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Chapter 1

 A small boat rocked across the perilous Great Sea, which was the stretch of water between the coasts of Sosaria and Hyrule.  There was only one man on this boat, and he carried an important message which was to be delivered to the Royal family of Hyrule.  Only he and a handful of other people knew of the content, but it was important that the message was delivered.  Of course, soon the rest of Sosaria would know, but it was quite important, but not vital that the message was delivered.  Edward, as he was known, stared out at the horizon, feeling worried, it was going to be a stormy night, and he wasn't sure whether the little boat would be able to take much more of this battering.  A strip of lightening flashed across the sky, illuminating the dark horizon.  It also illuminated a dark shape, that of a huge ship.  Edward privately thanked the virtues, holding his cap to his chest, perhaps it was a stock ship going from Sosaria to Hyrule, or perhaps the other way around, whichever, he could surely deliver the message one way or another.  Another streak of white lit up the sky, this time showing the flag of the ship.  Edward froze when he saw what was depicted on the flag.  It was that of a solitary skull gnawing on a cutlass.  It was the flag of Qui Caloise, the scourge of every decent mariner on the Great Sea.  A great booming tore through Edward's ears, as a cannon was fired.  The next moment, a jarring crash filled the night, and Edward realised that he had been hit.  The next cannon to be fired ripped another hole in the small boat, and Edward knew that he was dead.  But he considered himself lucky, after all, the pirates could've opted to capture and torture him instead.  A watery grave would be far more pleasant.  As water began to surround his feet, Edward got to his knees, praying for a mercy he knew would not come...          

Hyrule, several months later....

   Princess Zelda of Hyrule pulled the chiffon drapes across the slightly opened windows in her bedroom, covering them. A lone candle flickered in the corner of the room next to the bed, casting shadows upon the walls. It was an unpleasantly hot night. She was dressed in a white silk night dress, but even that felt uncomfortable at the present moment. Pangs of loneliness shot through her, as she suddenly pulled the curtains aside, and gazed outside, into the darkness. Her husband, the great hero, Link was away, and she was missing him like crazy. He had gone away to Saria, a town in the far south of West Hyrule, to help get rid of the moblin raids, that had frequently been attacking the town. She slowly walked over towards her bed, wishing that he would return.  Suddenly, a sharp pain shot through her stomach, causing her to drop to the floor for a moment. No, surely not now, she thought, feeling worried. Zelda was almost eight and a half months pregnant; she hadn't been expecting the birth to arrive for at least another three weeks. However, having had one child already, she recognised the feeling. The princess forced herself to stand, and she walked over to her bedroom door, and opened it. A guard was positioned halfway down the tower stairs, and she called out to him. He came rushing upstairs, looking worried. "Your Highness?" he questioned quickly.

 "Please, go and get Impa!" she said, referring to her old nursemaid, and now the nursemaid of her first child, Ewan.

 "At once, My Lady!" the guard said, rushing off down the tower steps. Zelda walked back inside her bedroom, and over to the bed, easing herself down onto the edge. Five years ago, she'd had her son, Ewan. The birth had been fairly easy, although a week late.  But right now, it seemed too early to her, and she wanted Link to be there. Although it was uncustomary, he'd stayed with her the whole time. At that moment, Impa came rushing in.

 "Princess! Are you okay?" she asked, walking quickly up to the bed, and taking Zelda's hand.

 "I think... I think it's time," Zelda said faintly.

 "It could be a false alarm," Impa replied, rubbing the princess' shoulders comfortingly.  Zelda suddenly gasped in pain.

 "No... no, trust me on this," she said. Impa nodded.

 "Yes," she said.

 "Now, can you stand?" she asked. Zelda stood up, a little shakily. Impa pulled the silken blankets off the bed, and then set a small fire going in the marble fireplace. "I'll be right back," she promised.

  Impa soon returned with white linen sheets, towels, and a small tin cauldron. She began to heat up some water in it over the fire, and then covered the bed in the sheets. "Get comfortable," she advised. Zelda lay back on the bed, as instructed, her pain growing. Selina arrived a few minutes later, ready to help out. Impa had helped with many deliveries, including the one of Zelda, Ewan and a week earlier, Fayette's. Fayette was Zelda's much hated step sister, and only a few months ago, her husband Raymundo, had been killed. Instead of returning to Brynnel, where they had lived together, she had opted to stay with her family at North Castle in Hyrule. She'd had a son, whom she'd named after his father. Selina was a healer, and one of Zelda's greatest friends. She sat on the bed next to the princess, moping her brow with a small water-filled sponge.

 "I wish Link would come back," Zelda murmured, between contractions. 

 "I'm sure he'll be back as soon as he hears the news," Selina answered.

 "I suppose," Zelda said, sounding disappointed.

 "Don't fret, you must concentrate on having this baby, Princess," Impa advised, laying the towels close to the fire to warm them.

 "But Impa, I feel so bad! This isn't like last time!" Zelda wailed. Lines of worry showed on the old Hylian woman's face for a moment, but then she turned away to hide them.

 "You were lucky last time," she said, turning back. Selina got up, and walked over to Impa, who had walked over to the window.

 "Is it going to be complicated?" she asked quietly, glancing over at Zelda.

 "I hope not. But she is extremely early, and that isn't always a good thing," Impa replied, also in a quiet tone. Selina frowned, clasping her hands together.

  "Well, we must do everything possible to help her," she said.

   Link rode his horse hard, making the stallion gallop as fast as it could go. He had had a feeling earlier on in the evening that Zelda needed him, and he'd set off at once back to North Castle. It was almost two am in the morning, he'd been riding flat out for almost four hours. The tall towers of the castle were now in sight, though. Ten minutes later, he clattered over the drawbridge, and then halted outside the guardhouse. "Who goes there?" the guard on duty called out through the bars.

 "It's me, Link!" the hero called back. At once, the guard turned the wheel, and the portcullis was raised, allowing him entry inside. "Stable this horse for me!" he ordered to a guard inside the gate. 

  "Yes Sir!" the guard replied, catching hold of the reins. Link jumped off, and ran through the courtyard, towards the main entry doors into the castle. Feeling in his pocket, he reached for the key that would unlock them, opened them, and then hurried inside. The Great Hall was deserted, and he ran through towards the back passage, then rushed up the stone stairs that led to his room that he shared with Zelda, in the Northeast tower. As he neared the top, he heard the sound of a baby crying. Slowing, he reached the top of the stairs, and stood outside the door for a minute, just listening. The cries continued for a few seconds, then all was quiet once more. He gently pushed the door open, unable to believe that his wife had given birth so early. A beautiful scene greeted him. Zelda was lying upon the bed, cradling a tiny child in her arms. His new son or daughter. She glanced up as she heard him approach, her tired, but happy expression turning to one of pure joy.

 "Link!" she exclaimed softly.

 "We'll leave you two alone," Impa suddenly said, and Link noticed her and Selina for the first time.

 "Thank you," Zelda said. They quietly walked out, closing the door behind them.

 "Zel... I'm sorry I couldn't be here sooner," Link apologised, walking over towards her.

 "It's okay," Zelda replied. "Meet your daughter," she added, holding the tiny baby towards him. Link took the child in his arms, and examined her closely.

 "She's absolutely beautiful, perfect," he said, looking at the baby's soft golden hair, and bright blue eyes.

 "I know," Zelda replied. Link kicked his boots off, and settled upon the bed next to his wife.

 "What will we call her?" he asked.

 "Not Zelda," Zelda replied, laughing a little.

 "Zelda is a lovely name," Link protested. Zelda shook her head.

 "We need something pretty," she said.

 "How about after your mother?" he suggested.

 "Alina..." Zelda murmured. "Or after yours, Medila," she added. 

 "Perhaps those could be her middle names," Link said. The princess nodded.

 "Yes, that's a good idea. But we still need a first name," she said. Link looked thoughtful for a moment.

 "How about... Brianna?" he said.

 "Oh yes... that's beautiful. Yes, let's call her Brianna," Zelda agreed. She reached over to kiss him softly. Link looked down at his daughter, feeling immensely proud.

 "Welcome to Hyrule, Brianna," he whispered softly.

   The next day, everyone in the castle was extremely excited about the new arrival. People were rushing up to the Northeast tower all day, peeping in to look at baby Brianna. Zelda, who was extremely exhausted, spent most of her time sleeping, and so Link offered to look after his newly born daughter. Impa secretly felt a little worried, the child had been born extremely early, after all. But, she kept her fears to herself, telling Link only to keep the baby very warm. It may have been summer, but it was still easy for babies to catch a chill, and if Brianna did, she might not survive. Link was a good father, however, and Impa knew she could leave him to care for Brianna without any worries.  Despite being three weeks early, Brianna seemed to be strong, and ready to face the world. It was almost a miracle that she had survived. "She's going to be a fighter, that one," Impa said to Selina.

 "I was two weeks early myself," the healer replied. Impa smiled.

 "I think that Brianna will be fine," she finally said, feeling sure. There was just something about Brianna, that reassured her. Ewan, was simply fascinated with her.

 "I can't believe how small she is!" he said to Link, climbing up onto the bed for a better look.

 "You'll have to help look after her, you know. I looked after my little sister,"  Link replied, patting his son on the head.

 "I'm going to be the best big brother ever, just you wait and see!" Ewan answered excitedly. Link smiled, and gently placed Brianna onto Ewan's lap. He gazed at his sister in awe, and touched the smooth skin of her cheek softly. "Wow, she's just like those dolls that my cousins play with," he said. "Except she's real," he added. Link nodded, and then remembered back to when his own sister, Haylee, had been born. She'd been a twin to his brother Hayden, so the birth had been especially exciting. He'd been two years younger than Ewan though, about three years old.  Sadly, they were both dead, along with his other brother, Shawn, but somehow, having children of his own had kind of made up for it. Brianna resembled Haylee a little, in a way, with her curly blonde hair, but the baby had eyes as blue as his own. Haylee's eyes had been brown. But Brianna would probably grow up to be as beautiful as her mother.

 As Ewan chattered quietly to Brianna, Link turned to glance over at Zelda , who was curled up near to him, fast asleep.  Her long blonde hair spilled over her shoulders and onto the purple coloured covers, and there was a small smile upon her lips. But she still looked so pale and tired. She hadn't been like this after she'd given birth to Ewan. She'd been walking about the castle, showing him off to everyone.

 "Dad, are you okay?" Ewan suddenly asked, noticing his father's expression. The boy seemed to have a knack for sensing people's feelings, even if he wasn't looking at them. Link forced himself to smile at his son reassuringly.

 "Ewan, I'm fine. Just feeling a little sentimental, I guess," he said.

 "Sentimental?" Ewan questioned, not understanding. Sometimes, the way he talked and acted, Ewan seemed so much older than just five years old, but then again, like many other children his age, there were a lot of things he still needed to learn.

 "It means that you feel very emotional, very happy, very sad, or whatever," Link explained.

 "Do you feel sad?" Ewan pressed. Link shook his head.

 "No, I feel very happy. I'm just a little worried about your mother, that's all," he said.

 "Is mother sick?" Ewan questioned.

 "No. Just very, very tired. She needs to rest," Link answered. Suddenly, Brianna began to cry. Link picked her up, and walked around the room, trying to quieten her. It woke Zelda up though.

  "Good morning mother," Ewan said, moving up along the bed to sit beside her.

 "Good morning, darling," Zelda replied, smiling weakly. She eased herself up, still feeling a little hazy. She heard Brianna crying, and then go quiet, and heard Link talking to her. "What do you think of your sister?" she asked Ewan.

 "I think she's the best sister ever!" Ewan replied in an enthusiastic tone. Zelda smiled happily. At least he wasn't jealous, some children could be, after all. "And, I'm going to be the best big brother in the world to her!" he added. Link walked over to the bed, still holding Brianna.

 "You want to hold her for a while, Zel?" he asked.

 "Yes please," Zelda replied, reaching up towards her daughter. Link handed her over, and Zelda held her against her chest, feeling very happy. At that moment, there was a tiny flash of light, and then Sprite was stood there, on the end of the bed, wearing a long silver dress, a crystal tiara, her auburn hair more curly than ever.

 "I got here as soon as I heard the news!" she exclaimed.

 "Hey Sprite," Link greeted, glad to see his faerie friend. Sprite flew over, and took a look at Brianna.

 "Oh, she has your eyes, Link!" she exclaimed.

 "So people have said," the hero replied, smiling.

 "But she has hair just like mother's!" Ewan said.

 "Oh yes, of course," Sprite said. She alighted down onto the bed again. "Well, here I am, anyway. Brianna, I'm going to be your faerie godmother!" she announced.

 "Hey, hold it right there!" a high pitched voice shouted. A bright blue light, leaving a trail of faerie dust flew across the room, over to the bed. Navi, another faerie, and Sprite's rival, was stood there on the covers. She was wearing a modest blue dress, and a wreath of flowers in her dark wavy hair. "I'll be Brianna's faerie godmother instead," she stated.

 "No, I am! I said first!" Sprite protested, looking furious. 

 "Well... can't you both be?" Zelda asked, hoping that the faeries petty squabbling wouldn't disturb Brianna.

  "No!  Of course not! Now, which of us have served you for more years than you can imagine? Who is Ewan's faerie godmother?" Sprite demanded.

 "Well, you," Link said.

 "Well, it's only fair that I get my turn, then!" Navi retorted, looking smug.

 "Ha, yeah right! Look at you, some faerie godmother you'd make! You haven't even got the right sort of clothes!" Sprite said.

 "I think I look fine. You just look stereotypical," Navi answered, somewhat smugly.

 "Excuse me, I think I look absolutely perfect for the role! At least I made an effort! Anyway, you have freaky hair," Sprite stated.

 "I think Navi has nice hair," Ewan said.

 "Oh, you traitor! You're my godson, not hers! Stick up for me!" Sprite shrieked.

 "Well, if you're going to argue, maybe we should just pick someone else!" Zelda said, starting to feel annoyed.

 "Like who?" Navi questioned.

 "Well, what about one of your friends, Sprite? I'm sure they'd be honoured," Link suggested.

 "Or maybe we ought to ask your sister, Fleur," Zelda remarked slyly. 

 "No, no, you can't do that!" Sprite exclaimed. She hated her younger sister, almost as much as she hated Navi. She glared over at Zelda, but the Princess was too busy admiring her baby to notice.

 "Well, I think Brianna would be happy to have two faerie godmothers, come on you two, just stop arguing, alright?" Link said.

 "I'd be happy for Brianna to have any number of faerie godmothers, so long as one of them wasn't her!" Sprite said, pointing over at Navi. "Or Fleur," she added.

 "Well, I want both of you to be her faerie godmothers, okay?" Link said.

 "Or else we'll ask Fleur," Zelda threatened. Sprite sighed heavily, and Navi looked smug.

 "Fine. Have it your way," she said sulkily. Zelda got up, and went over to place Brianna in the antique mahogany crib that had been in her family for centuries.

 "Alright, good. Both of you be at the christening tomorrow afternoon," she said.

 "Don't worry, I'll be there," Sprite said, before vanishing.

 "You can count on me!" Navi added, also flying away. Zelda turned to smile at Link.

 "Come on, we'd better get ready for lunch," she said. Link smiled back. Perhaps she was going to be alright after all, he thought hopefully.

   Fayette scowled to herself, feeling immensely jealous. Last week, she'd had her baby, and she'd been the centre of attention at the castle. Her baby, Raymundo (named after his father) had been especially cute, and very well behaved, unlike her previous children, who had been rather whiny babies. People had fawned around her, anxious to help, although most of them probably just felt sorry for her, because she was a single mother. Nevertheless, she'd certainly enjoyed the attention. Most of the time, no-one ever really spoke to her, she didn't really have any friends in Hyrule. They were either back in Brynnel, the place where Raymundo had come from, or back in her home country of Sosaria. She cradled  her child in her arms, and walked down the stairs into the Great Hall. Zelda was sat with Link, Brianna on her lap, and Ewan on Link's knee, and Drake, Selina, Aaron, his wife Aimée, Impa, The King and Fenella, along with a couple of servants, were all crowded around the happy family. "Oh, she's simply beautiful!" Fenella exclaimed, loud enough for Fayette to hear. Fayette felt even more jealous. Fenella was her mother, she was only Zelda's step mother! She should be paying attention to me, not her, Fayette thought bitterly. She and Zelda had never got on, but she was curious to see what her step-niece was like. She walked over to the group.

 "Well, congratulations, Zelda," she said, trying to sound as pleasant as possible. Zelda looked up, frowning slightly.

 "Hello Faye," she said, in a neutral tone. Fayette leaned down to have a look at the baby.

 "What have you called her?" she asked.

 "Brianna," Zelda answered, smiling back down at her daughter.

 "Isn't she absolutely gorgeous, Faye?" Fenella asked.

 "Uh, sure," Fayette said, trying to sound as gracious as she could. 

 "She's going to be the double of you, Zel," Selina said.

 "Well, she is my daughter, of course she'll look like me," Zelda laughed.

 "Hey, don't forget about me!" Link said, also laughing. Zelda leaned over, and gave him a hug.

 "How could I?" she replied, smiling. Fayette turned away, before anyone could see her expression of disgust.  She really did hate her step sister. Not only was she beautiful, she was also married to one of the most handsome men Fayette had ever seen. And he adored Zelda, would do anything for her. Fayette had been in love once, when her husband Raymundo had been alive. But he'd been cruelly snatched away from her, murdered in cold blood. And now she was alone. It just didn't seem fair. She glanced back once more, then quickly turned away, and hurried towards the stairs.

***

   Selina Rowen gazed out of her bedroom window, feeling excited. Her husband-to-be would be arriving soon, Prince Nicolas of Dalsona. He may have been the heir to the richest country in the world, but he was a humble, and friendly man, well liked by everyone for his generosity and kindness. Selina sometimes still couldn't believe that he'd chosen her, a simple Hyrulian peasant healer, no-one important, to be his wife. And he'd even been prepared to give up his legacy back in Dalsona, said he would remain with her in Hyrule, if she didn't wish to live in Dalsona. A short while ago, Selina had thought that she'd never be able to love again. Six years or so ago, her first true love, Aramis, had been killed in a tragic incident. He'd been brainwashed by the evil griffin Enzar, and had gone to a meeting with one of Enzar's henchmen during the night, to receive instructions. Selina and Zelda had followed him, and heard what had taken place, feeling confused. Suddenly, they where attacked by a group of Darknuts in the forest. Unfortunately, they'd turned on Aramis, and killed him, but Selina and Zelda had escaped. It was only later that they discovered the truth; Aramis had not been himself that night. Selina had been devastated though. She'd really truly loved Aramis, but she hadn't known it until then. But then Nick had came into her life, and she'd learnt how to love again. As soon as they'd begun to form a delicate relationship, he'd been taken away from her, pulled into the Dark Realm by the evil wizard Ganon. Six years later, he'd escaped, and they'd fallen in love. He was to be King of Dalsona, and supposed to marry a Princess, but he'd chosen Selina. She'd been highly nervous, but his family had liked her the instant they'd met her, and given the couple their blessing. Now soon, in the next month, they were to be married. It would have been earlier, but at the time, Zelda had been pregnant, and Selina knew Zelda would prefer to have had the baby, if she was going to be a bridesmaid. Although Selina had been brought up on a small farm in the village of Karul, she had opted not to be a farmer, but instead, studied to be a healer. Later, she'd got friends with Link and Princess Zelda, and became North Castle's resident healer. Staying at the castle, she'd tried her best to learn the royal etiquette, just like Link had. He too, had only been a peasant, but he'd become the greatest hero of Hyrule, and earned the respect of the Royal Family, and the love of it's Princess, sole heir to the Kingdom.  Nick would be arriving soon, to be present at the christening of the baby. He had been planning to come much later, in about three weeks, but this had been an unexpected event, of the baby arriving so early. She hoped that he would get there soon, her heart turning somersaults at the thought of seeing her fiancé again...

