we can deal with you now, and not too much of a thing will be made of it," he replied.  

"Yeah, nowone will take no notice, will dey?" mocked another voice.  

"Can we kiwl 'er now den?" asked the other voice.  

"Drop the knife," commanded whoever was in front. Leigh obeyed immediately. The knife clattered harmlessly to the ground, skittering across the floor. She felt herself being shoved back, and she fell clumsily to the ground.  

"Now you can, deal with her while I get the sword," said the figure, leaving her with his two henchmen.  

"Oh goody, I ain't kiwled a human bean in a while," slobbered one voice.  

"Me neiver, let me kiwl 'er first, slit 'er twoat why don't you?!" replied the other voice.  As they both dived towards her, Leigh slid herself back, and the two clumsy henchmen crashed into each other. Leigh got up and glanced around for her dagger, spotting it in the corner. She sprinted across the room, and grabbed the sliver of silver.  

"Awww, where's she gone, eh? He's gonna kiwl us!" she heard one of them moan.  

"She's over der, get 'er!" said the other, and they both turned, ready to give chase.  Leigh meanwhile was ready for the two, deftly tripping up the first, and slashing the second across the face with her dagger.  They both fell to the ground moaning, but Leigh figured she didn't have enough time to finish them, because the other one was after the sword, and the only sword worth acquiring down here was the Black sword, and if that fell into the wrong hands...  She didn't pause to mull it over any longer, and charged down the nearest passage, one which she recalled led to the hidden chest.

  Molasar smiled as he watched Leigh run down the passage, and began to follow her.  She would lead him straight to his father, and the sword.  His father had informed him all about Leigh Temple, and her prowess at magic.  Zelda would not be needed to open the chest, Leigh could manage it alone.  And he was sure he could convince her to do it for him as well, with a little persuasion.

  Leigh looked at the open wall in dismay, the wall was normally closed, a concealed entrance to the chamber which contained the sword.  That meant they were already there.  She looked down at her dagger, then plunged into the darkness below.

  "You took your time," complained Zelda when she saw Leigh arrive, when she noticed Leigh wielding a knife, she paused.  

"What, may I ask, are you doing?" demanded Zelda.  Leigh looked across at Zelda.  

"I've just been attacked, I heard one of them say, say they were coming down here for the sword, I thought they were already down here," said Leigh, barely breathless despite her sprint.  

"And you were right," said a voice from behind the two.  Leigh whirled around.  

"Oh brilliant, you led him right here," moaned Zelda.  Leigh turned to Zelda for a moment.  

"Hey don't you go blaming this on me, how was I supposed to know?" asked Leigh, then she felt a firm hand grasp her around the throat, the all too familiar feel of cool steel against her skin.  The dagger in her hand dropped to the floor once more  

"Really, I was expected so much more from you...Avatar," said the figure.  Leigh's eye's widened at the mention of her title, she hadn't thought that many knew of her around here, unless it was some poor sod who'd been possessed by the Guardian or something.  

"Okay, now you, yes you, take off your own spell," instructed the figure to Zelda.  Zelda stood there, and calmly asked, "Or what?"  
Leigh felt the blade press further into her neck, she couldn't even gulp.  

"I think it should be painfully obvious," said the figure with a laugh.  Zelda shook her head.  "Not to me it isn't," she said calmly.  

"Is this obvious enough for you?" asked the figure, drawing the blade across Leigh's neck, cutting deep enough to draw blood, but not enough to kill her.  Zelda looked a little shocked by the threat, and then he let go of Leigh, sending her to the floor.  She choked a little, and looked up at Zelda.  

"You'll have to threaten her with something a lot more of value to her if you want to get anywhere," said Leigh, her voice just above a whisper.  She put one hand to her throat, to ebb the flow, blood spreading around her hand in a grim outline.  Zelda looked down at Leigh, immediately feeling guilty, she looked up at the figure.  

"Fine, but don't think I'll be able to open her magic," she agreed, turning to the chest and slowly chanting a few words.  The blue light around the chest faded for a second, and was replaced with a paler blue.  The figure kicked Leigh roughly.  

"Go on, it's your turn," he said.  Leigh used her free hand to grip the wall and haul herself up.  She drew her hand away from her throat and looked down at it, it was soaked with her own blood.  She gulped a little, glad the cut was only superficial, she was still worried at the amount of blood she was losing.  "Open the chest," demanded the voice, impatient at Leigh's faltering.  

"Or what?" asked Leigh, turning around to face the figure.  

"Or else that slit in your throat will be far, far wider," threatened the figure.  Leigh smiled slightly.  

"But then you wouldn't be able to open the chest, ever," pointed out Leigh.  The figure appeared to think for a moment, then spoke, 

"Well I'd just have to live with that, won't I?" Without warning, he leapt forward towards Leigh, and knocked her to the ground, landing on top of her.  The figure held his knife up above and tried to bring it down, but Leigh reached up and grabbed her attacker's arms, using all of her strength to ensure he couldn't bring the blade down.  She felt herself losing more and more blood as the muscles in her neck strained with the pressure.  Her eyes began to cloud, and her vision began to swim, and she felt herself growing weaker and weaker, the knife inching closer and closer to her neck until everything went black.

  "No!" yelled Zelda from behind the two.  Using the Triforce, she zapped a bolt of blue magic towards the masked assassin, knocking whoever it was from over Leigh and across the room.  She winced as the recoil sent her stumbling backwards against the wall, but was quickly on her feet again and rushed over to Leigh.  She glanced down at the Avatar, who was out cold.  She felt for a pulse on Leigh's neck, finding one, although it was fairly weak.  She looked around, and saw the figure standing up, slightly shaky on his feet.  Zelda stood up.  "Who are you?!" she demanded, feeling a little uneasy herself.  

"You'll soon find out, in time," sneered the figure, before walking calmly away.  

"Wait!  You'll never get past the guards!  Guards!" yelled Zelda loudly.  "Guards!" she yelled again, then she got to her knees besides Leigh, and quickly attempted at trying to heal the wound on Leigh's neck.  The wound slowly closed up, the blood easing away miraculously.  Zelda let out a sigh of relief and checked Leigh's pulse once more, it was beginning to become stronger.  "Come on, wake up," urged Zelda impatiently.  She stood up and jogged up the stairs.  "Guards!" she yelled.  No-one could probably hear her, she thought.  Surely whoever it was couldn't just walk out of the castle, unquestioned.  She glanced back down the stairwell.  Sighing, she ran back down, to find Leigh just stirring.  The young heroine held a hand to her head, dazed and confused.  

"What happened?" she murmured.  Then she looked up and saw Zelda, and it all came flooding back.  Her hand immediately flew to her neck, which was, of course, now healed.  She turned her gaze back to Zelda.  "What happened?" she repeated.  

"Whoever it was they got away, they were this close to killing you," said Zelda, looking unhappy.  Leigh looked down at her hands, then back to Zelda, noticing a smear of blood across the Queen's own hands.  

"You...saved me?" she asked warily.  

"Don't think it changes anything between us.  It's your turn to owe me, Leigh," said Zelda coldly.  Leigh stared at Zelda in disbelief.  

"What?" she asked incredulously.  

"You heard me.  Now I hope this may give you the incentive to fulfil my previous request," said Zelda, before leaving the room, walking back up the steps.  Leigh quickly scrambled up and followed Zelda, catching up with her halfway up.  She caught hold of Zelda by the shoulder, turning her round to face her.  

"Your previous request?" questioned Leigh, her head still throbbing.  

"That you keep away from my family, and my son," said Zelda.  She glared at Leigh, a stare that the Avatar laid even with.  

"Fine.  I'll be glad to get of this goddamned place as soon as possible," said Leigh furiously, although inside, her heart was tearing in two.  

"Don't let me keep you.  The sooner you leave this place, the better," said Zelda, turning and retreating back up the stairs.  Leigh stood there for a moment, then followed, not saying a word.

  "Bri?" asked Ewan, tapping on the door to his sister's room.  

"Yeah?" replied his sister's voice.  Ewan pushed open the door and stepped inside, his sister was sitting on the bed, looking down at a scroll.  She smiled when she saw Ewan, and patted the bed beside her.  Ewan sat next to her, smiling back.  

"Um, Alyssand and Tim are kind of worried about you," began Ewan, interlocking his fingers.  Brianna stared at him, looking a little puzzled.  

"They are?" she asked in surprise.  Ewan nodded.  

"Alyssand told Tim that you've been leaving the castle grounds, going off somewhere...they don't think, nor do I, that you should be wandering about without people knowing where you are going, or without protection," said Ewan.  Brianna tucked a stray lock of hair behind her ear.  

"But I'm not, not really.  Where I go, it's safe," she assured her brother.  

"Well where is it?" asked Ewan.  

"Oh, nowhere special," said Brianna quietly, glancing back down to the scroll she had in her hands.  

"Really?" asked Ewan.  

"Well, it is," said Brianna smiling to herself as she thought of Molasar.  Ewan caught the smile.  

"Bri, are you keeping something from me?" he asked, interested.  Brianna turned and looked at her brother.  

"Well, yes, kind of," she admitted.  

"What? What is it?" he asked.  

"I've met someone," said Brianna.  Ewan frowned.  

"Who? A guy?" he asked.  Brianna looked at her brother, slightly annoyed at his attitude.  

"Yes a guy, what's your problem?" she asked.  Ewan shrugged, and then squeezed Brianna's shoulder apologetically.  

"You know, you're still my kid sister, I just want to look out for you," he said.  Brianna smiled at her brother forgivingly.  

"Okay, but this guy, he's so, I don't know.  He just makes me feel so special..." said Brianna smiling dreamily.  

"How old is he?" asked Ewan.  

"I don't know, same as me I think," said Brianna, lying back on the bed.  

"Who is he?" asked Ewan, keeping up with the questioning.  Brianna shrugged.  

"I don't see why I should tell you," she answered coyly.  

"I told you about Leigh..." pointed out Ewan, allowing his thoughts to travel to the woman for a moment.  He hoped she was okay.  He decided after he'd talked to Brianna, he'd go and see her.  "I suppose..." mused Brianna, fiddling with a loose strand of her.  

"Come on, I told you, it's only fair," pointed out Ewan.  

"Did I tell you I met Leigh?" asked Brianna, craftily changing the subject.  

"You did?" asked Ewan, sitting down and looking at his sister with interest.  

"Yep," replied Brianna, nodding her head.  

"She's nice, huh?" said Ewan, smiling happily.  Brianna nodded.  

"Yeah, she was a bit off at first, but I think she was just upset about something," said Brianna.  

"What did you talk about?" pressed Ewan, suddenly forgetting why he was there in the first place.  

"Oh...nothing much, just how gross you are," said Brianna, smiling teasingly.  

"Yeah, sure," said Ewan, half grinning.  

"She's a theurgist," added Brianna.  

"Magic?" asked Ewan, remembering faintly that his father had mentioned something about Leigh's prowess at magic.  

"Like me," said Brianna, smiling.  

"Mother caught the two of us, in her room," admitted Ewan, looking down at his feet.  

"What?  You were in her room?" gasped Brianna in surprise.  Ewan looked up, catching a glimpse of his sister's expression.  

"No, it was nothing like that, we were just...talking and stuff," said Ewan.  

"Oh, and which were you doing more of, talking or stuff?" asked Brianna her lips curving into a smile.  

"Bri!  This isn't funny.  Why did I have to fall in love with someone whom my mother chose to despise?" asked Ewan in despair.  Brianna watched her brother carefully, a little shocked.  "Love?" she echoed.  Ewan looked at his sister.  

"Father always says he fell in love the moment he laid eyes on our mother, you know, it's like that now... When I first saw her, I was attracted to her, then I approached her and knew...And now, every time I'm with her, it's like nothing else matters, but being with her," admitted Ewan. Brianna nodded. Although she would never tell her brother, that was exactly the same way she felt with Molasar, when she had first met him, she had found him un-deniably attractive, but now every time she saw him, spoke with him, she felt such a connection between herself and him that it couldn't be anything else but love.  "You probably think I'm being stupid, but if you knew how I felt, you'd understand," murmured Ewan.  Brianna nodded again.  

"I believe you, Ewan, you don't have to worry about that," promised Brianna.  

"Pity mother can't see it that way, d'you know what this rift is all about?" said Ewan.  Brianna shook her head.  

"Not really, she explained about the time structure difference, that's why she hasn't aged," replied Brianna.  Ewan half smiled.  

"Mother was jealous of Leigh, because she thought her and our father had a thing for each other," said Ewan, 

"Pretty stupid huh?"  Brianna nodded, keeping a smile on her face.  But underneath, she wondered if it really was so stupid after all.  Leigh was very much like her own mother in some respects, and after seeing how hard her own brother had fallen for Leigh in such a short time, she wondered if it was possible that Leigh could have had the same effect on her own father.  

"You know, I'm going to go now, go and see Leigh," announced Ewan, standing up.  He looked at Brianna.  "And remember what I said, you know about going off places without telling people?" he added in a big-brotherly tone.  Brianna nodded.  

"Sure, although there was no need to worry anyway, where I go, it's perfectly safe," ensured Brianna.  Ewan smiled and nodded, then left quietly, leaving a thoughtful Brianna, wondering if there ever had been a 'thing' between Leigh and her father.           

  Leigh glanced at her belongings, which there were not much of, as she managed to fit them all into a small pack.  She quickly attached her bedroll to the top of the pack, wondering where she would go now.  She looked across at her sword in the corner, and walked over to it, managing to pick it up.  It still felt heavy in her hand, too heavy to lift in defence even.  She sighed, lifting up the sword and plonking it on the bed, sitting down beside it.  She certainly couldn't stay here at North Castle, there was Zelda for one, and Link. Bad as she felt, there were still feelings she had for the hero, even though she shared the same type for his own son.  And there was no way she could take shelter at Sparks' residence, not after he'd revealed his true feelings for her, it would be too weird.  And he'd probably not want her there anyway, not after the way she had rejected him.  She sighed again, wondering how her life had become such a mess.  Before she'd thought she had it hard, with just the responsibility of being Sosaria's champion, but now, now everything was a mess.  She longed for that life she had once, before one mistake had gone and screwed everything up big-time.  She laid back on the bed, staring up at the ceiling, thinking about Sosaria, and her homeland, back on Earth.  On Earth, she would be missed, her remaining family would be worried sick, but she had no way of returning home.  One time she had been away from Sosaria for two months, when she returned two hundred years had passed by. That meant that roughly every three days she was on earth, a year in this world passed by.  So in Demiari years, she'd been away fifteen, which meant she'd been away from Earth for over forty five days, more than a month.  Sighing once more as she thought of this, she closed her eyes, allowing herself to drift into an uncomfortable and uneasy sleep.

  Leigh jolted awake when she felt a warm hand on the cool skin of her bare shoulder.  She glanced up, meeting with the gaze of Ewan.  

"You frightened the life out of me," she admitted, easing herself into a sitting position.  Ewan seated himself beside her, his eyes full of questioning.  

"What's all that?" he asked, motioning to the pack and bedroll on the end of her bed.  Leigh glanced across at it all.  

"I...I'm leaving," she said quietly, not able to meet Ewan's gaze.  She tried to get up, but Ewan stopped her, catching her arm and turning her towards him.  

"Leaving?" he asked.  Leigh looked at the surprise, and sadness that filled the young man's eyes.  

"Ewan, you don't understand, I have to," she said, sliding his hand from her arm and getting up.  Ewan stood up, jumped onto the bed and back onto the other side, next to Leigh.  

"Tell me why," he pleaded.  Leigh edged past him, towards her pack.  

"I have to Ewan, I need to go back to Sosaria," she said truthfully, as she sorted her pack.  She did need to go back, but not until she was fit.  

"But not until you're fit," said Ewan, almost as if he had read Leigh's mind.  

"No, look Ewan, I can't stay here," said Leigh.  

"Stay for me," pleaded Ewan.  Leigh felt a lump forming in her throat, and Ewan placed one hand on her shoulder, which was bare due to her shirt slipping down.  She quickly adjusted that, and turned around to face Ewan, his hand falling from her shoulder.  

"Ewan, it's best that I go now, before you fall even more for me, us, we could never work anyway," said Leigh, finding it hard to talk under his sincere gaze.  Ewan stepped closer to Leigh.  

"I'm afraid you're already too late Leigh, I've already fallen harder than any man could, if I fell any harder, I'd be down at your feet," said Ewan, reaching up a hand and caressing the side of Leigh's face.  Leigh touched his hand with her own.  

"Ewan, don't," she pleaded, although her resolve to end things with the handsome prince was crumbling faster by the second.  

"Why not?" asked Ewan, his face inching closer to hers, his eyes tracing her face.  

"I have to go back to Sosaria, I can't stay," breathed Leigh, beginning to feel the intensity of his touch.  

"Then I'll come with you," said Ewan.  

"But you can't, you need to stay here, for your country," said Leigh, her voice wavering.  

"My country doesn't need me, but, I need you," stated Ewan, leaning in for a kiss.  Leigh placed her hands onto his chest, in an effort to push him away, but as his lips touched hers, that resolve disintegrated, and she allowed herself to be enveloped in his strong embrace.  

  "Zel?" asked Link as he saw his wife stalking across the great hall, looking less than pleased.  She marched up to him, glowering.  

"Did you know?" she demanded.  

"Know what?" asked Link, genuinely puzzled.  

"About our son, and her, that wretch who calls herself an Avatar!" spat Zelda unhappily.  Link looked at Zelda in confusion, and shock.  

"Ewan and, Leigh?" asked Link, feeling as though he had been dealt a blow to the stomach.  

"Yes, those two.  I was going to see Leigh over that whole sword thing, and what do I find?  Her and Ewan all over each other, I can't believe her,"  said Zelda, clearly very annoyed.  Link swallowed carefully.  

"Ewan?  And Leigh?" he asked for a second time, he couldn't believe it.  

"Fayette already said something was going on, but to see it with my own eyes.  I'll never forgive her for this, ever!" announced Zelda.  Link rubbed his chin.  

"I can't believe it," he admitted.  Zelda cast Link a cold stare.  

"Why not, you thought she'd reserve her feelings for you forever?" she snapped.  

"No! Of course not, me and Leigh, we were only ever friends, just I wouldn't have thought..." said Link.  

"Well if you ask me, it's disgusting.  She's double his age!" said Zelda.  

"Look, are you sure about this?" asked Link.  

"Yes Link, I saw it with my own eyes, I told you," said Zelda.  Link shook his head.  

"Look Zel, it's not that bad," said Link slowly, although he was having mixed feelings about the whole situation himself.  

"It is that bad, she brought nothing but trouble fifteen years ago, and I can see it happening all over again. She's leaving this castle at the first opportunity," said Zelda.  

"But Zel, she's not fit," protested Link.  

"If she's fit enough to seduce my son, she's fit enough to leave this castle," said Zelda in a low voice.  

"Zel, that isn't fair," said Link.  

"Well what she has done to me and my family isn't fair either, this is my home, and I won't have people like her spoiling it or its inhabitants," stated Zelda coldly.  

"She's weak, you can't throw her out," said Link.  

"I won't throw her out, she will leave of her own accord," said Zelda.  Link shook his head.  "Zelda, you can't..." he said.  

"Link, anyone would think you wanted your own son to be seduced by a woman who did exactly the same thing to you fifteen years ago," said Zelda.  

"Leigh never seduced me, she never even tried," said Link angrily.  

"Oh, you would say that!" said Zelda.  

"Let's not fight over this," sighed Link.  Zelda looked a little regretfully towards Link, and nodded.  

"You're right," she sighed.  

"But still, that doesn't mean she can stay," she added.

Molasar growled angrily as he paced in the vast underworld throne room, that had once homed his father. He was upset at his failure to open the chest, at his ability to control his temper. He should have never leaped at that damn Avatar, never tried to kill her. She was required to open the chest. The powers that were contained in that sword, it could be used as a tool of pure evil. That's what it was though. And after his meeting with that arrogant prince, that upset him even more. A thought occurred to him as he thought of the young prince, realising that if Ewan were to die, Brianna would be heir to the throne, and if he and Brianna were to marry, that would make him King of Hyrule, and part possessor of the Triforce. It was an interesting idea, certainly, one he would have to think of more often. But as for now, he still had the problem of getting the sword. And he couldn't wait so long as to marry Brianna to claim the Triforce. Once Zelda and Link discovered his true origins, he would never be allowed to marry the beautiful princess anyway. He held his hands aloft, feeling the magic, the power, that flowed through his veins reaching up to the very tips, burning and tingling.  

"This power, this will rise and grow, and then I will be able to defeat the hero, and claim the Triforce as my own!" he roared. Suddenly, a buzzing filled his ears, causing him to fall to the ground, covering his ears with his hands in agony.  