   "Are you sure you're okay?" Link asked his wife anxiously, as they sat down in the front pew in North Castle's small chapel, later that day. She nodded.

 "I'm fine Link, please don't worry," she replied softly, slipping her hand into his. He smiled at her, leaning close to share a kiss. She allowed him to for a moment, then pulled away. "There's time for that later," she replied, giving him a knowing smile. At that moment, Impa walked into the chapel, Ewan holding her hand, and Brianna in her free arm. "Impa, you look wonderful!" Zelda exclaimed.

 "Well, it is the christening of a very important child, you know," she chuckled. Impa was wearing a simple white gown, with a silver Hylian belt, which had been passed down her family for centuries. Zelda herself was also dressed in white, a silk gown with a high waist, and v-neck, and trailing sleeves. Link wore a crisp white silk shirt, a dark blue waistcoat and matching trousers. Ewan was similarly attired, and Brianna wore the white lace heirloom christening gown, that everyone in Zelda's family had worn at some point. The chapel had been decorated with fresh flowers, and two candles had been lit, and placed upon the altar. The font had been filled with holy water. Everyone began to file in, taking their places. Ewan sat next to his parents, and Impa sat there too, passing Brianna to Zelda. The priest came in, and stood behind the altar, ready to begin. Everyone went quiet, and the ceremony was started.

   Zelda handed Brianna over to the priest a few minutes later, after the prayers had been said. The priest  held her softly up for everyone to see. "May the goddesses bless this child, the second heir of the Great Kingdom of Hyrule," he said. "May the virtues of the Triforce shine forth from her," he continued. Dipping his finger in the font, he traced a symbol of the Triforce onto Brianna's forehead. "I now christen this precious child, Brianna Alina Medila Grâtia-Illustrísquídam, Princess of Hyrule," he announced, using the thousands  year old Hylian name of the Royal family.   Hey then laid her down upon a soft blanket upon the altar, and Sprite flew over, wearing the same silver attire from the previous day, her crystal tiara glittering in the light of the candles.

 "Brianna, I am Sprite, Princess of the Fey. I am here to bestow a gift, and the blessing of my race upon you," she said in a gentle, yet loud voice. She fluttered above the baby, and let a handful of faerie dust  sprinkle down onto Brianna's head. "Brianna, I give you the gift of  beauty.  May all your days be full of it, wherever you go, whatever you see. And of course, you will equalling as captivating. Wherever you go Brianna, I will be there, watching over you, protecting you, as I have protected your parents, and your brother," she said softly. Then she flew away, high up into the roof of the chapel, to watch from above. Navi flew over next, was  wearing a white dress, and a wreath of flowers on her head.

  "Brianna, I am Navi, of the Fey," she announced. Sprite grinned smugly, knowing that she had sounded much better. Navi continued, fluttering above the altar. "I bestow also a gift, and the blessing of my race," she said, dropping faerie dust of her own. "I give you the gift of friendship, and happiness,. You will have many friends, and I hope you shall never know tragedy. Whenever you need me Brianna, I'll be there for you," Navi said. Then she flew away also. The priest stepped forward again.

 "I will now call forth the godparents," he said.

 "Aaron, and Aimée Westley," he stated. Aaron and his wife got up, and walked up to the altar proudly. Selina and Drake had been Ewan's godparents.  The priest blessed them both, and they leaned down to kiss Brianna. Then they went and took their places back in the pews. "We shall now say a short prayer, to welcome Brianna," the priest said. Everyone bowed their heads in prayer, following the words of the priest, and then the ceremony was finally over. Zelda walked over and thanked the priest for his service, and then picked Brianna up.  

  "That was great," Link said, walking up to her.

  "Yes, I know. Brianna is so lucky," Zelda replied. Link wrapped his arm around her shoulders.

 "I see everyone turned up, too," he said.

 "Yes... I suppose we should go and socialise with them, before the dinner this evening," she said.

  "Well... we could just take an extra long time getting ready for it, instead," Link grinned. Zelda laughed.

 "I wish... although, I do rather feel like a lie-down," she admitted.

  "By yourself?" Link questioned.

 "Well, actually, I think you should j..." Zelda started. Her words were suddenly interrupted, when someone tapped her on the shoulder. 

 "Pardon me Princess, but I really would like a better look at this exquisite child of yours," a familiar voice said. She and Link turned to see Nick stood there, Selina close by.

  "Oh, Nick! It's wonderful to see you!" Zelda exclaimed. She handed Brianna over to Link for a moment, so that she could embrace her old friend. She kissed him on the cheek warmly, and then stepped back. 

  "And likewise. You look simply radiant," he said charmingly. Link let him hold Brianna.

 "Good to see you," he said.

 "Yes, and you, Link. Well, she is simply the most beautiful baby I have ever laid eyes on," Nick announced, smiling.

 "Thank you," Zelda said, taking her back.

  "Come on, let's go and catch up," Selina suggested, and they all walked out of the chapel together happily.
Chapter 2

   Later that evening, many thousands of miles away, in a hidden valley in the country of Benlucca, another child was born. Balayna, Queen of the Gerudos, lay upon a soft fur rug, scattered with many brightly coloured cushions. A sweet incense permeated the air, but it couldn't comfort her. Her deeply tanned skin was covered in sweat, her long red hair limp, and her golden eyes glistened with tears of pain. Two of Balayna's hand-maidens, Jenimue and Dindraina were knelt beside her anxiously, trying to comfort her. The oldest woman in their tribe, Kalimesse was standing nearby, ready to help, once the labour began. The Gerudos were a strange race. All of them had the same, golden coloured eyes, silky red hair, and deep tans. They had originated in Hyrule, when parts of it had been a desert, but when it had been attacked by Sosaria, they had fled, driven out of their homes by war, to the south, in as many boats as they could. They'd found the hot, wet land of Benlucca, which was nothing more than a lush jungle, and found a hidden valley in which to make their homes. They were master warriors, and thieves, but the problem that faced the Gerudo, was that Gerudo men were a rarity. It was more than a 99.9% chance that whenever a Gerudo woman became pregnant, she would bear a female child. In fact, a male child was supposedly only born every one hundred years. The women would mingle with the normal Benluccan society, and it was easy for them to find boyfriends, because of their exotic, beautiful looks. Many of them married, and some would bring their husbands back to the valley. However, if they were not so lucky, they had to act as common prostitutes, degrading as it might be. But it was simply a matter of survival.  It had been foretold that one day, a Great King from the past would return. He was an evil, greedy man, and his name had been Ganondorf Dragmire. Indeed, he had returned, and his aim had been to get 'The Power of Gold', or the Triforce, as it was better known. It had happened only a few months ago, and he had bent his women warriors under his iron will, forcing them to fight for him. And he had forced Balayna to become his wife, despite her protests.  He'd only remained in the valley for a few weeks, before going to Hyrule, but it had been long enough to get her pregnant. Gerudo women carried their babies for a shorter term than most other races, and the labour had begun right on time. The Queen couldn't help feeling a sense of dread at the oncoming birth though; anything related to Ganondorf Dragmire could not be considered good.  For hours now, she had been enduring the pain of her contractions, but she couldn't seem to go any further on in the labour.

 "You must push as hard as you can, Balayna, it is time," Kalimesse announced.

 "I can't, I just can't!" Balayna wept, the pain threatening to almost tear her slender body apart.

 "You must not give up. The baby must be born!" Kalimesse said. Balayna cried out in pain.

 "It mustn't," she said, sensing the child was evil.

 "Try, Balayna. If you don't, you will surely die," Dindraina said softly. Balayna nodded, swallowing fearfully. "You can do it, Bally," Jenimue urged. Trying to clear her mind of bad thoughts, Balayna changed her concentration onto the task ahead.

***

     "Kiss me," Zelda murmured, steering Link into the back passage, away from the group of people celebrating in the Great Hall. Link gladly obliged, wrapping his arms around her, and kissing her deeply. A few seconds later, they drew back, and smiled at each other.

 "I've been wanting to do that all day," he confided, caressing her shoulders lightly.

 "Me too, but we hardly ever got the chance to be alone! But, well, you know what it's like when we have guests," Zelda answered, still smiling up at him.  They linked hands happily.

 "I think I'm the luckiest guy in the world. I have you, and two wonderful children. Oh Zel, I love you so much," Link exclaimed, drawing her close for another kiss.

 "I love you too, more than you could ever imagine," Zelda replied, kissing him back.

 "Oh, if it isn't the perfect happy family!" a sarky voice exclaimed. They both frowned, when they saw Fayette standing there in the passage.

 "Do you mind? We were trying to have a moment alone, in private," Zelda said shortly, folding her arms, and regarding her step-sister icily.

 "Yes, what are you doing out here? You have no reason to come this way," Link added.

 "Well, actually, I have. I saw you both walk out, and your father wanted to speak with you, Zelda," Fayette replied. The princess sighed.

 "Fine," she said. She turned back to Link. "Come on. She won't leave us alone, if we don't go," she said. He nodded, and took hold of her hand, and they walked back into the Great Hall. 

  "Thanks a lot Faye," Link muttered under his breath to her.

 "My pleasure," she answered, before sweeping off into the crowd. Zelda located her father, and walked over to him, Link in tow. He was stood next to Fenella, and his old friends, King Derrick of Dubatio, and a few other lords were also there. When he saw Zelda approaching, he excused himself, and went over to meet her.

  "Dad? What do you want?" Zelda questioned impatiently.

 "Really Zelda, you make it sound like coming to see your dear father is such a waste of time!" the King remarked.

 "Dad, I was..." Zelda began.

 "Look, I have something to ask of you. My good friend Derrick has asked Fen and I to go up to Dubatio and stay at his palace for a while, perhaps until the end of the summer. I was wondering if that would be okay with you," Harkinian said.

 "You'd be away for a month?" Zelda questioned.

 "Well, yes," the King replied. Zelda toyed with a strand of her hair nervously.

 "But dad, it's the... you'd miss the summer festival," she stated.

 "Dear, I'd like you to be in charge of it this year," the King said.

 "Oh..." Zelda said quietly.

 "Come on Zel, it'll be fun," Link said.

 "You need to start taking the responsibility of ruling sooner or later, and this will be the perfect test," Harkinian said in an assertive tone.

 "Dad, I couldn't possibly run the festival by myself!" Zelda protested.

 "Nonsense! You'll have Link to help you, never mind Drake, Impa and the rest of my council," the King replied.

  "I suppose," Zelda said, shifting from one foot to the other. The King sighed.

 "Dear, I know fine well that you're capable," he said.

 "I guess you do need a holiday, Dad," Zelda finally acknowledged.

 "Finally, you agree. Thank you. It means a lot to me to hear you say that," the King said. Zelda nodded.

 "It's okay," she said. He drew her into a hug, and kissed her on the forehead.

 "Ah, I am so lucky to have such a wonderful daughter," he remarked. Turning, he drew Link into his embrace also. "And such a wonderful son-in-law," he added. "And two wonderful grandchildren," he   finally said.

 "Thanks, dad," Zelda said, stepping back.

 "Speaking of the children, I think we ought to go and check on them both," Link said, giving Zelda a meaningful look. She caught on, and nodded.

 "Yes, I think we'd better," she said.

 "Well, if I don't see you later on, goodnight. By the way, we're leaving after breakfast tomorrow morning, so don't go to bed too late," the King said. Zelda smiled.

 "On the contrary, dad, we were planning on an early night anyway," she said, before heading for the stairs, together with Link.

***

  Balayna slipped in and out of consciousness, during the final hour of her labour. At one point, she thought that she heard Jenimue speaking to Kalimesse in a worried tone. "I've never seen such a hard labour, she's losing so much blood!"

 "What if we lose them?" Dindraina whispered back. Kalimesse remained silent, wiping the blood away that she could. Balayna pushed as hard as she could, gripping onto the hands of her handmaidens. A few short seconds later, she felt no more pain, and the wails of a new born child echoed through the chamber. Balayna lay there, thoroughly exhausted, but glad the ordeal was finally over. Kalimesse picked the baby up, cut the cord, and gently washed the blood away from it. It screamed and screamed, but Balayna barely heard it. Her mind was drifting away somewhere else.

 "Bally, wake up!" Dindraina said urgently, shaking her.

 "It's all over..." Balayna murmured, more to herself than anyone else.

 "You have a baby boy," Kalimesse stated. Balayna's vision swam, but she could make up Kalimesse holding the baby out to her.

 "I don't want to hold him, please, take him away," she said coldly.

 "Bally! This is your baby! You must bond with him!" Jenimue said, sounding shocked at her Queen's words.

 "He is evil! He is the child of Ganondorf Dragmire!" Balayna continued.

 "Balayna, he is but a child! You mustn't talk like that!" Kalimesse said. Balayna shook her head.

 "I do not wish to hold him," she stated.

 "At least name him," Jenimue said. Somewhere, in the reaches of her mind, Balayna heard a deep, dark voice. You must name him Molasar! the voice ordered.

 "It is dark," Balayna said, looking out to the window. "His name will be Molasar, he of the night," she said, with what little strength she had left. All the Gerudos were named after things, words from their old native language.

   "Prince Molasar he is," Kalimesse said. That was the last thing Balayna heard, for then darkness seemed to envelope her soul, and her spirit was taken to a better place.  Dindraina felt for her queen's pulse, but it was gone. She looked back up, at Jenimue and Kalimesse, her face sad.

 "She has been taken," she murmured. Molasar started to cry again, and a flash of lighting suddenly lit up the sky.

 "Faylita will be named next queen. I will raise the child myself, and once he is old enough, he shall take the throne," Kalimesse said.

 "We shall tell everyone the news at once," Jenimue said. Kalimesse nodded, and turned her attention to the child. He was the new hope of the Gerudo. 

***

  Zelda stepped forward, hugging her father.  "Goodbye," she murmured.  Then she stepped back, smiling at her father.  Her father placed one hand on Zelda's shoulder, smiling proudly.

  "I will miss you dear, and young Ewan, and your beautiful daughter," started the King, beginning to feel a little sentimental.  Link interrupted.

  "Hey, come on.  If you don't go now, you never will.  You two go and enjoy a well deserved break.  Me and Zel can hold the fort here," said Link grinning.  The King nodded.

  "You're absolutely right," said the King.  He stepped forward, giving Zelda a kiss on each cheek.  He then lifted up Ewan, giving him a firm hug, before setting him down again.  He then took Brianna from the arms of Impa, kissing the baby on the forehead, before returning her to her nursemaid.  Finally, he gave Link a firm handshake before getting onto the coach were Fenella was waiting.  Link glanced at Zelda, putting one arm around her shoulders, before waving the King and Fenella off.

  "Goodbye!" called Zelda from behind, whilst Ewan raced with the wagon up to the gate, waving madly.  And then they were gone.  Ewan raced back up to his father, hugging him on the leg.  

  "Will grandfather be away for long?" asked Ewan, looking up at Link.  His father smiled down at him.

  "Not for that long, a month," he replied.  Zelda turned to Impa, lifting her daughter from the nursemaids arms.

  "This is the first time in a while that my father has been away from Hyrule," remarked Zelda, gazing adoringly at her daughter.

  "It's the first time you've been in charge of things around here as well," said Link.

  "What if I ruin the summer festival?" Zelda asked in doubt.  Link smiled his lopsided smile, giving Zelda a small hug, careful to avoid squashing Brianna.

  "I'll be helping, so it won't be that bad," he reassured cheekily.  He stepped back, Zelda giving him a small punch on the shoulder.

  "Thank you!" she said in an offended tone.  Link rubbed his stomach.

  "Well I don't know about you, but I'm starved.  Why don't we go in, see if breakfast is ready," said the hero.  Zelda nodded, following him inside.

  Ewan swiftly brought his sword forward to defend himself, before getting in a few hits of his own.  He ducked the next blow, rolling across the ground, landing back on his feet, his sword ready.  Link tried again, this time a low blow, but Ewan leapt nimbly over the blade, pointing the sword at Link's lower torso.  Link threw up his hands in defeat.  "Either you're not my son, or I'm a pretty good teacher," said the hero grinning.  Ewan smiled, fingering the blade of his wooden sword.

  "You threw that one," he said grinning.  Link's eyebrows shot up in disbelief.

  "I threw it?  Me?" he asked, offended.  Ewan nodded, slipping the sword into it's sheath on his back.

  "Yep, I reckon so," said the young boy.  Link laughed, sheathing his own sword.

  "You know what Ewan, you're a poor winner," said Link, walking across to the archery range.  Ewan followed him.

  "But it's true, you could've blocked it easily," insisted Ewan.  Link turned to his son, looking at his earnest face.

  "Ewan, you are the best five year old I have ever seen with a sword.  It's uncanny," said Link truthfully.  Ewan shrugged, pulling an arrow from the ground and taking his bow from the wooden rail.  He neatly equipped the bow, aiming at the target.  Link did the same.  "Okay, how about you shoot that arrow, and see if I can better it," said Link.  Ewan nodded, turning his attention back to the target.  He let go of the string, sending the arrow through the air, hitting the target just a hair above the bull's eye.  Link nodded, aiming carefully, before hitting the target, right in the middle.  Ewan shook his head.

  "I threw that," he said devilishly, grinning up at his father.  Link raised his eyebrows again.

  "Oh you did, did you?" he questioned.  He quickly dropped the bow and made a grab for Ewan, but the young boy was too quick for him, dashing off at an incredible speed, running across the archery range.

  Link followed gaining on his son.  Ewan laughed loudly, running up and behind one of the targets.  Link swerved the other way, meeting his son on the other side, grabbing and lifting Ewan into the air, swirling him around.  Ewan laughed even louder, as his father tickled his belly.

  "Stop! Stop!" begged Ewan between laughs.

  "Hey Link!" called a voice from across the range.  Link turned, distracted for a moment, Ewan wriggling out of his grasp and jumping to the ground.

  "Hey Aaron!" called back Link, shooting a grin at his son.  Aaron's own son, Timothy raced over, talking to Ewan.  Link strode across the range to see his long time friend and apprentice Aaron.

  "Didn't get much of a chance to speak to you yesterday, just wanted to congratulate you again on that beautiful daughter of yours," said Aaron.  Link smiled.

  "Yeah, I can hardly believe it myself.  She's going to be as beautiful as her mother," said Link.

  "Saw you and Ewan training before.  The boy can't half move," added Aaron, watching as his own son played tag with Ewan.  Link shook his head, his gaze also fixed on the two boys as they dashed around madly, yelling and laughing.

  "He's good Aaron.  Better than most trained men.  And so agile, he can jump, roll, leap, just about anything.  I know he's a kid, and has a lot of energy, but that much?  It must be true about the power within him.  If anyone can join the Triforce, it's him," said Link.  Aaron folded his arms, leaning against the rail.

  "I know this may seem premature, but I think that it's possible he could be the one to unite the whole of the Demiari," said Aaron.  Link looked at Aaron.

  "You know what, you could be right," said Link, glancing back at his son.

  "But enough speculation, what's it like, to have another one?" asked Aaron suddenly.

  "Great.  Unbelievable.  Somehow, having those two, so perfect, it's like fate is making up for what I've lost," said Link.  Aaron nodded, understanding.  The young swordsman took a bow from the rail, pulling an arrow from the ground.

  "How much you betting I can split that one?" asked Aaron, pointing at Link's arrow.  Link laughed.