"You will kill the hero's son, his is your true threat! Retrieve the sword and vanquish the hero's son, his death will acclaim you with ultimate power. Then no-one will stand in your way!"  whispered a voice. Ganondorf's voice. Molasar uncovered his ears as the buzzing faded away, and got up.  

"So to kill the son of the hero will grant me ultimate power... But first I shall need the sword? Then it is decided, I must return for that weapon, and claim it whatever it shall take me," summarised Molasar. He smiled. "To have a reason for murdering that arrogant noble is simply exquisite. I shall enjoy twisting that fine black blade through his conceited heart, till he bleeds dry," murmured Molasar, cheering up considerably.  Laughing almost maniacally, he swept himself from the throne room, to his sleeping chambers, where he would stay the night until dawn, and then return to North Castle to carry out the deed of slaughtering Prince Ewan of Hyrule.                 

  As Link made his way back to his and Zelda's room for the night, he heard the swish of fabric across the stone hallway, causing him to glance around. It was Fayette.  Shaking his head, he began to walk forwards, towards his and Zelda's tower.  hen Fayette called his name.  

"Link!" she called, her voice sounding unbearably smug. Link continued just walking on, ignoring the stupid woman, but he knew she would just continue to hound him until he stopped anyway. She was like that, Fayette. Persistent.  He stopped and wearily turned around. He was surprised Fayette was still up and about. It was fairly late, as he had been in the great hall, along with Drake and Aaron and the rest.  Zelda had retired a while ago, along with the rest of the women of the castle.  

"Yes?" he asked. Fayette strolled, or more like floated up to him.  

"Oh, I just wanted to see how my favourite brother-in-law was doing," said Fayette sweetly. Link narrowed his eyes.  

"Your only brother-in-law, and a step one at that," he reminded. Fayette tilted her head to one side, appearing to think. Link knew that was all it was, an appearance.  Fayette couldn't think if she tried. "Well?" he asked impatiently. He knew she already knew what she was going to say.  

"It's just..." she began.  

"Look, I know what this is about Faye, it's about Leigh and Ewan isn't it?" said Link.  Fayette fluttered her eyelashes innocently.  

"Just can't get her out of your mind, can you?" she asked. Link felt like thumping her.  

"You just can't resist it can you?" he asked sharply.  

"Resist what?" asked Fayette, although she fine well knew what he was referring to.  

"You just can't leave it alone can you? You have to stir," said Link angrily. At times Fayette could really, really annoy Link, and it took a lot to annoy Link.  

"Stir? Why I don't know what you mean," exclaimed Fayette. Link turned his back on Fayette and began to make his way towards the tower door. Fayette quickly caught up with him.  

"Oh Link, please, don't leave like this, I'd hate for us to part on bad terms," she gushed. Link stopped again and faced Fayette.  

"Faye, why don't you go and get a life, instead of trying to ruin other peoples?" he asked bitingly. Fayette frowned.  

"I have a life thank you very much, and excuse me, but it was hardly my fault you decided to betray my sister by having that sordid little affair with that common little wench," said Fayette defensively. Link frowned.  

"I never had an affair with Leigh, so don't even start. And not only that, but she's hardly a, a whatever you want to call her either," said Link. Fayette raised her eyebrow.  

"Quick to defend her aren't you? How would you know whether she's a whore or not, hmmm? In fact, I saw your son go into her room quite a while ago, and he hasn't come out since. So it looks like it wasn't enough for her to seduce just you, she had to seduce your son as well!" snapped Fayette.  

"You'd better watch what you say Fayette, because not everyone is as tolerant as I am. And what's more, I'm not even interested in what you have to say," said Link. He turned to leave again, but Fayette caught his arm.  

"I know you still have feelings for her. Zelda wouldn't take kindly to that you know," she said. Link sighed angrily and turned back to Fayette.  

"When will you get it out of your thick skull that nothing happened between me and Leigh, and that the only feelings we have for each other is as friends," said Link.  Fayette looked at him coyly.  

"Whatever you say, but you still can't deny your feelings forever. The longer she stays, the harder it'll be for you to restrain yourself around her," she said in an infuriating tone. Link shook his head and stalked off down the hall way, not even dignifying her assumption with an answer. He yanked open the door to the tower, stepping inside, and slamming it behind him. Fayette watched with a slightly amused smile on her face, before turning around and heading back off down the corridor.

  Link leaned against the tower door, thinking for a moment about what Fayette had said. He didn't have any feelings for Leigh, did he? And she didn't for him either. But what about what she had said about Ewan. He waited for a few more moments, then opened the door, peering outside. The corridor was empty. He stepped outside, deciding he would go and see Ewan. There were a few things he and his son had to sort out.  

  Leigh sighed as she sorted through her meagre possessions. Ewan had just left, grudgingly. They had spent hours just keeping each other company, and it seemed a pity for it to end. For good, thought Leigh sadly. She had made up her mind, that she had to go, leave, because the longer she stayed, the worse the situation would get.  Besides, Sosaria needed her. She sighed again. Who was she kidding? The last thing Sosaria needed was a weak Avatar who could barely lift her own sword or cast a spell that could aid her in any way. But she knew she had to leave anyway, the whole Sosaria thing just gave her a better excuse. Leigh looked down at her pack, and the few belongings that were scattered around it. It was the third or fourth time she'd taken the stuff out, and put it back in the pack since Ewan had gone.  Suddenly, she heard a knock on the door. She sighed, glancing at her pocket watch.  It was already late, and the only person she could think of who would be at her door this time of night was Ewan, and she really didn't want to see him again tonight, because it would just make her leaving in the morning all the more harder. She contemplated on just ignoring whoever it was, hoping they would go away, but another knock dashed those hopes down to the ground. She sighed and then walked over to the door, partially opening it, to see who was there first. To her surprise, she came face to face with Link. She stepped back, allowing the door to open a little wider.  

"Link..." she said, feeling a little shocked. He was the last person she had expected to see that night. He stepped inside the room, closing the door behind him. Leigh took another step back.  

"Leigh, hi. I was just walking by, to see Ewan. But, I have to ask you if it's true?" asked Link straight away. Leigh looked to the floor. 

"I take it you're asking about me and Ewan. I'm surprised Zelda hasn't already told you in every last tantalising detail," said Leigh, turning away. She walked over to the end of her bed, and began to neatly pack everything away.  

"So it is then. Look, I know I'm going to sound, well I don't know, but Ewan?" asked Link, walking closer to Leigh.  

"You don't have to worry about it. I'll be gone tomorrow anyway, so just forget it," said Leigh, still keeping her back turned to Link.  

"Gone?" echoed Link. Leigh picked up her pack and turned around, moving past Link, and placing it on a chair by the door.  

"Yes, leaving. I'm sure it will please Zelda to no end," said Leigh.  

"But you aren't even fit. Anyone could see that. Where will you stay for a start?" protested Link. Leigh turned and looked at Link.  

"I'll survive," she said coolly.  

"Come on Leigh, don't do this. You know it's stupid, it won't do you, or anyone else any good," said Link.  

"The sooner I leave the better. Believe me. If I stay any longer, Zelda is just going to do exactly the same thing as last time, overreact and do God knows what," said Leigh. Link took a step nearer Leigh.  

"And what about Ewan, does he know about this?" asked Link solemnly. Leigh paused and looked down at her feet.  

"No, no he doesn't," admitted Leigh, Link detecting a tone of regret in her voice. "But that's the way I want it to stay, I don't want him to know. Not until I've gone in any case," said Leigh quietly.  

"So what is he to you Leigh, just some fling?" asked Link.  

"Link, I really don't want to talk about this right now," said Leigh, walking past him again, and drawing shut the curtains.  

"Then when will you?" asked Link.  

"Never. There's no point, it'll serve no purpose to anyone and it'll just be a waste of my breath," stated Leigh. She moved across the room again, apparently to do nothing, but to just keep moving, to keep busy. She wasn't sure why, but Link's presence made her feel on edge, nervous. Link caught her by the arm as she passed him, forcing her to stop. He forced her to look at him, and for the first time since he'd stood outside her door that night, their eyes met. Leigh finally looked away, and slipped her arm from his grasp. He was still as handsome as he had been fifteen years earlier, greying a little, but still as handsome, if not more. "You can't leave, not while you're still like this," said Link, sounding genuinely concerned. "Do you really think you should be here? It wouldn't surprise me if Fayette had her ear to the door, ready to take back everything to her precious step-sister," said Leigh, sitting on the bed. Link ran a finger across his left eyebrow as he thought.  

"Don't be stupid," he said quietly, although he knew it would be hardly surprising if that was the case. Leigh stood up.  

"Look Link, don't hate me for all of this with Ewan. It was never by my actions that this whole thing started," said Leigh earnestly.  

"It wasn't?" asked Link.  

"No. Do you think I would be so stupid as to deliberately get involved with your and Zelda's son? I still don't know how I managed to let it go this far in the first place," said Leigh. "Ewan approached you? And does he know, I mean, everything that went on last time you were here?" asked Link.  

"Yes he approached me, and yes he knows why Zelda and I don't get on. I even tried to apologise to her Link, after all that she did to ME, and she still wouldn't accept it.  She seems to think I started off the whole thing with Ewan, with some idiotic plan to try and take the throne. Why would I want to do that? It's just stupid," said Leigh, taking a deep breath. She suddenly realised how close both her and Link were standing, and quickly turned away. "Like I say, as of tomorrow, there will be no more problems to worry about, not concerning me anyway," said Leigh, her tone sounding final.  

"Well, if you've made up your mind, I don't think there's much else I can do but say I hope you'll think this whole thing through a little more thoroughly before you leave, and hope that you'll realise it's not as good an idea as you seem to think it is," said Link with a sigh. He began to walk to the door.  

"Goodbye Link," murmured Leigh, her back still turned, her head bowed. Link glanced over his shoulder and nodded, not saying a word, and then leaving, closing the door quietly behind him. 

  Link paused outside Leigh's door wondering whether he would go and see Ewan after all but all that he could think was that was there any point?  He sighed, shaking his head, and turned towards his and Zelda's tower.  She'd be wondering where he was anyway.

Later that night, Ewan decided to slip in and see Leigh.  He couldn't sleep for his thoughts of her, if he could just see her once more, he knew he could rest at last.  He tapped quietly on the door to her room, and when no-one answered, he smiled and pushed open the door quietly.

  As he stole into her room, he held up a candle he had used to guide himself safely from his own room and set it down on the bedside table.  He turned and saw Leigh asleep in the soft candle light.  He noticed how calm she looked, and he sat down on the bed beside her.  She stirred as the bed creaked, and opened her eyes tiredly.  When she saw him, a look of surprise wiped across her features, and she sat up, wide awake.

  "Ewan, what are you doing here?" she asked, a little angry at his invasion.

  "I had to see you, I couldn't sleep," said Ewan, smiling down at her.

  "Ewan, if someone has seen you come in here do you know how it might look?" demanded Leigh.  Ewan cast his gaze away from Leigh's.  

  "Let them think all they like, it doesn't matter," said Ewan.  Leigh raised an eyebrow.

"Oh no? If this were to get back to your mother, she'd have me killed," said Leigh, her voice dropping to a whisper.

  "I wouldn't let her," vowed Ewan seriously, before breaking out into a grin.

"This isn't funny!" exclaimed Leigh, finding it hard to resist the prince's charming grin.

  "Did I ever it say it was?" asked Ewan.  

  "No, but you're sitting there grinning like it's the biggest joke you ever heard," pointed out Leigh.

  "Look, I just wanted to see you.  Is that such a crime?" asked Ewan imploringly.  Leigh sighed, shaking her head.

  "If your mother finds out, it'll be the worst kind," said Leigh.  Ewan sighed.

  "Okay, perhaps I'll go.  I've seen you now anyway," he said, standing and preparing to leave.

  "Oh, so you come in here, wake me up, then just leave?" asked Leigh.  Ewan turned to face her.

  "Well, you said you wanted me to leave," reminded Ewan.

  "Did I?" questioned Leigh, smiling at Ewan.

  "Well, maybe not in those words, but..." started Ewan.

  "Look, I'm awake now, you might as well stay a while," conceded Leigh.  Ewan broke out into another grin before planting himself back on the bed.

"I knew I'd wear you down," boasted Ewan proudly.  Leigh raised an eyebrow at him.

  "I'm sure you did," she agreed, although her tone was far from sincere.  

  The two had been talking for hours, and it wasn't until the night's darkness gave way to early morning grey that the two realised just how long they had been awake.

  "Is it that time already?" questioned Leigh, a degree of surprise influencing her voice.  Ewan let out a short chuckle.

  "Must be," he concluded.  Leigh smiled at him before letting out a short yawn and lying back on the bed.

  "I can't believe we've spent the night talking," she admitted.

  "No, nor can I.  No-one has ever tolerated me for that long," joked Ewan.  He lay down beside Leigh, and she turned to watch him thoughtfully.

  "I'm sure that can't be true," she consoled.  Ewan turned on his side to look at her.

  "It must be love," he grinned.  Leigh smiled at him as he spoke, her eyes fixed on his.  After a moment of silence, she leaned towards him and met him with a soft kiss.  They parted after a short while and Ewan lay back on his back, staring up into the darkness.  The candle beside him had almost burnt down to nothing now.  "I should go.  I've kept you up long enough already," he finally said.

  "I don't mind the company," replied Leigh, quicker than she realised.  She mentally cursed herself.  She should have told him to go at the start, this was just making her task in the morning all the more difficult.  Ewan turned back on his side and gaze at her.  Leigh returned the look, but quickly snapped away from the gaze, a sudden heat rushing through her.  It had been a long time since she'd ever been so close to anyone like this.  

  "Do you want me to stay?" inquired Ewan.

  "Perhaps..." started Leigh, licking her lips nervously as she considered the end of the sentence.  She swallowed.  "Perhaps it would be a bad idea," she finished.  Who was she kidding?  She knew it would be a terrible idea.  The longer Ewan stayed, the more likely she would do something she would inevitably regret.  And she had thought things had been hard around his father.  She wanted so much to be close to Ewan, she wanted his lips against hers, his body against hers, she wanted to be with him so much, more than anything.  After all that had happened to her months before, in this very same country at the hands of those Tanolian savages, Leigh had doubted she would ever want a man near her again, let alone touch her as she was allowing Ewan to.

  "Yeah, you're probably right," conceded Ewan, suddenly breaking Leigh's thoughts.  The bed creaked mournfully as he sat up, ready to leave, but Leigh caught him on the shoulder.

  "It would be a terrible idea for you to stay, but I want you to," Leigh whispered.  Ewan gazed at her.

  "You're afraid of what might happen if I stay?" he guessed.  Leigh swallowed for a second time.

  "I'm afraid of what will happen," she confessed shakily.  Their eyes met again.

  "What will happen?" asked Ewan.

  "I think you already know," replied Leigh.  Ewan nodded, the easy going atmosphere they had created hours before had suddenly evaporated, the tension between them now was almost unbearable.

  "Would it be so bad?" questioned the Prince.  Leigh gazed at him longingly.

  "I want it to happen Ewan, but there are the consequences to think about," sighed Leigh.

  "Then don't," murmured Ewan, pressing Leigh against the soft mattress with his own body, and delivering a long and heartfelt kiss.  Halfway through the kiss, Leigh placed her hands on Ewan's chest and parted her lips from his.

  "Ewan, if this were to get back to your mother," she began.

  "She'd have to accept that I'd found the love of my life," finished Ewan, before resuming their kiss.  

Chapter 11

Early the next morning, Ewan woke, and smiled as he remembered the night before.  He turned on one side expecting to see his lover beside him, when he realised she wasn't anywhere in the room, let alone beside him.  He noticed all of her belongings were gone and let out a rueful sigh.  So she had gone after all.  He supposed he should have expected it.  Perhaps that was why she had succumbed to him the night before.  He rose from the bed, and grabbed his clothes which had been carelessly discarded there in previous hours and quickly put them on.  He shook his head, and walked over to the curtains, drawing them apart, and looking out into the new day.  It was grey, and raining.  Dawn had only just broken, she couldn't have gone far, he thought.  He'd catch up to her, make her reconsider, he had to.  It was beyond him how she could leave now, so shortly after what they had shared.  If he couldn't manage to make her change her mind, then he'd at least get to say goodbye.  Running a hand through his thick hair, he quickly left the room, determined to catch up with her.

  As Leigh made the lonely walk to Mido town, she heard the sound of hooves behind her.  She turned and grimaced when she saw who was approaching her.

"Leigh," called Ewan, dismounting his horse and jogging up to her.  

"Ewan, don't make this harder for me," she began.  Ewan walked up to her.

"I couldn't let you just leave," he murmured, stepping closer, Leigh reached up to his chest with one hand.

"No Ewan, don't," she said, her words more like a warning.  Ewan looked at her confused.  "I have to go back to Sosaria, full stop.  I can't stay here with you, and I never can.  This place has too many memories for me anyway," she continued.

"You don't have to stay here, I'll come with you," said Ewan.

"I need to go alone," stated Leigh.

"You'll never get to Sosaria, you need a boat, and a willing crew," pointed out Ewan.

"I'll find one," replied Leigh, feeling terrible.

"You said you would stay," murmured Ewan.

"I lied," admitted Leigh, casting her gaze to the muddy path.  The two were getting soaked in the rain.

"Why?" asked the prince.

"Because I knew you would try to stop me," sighed Leigh.  Ewan stood watching her, trembling.

"You're cold," he observed.

"I'm fine," insisted Leigh.  For the second time since they had met, Ewan took off his cloak and draped it over his shoulders.  "Ewan," she protested.

"If you're leaving, I don't want you to forget me," Ewan said, gazing at her.  She looked at him.

"I never could forget you," she whispered.  She wanted to step forward, fall into his arms, but she couldn't.  Her heart wanted her to, so dearly.  But her head refused the request.  A lump formed in her throat.  She placed her hands behind her neck, unfastening her necklace.  She stepped forward, taking Ewan's hand and pressing the small ankh and chain into his hand, before stepping away again.  "Maybe one day, maybe one day I'll see you again," she said.  Ewan also had a lump forming in his throat.

"I could still come with you," he said, gazing at her sincerely.

"No, I wouldn't want any harm to come to you," she refused.

"And nor would I wish any harm to come to you.  I could protect you, I'm a strong fighter, at least until you regained your strength," protested Ewan suddenly, unable to contain his words.  Leigh looked at him.  It would a lie to say she was not tempted.  She shook her head.

"No, I have to do this alone.  I wish you could come, but no, it wouldn't be right," she said.  Ewan looked down at the necklace she had given him.

"I probably should have ceased to wear it a long time ago.  It used to represent everything I stood for, but I have broken my virtues.  You on the other hand still have them to keep.  If I can prove myself worthy, then I will come back for it, for you, if you have not found someone better to steal your heart," spoke Leigh, her gaze following Ewan's.

"I will never find anyone better," he swore, his gaze locking onto hers.

"You will Ewan.  Don't save yourself to me, I may never return," said Leigh, although to speak the words made her heart weep.

"I will wait my life and an eternity of years beyond it before I love another woman as much as I love you," vowed Ewan.  Leigh smiled sadly to herself.  She stepped forward, taking his hand and kissing him lightly.

"Thank you Ewan.  I've never told anyone this before, but I think I may love you also," she confided, her voice wavering as she spoke.  Her words were true, and it broke her heart to utter them to a man she had to leave behind.  But before Ewan could reply, she turned and walked away.  He stood there and watched.

"I love you!" he called, but she did not turn.  She couldn't, because just merely walking away from the first man she had ever felt and told that she loved them was breaking her in two.  Ewan watched her leave, unable to move.  It seemed like an age had passed before she had left his sight.  He looked back down to the necklace, and the symbol.  The ankh.  "You'll always be close to my heart," he murmured, fastening the chain around his neck.  He'd never thought that the day that the woman he loved confessed her own love for him would ever be the most heart-breaking of his life.  Shaking his head, he turned and mounted his horse, heading back to the castle.  He knew he could follow her, but he realised that it would be selfish of him to do so, selfish and very likely to be fruitless.  He began to make his way back to the castle, but then changed his mind.  He couldn't let her go, not till the very end.  He turned and began to follow her. 

As Molasar trotted towards North Castle atop his steed, he spotted another figure on the path before him, also on horseback.  Molasar pulled up, and squinted after the figure, his lips curving into a smile.  Perfect, he thought.  Just the man he was looking for.  He dug his heels into the sides of his steed, and took off again after the rider.  He knew his father had instructed him to get the sword first, but Molasar figured he could deal with Ewan alone.  Ewan had no magical weapon either, so they would be even.  As far as he was concerned, his father was only telling him to get the sword so that he could be released, and as soon as his father was released, where did that leave him? He knew his father had far more power than he did, and he wanted to take all for himself.  Alone.  Father or no father, and as long as his father was locked away in that sword, he would have his way.