  "You'll never do it," he said.  Aaron grinned back.

  "Oh yeah?" he asked.  Link turned his attention to the two kids.

  "Hey you two!  Clear off from the range, unless you want an arrow in the ear!" he called.  The two stopped, immediately obeying, before resuming their game on the outskirts of the range.  Aaron took up his archers stance, aiming carefully, squinting at the target.  He pulled back, let go, the arrow sailing cleanly through the air.  It split the arrow on the target.  Aaron let out a whoop of joy, slapping Link on the shoulder.

  "I said I could do it!" he exclaimed.

  "Like I ever doubted you!" said Link mockingly.  Tim ran over to his father.

  "Wow!  You split the arrow!" he exclaimed.  Aaron leaned down, handing the bow to his son.  "Why don't you try?" he asked.  Tim shrugged.

  "Uh, I'm not sure," said Tim shyly.

  "Come on, I'll show you how," said Aaron.  He bent down on his knees, holding the bow in front of Tim, showing him how to hold the weapon, and how to arm it.  Eventually, Tim managed to fire an arrow, which made it across the range, hitting the target not so far under the bull's eye.  But, there wasn't enough power in the shot, and the arrow bounced off the target, landing harmlessly in the grass.  Timothy let out a disappointed sigh, gazing down at the ground.

  "Hey, that was good Tim.  The first time I picked up a bow, I nearly poked out my own eye!" exclaimed Aaron.  Tim looked up at his father.

  "Really?" he asked, unsure.  Aaron nodded.

  "And when I finally managed to shoot off an arrow, it didn't even make it half way across the range!" continued Aaron.  Tim smiled, and looked over at Ewan.

  "But Ewan is so much better than me," he said.  Aaron looked across at Aaron, wondering what to say.

  "Ewan is older than you, he's had more time to train," said Link, rubbing Timothy affectionately on the head.

  "Yeah!  You'll be better than me in no time!" said Ewan enthusiastically.  Tim smiled.  

  "Yeah!" he agreed, before racing over to Ewan, tapping him on the shoulder and declaring that Ewan was "It!" before the two began to resume their game.

  "I should get a smaller bow made for him," commented Aaron.  Link nodded.

  "It'd help, but like you said, for a first try, it was pretty good," said Link.  At that moment, the two men heard the dinner bell go off inside the castle.  "Come on you two!  Dinner's ready!" called Link to the two boys, before he and Aaron raced them inside.         

   Zelda went up to her room later that afternoon to have a rest.  She settled back onto the bed, and thought about the upcoming summer festival, which would take place in less than two weeks.  In a way, she was glad that she'd had Brianna early, because she would be able to join in with the festivities, instead of worrying about when she would go into labour.  However, she hadn't counted on having to run the whole festival herself. That sort of thing was usually left to her father; he was the King of Hyrule, after all. He enjoyed planning events, after all. Zelda hated organising things, she just felt that she wasn't any good at it. Well, perhaps she was just simply too lazy to be bothered, but now, here she was, having to plan an entire festival. She frowned to herself, wondering if she could just hand the whole thing over to the Royal Council instead. The festival needed so much work, after all. It wasn't just a big dance, after all, there was lots of things to organise. The festival took place in the large park in the centre of Mido Town, the capital of Hyrule. There would be all kinds of stalls, with people selling their wares, displays, a buffet, and of course, a huge dance in the evening. It was tradition that the current ruler of the country to organise everything, and with her father away, Zelda knew that left her in charge. Sometimes, she wished that she wasn't a princess. There were so many responsibilities, ones that she didn't want to bother with sometimes. Then again, she wondered if she could have coped without the luxurious lifestyle. Sighing, she lay down, and closed her eyes, but despite how tired she felt, something was troubling her. Zelda suddenly thought about Fayette. There was one advantage of being left in charge; Fayette would be so jealous. In fact, Zelda was hoping, that once she did take over properly from her father, she'd be able to turf her step sister out of North Castle. She knew that a lot of people felt sorry for Fayette, because she'd lost her husband, but in Zelda's opinion, it didn't give her any right to actually still be living there. In her castle. Fayette had a big mansion back in Brynnel, but she persisted in staying in Hyrule, saying she felt more at home there.

 "You shouldn't think such bad thoughts about people!" a small voice suddenly scolded. Zelda opened her eyes to see Navi fluttering nearby.

 "Excuse me?" she said incredulously.

 "You're planning on telling your sister to move out. That's not very nice," Navi said, folding her arms and looking displeased.

 "She's not my sister, actually," Zelda said, frowning. She absolutely hated it when people referred to her and Fayette as being sisters.

 "Well, sister, step-sister, whatever. I do really think it's mean of you. I'm sure Link wouldn't agree," Navi replied.

  "I'll do as I please. I am the next ruler of Hyrule, after all. And Link would agree with me on this," Zelda said, feeling annoyed. She didn't like Navi very much, she was worse than Sprite.

 "Why don't you like me?" Navi suddenly demanded. Zelda frowned. How could the faerie read her mind like this?

  "I..." she began, and then gave up. It was no use in lying.

  "Maybe Sprite was right. You know, I don't think that you're good enough for Link. He ought to have married Kylara after all," Navi remarked. Zelda felt angry at the mention of that woman. 

  "Do you mind? I'm trying to get some rest, you know," she stated coolly.

  "Hmmm... alright. I guess I have got better things to do," Navi said in an obnoxious tone. 

  "I'm starting to regret letting you be Brianna's faerie godmother. Perhaps I should have asked Fleur after all," Zelda said angrily.

 "Link wanted me to be her faerie godmother, though," Navi answered, sounding smug.

 "Oh, for Hyrule's sake, get lost, and leave me alone!" Zelda said. Navi flew off, over through the window.

 "Now you know what she's really like!" sang out another voice.

 "Oh great, not you," Zelda sighed, seeing Sprite.

 "I tried to tell you and Link, but you just wouldn't listen!" Sprite carried on, ignoring her.  "I wish she'd go back to where she came from," she added.

 "What is it about Link and faeries?" Zelda sighed.

 "He saved my life, I owe it to him to be his guardian faerie!" Sprite exclaimed.

 "I guess so. But what about that Navi?" Zelda asked.

 "Oh, she just appeared out of nowhere, and claimed to be his guardian faerie. Like, that's even true!" Sprite said, her tone verging on that of disgust.

 "Well, I wish she'd just disappear," Zelda said, thinking back to Navi's comment about Kylara. 

 "She has got to go. And she will. Mark my words," Sprite said darkly.
Chapter 3
      Later that night, after dinner, the children were all playing up in the 

  nursery together. Ewan and Timothy were playing quietly in one corner with 

  Ewan's collection of wooden knights and soldiers. Fayette's three daughters, 

  Rosella, and the twins Rosalind and Rosamund were playing together with their 

  dolls. Only Roderick, Fayette's son, was sitting alone by himself. He didn't 

  really get on with Ewan very well, and wanted nothing to do with Tim, because 

  he was a servant's child. However, feeling bored, he eventually wandered over 

  to where they were playing. "Can I play too?" he asked.

      "I guess so," Ewan said amicably, passing over some of the toys. "We're 

  playing warriors!" he added.

      "I'm going to be a great warrior when I grow up, dad says so," Timothy 

  announced.

      "I'm going to be one too, just like dad," Ewan said, opening one of the 

  toy chests, and getting a small toy cannon out.

      "But you can't, you'll have to be a king instead," Roderick said, in a 

  rather know-it-all voice.

      "You can be a warrior and a king at the same time, silly!" Ewan replied, 

  laughing.

      "What are you going to be, Roderick?" Timothy questioned. "I suppose I 

  shall be a great king," Roderick answered.

      "How can you be? Your mother isn't a ruler of anywhere," Ewan stated, 

  setting up the cannon in a castle made from wooden blocks.

      "Well, I shall simply marry a great princess!" Roderick said.

      "You could marry Brianna, when you are both grown up," Ewan suggested.

      "I don't want to marry Brianna," Roderick said shortly.

      "But my mother says she is going to be simply beautiful when she is grown 

  up. I wish I could marry her," Timothy said.

      "I'm not getting married until I'm really, really old. I want to go out 

  and fight lots of battles instead!" Ewan exclaimed.

      "I shall stay in my castle all the time, and get men to do the fighting. 

  You won't catch me getting dirty and hurt," Roderick said. 

      "But that's not fun! You shall get fat Rod, if you don't do exercise!" 

  Ewan laughed.

      "I shall not!" Roderick protested.

      "Your mother is fatter than my mother," Ewan added.

      "My mother is not fat! I shall tell her what you've been saying, and then 

  you shall get in trouble," Roderick said.

      "No you shan't. Anyway, I never said she was fat, I just said she was 

  fatter than my mother, that's all," Ewan replied.

      "Well, my mother is more beautiful than your mother," Roderick announced.

      "My dad says that mother is the most beautiful lady in the whole of 

  Demiari, so if he says so, then she must be. Dad never lies about anything," 

  Ewan said. Roderick frowned, unable to think of a good reply.

      "Well, I think my mother is beautiful, and your mother is the same amount 

  beautiful," Timothy said. Ewan grinned.

      "I like your mother. She gives me string and buttons to make catapults 

  with," he said.

      "What about my mother?" Roderick demanded.

      "She's nice," Ewan answered. Timothy shrugged.

      "I don't really know her," he said truthfully. Ewan suddenly pushed his 

  knights aside.

      "Come on, let's go see Brianna!" he said, standing up.

      "Oh, alright," Tim replied, getting up too. "I wish I had a sister too," 

  he added.

      "Are your mother and dad going to have anymore children?" Ewan asked. Tim 

  shrugged.

      "I don't know. Maybe I'll ask mother," he said.

      "Hey, where are you three going?" Rosella said, looking up from her game.

      "We're going to see my sister," Ewan stated proudly.

      "Oh, can we come?" Rosalind asked.

      "I guess so. But you'll have to be very quiet. She gets upset if you wake 

  her up you know," Ewan replied in a knowledgeable tone.

      "I do know to be quiet," Rosella said in a haughty tone. "I did have two 

  younger sisters, and now a little brother," she added, referring to Raymundo.

      "Do we have to go?" Roderick whined.

      "Well Roddy, stay here if you can't be bothered," Rosalind remarked. 

  Roderick sighed heavily.

      "Alright, I'll come," he said, not wanting to be left alone. The children 

  trooped out of the nursery, and headed towards the Northeast tower. 

      Roderick Tantalon-Arguelles was five years old, almost six. He was solidly 

  built, but not fat, and had brown curly hair and dark coloured eyes. He never 

  really smiled very much, or liked anything much, for that matter. Despite the 

  fact that he didn't want to be a swordsman, as he grew older, he would 

  probably make a good one, due to his physical make-up, he would be tall, 

  strong and broad-shouldered. Timothy Westley was four years old, but his fifth 

  birthday was soon approaching. He had jet black hair like his father's, but 

  the warm brown eyes of his mother. He tended to be quite shy, but once you got 

  to know him, he was as adventurous and bold as any other young boy his age. He 

  and Ewan got on well, they acted almost like brothers, doing everything 

  together. And then there was Ewan. His full title was actually Prince Ewan 

  Hayden Grâtia-Illustrísquídam, not that he ever remembered, though. He too, 

  was almost six years old, and probably one of the most-loved members of the 

  Royal household. All of the servants thought he was extremely sweet, and 

  Milona and the other kitchen staff were often giving him treats like fruit and 

  cakes. He was always smiling, unlike Roderick, and had seemingly boundless 

  energy. And, he bore almost a perfect resemblance to his father, they had the 

  same blue eyes, and unruly brown hair, although Ewan's was a slightly lighter 

  shade. Rosella Tantalon-Arguelles was the oldest of all the girls, being 

  roughly four and a half years old. She was extremely pretty, with straight red 

  hair and blue eyes, but very bossy. She liked to order everyone else about, 

  and would often cry if she didn't get her own way. Her younger sisters, 

  Rosalind and Rosamund were exact replicas of each other, twins, three years 

  old. They had Brynellian looks, thick curly black hair, brown eyes and lightly 

  tanned skin. They tended to do everything their older sister told them, and 

  were less temperamental than either her or Roderick. All in all, Impa was kept 

  pretty busy with looking after them all, and now she would have even more work 

  now that there were two new babies in the household. However, she didn't mind 

  a bit, and loved all the children as if they were her own. 

      "Shhh!" Ewan said, gently pushing the door open, and peeping into his 

  parent's bedroom. "They're not here," he said, grinning. He'd thought that his 

  mother would probably be up there, because she rarely liked to leave Brianna 

  alone for too long.

      "I bet they are all downstairs," Timothy said. The children all walked 

  into the room. It was only about seven 'o clock, and the sun was shining 

  brightly.

      "We'll have to be rather quick. I should think Impa will make us go to bed 

  soon," Rosella said.

      "I hate going to bed in the summer, I mean, it's never even dark!" Ewan 

  replied. All the children nodded in agreement, then walked over to the crib 

  that stood in one corner. Ewan and the others could just about see over the 

  top, but the twins were too short.

      "It's not fair! I want to see her!" Rosamund whined.

      "Shh!" Ewan ordered again. Brianna was sleeping peacefully. "Isn't she 

  lovely?" he said.

      "She's better than my dolls," Rosella agreed.

      "I can't believe how tiny she is," Timothy whispered.

      "Dad let me hold her a few times, and she isn't even heavy," Ewan replied. 

  They both gazed down at her in wonder. Rosella tried to lift her sisters up to 

  look, but she wasn't quite strong enough.

      "Well, I think babies are stupid. All they do is sleep or cry," Roderick 

  announced.

      "Roddy! Don't say things like that! Babies are amazing, I wish I could 

  have one," Rosella said, glaring at her brother angrily.

      "Me too," Timothy said.

      "Where's Raymundo?" Ewan suddenly asked.

      "Oh, mother always has him. I don't think she ever lets him have sleep," 

  Rosalind giggled.

      "I saw him asleep once, when mother was talking to Auntie Zelda," Rosamund 

  stated. Roderick prodded Brianna on the nose. She opened her eyes, and 

  immediately began to cry.

      "Now look what you've done!" Ewan said, looking angry.

      "I said all they did was sleep and cry," Roderick said smugly.

      "Let me handle this," Rosella said confidently. "Shut up!" she shrieked 

  loudly. Brianna wailed even more. "Well, it always worked with those two," 

  Rosella said, pointing over at the twins. Suddenly, the group of children 

  heard footsteps coming up the tower, and voices.

      "Oh no. We'll get in trouble for waking Brianna up!" Ewan said, looking 

  horrified.

      "We have to hide," Timothy said.

      "But where?" Rosella asked, looking around.

      "The bathroom," Ewan said, quickly running to the small door that lead to 

  the little bathroom. All the children crowded inside, and quietly pulled the 

  door shut, not even daring to breathe.

      Zelda heard Brianna crying, and rushed up the last few steps. "I knew I 

  shouldn't have left her!" she said, pushing the door open.

      "Zel, don't worry. You can't watch her twenty four hours a day, you know," 

  Selina said, coming in behind her.

      "I guess not. But I was only gone five minutes," Zelda replied, peering 

  into the crib. She scooped Brianna up, and spoke to her comfortingly. Selina 

  watched the scene, feeling slightly jealous of her friend. But, she quickly 

  pushed those feelings aside. Once she married Nick, there would be plenty of 

  time for her to have a family of her own. Eventually, Brianna quietened down, 

  and Zelda turned back to Selina. "Would you like to hold her for a while?" she 

  offered.

      "Sure, I'd love to," Selina replied. Zelda passed Brianna over, and then 

  wandered over to her wardrobe.

      "You know, I was wondering what to wear for the Summer Festival," she 

  said, looking through the assortment of dresses all hanging up there. 

      "Something summery," Selina said, walking over to look as well.

      "At least I won't have to wear one of those terrible big dresses. That's 

  the worst thing about being pregnant," Zelda commented.

      "You didn't look that bad, you know," Selina laughed. Zelda shook her 

head.

      "I'm glad to be back to normal," she replied. She pulled out a peach silk 

  dress, with a scoop neck, short sleeves and a tapered skirt, with a layer of 

  chiffon over the silk. "How about this?" she questioned, holding it up for 

  inspection.

      "Yes, that's quite pretty. Knot some wildflowers in your hair, and you'd 

  look perfect," Selina answered. She sighed for a moment.

      "You know, I'd kill for blonde hair like yours," she said.

      "Why? I think it's real boring, men seem to always be intrigued by women 

  with red hair," Zelda laughed.

      "Perhaps, but at least if you have blonde hair, you can wear whatever 

  colour you want. I have to be more careful," Selina said.

      "Oh nonsense! I know, you can borrow one of my dresses for the festival," 

  Zelda offered.

      "Oh Zel, no I couldn't! I wouldn't feel comfortable. I'll just wear one of 

  my own," Selina replied.

      "Listen Selina, you're going to be Queen of Dalsona, soon. You might as 

  well get used to luxury," Zelda laughed. "Well... thanks. I guess you're 

  right," Selina said, smiling a little. "I can't wait till the wedding! It's 

  going to be lovely having it in Dalsona," Zelda exclaimed.

      "Oh Zelda, it's beautiful! Have you been to the palace there ever?" Selina 

  asked. The princess nodded.

      "Yes. Nick's invited us over a couple of times. It's so different up 

  there, compared to here," she said.

      "And hot," Selina added.

      "Oh, don't remind me! I never had anything suitable to wear when I went, 

  even my summer dresses were too hot," Zelda said.

      "Well, I guess I won't be having a traditional Hyrulian style wedding 

  dress. But, I must say, the Dalsonian clothes are very beautiful. I've seen 

  Nick's mother's dress, it had all kinds of jewels on it, and it was pretty 

  short," Selina said.

      "Short? That doesn't mean I have to wear something short, does it?" Zelda 

  asked, looking a little horrified.

      "I don't know what their bridesmaids have to wear. But anyway, think how I 

  feel? I don't even have the slightest bit of a tan!" Selina replied, grinning. 

  Zelda smiled, and put the dress back in the wardrobe, and closed the door.

      "Come on, let's take her downstairs for a little bit," she said. The two 

  women walked back out of the room, and the children hidden in the bathroom all 

  breathed a sigh of relief.

  ***

      The next day, Aaron, Link and Drake all embarked on a hunting trip. Both 

  Aaron and Link had brought their own sons, just so they could experience how 

  it was to hunt. Link had asked Fayette if Roderick would like to join them, 

  but the little boy , who had been present at the time, had immediately 

  declined. At the moment, the trio of men were trooping through the thick, 

  dense forest of Ruto, searching for game. Ewan was perched on Carefree, just 

  in front of his father, Aaron and Timothy were the same. "What are we going to 

  catch?" asked Ewan excitedly.

      "Whatever comes our way," answered Drake, who was leading the way. 

      "Will we eat it?" asked Timothy.

      "Well now, that depends if it's eatable," said Drake.

      "Yeah! We wouldn't want to eat it if it was a snake," said Ewan. 

      "Snake? We ain't hunting no snakes here, we're searching for real game," 

  said Drake, trying to sound insulted.

      "Like what?" inquired Timothy.

      "Oh like stag and wild boar, things like that," Link told them. 

      "What's a boar dad?" asked Timothy.

      "It's like a huge pig," replied Aaron, his eyes searching the forest. 

      "Like those that grandpa Chateroux keeps on his farm?" asked Timothy, 

  looking up at his father. Aaron nodded.

      "Except they're a lot bigger and fiercer," he added. Suddenly, Drake 

  pulled to a stop in front of them. He held out one hand, motioning for 

silence.

      "What is it?" asked Ewan quietly. Link looked down at Ewan.

      "There must be something ahead, deer perhaps," he told his son in a hushed 

  tone. Ewan leaned across to one side, and caught sight of a majestic white 

  stag, quietly picking it's way through the undergrowth, searching for food. 

  Drake took his bow from over his shoulder, quickly equipping it with an arrow.

      "This'll make a fine feast!" remarked Drake, his voice low. Ewan watched 

  in awe and fascination as Drake expertly shot the arrow across the clearing, 

  into the thigh of the stag. It let out a horrible howl of pain, before falling 

  down to it's knees, and collapsing.

      "Dad, is it okay?" asked a Timothy. Aaron cracked a smile, patting his son 

  on the head.

      "Yeah, it'll be going to a better place," he said wryly.

      "Where?" asked Timothy.

      "It'll be going to stag heaven son," said Drake out in front.

      "You mean, you killed it?" asked Timothy, not fully understanding. 

      "Yep, sure did," answered Drake, moving forward, towards the injured 

  creature.

      "But...but that's cruel!" said Timothy, horrified.

      "What did you have for your dinner today?" asked Drake, dismounting. 

  Timothy paused to think.

      "I had beef and potato stew," he replied eventually.

      "Do you know where that beef came from?" asked Drake, examining the stag.

      "From the kitchen," said Timothy proudly.

      "Yeah, but before that?" said Drake, taking a knife from his belt. Ewan 

  watched as Drake sliced the knife across the stag's throat, but looked away as 

  a thin line of blood appeared, marring it's snow white fur.

      "It came from Daisy the cow," said Drake.

      "Aw come on Drake. Fair go, they're only kids," said Link.

      "No it didn't! I saw Daisy when we were coming to the forest!" said Ewan, 

  referring to a cow that was on a farm on the way to the forest. 

      "Okay, I lied. It came from Daisy's sister," laughed Drake.

      "That's not funny!" said Timothy. Drake began to tie the feet of the stag 

  together with a length of rope.

      "Well them I'm never going to eat beef again," declared Ewan loudly. 

      "And the other day, when you had bacon for breakfast, that came from Flora 

  the pig's brother," continued Drake, talking about another animal that had 

  been among the many on the farm on the outskirts of the forest.

      "But that's horrible!" wailed Timothy loudly, horrified at the fact he had 

  eaten Flora's brother.

      "Come on Drake, they'll never eat again at this rate!" said Aaron, 

  although he couldn't help from grinning at his and Link's sons reaction. Link 

  dismounted from Carefree, helping Drake attach the animal to a huge branch 

  that would be used to carry it home.

      "Facts of life, that's all it is," said Drake hoisting one end of the 

  branch over his shoulder. Link did the same, before managing to climb back 

  onto Carefree, using one hand to control the horse, the other to steady the 

  pole on his shoulder. "Well, I say this is all we'll be needing. We'd best 

  head back to the castle before the sun sets," said Drake. And with that 

  comment, he clicked on his steed, and began to lead the rest of them from the 

  forest.

"So, how did you enjoy your day?" asked Zelda as Ewan raced up to give her 

 a hug.

      "It was horrible. They killed this big white stag, and then they told us 

  we were going to eat it for dinner!" said Ewan, perching on the end of the 

  bed. Zelda cracked a small smile.

      "Oh, you'll get used to it eventually," she said, walking over to the 

  cradle, gently lifting Brianna from it. She then joined Ewan on the bed, 

  letting Ewan have a look at his sister. Ewan looked earnestly up at his 

mother.

      "Mother, why do we have to kill things, and people?" he asked. Zelda 

  shrugged.

      "Well, we kill animals so we can eat. It's part of a huge cycle. Some 

  animals kill other animals to stay alive, and so do we. The meat many animals 

  provide can keep us healthy and strong. But when people kill other people, 

  it's not right, unless there's a war. That's when your fighting for your 

  country, and your life," said Zelda, rocking Brianna gently back and forth.

      "So when father was fighting in that big battle, he was fighting for 

  Hyrule?" asked Ewan. Zelda nodded.

      "But you should never, ever kill anyone if it's not a war?" asked Ewan.

      "No, unless, unless they have to die. Like with Ganondorf, if your father 

  hadn't tried to kill him, then Ganondorf would've killed many people," said 

  Zelda, choosing her words carefully. Ewan frowned for a moment, then finally 

  smiled.

      "I'm going to be just like my dad when I grow up!" he declared proudly. 

  Zelda smiled at him lovingly.

      "I have no doubt about that Ewan, none at all," she told him.

      "And Brianna is going to be just like you, smart and beautiful and kind," 

  he continued excitedly. Zelda looked down at her new born daughter, smiling as 

  she looked into the babe's tiny face.

      "I hope so Ewan," she replied. Ewan smiled and jumped from the bed. 

      "Can we go down stairs?" he asked. Zelda nodded, standing.

      "I expect dinner should be ready soon anyway," admitted Zelda.

      "Is Brianna going to come with us?" asked Ewan hopefully. Zelda looked 

  down at Brianna, watching her as she outstretched every finger on her little 

  hands.

      "Of course she will," said Zelda, before Ewan opened the door for Zelda 

  and politely motioning for her to leave first. She graciously obliged, before 

  he left behind her, closing the door on his way out.

      Fayette watched, feeling annoyed as she saw Selina and Nick sitting 

  together in a corner of the room, quietly talking and laughing. "That should 

  be me," she growled quietly.

      "What should be you mother?" asked Rosella in a high pitched voice. 

  Fayette whirled around in surprise, not knowing that her daughter had been 

  standing there. She managed a small smile.

      "Nothing dear," she assured her daughter, feeling highly embarrassed. She 

  daren't turn around, as she expected everyone would be staring at her. "Why 

  don't I take you up to the nursery and read you a bedtime story, hmm?" she 

  suggested. Rosella pouted defiantly, folding her arms. Fayette didn't know 

  whether to smile or tear her hair out, Rosella certainly was her mother's 

  daughter.

      "I want to stay down here. I don't want to go up there with all those 

  babies," said Rosella moodily.

      "What about Roderick, and Ewan. They're older than you, and your sisters 

  are only one year younger than you," pointed out Fayette. 

      "Yes, but mother, you don't understand!" said Rosella in an exasperated 

  tone.

      "What don't I understand?" asked Fayette, sighing.

      "Roderick just sulks, and Ewan is a big know-it-all who spends his time 

  with that slave boy. And Rosalind and Rosamund are just big babies," said 

  Rosella dismally.

      "Rosella, you shouldn't talk about your sisters like that. An as for your 

  brother, well, something must be bothering him. And as for Ewan, he's a lovely 

  boy, you really shouldn't talk about him like that. And Timothy isn't a slave 

  boy," retorted Fayette, tiring of the conversation. It was the same she had 

  been having for the last few months with her eldest daughter.

      "And why is Auntie Zelda going to be queen? Why aren't you?" demanded 

  Rosella. Fayette let out a sigh.

      "Because Auntie Zelda's father is the king of Hyrule. I'm only his 

  step-daughter," said Fayette.

      "Well I think I should be queen, so that I can marry a handsome prince," 

  said Rosella.

      "But Rosella, you can still marry a handsome prince, even if you aren't 

  queen. Perhaps if you marry a prince, then you'll become a queen," said 

  Fayette. She supposed if at least one of her daughters married into royalty, 

  then maybe it would make up for the fact that she herself would never sit on 

  the throne of any country. She wondered if it would be possible to arrange a 

  marriage between Rosella and Ewan now, or even Roderick and Brianna, but then 

  she guessed that there was no way in hell that Zelda would allow one of her 

  children to marry one of Fayette's.

      "I'm going to marry the king of the richest country in the Demiari, so 

  that then I can be the richest queen in the world!" theorised Rosella. Fayette 

  shook her head, casting her gaze back at Nick. That had been her plan too, and 

  look how that had turned out. There was no way she would ever let her children 

  marry a child of a peasant like Selina, even if the father was Nick.

      "I'm sure you are dear, now why don't I take you to bed," said Fayette, 

  snapping out of her thoughts. Rosella let out a deep sigh, and grasped her 

  mothers hand.

      "I suppose so, but when I marry the prince of the richest country in the 

  Demiari I will go to bed when I please," announced Rosella. Fayette nodded.

      "Of course dear, but I think you're a bit too young to marry yet," 

  conceded Fayette.

      "Ewan says he is not going to marry until he is very, very old. So I can't 

  marry him, because I don't want to marry an old wrinkly man," Rosella told 

  Fayette as they walked from the room.

      "Is that so?" asked Fayette, feigning interest.

      "But I might have to marry him because I don't know any other princes you 

  see," continued Rosella.

      "Well I'm sure in time you will be introduced to other princes of the 

  Demiari," said Fayette as they walked up the stairs.

      "And I can't marry Roderick or Raymundo because they're my brothers, and 

  they aren't real princes," added Rosella. Fayette almost flinched as Rosella 

  described her brothers as not being real princes, but she supposed her 

  daughter was right. She let out a small laugh.

      "Of course, you couldn't really marry your brothers," she said.

      "Do you know any princes mother? Because you could marry them, and become 

  a real princess," asked Rosella, looking up at her mother.

      "I think you've talked enough for one day my dear. If you talk anymore, 

  then your mouth will drop off. Then no-one will want to marry you," said 

  Fayette. Rosella gave her mother a look of horror, her mouth staying firmly 

  shut. Fayette smiled. The threat worked every time. 

      After reading all of her children a story, Fayette returned back to the 

  drawing room. This time, there weren't as many people present, but Zelda and 

  Link were. Selina and Nick had gone. Fayette cringed, wondering whether to 

  stay, or go. It wasn't like either of them were going to be nice to her. She 

  was hardly surprised, but still, there was no need to hold such a grudge. 

  Zelda gave Fayette a cold stare as she sat down, saying not a word. Fayette 

  picked up a book from a table, and opened it, watching Link and Zelda over the 

  rim of the book. What she didn't realise, until Zelda burst out laughing five 

  minutes later, was that Fayette had been holding the book upside down. Fayette 

  hastily turned the book the right way up, focusing her eyes on the lines of 

  text, trying to block out Zelda's laughter.

      "I never realised that you normally read upside down Fayette," said Zelda. 

  Fayette slammed the book shut, dropping it to the floor.

      "I was preoccupied," she snapped angrily at her step-sister.

      "Ooh, touchy," retorted Zelda.

      "Oh shut up. Why don't you go and jump!" said Fayette nastily.

      "On the contrary Fayette, I think you're the one who should jump," said 

  Zelda grinning. Fayette stood up, brushing down her dress.

      "I'm so sick of you Zelda! Can't I get a moments peace?" demanded Fayette 

  sourly.

      "Snappish!" said a small voice from behind Fayette. Fayette turned to see 

  a small faerie.

      "Who are you?!" demanded the princess.

      "I believe we have already met. My name is Navi. You really shouldn't get 

  so annoyed," said the faerie in a know-it-all tone of voice.

      "I'll do as I please thank you very much," replied Fayette. She then 

  turned on her heel and stormed from the room.

      Navi fluttered across the room towards Zelda. "And you shouldn't be so 

  mean to your sister either," scolded the faerie. Zelda rolled her eyes.

      "I believe we've already had this conversation," pointed out Zelda wryly.

      "And we shall have it again and again until you learn to stop being so 

  mean," said Navi firmly.

      "Shut up freaky hair!" said another voice from behind Navi. Navi did not 

  even need to turn around to know who it was.

      "Tamara, can't you come up with something more original or even polite 

  than freaky hair?" asked Navi. Sprite grimaced at the use of her proper name, 

  and fluttered over and in front of Navi.

      "No, I think freaky hair suits you just fine," said Sprite.

      "It's so immature, childish. I hate to see one of my own race acting in 

  such a manner," said Navi, almost sounding sad.

      "Pah! There is no way you are from my race! No faerie I know has hair like 

  that, or even acts like you. I think when you warped through time, you were 

  warped into something else, along with your hair," said Sprite.

      "Can't you two just cut it out and get on?" asked Link. They both turned 

  to him, both uttering the same word at the same moment. "No!" 
Link shrugged. "It was only a suggestion." 
Sprite pointed an accusing finger at Link.
 "I can't believe you made that, that, thing your only daughter's faerie 

  god mother!" shrieked Sprite in annoyance.

      "Hey, I made you Brianna's god mother too," protested Link.

      "She isn't even a faerie though. I mean, look at her hair. She has to be 

  some kind of swamp creature from the Mido lagoon!" continued Sprite.

      "Well I can't believe you made her a faerie god mother. She's 

  irresponsible and superficial, but not only that, she has broken several codes 

  of faerie law!" said Navi.

      "And what would you know about faerie law, swamp creature?" demanded 

  Sprite angrily.

      "Seemingly more than you do. Every faerie knows that it is against faerie 

  law to fall in love with a..." started Navi. Sprite smacked her hand over 

  Navi's mouth.

      "I shall not let another ugly word pour from your ugly mouth evil swamp 

  creature. I cast the spell of hindered speech!" declared Sprite loudly. She 

  snatched a sprinkle of faerie dust from a pouch that hung from her belt, and 

  threw it into Navi's eyes. Then she withdrew her hand and smiled smugly at 

  Navi. Navi opened her mouth and sneezed. 

      "Ohw oDyu hnikt oyu rea?" demanded the faerie. She looked down at herself, 

  feeling confused. She opened her mouth again, "versre hits mmedyialtel!" she 

  spat. Sprite merely smiled sweetly.

      "Not likely!" she responded.

      "phHmmph!" said Navi angrily, before fluttering from the room, via the 

  window.

      "What was Navi saying, before you cast that spell?" asked Zelda, who 

  couldn't help from smiling at the consequences of Sprite's spell.

      "Oh nothing important. I hardly know what she was talking about myself," 

  said Sprite flippantly, even though red tinged her cheeks. Link grinned. 

      "I doubt she'll ever say a nasty word against you in a hurry," he laughed. 

  Sprite frowned.

      "I wouldn't be so sure about that," she said, before smiling again.

      "It was funny though, even if it is against faerie law," she admitted. 

  Zelda's eyes widened.

      "So you do break the faerie code of law then," she said. Sprite shrugged.

      "That was an exception. And besides, I'm royalty. I can do as I please," 

  said Sprite smugly. Link got up, grasping Zelda's hand.

      "Why don't we go and see Ewan before he drops off?" he asked. Zelda 

  nodded, standing up with him.

      "Want to come and see your godson?" invited Zelda. Sprite looked across 

  the window, wondering where Navi had gone.

      "Sure, why not?" she replied, before following the two from the room.

      As Navi watched the three leave the room, she frowned. She couldn't 

  believe that Sprite had, yet again, broken the code of faerie law. She 

  couldn't believe that Sprite had had the audacity to cast 'hindered speech' on 

  her! The cheek of it. That wasn't the only code the Sprite had broken of 

  course. There were quite a few in fact. Not only did Sprite harbour a secret 

  love for her human companion, Link, but she had used magic against another 

  faerie, and she also used magic for frivolous means, such as dressing herself. 

  Navi was certain the council of faeries would be very interested to hear what 

  Princess Tamara of the Fey, had been up to recently. That was if there still 

  was a council. Of course, Navi couldn't tell them yet, she still was having 

  trouble with speaking, but she expected it wouldn't last for more than a few 

  hours. And when it did wear off, Sprite would have more to worry about than 

  what she was going to wear to the summer festival.

Chapter 4

  "What can I wear?" groaned Selina, rooting through her wardrobe.  Nick was sat on the bed, watching her with a bemused expression.

  "I never thought you as a girl who worried so much about what to wear," he commented with a laugh.  Selina turned round.

  "It isn't funny," she insisted, although she couldn't help smiling herself.

  "What are you so worried about.  I know whatever you wear, you'll look stunning," said Nick, standing up.  Selina couldn't help smiling at his handsome face as he wrapped his arms around her waist.

  "Yes, but that's just you.  Your opinion doesn't count," said Selina, slipping from his grasp.

  "The festival isn't until a few more days, you have plenty of time," said Nick. 

 "It's okay for you guys, but we girls, we have to plan ahead," said Selina, turning back to her wardrobe.  After a few moments, she pulled an off-the shoulder, short sleeved, sheer lilac dress.  "Where did this come from?" she asked in surprise, fingering the material of the dress.  She had never seen it before.  Nick gave her a sheepish grin.

  "Well, I was talking to Zelda, and she told me about how much you were stressing about what you were going to wear, so I took the liberty of having this made for you," said Nick.

  "I hope you don't mind, if you don't like it, well I completely understand," he added.  Selina shook her head and smiled, standing up to her fiancé and kissing him tenderly.  Finally, she took half a step back and gazed into his eyes.

  "I can hardly believe you.  You give me the most beautiful dress I've ever seen, then you ask me if it's okay?" said Selina disbelievingly.

  "I just wasn't sure, I didn't want you to think that I was trying to force it onto you or anything," explained Nick.  Selina gave him another kiss.

  "What was that for?" asked Nick, smiling, when they eventually parted.

  "For being you," replied Selina.  She then walked across the room to her full length mirror and held the dress up to her body.  Nick joined her, peering over her shoulder into the mirror.

  "You'll be the most beautiful woman at the festival," said Nick, rubbing Selina's shoulder.  Selina turned her head and looked up at Nick smiling.

  "And you'll be the most handsome man there," she told him.  Nick smiled.

  "Well I don't know about that," he started, but Selina interrupted him with another kiss.  After a few moments, they parted.

  "I love you," breathed Selina truthfully.  Nick stroked a lock of hair from Selina's eyes. 

 "And I love you," he replied.  At that moment, there came a knock on the door.  Selina smiled at Nick, rolling her eyes.

  "Who is it?" she asked.

  "Uh, a messenger ma'am," replied a voice on the other side of the door.  While he answered, Selina had kissed Nick again.  Nick pulled away for a second.

  "Don't you think you should get that?" he asked, although he couldn't help grinning.  Selina smiled.

  "They can wait," she replied, kissing Nick again.  "Ma'am?" asked a voice from outside the door.  Selina finally pulled away, and walked over to the door, still smiling at Nick.  She then turned her attention to the door, pulling it open, but only half way.  "Yes?" she asked, although not sharply.  The messenger handed her a note.  

 "This is for you ma'am," said the messenger.

 "Who's it from?" she asked.  The messenger smiled.

  "I'm not allowed to say," was all he said, before handing her a huge bouquet of beautiful flowers.  Selina looked at the bouquet in surprise.  Before she could ask anything else, the messenger bowed and quickly left.  Selina closed the door behind her, turning around and looked at Nick.  He said nothing.  Selina opened the note.  As she read it, she smiled then looked up at Nick.

  "They're beautiful," she murmured softly.  The note had been from Nick, as had the bouquet.

  "But not as beautiful as your outer, or inner self," replied Nick.  

  "I can't believe how lucky I am for you to have chosen me," said Selina, inhaling the scent of the flowers.

  "I don't know what I was thinking!" exclaimed Nick jokingly.  Selina let out an offended laugh, hitting him playfully on the shoulder.

  "If that's your attitude!" said Selina, trying to sound insulted, although she couldn't help laughing.  Nick held up his hands in defeat.

  "Okay, let me rephrase that.  I don't know what you were thinking," said Nick, more sincerely this time.

  "You're telling me," said Selina grinning.

  "Is that all the thanks I get?" asked Nick, pretending to be hurt.  Selina smiled, dropping the flowers onto the bed and placing both of her hands around Nick's face and reaching up to give him a slow, longing kiss.