  As Molasar drew closer to Ewan, he called out.  

"Ho there!" he called, slowing slightly.  Ewan turned, and frowned when he saw who it was.  He pulled back on his horse's reigns and turned the horse sideways, to get a better sight of Molasar.  

"What do you want?" he asked.  Molasar shrugged.  

"A word, if it's not too much to ask," said Molasar, riding up close to Ewan.  Ewan glared at him.  Molasar glared back, unblinking.  

"What about?" asked Ewan, his horse pacing unsteadily.  Molasar smiled.  He quickly drew out his dagger, and drew it across Ewan's horse.  The horse reared up, whinnying in pain, and Ewan, being unprepared, slid off the horse's back, and into the mud.  Molasar leapt off his horse, slipping his dagger back into his belt, and drawing his long curved blade.  He pointed it at the grounded Ewan's throat.  Ewan looked up at him, his elbows in the mud.  Molasar kneeled and came eye to eye with Ewan.  

"Do you want to know who I am?" he asked.  Without answering, Ewan began to slide his hand down to his belt, reaching for his own sword.  But Molasar caught his hand with his own.  "Your worst nightmare, Prince Ewan," spat Molasar.  Ewan meanwhile, lifted his leg and kicked Molasar in the stomach.  Molasar let out a sharp gasp of pain and stumbled backwards.  Ewan grabbed his sword and leapt on top of Molasar, catching Molasar's shoulder with his blade.  Molasar's forehead creased up in pain, and Ewan grimaced laying his own sword over his attacker's throat.  

"Give me one reason why I shouldn't kill you now!" demanded Ewan, breathing heavily.  He was still visibly shaken from Molasar's attack, but managing to keep his head.  

"How about because I'll kill you first," breathed Molasar.  Before Ewan could react, Molasar, who had his dagger ready when Ewan had landed on top of him, plunged the dagger into Ewan's stomach, then pushed him backwards.  Ewan's forehead crumpled and he gasped as the pain inflicted by the dagger shattered through him, and he fell backwards into the mud.  Molasar sneered as he stood over Ewan.  "Some hero," he muttered, kicking Ewan in the side.  Ewan gasped again, rolling away from Molasar, wincing in pain.  He pulled away his hands from the wound and winced as he saw them soaked in his own blood.  Molasar walked over to Ewan, laughing.  He crouched down next to Ewan, whose forehead was soaked in perspiration, his midriff covered in dirt and blood.  "I'll tell you who I really am, do you remember Ganondorf Dragmire?" asked Molasar, his hot breath on Ewan's face.  Ewan could hardly speak, the pain in his stomach was so unbearable.  

"Wh..." he began.  

"Yes that's right, I'm his son," confided Molasar grinning at Ewan evilly.  Ewan tried to gulp, but failed.  "You know, I'm a little disappointed in you, I was expecting a better fight," sighed Molasar.  He stood up.  And kicked Ewan again. Ewan groaned and rolled onto his front, clutching at his wound.  "You're going to die out here Ewan, no-one's going to help.  No-one.  And what's more, since you're dead, that Triforce is mine to take Ewan, and you know what that means," mocked Molasar.  

"Brianna, she'll...." began Ewan, though running out of breath before he could end his sentence.  "Ah, Brianna.  Now she's different Ewan, I could really get to like her, love her even," said Molasar, almost dreamily.  Ewan frowned.  "No..." he protested.  He rolled over to face Molasar.  Molasar smiled at him.  "Pity, one day we could have been brothers-in-law," said Molasar.  As he inched closer to Ewan, he noticed the ankh around the young prince's neck.  "Ah friend of the Avatar are we?" he questioned.  He had seen that same necklace around the Avatar's neck the day before.  Ewan grimaced.

"Don't you hurt her, or my sister," wheezed Ewan.  Molasar smiled.

"What a fine idea.  Are better yet, I could show your lady friend things no man has ever shown her before," he suggested.  Ewan gritted his teeth.

"No..." he protested.

"I think I shall do that, yes indeed.  But first, I have to deal with you, can't leave the job unfinished could I?" said Molasar.  He stepped away from Ewan and took his sword, cracking the hilt across Ewan's skull.  Ewan made a half-choked cry of pain, his form slumping to one side.   Molasar smiled, then snatched a small glass vial from his belt.  He would love to finish off Ewan the old fashioned way, but magic was key to making sure Ewan stayed dead.  He uncapped the vial, which was full of a deadly poison, used by many an assassin.  He prised open Ewan's jaw, then poured in the colourless liquid, before forcing Ewan's mouth shut.  Satisfied, he flung the vial to the ground, clambered atop his horse.  "So long," sneered the Gerudo, before sheathing his sword and riding away, leaving Ewan's crumpled body in the mud, amidst the driving rain.

  Leigh looked around Mido port quietly.  It was relatively quiet, with little activity going on.  Leigh sighed.  She needed a ship, but what sane captain would take her to the shores of Sosaria.  None, well probably none anyway.  She was quite surprised that Ewan hadn't appeared yet, trying to convince her to stay.  Part of her was wishing he would, but in a way she was glad because if he had, she may have listened to his pleas this time.  That or leave him again, which was something she was sure she couldn't have done.  She looked towards one boat that was quite busy for the hour and strolled over.  

"May I speak with the captain?" she hollered up.  One of the busy sailors peered down at her.  "And what would a lady such as yersslef be wantin' wit' our captain?" he asked.  

"I need passage, to my homeland," said Leigh.  

"We're headin' to Brynnel lady, and you look like you have not one ounce of Brynnelian blood in you," said the sailor.  Leigh shrugged.  

"But that is where I need to be," she lied.  The sailor shrugged.  

"Cap'n!" he yelled over his shoulder.  A weathered man appeared behind him, sporting a white beard, and holding a pipe.  The sailor whispered a few words to his captain, who then nodded down at Leigh.  "It'll cost ya!" he warned.  Leigh jumped aboard, and walked up to the captain, standing close to him.  

"How much?" she asked, smiling at him flirtatiously.  She had no money, none at all, so she would have to rely on other means to get across the water.  The captain looked at her intrigued, then smiled.  

"Well it's nothing we can't sort out once we lift anchor, I'm sure," he commented.  Leigh smiled at him again, thanking her lucky stars.  

"I'm sure it isn't," she said.  The captain smiled at her.  

"Well, how about I show you down to yer quarters, lass? Make sure you can get comfortable," offered the man.  Leigh nodded.  

"That would be great," she said, following the captain down into the bowels of the ship.          

  Brianna jolted awake, shivering.  She looked around, drawing the covers up around her.  What had awoken her?  She got up and looked around the room.  Everything seemed to be in order.  It hadn't been something in her room that had awoken her.  Ewan! she suddenly thought.  She'd had a dream, about her brother, that's what had woken her.  She quickly pulled on some clothes, and pushed open the door to her room, quickly moving down the corridor, to her brother's room.  She opened the door and looked inside.  Her brother wasn't there.  But the room didn't look in any disarray. In fact, the bed was neatly made, a rare occurrence in Ewan's room before the maids started their rounds.  She sighed, wondering where her brother could be, at this time in the morning.  She turned and left the room, then caught sight of an ajar door across the hallway.  She knew who's room it was, Leigh's. She walked across and peeped in, and saw nothing.  She walked in and looked around.  She noticed the bed was in a bit of a disarray, and a candle on the beside table indicated it had been burning all night.  She smiled a little.  Her brother must be somewhere with Leigh, it was too much of a coincidence that both of them were out from their rooms at this early hour.  They had to be together.  Perhaps they had been together the night before as well.  Brianna smiled a little at the thought of her brother in love.  It was true, at times, she thought her brother could be a real pain, but for most of the time, he was really nice to her.  And Leigh seemed nice too.  Perhaps not the ideal choice on Ewan's behalf, what with Leigh and her mother's feud going on, but still.  Brianna walked over to the window, noticing that it was raining.  Strange that they had chosen to go out on a morning like this, she thought.  As she turned, she noticed an envelope on the bedside table.  Curious, she walked over, and noticed it was marked with Ewan's name.  She picked it up and fingered it, turning it over.  It hadn't been opened.  Brianna frowned.  If they were together, what was with the letter.  She paused a moment.  Unless they weren't together.  Well, they couldn't be, could they?  Not if this letter was anything to go by.  She knew she shouldn't, but she quickly opened the envelope and unfolded the letter inside.  She quickly read it,

Ewan, 

  By the time you read this, I'll be gone.  I know I said I wouldn't leave, but I have to go back to Sosaria.  And it'll probably be for the best anyway if I leave now.  I'm sorry about all of this, but I can't stay in Hyrule.  You could try and follow me, but it won't be worth it, because you'll either not find me, or I'll just disappoint you.  I'm sorry about the length of this, you deserved more, more of an explanation, especially after last night, but I really don't have the words to describe why I have to go.  Like I said, I'm so sorry this all had to happen, 

  All of my Love, Leigh

Brianna folded up the letter and frowned.  So Leigh had left, and Ewan wasn't here either.  But he hadn't read the letter so, she wasn't really sure what was going on.  Brianna dropped the letter on the table and walked from the room, feeling confused.  What was going on?  She shook her head, not knowing what to do.  But she had a feeling that there was something what to do.  Perhaps her brother already knew Leigh might leave and gone after her anyway, in which case he would be close to wherever Leigh was headed.  Which would probably be Mido, to hire a boat.  Not that there would be any boat that would take her to Sosaria.  Well, it looked like that's were she would have to head, but she wasn't going to go alone.  She walked out, heading for Timothy's room, knowing he would provide decent escort.     

  "So this is just a hunch?" asked Timothy as he helped Brianna tack up her own horse.  Brianna shrugged.  

"A hunch, yeah I suppose that's what it is," she confirmed.  Timothy nodded, helping the beautiful young princess upon her horse.  

"So, where do we head?" he asked, mounting his own horse.  

"Mido I would guess, because that's the most logical place to go if you wanted a ship, right?" suggested Brianna.  Timothy shrugged.  

"I guess it is," he agreed, his horse beginning to walk forward.  Brianna followed.  

  Molasar frowned as he spotted two figures riding across the plains, through the rain.  He finished bandaging his wounded shoulder, then flipped his cloak back over it.  He rode closer to the riders, then suddenly realised one was Brianna, the other was that friend of Ewan's.  Molasar smiled a little at the thought of the dying prince.  He wondered what to do.  He paused on the path and waited.  He would have to stall the two from continuing down the road, it wouldn't do to have Ewan discovered just yet.      

"Hail friends!" called Molasar as the two drew nearer.  Timothy pulled up sharply, watching Molasar carefully.  He knew the guy, he was familiar anyway.  He didn't notice Brianna smile a greeting to him though.  

"Didn't we tell you to leave the first time we met?" asked Timothy angrily, not happy at this stranger's apparent arrogance.  Molasar smiled a little at Timothy.  

"I was, in fact, just leaving," he said cheerfully.  Timothy spurred his horse on, intending to continue past Molasar.  

"Good," muttered Timothy.  

"Leaving?" echoed Brianna, staring at Molasar in surprise.  She had been hoping to get to know him a little better, looked like she could scratch that thought.  "You haven't seen my brother have you?" asked Brianna, catching Timothy watching her and Molasar from the side of the path.  Molasar shrugged.  

"I don't recall your brother," he lied.  

"You know who Ewan is," said Timothy coldly.  

"Do I?" asked Molasar, turning to Timothy.  

"That guy I was with last time we met, the one who ordered you off his father's land," reminded Timothy.  

"What?" asked Brianna.  Molasar turned and smiled at the pretty princess.  

"It's true," he verified.  

"But..but..." began Brianna.  Timothy glanced at her questioningly.  

"You know this guy?" he asked, a little surprised.  Brianna smiled a little, glancing at Molasar.  

"We know each other," she confirmed.  Timothy frowned.  

"Well, I must go, business to attend," said Molasar, tiring of Timothy's accusing glares.  

"As do we," commented Timothy, passing Brianna a meaningful stare.  Brianna nodded.  

"Yes...yes we do, Tim, you go on, I just need to talk to Molasar about something," said Brianna.  Timothy waited.  

"Molasar?" asked Timothy.  So this was the guy Brianna had spoken of, that night in the maze.  He couldn't believe it.  He raised an eyebrow at Brianna, who simply nodded.  Tim looked Molasar up and down, noticing his clothes were smeared in mud, as if he had been in a scuffle.  "Been in another fight?" asked Timothy.  Molasar smiled faintly, seeming embarrassed.  

"I fell from my horse," he admitted.  Timothy said nothing.  He rode up to Brianna.  

"I don't trust this guy Brianna, come on, let's just go," whispered the young warrior, rain dripping from his face.  

"Look Tim, just a minute okay, just go on ahead," said Brianna, her tone less soft.  Timothy looked across at Molasar, who wore a neutral expression against his rain soaked features.  Timothy shrugged.  Brianna was usually a good judge of character, maybe he and this Molasar guy had just got of on the wrong foot.  

"Okay, fine, whatever," sighed Timothy, urging his horse into a walk.  "A minute, though, that's all you'll be," warned Timothy.  Brianna nodded and smiled, glad that Timothy would trust her.  Shaking his head, Timothy trotted off down the path, leaving Molasar and Brianna alone.

  "Why are you leaving?" asked Brianna, having to raise her voice over the rain.  Molasar shrugged.  

"There is nothing to keep me here.  I may return, one day," said the young man.  

"One day?" asked Brianna.  Molasar shrugged.  

"I have not yet decided," he confided.  

"But, we barely got to know each other," protested Brianna.  She looked down to the ground, feeling a little shy.  Molasar pulled up close to her, and laid one hand on her shoulder.  

"We still could," he whispered, close to her ear.  Brianna looked at Molasar questioningly.  "Wh-what are you suggesting?" asked Brianna, feeling a little shy, and flustered at this young man's suggestion.  Molasar smiled a little.  

"Exactly what I said.  Why don't you come back to Benlucca, with me?" he asked.  Brianna shook her head.  

"I couldn't.  I couldn't just leave Hyrule, my family, my friends," she spoke in a soft tone.  "What is there here for you Brianna, other than that? You will never be able to fulfil your true potential, after all, your brother is heir to the throne," reminded Molasar, although now he thought about it, Brianna would be heir.  

"That doesn't matter, I love my country.  I could never just...leave," said Brianna.  Molasar shrugged.  He didn't have the time to try and persuade her to accompany him, that damn friend of Ewan's would no doubt discover Brianna's brother's bloody corpse soon.  And he could not risk being caught.  He decided to give it one last try.  He leaned forward and caught Brianna's chin with his finger, lifting her face to his.  

"I may never see you again," he murmured, before leaning over, and finally kissing her beautiful lips for the first time.  For the first time that it really mattered, anyway.  

"No fool! What are you doing?  She is the enemy! Kill her, slaughter her, she is nothing but a threat to our ultimate goal!" screamed a voice.  But Molasar ignored his father, and continued to kiss Brianna, his free hand dropping the reins of his horse and cupping the side of the princess' face, his fingers running through her wet hair.  Brianna, caught in the moment, also neglected the reins of her horse, her hands caressing Molasar's face, one hand slipping down to his neck.  Suddenly, Molasar winced, as Brianna's hand traced the wound, made by her own brother, on his shoulder.  He jerked away.  Brianna looked a little surprised, flustered even.  She was speechless, that had been her first kiss, and she had certainly never imagined it would be like that, so...passionate, and never in such weather either.  

"I'm sorry," apologised Molasar.  

"What is it?" asked Brianna, wondering if it was her at fault.  She looked down at her hands, then realised one was tainted with blood.  She looked at Molasar.  

"Your shoulder, it is wounded?" she assumed.  Molasar smiled.  

"You could say that," he conceded.  

"I am an accomplished healer, let me look at it," said Brianna, reaching forward.  Molasar back away atop his horse.  

"No, 'tis just a scratch, nothing time won't mend," assured Molasar.  The two gazed at each other for a while.  Molasar suddenly realised the time he was wasting, but could not help but feel captivated by this girl's face, her features.  There seemed to be some kind of aura about her.  

"The aura of good you damn fool! The force of light! She is nothing but a threat!" boomed Molasar's father.  Molasar squeezed his eyes shut, trying to rid himself of his father's voice.  "I must go," announced Molasar, turning and beginning to head the other way.  

"Wait!" called Brianna suddenly, not even realising she was speaking until the words had completely left her mouth.  Molasar turned and looked at her.  Brianna gazed into his eyes, they were so unusual, captivating.  Golden.  She admired his handsome face, his immaculate nose, strong chin, his dark brow.  His dark reddish brown hair had been soaked by the rain, but it still looked as appealing as ever.  If he was indeed 15, as he had told her, he certainly didn't look it.  

"What?" dared Molasar, his breath catching in his throat.  

"I couldn't bear to leave my country, but I can't help but think what would happen if I were never to see you again," admitted Brianna.  Molasar scratched one eyebrow and walked his horse back towards her.  

"It was a stupid idea anyway, we barely know each other," sighed Molasar.  He didn't look like he believed the words he was speaking.  

"But what if, what if this was meant to be?" asked Brianna.  Molasar looked down to the ground.  He had just killed this beautiful woman's brother, with glee, but now that glee was beginning to fade.  He looked up at Brianna.  

"There are things, that maybe were never meant to be.  Perhaps this is just fate's way of telling us," said Molasar.  Brianna stared at Molasar.  

"Do you really believe that?" asked Brianna.  Molasar looked away from her again.  Brianna reached over to him, touching his hand with hers.  Molasar looked at her hand, then he took it in his own, not like he had first grasped her hand when they had first met, but gently, almost as if her hand would break if he dropped it.  He lifted her hand to his lips, and kissed it softly, his eyes lifting to meet hers.  Then, he gently dropped it, and turned and began to ride away.  Brianna sighed sadly and turned, intending to go and meet Timothy, but suddenly, something inside her snapped.  Something her mother had told her, about her and her father.  It had not been so long ago in fact, but it bore extreme relevance to the current situation.  "Brianna, I would have done anything to be with him, if we couldn't have been together."  Brianna turned her steed, then rode in the opposite direction, after Molasar.  She had not known whether she was in love with him, not until she'd felt she might lose him.  Which was now.  She had to go after him, whatever the consequence.

Chapter 12
Timothy idled down the path atop his horse, wishing Brianna would hurry up.  He had been going at a relatively slow pace, so that the young princess could catch up, but he had yet not seen a sign of her.  He began to regret leaving her with that Molasar.  He was clearly no good.  Trust Brianna to fall for him.  He looked around, pulling his horse to a halt, and turned to see if he could spot Brianna.  No sign.  He sighed, contemplating whether to go back.  

"She'll probably just get mad," he sighed aloud to himself.  He wondered if Brianna's worries about her brother had been correct.  Well he certainly couldn't see his friend anywhere right now.  He sighed again.  It seemed, that while everyone else was finding someone to love, he was stuck, alone.  Just everyone's friend.  Good old Tim.  Tim shook his head, feeling a little frustrated.  He liked Brianna so much, in fact, he more than liked her.  But because of their differing status, there was no way they would ever become more than friends.  He grunted.  That Molasar guy didn't seem to have any status, but Brianna had no trouble falling for him. He remembered that day he and Ewan had found Molasar hunting in the woods. His arrogance towards Ewan, his threatening warning. Timothy groaned and began to ride back up the hill. He should have never left Brianna with that guy in the first place! How stupid was he?  On the way back up the hill, his horse suddenly slipped in the mud, and Timothy was thrown from her back.  He landed in the mud, rain pouring upon him, with a groan.  He got back up and looked down at himself, covered in mud.  So that was what had happened to Molasar.  As he turned to mount back up on his horse, he spotted a crumpled mass not far from the road, something he had failed to notice before.  Curious, he approached the form, then kept back a gasp of horror when he saw a murky pool of red surrounding the body.  Timothy quickly ran over, and kneeled at the form, and turned it over, and gulped back revulsion. It was Ewan. His face was covered in blood, from a wound near the top of his skull. Not only that, but there was a devastating opening wound in Ewan's stomach, which had grown fetid in the rain.  Timothy stood up, not knowing what to do. He didn't want to leave Ewan alone, but Timothy could never lift his friend onto his horse, and he needed to go and get help.  He kneeled back by Ewan's side, and pressed two fingers to the prince's neck, not believing what was happening. He could feel no pulse. He jerked his hand away, and realised that his whole body was shaking. He pressed his fingers back against his friend's neck, hoping to pick up a weak pulse. He kept his fingers there this time, and managed to detect an extremely weak pulse. "Ewan!" called Timothy sharply, hoping to wake him. No such luck. He looked around again, hoping to see Brianna approaching. "Come on Bri, where are you?" demanded Timothy through gritted teeth. He shook his head as he examined the wound in Ewan's torso. It could be fatal, it was surprising it hadn't been. "Come on pal, you're strong, you gotta get through this," pleaded Timothy. Ewan didn't seem to be losing any blood, but Timothy was no expert, when it came to healing. He quickly stripped off his cloak and draped it over Ewan, it was the best he could do for now. "Hang in there, I'll be right back," promised Tim, before running and mounting his horse, riding as fast as he could to the spot where he had left Brianna conversing with Molasar.