  "I want it to be like this forever," she whispered in his ear.

  "It will be," murmured Nick.

  "And who might you be?" questioned Nazareth of the Fey, the head faerie of the faerie council.  Navi curtsied politely.

  "My name is Navi of the Fey, I am from the past," replied Navi.  Nazareth rubbed his long white beard thoughtfully.

  "What do you wish to speak to us about?" questioned another faerie, who went by the name of Picadillious.  She looked quite old, with trailing black hair.

  "It's about Princess Tamara," started Navi.

  "It is?" asked Nazareth sounding a little taken aback.  Many people complained of the young princess' antics, but never to the council.  She was royalty after all.

  "Yes, just last night, she cast the spell 'hindered speech' upon myself.  Now unless the lore of the faerie has changed since my time, then I would consider that a terrible crime and disrespect of the code," said Navi.  All of the council huddled together, talking in hushed voices.  Finally they separated.

  "And you have proof of this?" asked Picadillious.

  "Princess Zelda and the hero Link were present, yes," said Navi with a nod.

  "Had you done anything to upset her highness, she can be a little, flighty at times," said Seedium, another male faerie of the council.  

 "Not at all.  But I must point out, it isn't the only code she has broken.  Why, she uses magic to change her clothes and appearance, not to mention the fact that she spends more time with humans that those of her own race.  She has insulted me many a time, no matter how polite and pleasant I have been," started Navi.  Nazareth raised a hand.  Navi stopped.

  "And all of these are true?" asked the head of the council.

  "I am one of the old school, I find it emotionally damaging to even contemplating lying," said Navi sincerely.

  "Is there anything more you would like to report about her highness?" asked Seedium.

  "If there is, you are obliged to tell us, there is no holding back," said Picadillious gravely.  Navi paused, then nodded.

  "I also happen to know that she harbours a secret love for her human companion, the hero of time," said Navi.  There was a short gasp all around.

  "Are you sure?" asked Sheov'Lefaye.  Navi nodded.

  "I suspected it the more I got to know Tamara, the way she acted around him and the like.  There is no mistaking her love for human, you just have to look at the amount of time she spends with him compared to that of her own husband and children," said Navi positively.  Nazareth nodded gravely.

  "Very well Navi.  We shall have words with her highness, and if these accusations prove to be true, she will be severely dealt with.  However, if they are false, you will be banished from the Fey forever.  As you must know, plotting against another of your own race is also a disrespect of the code," said Seedium.  Navi nodded.

  "If it were not true I would not speak it," said Navi solemnly.  

 "You are dismissed," said Nazareth.  Navi, again, curtsied before leaving the glade of the council.  This time, Princess Tamara was going to regret she ever disrespected Navi of the Fey.

  "Hey kids!" called a deep voice from across the courtyard.  Both Ewan and Timothy turned to see Dion Insequi walking over to them.  They both immediately ran over to the expert bowsman, giving him a great big hug.  Dion first picked up Timothy, spinning him around, then did the same with Ewan.  "Look what I got you two guys!" said Dion once he had finished.  He dropped a bag that had been slung round his shoulder and pulled out two bows, both intricately carved and polished.  They were pieces of art.  And they were both tiny, the exact right size for the both of the young boys to hold.  "What do you think, huh?  Pretty nifty right?" said Dion grinning.  Ewan and Timothy both beamed up at Dion.

  "They're brilliant!" said Timothy.

  "Yeah!" agreed Ewan enthusiastically.

  "How about you give 'em a try right now?  I already made you some arrows," suggested Dion.

  "Yeah!" said Timothy, running over to the archery range, Ewan close at his heels. Dion snatched up his bag, running across to join them.  He pulled a couple of small arrows from the bag, sticking them into the ground.

  "Once you've used these up mind, I'll be showin' you how to make your own," said Dion with a grin.  Timothy pulled an arrow from the ground, and quickly placed it on the bow, recalling how he had been shown by his father the day before.  Ewan did the same, they both aimed, and fired.  Both the arrows flew powerfully through the air, both hitting the target.

  "Not bad.  But you'll have a to do a lot better to beat me, the master," said Dion proudly, jabbing a thumb into his chest.  Timothy let out a giggle.

  "I saw that lady beating you at the Din day festival," he said.  Dion's face dropped.

 "Now that ain't funny.  It was just a fluke, but you're right, she was good," said Dion.

  "I've not seen her in a while, where is she?" asked Ewan curiously.  Dion scratched the top of his head, wondering what to say.

  "She's, uh, gone to a better place," said Dion nervously.

  "That's what dad said about that Stag that Drake shot," pointed out Timothy.

  "Uh, look, I really need to go and see someone about something, you just carry on here, why don't you?" said Dion quickly, before walking across the courtyard and into the castle.

  "What d'you suppose that was all about?" asked Ewan.  Timothy shrugged.

  "Maybe she did, maybe she went on holiday," said the boy, taking another arrow from the ground.  Ewan shrugged, watching the castle carefully, before he also pulled another arrow from the ground, and aiming it carefully at the target.      

  Sprite fluttered through the doorway of the Castle of the Fey, her home.  Even though it was what North castle was to human's, it seemed too small.  She preferred the huge corridors of North Castle, and the people.  As she fluttered toward her room, she was greeted by the guards with nods and murmurs.  She did get far more respect here she supposed.  As she began to fly up the stairs, she heard her father calling her name.  She let out a small groan, fluttering back down the stairs.  "Yes?!" she called back in an exasperated tone.

  "I've been trying to locate you all day dear, where have you been?" asked her father who emerged from the throne room.

  "I've been around," replied Sprite casually.

  "You haven't been with those humans again have you?" asked her father, who thought that the two races should keep as wide a berth of each other as possible.

  "So what if I have," said Sprite casually, toying with a strand of hair.

  "You spend more time with them than you do your own race, it's a disgrace," said her father.

  "So?  They're more fun.  You hardly let me hang around with any of my faerie friends anyway," said Sprite.

  "Well the council wants to see you about it.  Apparently someone has being making complaints about your attitude," said Sprite's father.  Sprite's eyes flashed with anger.

  "Who?" she demanded.

  "I'm not sure about the name, I can't quite remember it," said her father, appearing to think.  Sprite pushed past her father.

  "Right!  That's it!  I'm going to kill her!" screamed Sprite angrily.  She knew who it was.  Navi.  "She's going to wish she'd never opened her big, fat mouth by the time I'm through with her!" declared the faerie angrily before rushing out of the castle.            

  "Who do you think you are?" demanded Sprite angrily as she approached Navi, who was sitting by the fountain of youth.  Navi turned and looked up, smiling sweetly.

  "Why Navi of the Fey of course," replied the faerie.

  "Reporting me to the council.  How low down and dirty is that?" asked Sprite angrily.

  "At least it's not breaking the code," said Navi sweetly.  Sprite stepped forward threateningly.

  "That's not the only thing I'll be breaking round here, why don't I start with your neck!"  said the faerie menacingly.

  "Threatening behaviour to another faerie is also breaking the code," reminded Navi.

  "You won't get away with this!" said Sprite angrily.

  "On the contrary, I think I will.  You going to be the one who suffers," said Navi coolly.

  "I have friends.  They'll stick up for me, you don't know anyone," said Sprite, her turn to be smug.

  "Don't you mean that they'll lie for you?  That's also breaking the code," said Navi.

  "Enough of 'the code' already!  Once I'm in charge, that's the first thing I'm changing!" said Sprite in exasperation.

  "If you ever do.  Once everyone finds out what you've done, there's no way you can be trusted to rule.  It'll be handed down to your sister," said Navi.  Sprite briefly considered using her magic to turn Navi into a small pool of water, but decided against it.

  "You haven't heard the last of this!" said Sprite, before turning on her heel and leaving the clearing.

***

  "Princess Tamara of the Fey, is it true that you have broken numerous codes of faerie lore, including using magic for frivolous usage, using magic against another member of your own race, spending more time with the humans than your own race and having an infatuation with your human companion," said Nazareth, the head of the council.  The council wasn't just present, many other of the community was there, including her parents and her sister, and Navi.  Sprite swallowed nervously and smiled sweetly.

  "What?  Me?  Break the code?" she half-said, half choked.

  "Yes, is it so?" demanded Seedium.  Sprite rubbed the back of her neck.

  "Well I might have cast the 'hindered speech' spell on Navi, but it was only to stop her from spreading slander about our whole community," said Sprite.

  "That's a lie!  I was simply..." shouted Navi, but Nazareth raised a hand.

  "Silence, let her highness speak," he said.

  "And I might sometimes change my appearance using magic, but doesn't everyone these days?" added Sprite with a weak smile.  Icy stares were directed at her from the council.  "But I won't do it ever again," said Sprite quickly.

  "And what of the other two accusations?" asked Nazareth.

  "Well, my human companion did save my life, which means that technically, he owns me.  Which means that I have to be at his every beck and call, I can't help it if I happen to have a demanding human companion," said Sprite slowly.  Several murmurs emerged from the crowd.

  "And the last?" asked Picadillious.

  "Oh that?  Never.  He's married for goodness sake, I'm married.  I would never have married, um, Antious if I was in love with another right?" said Sprite with a wave of her hand.  Nazarath rubbed his chin thoughtfully.

  "Hmmm, good point.  Well, you have given us your side of things, we shall discuss and report back to you in the next couple of days.  You are free to leave," said the head of the council.  Sprite curtsied graciously, then left the glade, along with everybody else.

  "Can you believe her?  Reporting me to the council!" exclaimed Sprite angrily in front of her friends, Felicity, Carrie and Tiffany.  

  "I could always smite her with thunderbolts," suggested Felicity, the most intelligent of them all.  She knew the most powerful spells, and Sprite had no doubt that Felicity was able to carry out such a deed.

  "If only, but then you'd get in trouble too," sighed Sprite.

  "I could pelt her to death with semi-precious stones," offered Tiffany with a giggle.

  "That's not funny Tiff, I could lose my heir-ship!" said Sprite agitatedly.

  "Lighten up Sprite.  The council will never take some outsider's word over yours.  In a few days they'll all be apologising like there was no tomorrow, and little Ms. Lore up keeper will be banished from the Fey for good," consoled Carrie.  Sprite gazed down at her reflection in the fountain of youth, studying it carefully.

  "Do you think this colour is too unnatural?" asked the princess, toying with a strand of hair.

  "Keep it how it is for now.  In fact, I'd stay away from the humans for the next few days, and be on your best behaviour.  The council will be watching you very closely in order to assess the situation," advised Felicity knowledgeably.

  "And besides, that colour is great for you," added Carrie, still talking about the hair.

  "You think?" asked Sprite.

  "Sprite!  Are you listening to me?" demanded Felicity.

  "Uh yeah, what?" asked Sprite, turning her attention back to her friend.

  "Lie low for a while, be on your best behaviour.  That way, the council can't fault you," repeated Felicity.

  "What?  As in, stay around the Fey?  But I have to see my godson and daughter, and my companion.  It's my duty.  If I didn't, I'd be breaking the lore," wailed Sprite.  Felicity appeared to think for a moment then nodded.

  "Fine, you can see them, but only in moderation.  Act like you're doing it out of duty, rather than choice," said Felicity.  Sprite reached over and gave Felicity a hug.

  "Thanks Flis, you keep me straight," thanked Sprite honestly.

  "I know I do, although sometimes I don't know why," said Felicity with a wry grin.  Sprite turned to Carrie and Tiffany.

  "And you two, aside from Flis, you're the greatest friends a girl can have," said Sprite.  They all hugged each other, before standing and departing the beautiful glade.  Sprite knew where she was going, to see Link, and her two godchildren.  After all, as Felicity had said, it was her duty, one she intended to keep.  The council could never fault her on human relations, that was for sure. 

  Sprite perched herself on the edge of Brianna's cradle, watching the baby with interest.  She had the face of her mother, just as Ewan had had the face of his father.  "Hello Brianna, this is your faerie godmother here, your good one that is," whispered Sprite softly, thinking about Navi.  The child did not stir, which was just as well, because Sprite didn't fancy being deafened by the cries of her own goddaughter.  "I'm the one who you can talk to when your mother's being a bitch, which is most of the time, so I suppose we'll be talking quite a lot.  Having said that, your mother is sweetness and light compared to your other faerie godmother.  If you looked up bitch in the dictionary, there would be a picture of Navi there to define it," continued Sprite, examining her perfectly manicured nails.  "I mean, she's trying to stop me from spending so much time with you, and your brother, and your father, now what kind of faerie is that?  Back, back to the lagoon evil swamp thing, that's what I say," said Sprite with a giggle.  Brianna let out a sigh, a slight smile turning her lips.  "If you ask me, she's just jealous because I'm prettier than she is.  And smarter, and nicer, and everyone loves me, no-one even wants to know her.  I don't suppose you've been told much since you were born, well I'm here to tutor you.  I'll tell you about everyone I know, so you know who to avoid and who to be nice to.  But I can tell, just by looking at your face that you're going to be so unlike your mother, and more like your father.  In a personality sort of way, that is.  You'll be beautiful just like your mother of course, but you'll be nice to everyone and everything.  Well I'll tell you now, that's not always the best way to act.  Take Navi for example, she tries to be Ms. Peace Keeper, and everyone hates her.  And then there's your mother, she's not always the nicest person around, and when she has a grudge, boy does she have one.  Take Leigh for instance, you won't know her.  She's dead I think.  But anyway, the only thing she ever did was help Hyrule in it's time of need, but just because she made one tiny mistake of liking your father more than she should've, Zelda decided to put her in prison.  I mean, come on.  It was hardly Leigh's fault that she was attracted to your father, at the time, she didn't even know he was married.  Zelda can be unforgiving like that, but I reckon we understand each other now, we get on better.  And there's your aunt Fayette.  Once Zelda takes charge, she wants to kick Fayette out of the castle, which I think is a bit harsh, considering she has four, no five kids to look after.  I can understand Zelda's point, I suppose.  Fayette can be annoying, and mean, and a stirrer, but still.  Her husband, your uncle, he got killed.  Murdered actually, so you have to feel sorry for her.  And besides, I know your mother does have a heart, otherwise what would Link see in her," went on Sprite, the last sentence being more to herself than her goddaughter.

  "If I were you, I wouldn't be hanging around here, the council will be watching you, you know," came a voice.  Sprite turned her head, and saw Navi floating in from the balcony window.

  "Oh get lost Navi.  Can't you see I'm spending quality time with my goddaughter?" said Sprite angrily.

  "Yes I can see.  Your probably just filling her head with unnecessary rubbish, so I've come to take over," said Navi, perching on the cradle, next to Sprite.

  "I don't think so, it's my turn, I was here first," said Sprite, her eyes flashing.

  "Well I'd just about say you've had your turn.  It's time Brianna was given some knowledge, which is more than she'd ever get from you," said Navi.

  "I am giving Brianna knowledge.  Stuff she'll need," protested Sprite.

  "You just have to look at the gift you gave her to know that you'd like her to be as empty-headed and superficial as you are," snapped Navi.

  "What!?  Just because I gave her the gift of beauty.  If you'd been listening, it wasn't just physical beauty, it was inner beauty as well.  And that she'd see it everyday of her life," retorted Sprite, annoyed by Navi's remarks.

  "Well I think my gift is far more suitable than your was, friendship is a much better gift than beauty," said Navi.

  "But it isn't.  Because, you see, if Brianna has an inner beauty as well as an outer beauty, she's bound to have stacks of friends, although I must say, it's a pity no one gave you a gift of friendship, because then you might not be such a antisocial witch!" shrieked Sprite.

  "I have many friends back in my own time, it's just because I don't know anyone round here yet," said Navi coolly.

  "Why don't you just go back to your own time, it'd be best for the both of us," said Sprite, toning her voice down, realising she could have woken Brianna.

  "No.  I have a duty now, and that is to pass on my knowledge and experience to my goddaughter," said Navi shortly.

  "But she already has me, you are not needed.  You never were," said Sprite.

  "That's even more reason for me to stay.  If Brianna had had a more responsible and kinder faerie godmother, maybe I could've gone back to my own time.  But she has you, and there is no way I would leave her now," said Navi.  Sprite stood up on the edge of the cradle, her eyes boring into Navi's.

  "I've just had about enough of you Navi.  So I'm going, happy?" said Sprite, her temper rising.  Navi smiled sweetly.

  "It's fine by me," she replied.

  "Hmmph!" snorted Sprite, before flying from the cradle and through the balcony window.

  "Well, I think that's just about it for today.  Before we go, are there any questions or suggestions?" asked Zelda, before she ended her daily meeting with the council over the Summer Festival.

  "There is one thing, your highness, although it has very little to do with the festival.  I hesitate to ask, as it would be more suited a question to your father," said Drake, standing up.

  "And it is?" asked Zelda shortly, annoyed that Drake was hesitant just because her father wasn't around.

  "It's about Sosaria," he started, before pausing again.

  "What of it?" asked Zelda.

  "You may not have noticed, but the kingdoms contact has been very limited in the last few months.  We still aren't even sure whether or not our message to Lord British about the Avatar reached him," said Drake.  Zelda suspected that she'd heard a tinge of pain in Drake's voice when he mentioned Leigh.  She wondered if those two had been just more than friends.

  "That is true Drake, but we have no real reasons to be in contact with Sosaria.  If our message did not reach British, it would simply be because of the great amount of pirates lurking in the Great Sea, and nought much can be done about that," said Zelda, stacking some papers.

  "Do you not think it would be wise to try and at least check to see if everything is going fine?  For all we know, Sosaria could be under attack by those masses of pirates," said Drake.

  "If this were true Drake, Sosaria would find a way of informing it's sister countries.  And besides, many pirate captains refuse to join forces with others of their own.  Let me remind you, Sosaria is renowned for it's ship building, they wouldn't have much trouble fighting off a fleet of pirates," replied Zelda.  Joel Spinetri stood up, another member of the council.  He was also a knight, and Drake's deputy.

  "This is quite an important matter, your highness.  It is our duty as Sosaria's sister country, to keep an eye out for them.  We should at least try and open a link with the good Lord, just for peace of mind," said Joel solemnly.  Zelda carefully placed the stack of papers back on the table.

  "Very well.  I shall send one of our captains with a missive requesting that British reply and tell us the current situation," said Zelda with a sigh, agitated that she had been pressured into the task.  "Is that all?" she asked, raising one eyebrow.  There were a few murmurs, and the room was soon deserted, leaving Zelda alone.  She collected up her papers and left the room, bumping into one of the castle guards on the way out.  "I'd like you to send for Captain Jamison, immediately please," said Zelda to the guard, who nodded immediately, before trotting down the corridor.

  Later, when Zelda was in her father's study, writing the missive which was to be delivered to Lord British, a knock came at the door.  "Come in," said Zelda, not looking up from her work.

 "I heard you were requiring my services milady," timbered a well-bred voice from behind Zelda.  Zelda turned round and smiled a greeting to Mercutio Jamison, also known as the 'Falcon'.

  "You certainly don't waste your time Mercutio," commented Zelda, looking over the captain carefully.  It had been many years since she had last seen him, and even now, they could only be called acquaintances.  He was certainly a handsome and charming man, he carried an aura of power unusual in men so slim and tall, the strength of a willow in his hard seaworn body, straight shouldered and resilient.  Tousled, chestnut hair framed his tanned, oval face, which bore a jagged scar across his cheek, harsh against the warmth of his limpid blue eyes.

  "As if I would in matters of the kingdom," said Mercutio, his smile vibrant, his tone cultured.

  "I would very much appreciate it if you could deliver a missive for me to Lord British of Sosaria, it's quite important, but as the Great Sea is currently home to an uncanny number of pirates, you were the only one I would deem capable of the mission," said Zelda truthfully.  Once a pirate, now Mercutio Jamison was one of the most respected captains of the Hyrule fleet, Zelda knew he could be trusted.

  "Of course your highness, anything for the most beautiful heir to the throne Hyrule has surely ever possessed," said Mercutio with a smile.

  "You were so quick about arriving, I haven't actually finished the missive, but if you'd care to wait for a bit," said Zelda.

  "My time is your time.  And I also must congratulate you on the birth of your daughter," said Mercutio.

  "I believe the same congratulations are in order to you also, your wife recently had a boy, did she not?" said Zelda with a nod.

  "Ah yes, little William, four months to this day," said Mercutio proudly.  Zelda put the finishing touches to the missive, sealing it with wax, and then pressing her kingdom ring into the wax.  She handed it to Mercutio with a nod.

  "May Farore's wind blow your way captain," said Zelda.  Mercutio bowed and nodded.

  "And may the love of Nayru keep you safe my lady," said Mercutio and with that, he left.         

Chapter 5

 Far, far away, to the south, in Benlucca, a very sad ceremony was taking place. It was the funeral of their late Queen, Balayna, 'She of the Sunset'. Only a week ago, she had passed away in giving birth to a child. As was customary in the Gerudos, the body had been cleaned and bathed in scented oils, and dressed in a pure white robe, nothing more. The body was placed in the Temple of Winds, where a lighted torch set fire to the body, burning it to ashes. Two large golden urns full of sweet burning incense had been placed at either end of the altar, to mask out the odour of burning flesh. A lone harpist sat in a corner, strumming out  the throes of a melancholy tune. The Gerudos were all crowded around, watching the spectacle sadly. Balayna had been a great and just leader to their people, and many were sad that she had been taken from them. A deep, dark voice suddenly permeated the minds of the watching women. She deserved it, she was a traitor, the voice said.  They all glanced around at each other fearfully. The voice sounded like that of  their supposedly dead king, the evil Ganondorf Dragmire.

  "Surely it cannot be?" Jenimue whispered, turning to look at Dindraina in horror.

 "Balayna assured us that he was dead," Dindraina replied, trying to sound confident about it.  She and Jenimue had been some of the few of Balayna's loyal followers, who during the recent war against Hyrule, had rebelled against Ganondorf, and helped Link and Princess Zelda instead. No-one had known about the rebellion, but obviously, Ganondorf had known.  If this truly was him, in spirit, then they had something to be worried about. The flames licked at  Balayna's body greedily, reducing it to nothing but black charcoal. When it finally stopped burning, Kalimesse scooped the ashes into the bejewelled urn, and sealed it up.

 "May the Great Balayna have safe passage to the Afterlife," she announced, and the crowd all murmured in agreement.  

   A few hours later, Faylita, the new Gerudo Queen, was lying upon a silken mattress, and satin cushions, being fanned by two attendants. Faylita had been Balayna's younger sister, she was only nineteen years old, but that wasn't an unusual age to assume power of the tribe. Some rulers had been even younger, especially the male ones. Her name meant 'She of the Rain Clouds', and she was certainly pleased to have the chance at being Queen, even though she deeply missed Balayna. Suddenly, the deep voice that she'd heard back in the Temple of the Winds, filled her mind again. You must take care of the child, and teach it your magic, the voice told her. Faylita glanced up, to see if her attendants had heard the voice too, but they continued fanning her as if nothing had happened. Do not let that old hag be its guardian, it is your duty now, the dark voice continued. Faylita shivered in fear, but she felt obliged to do as she was told. 

  "Send for Kalimesse," she ordered her attendants. The two walked off, leaving her in peace for a few minutes, while they carried out her request. "Ganondorf?" she said out loud, glancing about the room, as if he might be there. She received no answer, except for silence.  "Who is this?" she questioned again. Still no answer. Faylita had been insanely jealous when Ganondorf had picked Balayna to be his wife. She had only been second-in-charge at the time, but the Queen had been old, and Ganondorf had not favoured her. He had killed her, and put Balayna in her place, despite her protests. Faylita had often wished that he'd picked her, instead. It would have been such an honour.  You will teach Molasar the black arts you know so well, Faylita, the voice suddenly said, making her jump. She didn't dare say no. "Yes," she found herself saying, even though she hadn't intended to. Good. I knew I could count on you, Faylita, the voice said. Faylita nodded slowly. "Yes, My Lord," she said softly. A sudden movement of the drapes over the door caught Faylita's attention, and she saw Kalimesse stood in the doorway questioningly. Faylita rose from the mattress, and walked over to the old woman. "I have decided that I shall care for Molasar from now on," she said. 

  "But why? My Queen, you are busy enough," Kalimesse protested. Faylita's eyes narrowed.

 "My sister would have wanted it this way. I am his aunt, after all," she said. Kalimesse nodded slowly.

 "Well, if you must," she said.

 "Have the child moved to my chambers at once. I must supervise all aspects of his upbringing from now on," Faylita said shortly.

 "Yes, My Queen," Kalimesse said, curtseying, before leaving the room. You have done well, the voice stated. Faylita folded her arms, and smiled to herself. She would do a perfect job of raising Molasar...

***

    Link led his horse, Carefree back into the stables, and bedded him down for the evening.  He filled the horse's trough with some oats, and another with some clean water, then making sure that the stall door was secure, he walked back outside, into the courtyard. He headed through the training range, and up the path along the eastern wall of the battlements. The sun was beginning to set; it was after ten 'o clock already. Link had been to Ruto that afternoon to visit his aunt and uncle, and ended up staying later than he'd planned. Zelda would probably be wondering where he was. He'd seen them a few days before, when they'd attended Brianna's christening, but they'd invited him back for a meal. He'd looked forward to it, because he didn't get to see them very often, and they were the only real family he had left. However, when he'd arrived, his aunt Janey and uncle Govan had had a guest round. It had been the elder from Gardarika Town in Catalia, Link's birthplace, well almost. He'd been born in the Kokiri tribe village a few miles away. The Elder, Arcesius, had wanted Link to marry Kylara, a Kokiri girl, but he'd gone ahead and married Zelda. Kylara had then killed herself, so he and Arcesius were not on very good terms. The whole afternoon and evening had not been at all pleasant for him.  As he walked past the marble fountain, he saw a tiny figure seated on the rim of the pool, their knees drawn up to their chest, and their head resting down on top. It looked like Sprite.

 "Sprite?" he questioned. She looked up, and sighed.

 "Hi," she said quietly. Link seated himself upon the stone rim, and peered down at her.

 "You're not usually at the castle this late," he noted. Sprite sighed again.

 "I know. But... well, I don't really feel like going back to Silva-Veredis Le' Fey at the moment," she answered.

  "Why not? Your family being unreasonable again?" Link questioned. 

 "Sort of," Sprite replied.

 "So, you want to talk about it?" her friend asked, looking concerned. Sprite looked down at the floor, noticing a lone, shiny black beetle crawling across the flagstones. It looked utterly repulsive, and she shuddered slightly.

 "You wouldn't understand, Link. I'm sorry, but it's a faerie matter only," she replied.

 "Well, okay. But don't sit out here alone all night. It'll get cold later, you know," Link said, standing up. He brushed down his tunic, and then began to walk away, towards the castle.

 "Actually, Link. Wait!" she called after him. He paused, and turned back questioningly.  Sprite sighed again to herself. He was actually bothered about her, even though she was only a faerie, someone pretty insignificant, really.  Sometimes, she wished that he were a faerie too, or that she was a Hylian, then they could be together. Pushing such thoughts out of her mind though, she flew over and hovered in front of him.

 "It's Navi," she started.

 "Navi? Oh, not this again," Link said, frowning.

 "Link, she accused me of a multitude of crimes before the faerie council, and now I'm in deep trouble!" Sprite exclaimed.

 "What? Why?" Link asked, looking somewhat surprised. Sprite shrugged.

 "Don't ask me. She's hated me from day one," she replied.

 "As have you hated her from day one. If you'd both give each other a chance..." Link began.

 "Link! You're supposed to be on my side! She just butted in from like nowhere," Sprite interrupted.

 "Actually, if it hadn't been for Navi..." Link tried. Sprite interrupted again.

 "This is so frustrating!" she exclaimed, holding her hands up in defeat.

 "Well, she did come for a reason, you know," Link stated. He shoved his hands in his pockets, and regarded Sprite somewhat disappointedly.

 "She did her job, and now it's time for her to go back to the past, back to her eternal sleep, until she is needed again," Sprite said. 

 "Well, maybe. But there's no reason for you to act so jealous," Link replied.

 "I'm not jealous... although, how would you like it if someone turned up, and just pushed you aside and took your job away?" Sprite asked. Link thought about this for a moment.

 "You do have a point," he finally acknowledged.

 "Well, that's how I feel. And now I'm in trouble with my elders, because of her," Sprite said, looking sad. Link reached out and caught hold of her, and gently ruffled her hair with his little finger affectionately.

 "Don't worry. I'm sure that you'll be able to charm your way out of any sort of trouble, as you usually do," he grinned. Sprite tried to smile back, but she didn't feel quite as  confident.

 "Sure thing," she said quietly, as he let her go, and turned to walk inside. 

   Zelda sat on Aaron's bed, gazing at the Triforce intently. It glowed and shimmered, yet she could feel nothing emanating from the object. It remained, as ever, in three separate prisms, coloured blue, red and greeny-yellow. Wisdom, power and courage.  Something was troubling the Princess, and she had come to the Triforce Tower, in hope that her Triforce, the Triforce of Wisdom, would give her some guidance towards these feelings.  But, even as she quietly concentrated, nothing came to her. Zelda had a slight psychic ability, which sometimes allowed her to have visions, and warnings and such. It was once a quality found in many Hylians throughout Hyrule, but since their lines had intermixed with other races, most had lost the ability over the hundreds of years. Zelda, being royal, had an advantage, because her line was almost pure, and therefore retained the skill. Link too, had an almost pure Hylian line, and was slightly inclined to such feelings, but he wasn't as intimately in touch with his psyche as she was, and so often didn't feel the way she did. He could manage telepathy, but that was about it. But at least he understood, and knew that she really could sense when something might be wrong. Others, such as Drake, usually scoffed at her claims, even though he happened to be a Hylian himself, and the humans, like Selina, couldn't really understand, because they'd never even had such an aptitude in the first place. Zelda admitted to herself that she was a born worrier, and prone to being obsessive about the safety of Hyrule, and not to mention the Triforce, but tonight, there seemed to be something in the air. A darkness... but, it seemed so very far away. Perhaps that was why the Triforce wasn't picking up on it, or maybe she was so fearful of Ganon returning, that she had somehow imagined the notion, and then convinced herself that it was true.  But he's imprisoned in that damn sword! He couldn't possibly have escaped! she told herself, as firmly as possible. Leigh, the Avatar from Sosaria, had trapped Ganondorf's spirit in a gem prison, and assured them that he couldn't escape from it. Zelda knew the exact location of the sword. It was locked in an iron strongbox, which was made from plates six inches thick, and padlocked with several chains. Then it had been placed in a number of boxes, each  bigger than the last, and every one magically, and manually locked. Zelda had cast one of her own sealing spells upon it, and so had Leigh. It was impossible to lift, and impossible to open.  The chest had been placed in a secret cellar, which lay many metres down below the actual castle basement, the location known only to a very few members of the castle, such as herself, Link, her father, Impa and Drake. Suddenly, as she gazed into the shimmering blue depths of the Triforce of Wisdom, an image suddenly flashed in her mind. It was of a baby, a baby with dark skin. However, she could make out nothing else of it's features. The vision disturbed her somewhat, although she didn't know why. A cold chill went through her, making her shiver slightly, and she was sure that she could hear laughter at the back of her mind. Suddenly, the door to the room was opened, and Aaron and Aimée walked in, and Zelda lost her concentration. They stared at her in surprise.

 "I'm sorry... Princess," Aaron hastily apologised. Zelda turned to look at him, her face pale. "Are you okay?" he added. She nodded. 

 "I'm just tired... I didn't mean to surprise you, I... I just wanted to come and see the Triforce for a while," she said, standing up. 

 "Worried it might not all be here?" Aaron joked. Zelda smiled wryly. 

 "I just wanted to think about some stuff, that's all," she said. The young Triforce Protector nodded in understanding. Zelda hitched up her long skirt a little, and walked over to the door.

 "Goodnight," she said.

 "Goodnight," Aaron and Aimée called after her, as she walked down the stairs.

  "What was all that about?" Aimée questioned, looking a little confused. Aaron shrugged.

 "You know Zelda," he replied. He placed a sheet over the top of the Triforce, and then pulled the curtains shut. "Come on, let's get some sleep," he said, smiling over at his wife.

   Zelda walked quickly up the tower stairs to her bedroom. She hadn't meant to stay up at the Triforce room as long as she had.  The princess slipped into the darkened room, and realised that Link mustn't  be back from Ruto yet, or that he was still downstairs.  Brianna was fast asleep, as usual. She got changed into her night-dress and robe, and climbed into bed, still thinking about the vision that she'd had.  It had been of a baby, what could that mean? It certainly hadn't been Brianna, but could it somehow be connected to her? Or had she just imagined it? Just got herself upset over nothing? It sometimes happened, but she was rarely wrong about anything. She sighed to herself, and forced herself to put the incident out of her mind. Think about the Summer Festival, she told herself. The even would be happening in very few days, and she'd barely got even half of it sorted out. And then there was the matter of gaining contact with Sosaria, to hope that all was well in Hyrule's sister country.  Captain Jamison had set sail that very day, and Zelda fervently wished that he and his crew were safe from the  notorious pirates that roamed the in the sea that separated the two countries. Her missive to Lord British had to arrive safely, for if it didn't, her last alternative would be to send Link across flying on Sal, but even that might not be safe, for many people saw dragons as threats, and would shoot them down without question. At that moment, Link walked into the room, looking absolutely exhausted.

 "Did you just get back?" she questioned. He nodded.

 "Sorry. My aunt and uncle... well, they had a guest, and they kind of delayed me," he said.

 "That's alright," Zelda answered amicably, trying to hide her worry. That was another thing that Link was good at picking up on.   He didn't  seem to notice though; in fact, he seemed rather preoccupied. He got in bed beside her, and gave her a kiss and a cuddle. "Did you have a nice time?" she asked quickly, before Link could question her about  her day.

  "It was alright," Link replied, wrapping an arm around her shoulders.  "Did you get anymore of the Festival planned?" he added. 

 "Well... a little. Nothing much that interesting, though," Zelda replied.

 "You're going to do a great job, stop worrying," Link said.

 "I'm not worrying," she protested.

 "You are," Link answered, smiling knowingly at her. Zelda sighed, and then smiled back at him and nodded. It was better to let him think that it was the Festival she was worried about, and not something else, she figured. "Anyway, this is nothing compared to what taking on the responsibility full-time will be like. If you're worried about this..." he began.

 "Well, I have so much to... to.. well, you know. Everyone loves my father so much, what if they think I'm a lousy ruler?" Zelda questioned.

  "They won't. Anyway, you're forgetting something," Link said. 

 "What?" Zelda asked.

 "You've got me," he replied, leaning forward to give her a kiss.  

 "Yes. I really don't know what I'd do without you," she replied truthfully, as he snuffed the candle on the nightstand out.

 "Panic?" he questioned cheekily.

 "Link!" she protested, punching him lightly in the arm.

 "Zel!" he groaned, clutching his arm in mock hurt.

 "Serves you right. I don't panic," she stated firmly.

 "Most of the time you don't," he joked.

 "I'll really hurt you in a minute," Zelda threatened, forgetting about her problems for the moment.

 "Oh I'm scared. You punch like a girl anyway," Link mocked.

 "You'll regret that you ever said that!" Zelda announced. She leaned over towards him, but he was too quick, and grabbed her by the shoulders, pulling her close for a long, lingering kiss instead. They were interrupted however, by Brianna beginning to cry.

 "What is it about babies?" Link sighed.

 "I don't know, but they have great timing, don't they?"  Zelda answered, clambering sleepily out of the bed, and walking over to the cradle to give her new-born daughter a cuddle. As she held Brianna close, she was suddenly reminded about the baby in the vision the Triforce had given her. She shivered slightly, and hold Brianna even tighter. The baby stopped crying, and she put her back down into the crib.

 "Thank goodness for that," Link announced, interrupting her thoughts. "I thought she might keep that up all night," he added. Zelda turned back to the cradle, and peered down into it. Brianna had fallen asleep again already.

 "Lucky for us," she smiled, heading back over to the bed. Stop thinking about that damned vision! she told herself, as she pulled the covers up over herself to keep warm. For some reason, she suddenly felt very cold.

 "Are you okay?" Link suddenly asked, his tone sounding concerned. 

 "I'm fine," she replied.

 "Tired?" he questioned.

 "A little. I think it's just all catching up on me," she admitted. 

 "Next time she wakes, leave it up to me," Link said softly, giving her a hug.

 "Thanks," Zelda replied, feeling grateful. They both settled down for the night, and Zelda drifted off into an uneasy sleep, as she worried about the fate of Hyrule...

  "Okay Ewan, how'd you like to come fishing with me, Tim, and Aaron today?" suggested Link as he woke his weary son.  Ewan's eyes snapped open immediately, nodding his head eagerly.

  "Would I?" he said with enthusiasm.

  "We're going to have to set off soon though, there's more fish to catch in the morning," warned Link, helping Ewan get dressed.

  "I don't mind," said Ewan, pulling his tunic over his head.  Link handed him a belt, which he quickly fastened around his waist, and finally, he shoved on some shiny, black boots.

  "Hope you're not afraid of getting wet though," said Link.  Ewan shook his head, rolling up his sleeves.

  "I'm not afraid of nuthin'," he said grimly.  Link smiled and patted Ewan on the head.

  "Course not," said the hero, humouring his son.  Only the night before, Ewan had sneaked into his parents bed, complaining about the scary monsters in the nursery.  At the time, the boy had been half asleep, so it was likely that it had been a bad dream, rather than the alternative that Link liked to think of, and that those scary monsters were Ewan's cousins, especially Rosella and Roderick.  Ewan appeared to catch on to what his father was thinking and shook his head.

  "I want to see Brianna, that's all," he insisted.

  "I believe you," protested Link with a laugh.  He looked around the rest of the beds in the nursery.  Timothy's was all rumpled, and empty, so Link guessed that Tim had probably crept up to his parents room the night before.  The rest of the beds were occupied with the sleeping bulk of the children, except Ewan's of course.  Link looked at Ewan's bed, giving his son a meaningful look.

  "Oh but father, Impa always makes them," groaned Ewan.

  "Impa needs all the help she can, and you can start by making your bed," said Link firmly.  Ewan nodded, and turned to make his bed.  "Tim hasn't made his," pointed out Ewan as he caught sight of his friend's bed.  Link nodded, striding over to the bed.

  "That's why I'm going to make it, just this once though," said Link, quickly pulling the sheets straight, and settling the blanket in it's proper place.  Link was surprised that not another child had stirred, but he guessed they must be heavy sleepers.  He walked back over to Ewan's bed, eyeing it critically.  It was quite neat, but their were a few wrinkles here and there.  Link quickly straightened them out then took hold of Ewan's outstretched hand, leading him out of the nursery.

  "Got everything?" asked Link outside the gate, where they had chosen to meet.  Aaron nodded, holding up a metal box.

  "What's in there dad?" whispered Ewan.