***

Timothy looked around wildly, but saw no trace of Brianna or Molasar, except a patch up muddied horse tracks. He sighed. He couldn't believe Brianna would choose now to go and have some romantic moment with that Molasar, especially in such weather.  He looked back in the direction of where he had left Ewan, and decided he could waste no more time. He had to go to North Castle for help, quickly.  Brianna was bound to turn up sooner or later, but that couldn't concern Timothy's right now, because for his friend, the future ruler of Hyrule, every second counted, and not one could be wasted. He spurred on his horse, hoping it wouldn't tire on the journey back to the castle, and just hoped there would be someone around to help.  

  Brianna squinted through the relentless rain as she rode hard in the direction she had seen Molasar charge off in. She was cold, and wet. But she had to catch up with him, she just had to. She suddenly realised what she was doing.  She and Tim, they were meant to be looking for her brother, and here she was chasing some guy she had only ever met a couple of times. But that kiss. That kiss they had shared, it had been so...so special. But she couldn't go charging off like this, it was irrational. She slowed down almost coming to a halt. She had to go back, Tim would be worried about her. But just before her, she spotted a figure, riding along the track.  It had to be Molasar. She turned her head to look behind her. She was so close to him, it would be a shame if they parted like this. She might just be able to convince him to stay...for a while. She quickly began to ride again, calling his name.

  Molasar turned as her heard someone calling through the rain, and saw Brianna.  He smiled. She had changed her mind!  He halted his horse and waited, a big smile across his face.  

"Oh Molasar, I'm so glad I caught up with you," gasped as she drew near to him.  

"As am I," reciprocated Molasar. She looked at him longingly, and drew up by his side.  

"I had to try, just once more," she explained, looking down at the ground.  

"Try?" asked Molasar. His heart plummeted, so she had just tried to come and convince him to stay. Well that was out of the question, he had to leave, until his strength returned. And until he had planned out a better strategy for capturing the Golden power.  

"I couldn't just allow you to leave, not without at least trying to persuade you not to," continued Brianna. Molasar shook his head sadly.  

"I'm afraid I must leave, my community needs me," said Molasar dutifully.  

"But what about you? What do you need?" asked Brianna. Molasar gazed at her. He knew what he wanted, what he needed, it was her. But unless she were to accompany him back to Benlucca, that was impossible.  

"I don't know," he lied.  

"Please, consider it, just stay another day," pleaded Brianna.  

"It would only be prolonging the inevitable," said Molasar.  

"Then do it, prolong this," said Brianna.  

"It would do nothing but make the wound more painful when we parted," sighed Molasar. He began to push his horse forward.  Brianna watched him, then caught up with him. She took a deep breath, wiping the rain from her eyes.  

"Maybe we don't need to part," she whispered.  

"You know that isn't true," said Molasar.  

"Let me come with you," whispered Brianna again, searching Molasar's golden eyes.  

"Do you mean that?" breathed the Gerudo King. Brianna nodded.  

"Yes. I think I do."   

***

  Timothy charged into the courtyard of North Castle, looking around, beginning to panic slightly. He saw the nearest guard, who saw his distress and came rushing over.  

"What is it?" asked the guard.  

"The prince, he is badly injured, you must go and fetch the healer at once!" demanded Timothy. He dismounted. The guards eyes widened.  

"The prince?" he asked.  

"Yes. You heard what I said, not a second must be wasted. I will go locate the King and his wife," said Timothy. The guard nodded and quickly rushed inside the castle, Timothy sprinting behind. Once in the castle, he ran all the way to Link and Zelda's tower, knowing they would still be asleep. It was early morning still, so they should be in their room. He rapped on the door hurriedly, then burst in, without waiting for a reply.  

"What the-?" asked Link, waking as he heard someone rapping on the door. Zelda awoke also, and both stared at the rain drenched Timothy as he entered their chamber.  

"What is the meaning of this?" demanded Zelda, she liked Timothy, he was Aaron's son after all, but she did not appreciate him barging in on them like this. But when she saw the young man's expression, a cold shiver ran through her heart. Link was already up, pulling on his boots and tunic.  

"It's Ewan," began Timothy, breathing heavily.

"What about him?" asked Zelda, also rising, but keeping her blanket huddled around her.

"Brianna, she came to me this morning, she thought something was up..." began Timothy again through ragged breaths.

"Where is Brianna?" asked Link, realising the absence of his daughter.

"I don't know! We met some guy she knew, but I went on without her, and then I found him," said Timothy, each word rushing out one after the other.  

"What?" asked Link, slipping his sword through his belt. Zelda walked behind the dressing screen, and pulling on a pair of trousers, and a shirt. She had the feeling her normal attire of a dress was not going to be entirely appropriate.  

"Yes, I don't know what has happened, but he has been wounded. I had to leave him, I had to fetch help!" insisted Timothy.  Link walked over to Timothy.  

"It's okay, just lead us to him," he said reassuringly. 

"But that's just it your majesty. I don't know if it is okay," said Timothy, his tone sounding final. Link shot Zelda a worried glance, who quickly pulled on her old adventuring boots. She had not worn these in a while, but she figured there was no time like the present.

"Wounded? Has he been attacked?" asked Zelda, her heart pounding. If anything had happened to her son...  

"Yes, a sword blow to the stomach, and a head wound. He had lost a lot of blood, he was unconscious when I reached him, with barely a pulse to indicate life still went on within him," said Timothy.  

"Fine come on, we have to leave now, get to him as soon as possible," said Link, walking from the door. Timothy waited for Zelda to follow, but instead she just stared solemnly at Timothy. "He was still alive?" she asked. Timothy nodded, and reached forward, grabbing her hand.

"Come on, I have already sent for the castle healer," he told the Queen.  

"What if it isn't enough?" she asked.  

"It will be," said Timothy determinedly, only hoping his words would turn out to be true.

  Timothy lead the gathered party to where he had left Ewan. As soon as Zelda saw her son's crumpled form at the road side, she let out a cry, and then leapt from her steed, rushing over to him.  She kneeled down next to him, regardless of her clothes, and cupped his face with her hands.  

"Ewan..." she whispered, devastated by her son's condition. She looked over him, at his wounds, feeling horrified.  "Who would do such a thing?" she questioned, her voice wavering.  Link came and knelt down beside her, placing a supportive hand on her shoulder.  

"Oh God..." murmured Link, looking down at Ewan. He was pale, and covered in dirt, and blood. Link turned and beckoned the healer over to them. The young healer came immediately, and stooped down beside them. Zelda looked at the healer, whose normally soft features were etched with concern.  

"Well?" asked Zelda. She could still feel her son breathing, that was a good sign at least. The healer turned to Zelda.  

"These wounds, they should be fatal. By rights, your son should be dead by now," the healer informed Zelda solemnly.  

"By rights!? What are you talking about? What can you do for my son?!" demanded Zelda angrily. "Sssh, Zel, come on, calm down," said Link softly. The healer shrugged.  

"I can try to stabilise his condition, but these wounds, they are so deep, it will be very hard to heal him fully," said the healer. "Then do as you can, so we can get him back to the castle at least," ordered Zelda. Link pulled Zelda up and led her to one side as they let the healer prepare. Zelda looked at Link, tears springing in her eyes.  "Who would do this to our son?" she wailed. Link kissed her on the forehead.

"I don't know," he replied truthfully. Surely there would only be one person in the Demiari capable of doing such damage, especially to Ewan, who was an accomplished swordsman. Ganondorf. He tried to put the thought out of his mind.  Ganondorf was trapped, imprisoned in that Gem prison, trapped there by Leigh...  He stopped.  

"Leigh," he muttered.

"What?" asked Zelda, looking up.

"She could heal Ewan," said Link. Timothy rode up to them, overhearing a snatch of their conversation. 

"Leigh has gone," said Timothy.

"Gone?" asked Zelda in surprise. Then she clenched her eyes shut in horror.  Of course Leigh was gone, it was she who had told her to leave.

"Brianna found a letter to Ewan, from Leigh. That's when she thought something was wrong," explained Timothy. Suddenly, the healer turned, her expression even more morose.

"What is it?" asked Link, holding Zelda close.  

"Poison. Someone has poisoned him, it is preventing my healing skills," said the healer. Zelda pushed Link away and marched over to the healer.

"What do you mean?!" she asked.

"Someone has poisoned your son, your highness. It is a deadly toxin, with no cure.  If your son does not die from the wounds he has now, the poison will certainly finish him off," explained the healer seriously.  Zelda gasped.

"No!" she whispered, looking down at her son's crumpled form. Link was already mounting his horse.

"Leigh can't have gotten far, she'll be in Mido, I'll go and find her!" vowed Link. He knew that Leigh was a brilliant healer, astounding even. She had brought back from the dead before, so there was no reason why she could not bring anyone back from the brink of it. Zelda watched him leave, knowing that Leigh may be the only hope left for her son. She turned to Timothy.

"Please, go and find my daughter. I need to know that both of my children are safe," said Zelda softly. Timothy nodded.

"Don't worry, I'm sure I can find your daughter," vowed Timothy, before turning and riding off in the opposite direction, sincerely wishing that this was one vow he could fulfil.  

****

  Leigh sighed and wiped her brow, feeling a little queasy. She was beginning to regret boarding this ship in the first place, it certainly wasn't sailing weather. Well, at least no one had asked for her travelling fee yet, she supposed. It had been at least a day since she'd set off from Mido, which by her calculations, meant they would be close to the tip of western Hyrule. Which, meant time for a slight change of direction.  She stood up, checking she had the correct tools which would be required for the captain to see her point of view about which course this ship would take. In the middle of the ocean, however, with a whole crew against her, she was wondering if this was a good idea. Ha! Wondering! Who was she trying to kid? It was a bad idea. Period. She took out her sword, and allowed it to arc through the air in front of her.  She smiled a little. Her strength was certainly returning, almost at an alarming rate.  She could take on this ship's crew no problem. Feeling a little more confident, she replaced her sword in her belt, and walked to the door of her cabin, pushing it open, and stepping outside.  

  As she walked across the deck, her appearance was met with wolf whistles and approving nods. Leigh simply ignored them, and headed straight for the captain's cabin. She was glad it was only drizzling, she didn't feel like being soaked right now.  Instead of knocking on the door, she marched straight in, shutting the door behind her. When the captain heard the door click, he turned, and smiled at Leigh.  

"Ah, so you've come to discuss your fare," he said, seemingly pleased with himself.  Leigh reciprocated the smile, walked over to him, and placed one hand behind the captain's neck. He smiled at her, but begfore any more could be said, Leigh whipped out her sword with her other free hand, holding it to the captain's neck. He froze, all colour draining from his rosy face. "What in Demiari?!" exclaimed the captain. Leigh smiled a little, glad to get the upper hand over the cowardly little man.  

"It's time this ship took a little detour," she began.  

"You aren't getting the goods from my ship lass!" said the captain defiantly. Leigh laughed. "It's not goods I want.  I want to go to Sosaria," corrected Leigh.  

"What?!" asked the captain.  

"You heard me, turn this ship towards Sosaria, or feel the steel of my blade," threatened Leigh. "Hah! You stupid lass, you'll never be able to direct this ship without me, so your threats are empty ones," mocked the captain. Leigh drew closer to the captain, pressing the sharp edge of her sword against his neck.  

"You'd be surprised at what a lady might learn in her years in the wilderness," said Leigh. "This ship needs a crew, they would never obey you," said the captain.  

"But they would obey you," pointed out Leigh. She pressed her sword heavier against the weathered skin of the captain's neck, causing him to gulp in pain. She drew back, giving the captain passage to the deck, to speak to his crew. He looked at her, and rubbed his neck.  

"So go tell them about this," said Leigh casually.  

"They'll never head to Sosaria, it's a death trap! Those oceans are riddled with pirates!" protested the captain.  

"Isn't that what you are?" questioned Leigh.  

"They'll never agree, nor would they follow your orders either.  Leigh shrugged.  

"The decision is a simple one captain, you and your crew can die now, by a lady's hand, or die at sea, taking your chances with the scourge of the Medius ocean.  If I were to kill you now, I could easily take one of your spare boats to shore, and you know it.  I have nothing to lose from this," sighed Leigh.  The captain paused, then sneered.  

"Yeah, as if you could take on my whole crew!" he laughed.  Leigh raised an eyebrow at the captain.  

"I would not advise you to mock me captain, I may feel the need to prove my prowess of the sword to you, get the point?" snarled Leigh.  The captain smiled.  

"Fine, you beat me in a duel, then I'll consider your proposal," he agreed.  

"How about we do it on the deck, so all your men will get the message?" asked Leigh.  The captain shrugged.  

"Fine by me," he said.  Leigh opened the cabin door.  

"Lead the way, captain," she said amicably.  He smiled back and left.  Leigh followed close behind.

*****

  Zelda sat by her son's beside, tending to Ewan with a damp cloth.  She let out a sob, so upset to see her son like this.  It wasn't meant to go like this, how could Ewan be made to suffer so?  He'd never done anything to hurt anyone.  And Brianna was missing.  She got up, and walked across to the window and looked out.  Where was her daughter? She walked back over to Ewan, who lay limp upon his bed.  She sat down again.  

"Please wake up Ewan," she whispered.  He didn't stir.  Zelda found herself wishing she hadn't turned Leigh away, or that the heroine was as thick-skinned as her step-sister.  Then maybe she would still be here, and would be able to help.  Leigh was the only person Zelda knew who had such a power to heal, and to restore life.  No one in Hyrule was capable of such feats, and nowhere else either, except maybe Sosaria, which was currently out of bounds.  At that moment, someone entered the room, Zelda turned, expecting to see her husband, but it was Drake.  As soon as he saw her, he walked over, and enveloped her in a big hug.  

"God Zelda, I'm so sorry," murmured the brave knight.

"So am I," whimpered Zelda.  

"If there's anything I can do to help," said Drake, still holding onto Zelda.  

"I know, I know," said Zelda, her voice breaking.  They stepped apart, and both looked down at Ewan.

"Who could have done this?" asked Drake.

"I don't know, there was no-one," murmured Zelda, shaking her head.

"Where's Link?" asked Drake.

"Looking for Leigh," said Zelda quietly, hanging her head in shame.

"She wanted to go back to Sosaria," commented Drake.

"I know.  But she can't, can she?" said Zelda.  

"She was pretty determined," said Drake.  

"She's the only one who can help.  Damn this feud!" said Zelda frustratedly.  Drake placed one hand on Zelda's shoulder.

"You can't blame yourself over this Zelda," he warned.

"And why not?  She apologised to me Drake, she wanted us to make up, but I wouldn't!" said Zelda, sitting by Ewan's bed and holding her head in her hands.

"She apologised?" asked Drake, a little surprised.  It was certainly news to him.

"Yes.  Now can I blame myself?" asked Zelda pertinently.  

"No, Zelda.  This won't help anyone," said Drake firmly.

"But she could.  I saw her do it with Nick, she could help Ewan," said Zelda.

"And Link will find her," said Drake surely.

"She could have found some way to Sosaria by now, and we could never reach those shores," said Zelda miserably.

"If we have to, we will," said Drake.

"But how?" asked Zelda.

"Send out an Armada," said Drake.  Zelda looked up at the head knight.

"You mean declare war?" she asked, slightly taken aback by his suggestion.

"You'd do anything for your son, this may be something you have to do," said Drake solemnly.  

"You could be right," said Zelda quietly, looking down at the pale face of her son.

****

Leigh smiled triumphantly as she held the tip of her own sword to the captain's neck.  

"Looks like this ship is going to Sosaria," she said confidently.  The captain frowned.

"Not so fast lass," he said, attempting to push her blade away.  Leigh stood firm, her smile fading.

"What exactly are you implying captain? You wouldn't go back on your word, would you captain?" asked Leigh, her tone turning slightly menacing.  The captain looked down at the sword at his neck.  He gulped.

"Uh, of course not," he muttered nervously.

"Of course not," echoed Leigh.  She gave the captain a short smile, then looked around at the shocked crew.  She heard the captain sigh.

"Go on then men, turn towards Sosaria," he ordered, sounding bitter.  There were a few groans of protest.  The captain turned to Leigh, smiling a little.  "You can't make them do what they aren't willing to do," he informed Leigh.  

"Then you will," said Leigh, thrusting her sword at the captain.  

"I'd rather die," spat the captain.

"I have no qualms about killing you," warned Leigh in a low voice.  She was a little surprised at her own statement, but was hardly surprised that she had been forced into making it. 

"As I have none about killing you, nor do any of my men," sneered the captain.  Leigh glanced around, the sound of weapons being drawn filling the air.  She quickly backed up to a stack of crates and leapt atop them, looking down at the advancing crew.  

"You can surrender now, and we may spare your life," said the captain.

"I could issue you the same option," said Leigh, kicking one crew member in the face as he climbed the crate.  She hoped her strength would last.

"You could never take us all on," said the captain.  Leigh raised an eyebrow.

"Oh really?" she asked.  At that moment, all the men on board let out a battlecry, and ran towards Leigh, who began to prepare herself.  As they all leapt towards her, she span on one foot, spinning, her sword thrust outwards.  It was at times like this that she wished she still held the services of the Black Sword and Arcadion.  She surprised even herself at the strength she possessed, cutting into anyone who came near her.  She knew it was a dangerous game she was playing, but she had ther power, and the confidence to succeed.  Something she could have never done a few days ago.  Leigh indeed had an advantageous position, and had soon managed to eliminate any of her attackers.  Many of them lay groaning on the deck, tending to their wounds, and they were the ones that were lucky.  Leigh climbed down from the crate and looked around, regretting her actions slightly.  It wasn't that she regretted inflicting damage to the men, she had done it to so many pirates before them, it was just with an injured crew she could never expect them to fight the hoards of the Medius Ocean, the stretch of water between the shores of Hyrule and Sosaria.  She shook her head.  She would have to find another way to get back to Sosaria, because it was obvious this way was not going to work.  She walked over to the other side of the ship, and jumped into the lifeboat, cutting the ropes with her sword, and holding tight as she landed in the water.  She sheathed her weapon, and took up the oars, and began to row back to the east isle of Hyrule.                 

****

Timothy urged his steed to go faster still, following a fresh set of muddy tracks, praying they were those of Brianna's.  He noticed there were more than just one set of horse tracks, there were two.  

"Molasar," muttered Timothy darkly.  It was then that it suddenly struck him.  Molasar had come from the same direction where Ewan had been left.  And he was covered in mud, which could have easily been picked up in a struggle.  And those two had never been on good terms, they'd hated each other from the day they had set eyes upon each other.  Tim shook his head in disgust.  What worried him even more though was that he had allowed Brianna to follow the scum.  Things weren't looking good.  Tim desperately tried to recall the few details that Brianna had given him about Molasar, but his mind was blank.  He squinted through the blinding rain, hoping to see the two further up ahead.  But they'd already had a good head start on him, and unless they weren't hurrying anywhere, an unlikely event in this weather, he had no hope of catching them, unless of course they had decided to stop somewhere until the weather cleared up, but Tim had already passed through Ruto, and the nearest town from here was Saria.  He had no idea were they might go, the tracks he was following were his only hope.  

It was early evening now, about 5'ish.  Timothy was exhausted, so was his horse.  But he had to keep going, he had to find Brianna, for Zelda's sake.  The tracks had taken him to the east coast and then across to Death Mountain isle.  It was there he saw a small boat, leaving the shore.  He spurred on his steed, which sensing his urgency, obliged, and he galloped to the shore, where he promptly dismounted and ran into the water, fully prepared to swim after the boat.

"Brianna!" he cried desperately, his body running purely on adrenaline now.  He called out again.  He was waist deep in the water by now.  He didn't even know if Brianna was on that boat.  Then he turned, and saw further down the beach, two horses.  One was Brianna's, the other was the same that Molasar had been riding.  Timothy plunged into the cold water and began to swim with all his strength after the boat, but he soon knew his chase to be fruitless.  He was getting tired, and if her didn't go back now, he would surely drown.  He swam back to shore, were he fell onto the pebbly sand, exhausted.  He had failed in his promise to Zelda, and now Brianna was in the hands of some unknown stranger, who had to be responsible for the attempted murder of Brianna's very own brother, Ewan.