  "It's called the tackle box, it'll carry our bait, weights, spare lines, and some other stuff," explained Link.  Link could see two rods by Aaron's side, one quite a bit smaller than the other, that'd be the one for Tim to use.  Link had his and Ewan's rods, Ewan's was also smaller, they could hardly expect some five year old kids to use a full sized rod just yet.  Link remembered when he'd been a lad, he'd been quite an expert fisherman, catching sixteen pounders regularly.  Last time he'd gone fishing, which had been the first time in years, he'd caught a twenty-two pounder, the biggest catch of his life.  When he'd been much younger though, catching eight to twelve pounders had been more his thing.  Link hoisted Ewan up onto Carefree, before getting on behind him.  "I got the food," said Link, pointing to a small pack on his back.

  "Great, come on then," said Aaron with a grin, motioning his horse to set out a leisurely pace, they had plenty of time after all, the sun still had to rise.

  "It's beautiful," said Ewan with awe as he gazed out at the small lake.  The first rays of sun danced off the water prettily, almost enticingly.

  "The best fishing spot in the whole of Hyrule if you don't mind me saying.  Me papa ran it before me, and so did his.  At one time someone in ma family was running another fishing spot in the south east of Hyrule, in Lake Hylia," said the fisherman proudly.  Link let out a long whistle.

  "That's going back more than a couple of hundred years," he commented.

  "Yep, and I'm proud to say so.  Well, I'll just leave you folks to do as you please, you want a fish weighin' just bring it to me and I'll see if you broke the lake record," said the fisherman, removing his cap and scratching the top of his head.

  "What is the lake record?" asked Ewan and Timothy eagerly.  The fisherman smiled kindly down at the two boys.

  "Well for the adults here, it's a twenty six pounder, caught by Error of Ruto.  But for little ones like you, it's a nine pounder caught by a little chap who goes by the name of Anthony Cohere.  He was eight at the time mind you, so he was quite a bit older than the two of you.  Tell you what, if either of you can catch a six pounder, I'll give the both of you a little prize," said the fisherman.  

 "Yeah!  We're gonna win that prize Mr!" said Timothy eagerly.

  "Well now I'm pleased to hear that.  Now if you need me, I'll be in my cabin at the corner of the lake," said the old man, waving to the four as he walked away.

  "Dad, what's the biggest fish you ever caught?" asked Ewan, hopping around excitedly.

  "Last time, I caught one that weighed a good 21 pounds," said Link with a grin.  He'd never beaten the record set by Error though.  

 "What about you Uncle Aaron?" asked Ewan.

  "Same as your father, 21 pounds," said Aaron, grinning at Link.  That day the fish had really been biting.

  "Alright then.  I'll go check the horses are okay, while you find us a good spot to fish from," said Link, nodding at Ewan and Timothy.  

 "Alright.  Come on Tim, we'll find the best place to fish from ever!" said Ewan, rushing off down the shore of the lake, his feet splashing in the water.  Link then walked off to the cabin, where he'd tied the two horses, checking they had enough grass to feed on, and water.  They were in the shade of the cabin, so they wouldn't get too hot anyway.  He patted Carefree for a moment, before slipping his steed a carrot.  He then turned to Aaron's horse, a black stallion by the name of Jet.

  "Alright boy?" asked Link, giving the loyal horse a carrot.  He heard whoops and shouts of excitement coming from he lake, he turned and watched as he saw Ewan and Timothy rushing along the edge, splashing each other with the water, Aaron walking along behind carrying all the equipment, keeping a safe distance from the splashes of water.  Link smiled, shaking his head, deciding he'd best go and help his friend out.   

  "Look at it," said Selina to her friend as she showed Zelda the present from Nick.  Zelda stepped forward, touching the material with one hand, holding Brianna with her other arm.

  "Oh Selina, it's beautiful.  I told him you were stressing over what you were going to wear but I had no idea he would go out and buy you one.  Then again, with Nick, I should've known," gasped Zelda as she fingered the delicate fabric with her fingers.

  "It's even the right size and everything, and he must have had it custom made.  How did he know the measurement?" continued Selina, still admiring the dress.  Zelda snapped her fingers.

  "Aimée!  He'll have asked Aimée, she's know.  After all she does make most of your stuff," said Zelda.  Selina nodded, agreeing.

  "It has to be.  Aimée makes beautiful stuff, but this had to come from the hand of a Dalsonian seamstress, or a Sosarian one," said Selina.  Zelda nodded.

  "You're so lucky!" said Zelda with a laugh.  Selina smiled.

  "And you're not?" she remarked, referring to how lucky Zelda was to be with Link.  Zelda nodded her head.

  "I know.  Link has taken Ewan fishing today, along with Aaron and Timothy.  It's great to see them all bonding, getting along.  I think they both feel a little guilty, not being there through the war," said Zelda solemnly.

  "I know this may seem a little off, but that's when me and Nick became the closest, on the field.  Odd, isn't it?" said Selina, placing the dress back into the wardrobe carefully, so not to crease it.

  "Not really.  Something like that can really bring people closer together.  At the time, I thought it was driving me and Link further apart, but now that it's over, we're closer than we've ever been.  I think this one has helped though," said Zelda, looking down at Brianna lovingly.

  "That's one thing I'm worried about though.  Me and Nick are both getting on a bit, what if we can't have children?" asked Selina worriedly.

  "Getting on?  You're the same age as me thank you very much.  And okay, Nick is quite a bit older, but that much.  I'm sure if you want to have kids, you'll get them," reassured Zelda comfortingly.  Selina nodded.

  "Can I?" she asked, holding out her arms for Brianna.

  "Of course," said Zelda, carefully slipping Brianna into Selina's arms.

  "She's beautiful, and so serene," said Selina, rocking the child back and forth slowly in her arms.

  "Yes, and even if she starts to cry, she can be calmed almost immediately.  I've certainly had it good, both of them were always quiet and undemanding.  But even if they hadn't been, I'd still love them more than anyone could imagine, and so does Link," said Zelda.   

 "Raymundo seems to be quite a good one, I can remember Fayette saying the rest were all demanding and always restless," said Selina.  

 "Mmm.  Hey, I bet she'll go green when she sees that dress.  There's no way she'll have a better one, even though she's apparently had it custom made from the best dress maker in Sosaria. Hang on, it might not even get delivered, in which case she'd have no chance," said Zelda with a laugh.

  "Shame on you Zelda for even thinking of the situation like that.  Although I must admit, it'll be quite funny to see her reaction if my dress were better than hers," said Selina with a small laugh.

  "Of course it will be.  I have to admit, it's far better than anything I was planning on wearing, I'll have to find out where Nick got it made, there is no way I can be upstaged at my own festival," said Zelda good-naturedly.

  "Oh I'm sure things can't be that bad.  You have millions of gorgeous gowns," insisted Selina.  "They look like old sacks compared to that," said Zelda, pointing at the partially visible dress.

  "Now you're exaggerating, none of your dresses could look like old sacks even if they tried!" laughed Selina.

  "Would you wager on that?" asked Zelda.  "I would as a matter of fact," said Selina defiantly.

  "Okay then.  That dress, for one of my dresses looking like a sack," said Zelda.  "No way, you'd probably do something low and underhand like letting Fayette go through your wardrobe with a pair of scissors and a pot of brown paint," accused Selina.

  "As if I would!" said Zelda incredulously, before bursting out laughing.

  "Come on.  I want to go and see what Aimée has been telling my husband," said Selina, walking over to the door.

  "Let me take Brianna first," said Zelda, reaching out for her daughter.

  "If you must," sighed Selina, reluctant to hand back the child.  Zelda grinned.

  "Well she is my daughter after all, but I think she's due for a change so if you really must," started the princess.  Selina quickly handed back Brianna.

  "No, it's alright, you can have her.  After all, she is your daughter," said Selina smiling.

  "Works every time," commented Zelda as she followed Selina from the room.   

  Chapter 6
      Link snapped his pole back, way, way back, and with a strength honed over 

  a couple of years experience, he cast the line beautifully into the lake. "Not 

  bad," called Aaron, who wasn't far away, his line also partially submerged in 

  the water.

  "Okay Ewan, now you try, or do you want a little help," offered Link. Ewan 

  shook his head determinedly.

  "I'm alright, me and Tim are going to do this ourselves," said Ewan, copying 

  the technique he had just seen from his father, snapping the pole back, before 

  casting the line into the lake. "Pretty good," said Link with an approving 

  nod. Timothy tried next, copying his father's technique, which was a little 

  different to Link's but he still managed to cast a good line.

  "Now some people just stand and wait, or put the rod on a little stand and sit 

  and wait. But I prefer to give the line a little jimmy around, to catch the 

  fish's attention, it's quicker, and more challenging that way," said Link to 

  Ewan. Ewan nodded, understanding, and touched the reel just slightly, making 

  the bait bob up and down for a moment, causing a few ripples in the water. 

  "Good lad," said Link encouragingly as he did the same. Meanwhile, Aaron was 

  explaining his way of fishing to his own son, which was pretty much the same 

  as Links, except instead of tiny movements, he made bigger movements of the 

  bait by waving the rod left and right slightly, making the bait jump around a 

  little more, creating bigger ripples. Suddenly, there was the snap of the reel 

  as it began to unwind. Link knew it wasn't his, he looked down at his son. 

  "Way to go Ewan, you got yourself a catch, now you just have to reel him in. 

  Com'ere let me help you," said Link, balancing his rod on a little stand he 

  had constructed, so that if something took his bait while he was helping his 

  son, then the rod wouldn't be dragged off into the lake. As Link helped Ewan 

  get used to reeling in his catch, Timothy's reel also made a snapping sound, 

  so he quickly grabbed the handle of the reel, attempting to reel it in. 

  "They're doing better than us today," shouted Aaron as he quickly put his rod 

  on a stand and reached over to help his son. Timothy, however already had it 

  in hand, and Aaron watched proudly as his son handled it himself. Soon he saw 

  a smallish fish leaping out of the water, line emerging from it's mouth. As it 

  splashed, Timothy sharply turned the direction of which he was pulling, 

  confusing the fish. He dragged it further and further up to the shore, but it 

  still fought on. "You're a feisty one!" said Aaron with a grin as he watched 

  the fish leap and twist in the air, sending flecks of water in Timothy's 

  direction. Finally, Timothy dragged it out of the water, where he held his 

  catch up proudly.

  "How big is it dad?" asked Timothy excitedly. Aaron took hold of it, eyeing it 

  critically.

  "I'd say about four or five pounds," said Aaron.

  "But I haven't broken the record," said Timothy with a sigh. Aaron patted his 

  son on the back.

  "You're only a couple of pounds off the record, and it was your first try. 

  We're going to keep this one, you always have to eat your first catch after 

  all," said Aaron encouragingly.

  "Can we cook it first?" asked Timothy, not keen on the thought of eating the 

  fish raw.

  "Course we can, over an open fire as well. I'll show you how to skin a bone 

  the thing, so that next time you can do it yourself," said Aaron. Timothy 

  nodded.

  "That'll be cool," he agreed. Ewan had just pulled in is catch, with the help 

  of his father. He raced to Timothy, holding the line just above the fish's 

  mouth.

  "How big was yours!?" asked Ewan as soon as he arrived. He'd seen Timothy 

  catch it all by himself.

  "Four or five pounds dad says, and later he's going to show me how to skin and 

  bone it, then cook it over an open fire," said Timothy proudly.

  "Dad helped me catch mine, he's not sure how big it is, but he's sure it's at 

  least seven pounds!" said Ewan, holding the fish up for his friend to see.

  "Whoa! That's huge! And only," Timothy paused, counting on his fingers.

  "Two pounds off the record! You've already won the little prize of the 

  fisherman too," exclaimed Timothy.

  "Dad, will you show me how to cook this one?" asked Ewan, turning to his dad.

  "I'm sure I can manage," said Link with a wink.

  "Can we both go and show the man what we caught?" asked Timothy, looking up to 

  his own father.

  "Yeah, I don't see why not. Just don't be too long okay," said Aaron, looking 

  across to Link for conformation. Link nodded, and the two father's watched 

  their sons dash off to the cabin, catches in hand. 

  "It's good to see they accept fishing more than they do hunting," said Aaron 

  with a laugh.

  "You don't need to tell me," said Link, laughing also as he walked back over 

  to his rod.

  As he reached it, he saw the reel snap into action, so he quickly leaned down 

  to pick it up. The line was already racing like a bird for it's prey, and the 

  pole was beginning to bend to a point Link had never witnessed. "What in Din's 

  name have you got there?" asked Aaron, racing up. 

  "I don't know but it's big," said Link, his powerful arms beginning to strain 

  against whatever was pulling at the line. Link, concentrating on the pole, did 

  not see what Aaron saw. For a brief moment, great mounds of froth rising from 

  the lake, the glint and flash of an oily black body.

  "Link, I think you should take a look," said Aaron, gob smacked. That oil 

  black body, the speed, the strength, could only be one thing. The legendary 

  Hyrule Loach. Link gingerly looked up, his feet beginning to grind through the 

  sandy shore.

  "What in the void is it?" asked Link, the pole still bending.

  "You lucky beggar, you've hooked the Loach! It was last seen in Lake Hylia!" 

  said Aaron with a laugh.

  "I may have hooked it, but I don't know if I can keep hold of it!" said Link 

  through gritted teeth.

  "Dad! Dad! Look what the man gave me!" cried a voice from behind Link.

  "Ewan! Go get the man, tell him there's something he's got to see!" called 

  Aaron to Ewan. Ewan nodded and quickly ran of in the opposite direction, back 

  from where he had come, dragging Tim with him. Link felt his feet beginning to 

  desperately scrape along the shore.

  "Hey Link! Where you going?" asked Aaron in surprise. "I'm not going anywhere, 

  that thing is taking me!" protested Link, jabbing his foot into the sand, 

  trying to keep a firmer hold. But it was no use, and soon he was half 

  submerged in water.

  "I knew I should've brought those iron boots!" called Aaron from the shore. 

  Link gave a last yank on the line, finally gaining a hold, he could feel the 

  Loach pause for a minute, and he used this to his advantage.

  "What in tarnation?" he heard a voice call from behind him.

  "We think he might have hooked the Hyrule Loach!" he heard Aaron explaining.

  "Never, that thing hasn't been seen since, since," started the fisherman, 

  thinking back.

  "Lake Hylia?" suggested Aaron. "That's right, it was caught by a young 

  gentleman, but was thrown back in cause the things were so rare back in them 

  days," said the fisherman. Link began to back out of the water, pulling the 

  Loach with him. Suddenly, there was an enormous yank on the line, too strong 

  for Link to have even readied himself for. As he had been walking backwards, 

  he hadn't any grip, and he went flying out of the water, briefly through the 

  air, and back into the water again. He heard calling voices behind him, but as 

  he hit the water, he went briefly under, his ears filling with water. Anything 

  they said was just a gurgle. He knew he should let go of the rod, but this was 

  the rarest animal to ever be seen, aside from a dragon, and Link already had 

  seen one of those. To catch the Hyrule Loach, well that would be amazing. 

  Then, as the Loach decided to go under, it took Link with it. 

  Link opened his eyes, but did not have the time to take in the beauty of the 

  underwater scene as he was been dragged along at a fair old speed by the 

  Loach. Link saw a log approaching at a fast speed and realised he'd never fit 

  through the crevice that the Loach had. So instead, he swam over the top of 

  the log, stopping the Loach in its tracks as he began to swim upwards, rod 

  still in hand. Link worried as the line rubbed against the log that it would 

  snap, freeing the Loach, but it didn't happen. Link finally resurfaced, taking 

  in a deep gulp of fresh air before swimming for the shore. As soon as he got 

  up onto the shore, he felt the line twinge again. "Come on you guys! I need 

  some help!" he called to Aaron and the fisherman who were a little way down 

  the lake. They all rushed over, Aaron linking his arm around one of Link's 

  arms, the fisherman the other. To help out, both Ewan and Timothy decided to 

  grab onto Link's legs.

  "We told you to let go of the rod," said Aaron.

  "I couldn't hear, my ears were full of water," said Link, tipping is head to 

  one side, emptying any water that would come out, out.

  "Good thing you didn't, it'll be the biggest catch ever!" said the fisherman. 

  Link saw the line take off again, but this time his was ready, not to mention 

  having a little more help this time. He knew he could do it.

  "It's bigger than me!" said Ewan looking at the oily, black eel like creature 

  in amazement.

  "It's twice the size of me!" said Timothy, reaching forward a finger, daring 

  to touch it.

  "I can't believe we caught it," said Link looking at it, equally as amazed and 

  impressed by the creature as the children were.

  "I always said this were the best fishing spot, and this beauty proves it," 

  said the fisherman.

  "Looks like you're going to have to buy a new tank Mr," said Ewan smiling.

  "How much do you think it weighs?" asked Aaron. "Well, there's only one way to 

  find out, isn't there?" said the old man, leading them all back to his cabin.

      Later that afternoon, when they were all sitting around a small fire, 

  eating the cooked fish, Link still couldn't believe it. "I still can't believe 

  it weighed more than seventy pounds," he said shaking his head, taking a bite 

  from a fish he had caught later on. Given, the fish was only a six pounder, 

  but after his swim with the Loach, he hadn't wanted to try too hard. Aaron had 

  caught a twenty four pounder, but, like he had said, it hardly measured up to 

  the Loach. After all having a talk, it had been decided the Loach should be 

  put back, for future generations to catch. Link held the record, but Error's 

  fish was still in the tank.

  "This is yummy," said Ewan, taking a bite from another fish he had caught all 

  by himself, a seven pounder. Timothy had gone one better, catching an eight 

  pounder all by himself. Neither one of them had been dragged off the shore and 

  underneath the lake in the process, but still, they were quite proud of 

  themselves. "I wonder what it would have tasted like," pondered Ewan.

  "Probably all yukky. It was dead slimy wasn't it dad," said Timothy. 

  "Sure was," said Aaron with a grin at Link. They were soon finished, and after 

  stamping out the fire, Link stood up.

  "I think I've had enough fish for one day. We'd best head off before the sun 

  sets, or before it gets any colder. Thank the Goddesses it's summer or I 

  would've caught pneumonia by now," said Link, his clothes still sopping wet.

  "Can we come again?" asked Ewan, packing away the rest of the food. 

  "Yep, but I don't think I'm touching a rod again, not for a long while," said 

  Link wryly.

  "Don't blame you," said Aaron, picking up his and Timothy's rods. 

  "Why not? You're the champion of the lake now, you have to fish again to break 

  the record," said Timothy.

  "I think I'll leave that to someone else," said Link, walking across to the 

  cabin. When they got there, the old man was waiting, big smile on his face.

  "May I shake the hand of the greatest fisherman to ever grace this lake?" he 

  asked.

  "It was just a bit of luck, that's all. And besides, everyone here helped in 

  the end," said Link sheepishly.

  "True, but most yellow bellies would've let go of the rod before they hit the 

  water," said the old man. Link nodded and shook his hand firmly.

  "It is the greatest fishing spot in the land, we'll be coming again," said 

  Link with a smile.

  "Good, I'll be anticipating your return," said the man. Link hoisted Ewan onto 

  Carefree, and got up behind him.

  "Home," murmured Link tiredly, clicking on his steed, Aaron and Tim not far 

  behind. As they left, both Ewan and Timothy waved to the old fisherman, who 

  waved back before returning to his cabin. 

      "You have no idea how good this is," said Link later on, snuggling up to 

  Zelda.

  "Oh Link, you still smell all fishy," protested Zelda, laughing.

  "I took a bath, I can't help it can I. Besides, you should be proud. I'm now 

  officially the best fisherman to grace the shores, and the water, of Spiteri 

  Lake," said Link. Zelda ruffled Link's hair affectionately.

  "I love it when your hairs just dry," she commented.

  "And smells of fish?" added Link hopefully.

  "No way, next time I'm going to make sure you get a proper wash," said Zelda 

  firmly, nevertheless hugging him.

  "Mmm, that sounds interesting," said Link suggestively.

  "Not like that. I'm going to make sure you don't still smell of fish when you 

  get out!" said Zelda, hitting him playfully on the arm. 

  "Ouch, these arms are still very tender of catching the Loach. 80 pounds I 

  tell you, I'm surprised it didn't yank them off," said Link. 

  "We couldn't have that now, your arms are one of your most redeeming 

  features," said Zelda playfully.

  "Gee thanks, I don't know whether that's a compliment or an insult," said 

  Link. Zelda leaned forward, kissing her husband tenderly.

  "Does this answer your question?" she asked. Link stroked the back of Zelda's 

  hair and smiled.

  "I guess it does," he replied. At that second, Brianna began to cry. Zelda 

  sighed and tried to get up, but Link held her back. "Link, I have to," 

  protested Zelda, but was interrupted as Link leaned forward to give her small 

  kiss, before getting up.

  "Remember, I said I'd get it this time," reminded Link. Zelda nodded and 

  smiled as she watched Link get up and walk over to the cradle. He gently 

  picked up Brianna, and walked back over to the bed, sitting down on the edge 

  next to Zelda. "How's my beautiful daughter?" he asked softly, kissing the top 

  of Brianna's head. Brianna ceased to wail, and looked up at her father, 

  smiling. She reached out her tiny hand, tiny fingers outstretched and grabbing 

  hold of his nose, giving it a vicious yank. "No, that stays right there on my 

  face," said Link firmly, yet he couldn't help smiling. Brianna let out a small 

  gurgle, before releasing his nose. Zelda sat up to get a better look at 

  Brianna, putting one arm around Link's waist. "She's amazing, just like her 

  mother," said Link softly, turning his gaze from Brianna to Zelda. Zelda 

  smiled softly, leaning forward to give him a kiss. Brianna let out a 

  discontented wail, jarring the two apart. Link looked down at Brianna smiling. 

  "You just don't like us getting romantic do you? If you'd been around a couple 

  of months ago, acting like this, we might never have had you," said Link 

  shaking his head. Now that she had Link's attention again, Brianna smiled, 

  stopping her wails. 

  After sitting for a few minutes, Brianna dropped off, and Link slowly stood 

  up, carefully placing her back into the cradle. He slid back under the covers 

  pulling Zelda close, feeling the luckiest man on Demiari. "You know, you may 

  smell of fish, but that doesn't stop me from loving you," murmured Zelda 

  affectionately.

  "You're just saying that because you know that I'm the greatest fisherman to 

  ever walk these lands," said Link haughtily.

  "Oh yeah? Listen buster, I can be as cold blooded as that fish you caught out 

  there, so don't push it," said Zelda menacingly. Link shrugged.

  "That's a threat you'd never carry out, not with me around anyway," said Link 

  confidently.

  "Wouldn't I?" asked Zelda.

  "Nope," replied Link.

  "What makes you so sure," said Zelda. Zelda suddenly felt a hand creep up the 

  back of her neck.

  "Oh, Link you wouldn't," said Zelda, knowing what was coming. 

  "Wouldn't I?" said Link, mimicking Zelda's phrase. He began to tickle the back 

  of her neck, making her collapse into a burst of giggles. Between short gasps 

  Zelda began to plead.

  "Please.. no, no.. more.. no more!" she begged. Link paused.

  "One condition," he said.

  "Anything," gasped Zelda.

  "You make no more comments about me smelling worse than an old boot," said 

  Link. Zelda nodded. Link tickled the back of her neck for one last time, 

  sending her into another round of uncontrollable giggles. 

  "You're an evil, evil man Link," said Zelda when she'd recovered. 

  "Aren't I just?" said Link grinning. Zelda smiled, leaning forward and kissing 

  him slowly, lingeringly. "That's more like it," said Link before snuffing out 

  the candle.

  ***

      Fayette lovingly fingered the shimmering blue silk of her Summer Festival 

  dress, feeling pleased with it. She was going to be the best dressed woman 

  there, no doubt about it. She'd ordered it several months ago, from her 

  favourite dressmaker in Sosaria, the one who made clothes for Lord British and 

  the other nobles of the Kingdom. It was lucky that she'd purchased it then, 

  because any later, and it might never have arrived. The trading ships these 

  days just couldn't seem to get through because of the growing number of 

  pirates. Apparently, Nell, Lord British's wife, had just recently had a baby. 

  It had caused quite a bit of a scandal, when Leigh had revealed that their 

  king had been having an affair with his chambermaid, but all that was over 

  now, and people just had to get used to the fact that he wanted a simple 

  peasant girl to be his bride. Fayette shook her head, thinking about it. Her 

  mother had thought it was a disgrace, and she was right. In fact, it seemed to 

  be a growing trend among royalty, these days. They all wanted to marry 

  commoners, not people of noble blood. Zelda marrying Link, for example. And, 

  the most heinous couple of all; Nick marrying Selina. At least Link had been 

  fairly respectable. He was the greatest hero in Hyrule, after all. But 

  Selina... she was nothing but a common little tavern wench, who unfortunately 

  happened to have an unusual aptitude for magic and healing. Of course, 

  Raymundo hadn't actually been royalty, but that was different. Brynnel wasn't 

  a Kingdom, it was ruled by an overlord and people were recognised by their 

  achievements. Raymundo had started from scratch, and become the wealthiest 

  merchant in the country through his own hard work. But all these royal people 

  who insisted on marrying commoners, it was most terrible, Fayette thought. 

  There was the tiny little voice at the back of her head, that told her that 

  her mother had been a commoner, before she'd married Lord Tantalon, Fayette's 

  father, but she ignored it. Her mother, after all, had been the daughter of a 

  Lady in Waiting, and that was a respectable job to have. Fayette held the 

  dress up in front of her, and stood in front of her cheval glass, admiring her 

  reflection. Yes, she would look simply stunning. Maybe Nick would even change 

  his mind about Selina, after all, she was a peasant, and she wouldn't have 

  such a fine dress as Fayette's. Fayette knew she'd look better than Zelda too, 

  because her step-sister had never much been interested in clothes, and she 

  rarely went out of her way to have new dresses made for special occasions. 

  Fayette held up a lock of her long, red hair, wondering what to do with it. 

  She currently wore it in long ringlets, but they were such a nuisance to look 

  after. "Maybe I should plait it," she spoke out loud, trying to imagine how it 

  would in such a style. Her hair was another thing that was nicer than 

  Selina's. Selina's reddish hair was naturally curly, unlike hers, but she just 

  left it loose to do it's own thing. Fayette tied hers back with nice ribbons, 

  or jewelled clips. I'll do it up in a really elaborate style, she thought to 

  herself. Suddenly, Raymundo started crying, so she hurriedly hid the dress 

  back in her closet, and ran to pick her baby up and comfort him. As she 

  glanced down at him, a single tear rolled from her eye. He reminded her of his 

  father so much already... how she missed him... Everyone else was so lucky, 

  they all had a better half, and she had none. "Thank goodness I have you," she 

  whispered to the baby. Her children were all she had left... unless she 

  changed things in her life pretty quickly.

      Link walked through the King's bedroom, passing through to the bathroom. 

  The plunge pool had to be one of the best luxuries in the castle. There was 

  some at the Baths in Mido, and they had been inspired by similar pools up in 

  Dalsona, and Dubatio. Beforehand, some of the maids had filled it full of 

  water, foaming bath oils, and then heated the furnace beneath, to make sure 

  the water became nice and hot. It was already a hot day though, and the small 

  room felt extremely stuffy. Link opened the windows, to try and get some fresh 

  air into the place. He then drew the curtain across the door for privacy and 

  stripped out of his clothes, and climbed down into the pool. He sat on the 

  seating rim in the deep end, and the water came up past his shoulders. The 

  water was just perfect; nice and warm, but not too hot, or dark and cold like 

  the water in the pond from the previous day. He never could understand why 

  Zelda liked to have hers steaming hot, and Drake apparently liked lukewarm 

  water. Shaking his head, he reached out for the soap and a sponge, which the 

  maids had placed on the marble console that ran around two sides of the bath, 

  next to the walls. It was very relaxing, he almost felt like going to sleep. 

  He'd promised to go out for a walk with Zelda that afternoon, if the weather 

  remained fair. Looking through the window, there was not a cloud in the azure 

  blue sky, but Link knew that that could change in a matter of minutes. 

  However, it hadn't rained in days, and he hardly thought that it would begin 

  now. And, in two days time, it would be the Summer Festival. He was really 

  looking forward to that, it was one of the nicest times of the year, aside 

  from the Trinity Festival. Suddenly though, he remembered back a few days, to 

  when he'd visited his aunt and uncle. It had been unpleasant, seeing Arcesius 

  again. The Elder had grudgingly congratulated him on the birth of Brianna, and 

  then praised him for using a native Catalian name, but those had been his only 

  kind words. Apparently, Catalia were looking for a new leader, for Queen 

  Seline was getting old, and she had never married, and therefore had no heir. 

  Link had tried to forget about his birthplace, because he considered Hyrule 

  his home now, but he couldn't help feeling like he needed to help them out 

  somehow. But he hadn't agreed to it. He could think of no suitable candidate, 

  except for the fact that they should be Catalian. It would make no sense in 

  handing the country over to a complete foreigner, after all. As he mused over 

  this, he didn't hear Sprite flutter into the room. She alighted herself on the 

  marble ledge, and cleared her throat loudly.

  Link blinked, and glanced up to see Sprite stood there, wearing a soft purple 

  dress that finished past her knees, but above her ankles. It looked more like 

  the sort of dress that Navi would wear. "Sprite!" he said, quickly covering 

  himself up with all the bubbles that he possibly could. She might have only 

  been a faerie, and his guardian faerie at that, but he still felt a little 

  embarrassed. She smiled widely. "Bathing, I see," she remarked.

  "Uh yeah. What do you want anyway?" Link asked.

  "Nothing. I just wanted you to wish me luck for this afternoon," Sprite 

  replied.

  "Why, what's happening this afternoon?" Link questioned, looking a little 

  confused.

  "The faerie council meeting, of course," Sprite replied, looking a little 

  offended that he hadn't known.

  "Oh, that. Well, good luck. Like I said the other night, I'm sure you'll charm 

  them," Link said confidently. Sprite motioned down to her dress.

  "Think this is subtle enough?" she questioned.

  "It's very... nice," Link answered.

  "Yes, I know it looks like a Navi outfit, but I need to uh... well, you know," 

  Sprite replied. She ran a hand through her curly hair, and caught her 

  reflection in a nearby mirror. "Hmmm... maybe I ought to tone down my hair as 

  well," she muttered, feeling a little angry about the whole situation.

  "Do what you think is best," Link replied.

  "Ohhh, you just don't understand! I could be banished from the whole of 

  faeriedom if I'm not careful!" Sprite wailed.

  "Well, does it really matter? I mean, you can just hang out here anyway, it 

  doesn't matter," Link said.

  "But it does! I'll be stripped of all my magical powers you know," Sprite 

  answered, folding her arms and frowning sulkily.

  "Oh... isn't that a bit extreme though?" Link asked, his brow furrowing a 

  little.

  "It's too bad you aren't a faerie, then you'd understand," Sprite said, 

  shaking her head. She flew up into the air again. "Well, see you later... if I 

  emerge from this hearing alive," she added, in a dark tone.

  "I'm sure that you're worrying over nothing," Link called after her. 

  "I wish!" she replied, before flying out of the window. 

      Sprite fluttered into the clearing where the council was normally held, 

  surprised to find it quite empty. She glanced up at the sun through the trees, 

  wondering where everybody was. At least she couldn't be accused of being late. 

  She placed herself on one of the small wooden seats, which was than the stump 

  of a tiny tree. There were many in the clearing, which was just as well, 

  Sprite was expecting a full house for something like this, and the thought 

  daunted her. Link had assured Sprite that she'd be fine no matter what, but it 

  wasn't the first time she'd been in trouble. Only a few years ago, her and 

  Felicity had been experimenting with some spells, and accidentally opened up 

  the mists of time. At the time, Sprite had thought it was pretty cool, that 

  was until, an ancient griffin by the name of Enzar stepped out. Luckily, Link 

  and Zelda managed to get rid of him, but that didn't stop him returning 

  disguised as a human male named Kain. She and Felicity certainly were not 

  favoured upon that day, they both had their magical powers confiscated, until 

  Felicity managed to convince the council that it had been a mistake, and 

  unintentional, a result of their inexperience with magic. Felicity then 

  proceeded to say if they weren't given the chance to learn properly, that when 

  the time came to hand back their powers, they might've made the same mistakes. 

  Sprite smiled at the thought of Felicity's logical and convincing argument. 

  Sprite herself would've never come up with it in years. She was snapped from 

  her thoughts when she heard someone else entering the clearing. She turned, 

  then wished she hadn't. It was Navi. The faerie smiled sweetly, sitting down 

  on a small stump not far from Sprite. "Come to gloat? Cause if you have, 

  you've come to the wrong place. There is no way the council are going to take 

  your word against mine. You'll be banished from the kingdom forever," said 

  Sprite. Navi shook her head.

  "As if I would gloat. I have simply come to see justice prevail," said Navi, 

  in a sugary tone. Sprite sincerely wished she could throttle Navi, but decided 

  it probably would do her more harm than good. "Yes, you're completely right," 

  said Navi. Sprite glared at her, wondering how she could read her mind. 

  Suddenly, throttling Navi became a lot more tempting.

  A few more faeries entered the clearing, more welcome faces this time. Sprite 

  genuinely smiled at them, gesturing for them to sit next to her. "Hi. We 

  thought we'd come and give you some moral support," said Felicity, handing 

  Sprite a cookie.

  "And we just want to let you know," started Carrie, pausing. She turned round, 

  throwing Navi a disgusted look.

  "We just want to know that whatever happens, you'll always have us to rely 

  on," said Tiffany, pressing a cool object into Sprites hand. Sprite opened her 

  hand, looked down at the gift Tiffany had given her. It was a beautiful stone, 

  smooth and opaque, with tiny blue crystals shining from within.

  "What's it called?" asked Sprite, clasping her hand around the stone again, 

  the coolness feeling good against her hot palm.

  "I'm not sure what it's called, but it's always brought me luck when I needed 

  it. I call it the Faustus stone, meaning lucky omen," replied Tiffany, whose 

  speciality was rocks and how to use them to their best abilities. Sprite 

  glanced back down at the stone, unsure.

  "Once I'm through with it, you might have to change it to the Infelix stone, 

  as in ill-fated," said Sprite mournfully.

  "I'm sure it won't come to that," said Carrie, as comfortingly as she could.

  "Sprite is right. You're going to need more than a bit of luck to come through 

  this hearing lightly," piped up a voice from behind. Felicity turned around, 

  sending daggers across to Navi.

  "You can just shut it right now. If Sprite is punished, it'll be because the 

  council don't want to appear to soft and pliable. But let me tell you this, 

  you may get what you want in the means of having Sprite punished, but everyone 

  in this forest loves, adores and respects Sprite, and it'll be you who they 

  hate, not her," spat Felicity, her eyes flashing.

  "Way to go Flis," whispered Carrie proudly. Felicity turned her attention back 

  to Sprite, who was feeling relieved that she had friends like these, who cared 

  about her and rallied around for her when things weren't going her way.

  "Thanks you guys. I don't know where I'd be without you," admitted Sprite 

  tearfully. Felicity leaned over, giving her friend a hug. 

  "Don't worry Sprite, the council won't be harsh. It's not like you've done 

  anything bad, think of it this way, you may have used magic for frivolous 

  means, but not one of them were evil," consoled Felicity. 

  "Yeah, listen to Flis. She knows everything is going to be fine," said Carrie 

  confidently, joining in with the hug.

  "Aw, now I feel all left out," stated Tiffany, before shrugging and joining in 

  with the group hug. After a few minutes, and they all parted, many more 

  faeries began to appear in the glade, many being that of the council. Sprite 

  nodded to her friends and walked over to the front of the table, to receive 

  her punishment, if it came to that. She was told to take a seat by 

  Picadilious, who gave Sprite a look of sympathy and kindness. Sprite felt 

  uncomfortable by the amount of sympathy held in the stare. No more than five 

  minutes later, the glade was full, many faeries standing of hovering on the 

  outskirts, anxious to hear the outcome. As Sprite glanced around, she saw her 

  three friends all giving her confident smiles and nods of the head, but Sprite 

  felt a pool of despair opening up in her stomach. As she glanced back to the 

  council, she could tell by the many stony and grave expressions on many of 

  their faces that she was going to be punished. 

  Chapter 7
      Sprite stood all the way through the conclusion of the councils findings, 

  although it wasn't necessary. They talked about how they had watched her over 

  the past few days, as Felicity had warned, and were very proud of the way she 

  acted out her duties as good faerie godmother and human guardian. But, the 

  council were very disappointed with the amount of time Sprite chose to spend 

  with her own husband and family, choosing to spend it with humans, or friends 

  inside the race. They also felt let down that Sprite would chose to use her 

  magic for more frivolous means, rather than conserve the ultimate magic source 

  for a time of real need. Sprite protested, that she may use her magic for less 

  than important needs, but at least she wasn't using it for evil means. She 

  also pointed out that many faeries used magic for the exact same things that 

  she did, making her an un-isolated case. Sprite also maintained that the time 

  she spent with humans was for a good cause. If the kingdom were ever to come 

  under attack by the many beasts of Hyrule, the humans she had befriended would 

  be able, and would gladly, help. Also, if there were ever a shortage of food 

  in the kingdom, instead of many of the faeries having to leave the safe 

  confines of the forest looking for other food, Sprite would simply ask the 

  Princess of Hyrule for a hand, which she gladly would. Sprite also pointed 

  out, that if it had not been for the humans, Ganondorf would have undoubtedly 

  taken over the land by now, probably killing the faerie race along with it. 

  The race of the faeries had many things to be thankful for. Having put up a 

  good argument, the council retired to their chamber to rethink their 

  punishment. Sprite, while she waited, stormed up to the castle, where she 

  found her husband Antious. "Where have you been?" she demanded angrily. She 

  had noticed that her so-called husband had not been present at the hearing, 

  and he had probably been just about the only one, aside from her father and 

  mother.

  "Because I did not wished to feel humiliated," said Antious, looking over 

  Sprite, his expression sad.

  "You humiliated...how?" demanded Sprite.

  "You know fine well. I refuse to sit in front of a crowd while the council sentence you to whatever, not only for using magic for personal needs, and not only that, but you also having an infatuation with your human companion," said Antious angrily. Sprite paused for a moment, wondering how to reply.

  "It's not an infatuation, just because I happen to like my human companion, he did save my life you know," said Sprite softly.

  "I wish I had been the one to do that deed, for maybe you would pay me, and our children, a little more attention," said Antious. Sprite hung her head,   feeling ashamed. It was true, while she left her husband to look after the children, she swanned about, spending time with friends and humans. Her children would undoubtedly grow to hate her, because they would know she hadn't ever really given them much thought. "Have they given you the punishment?" asked Antious. Sprite snapped her gaze back up to her husband.

  "No, they haven't. Not that you would care. You're probably counting on them banishing me!" snapped Sprite, losing her temper. Antious placed one hand on Sprite's shoulder.

  "I would never, ever wish for that," Antious assured Sprite. Sprite broke free, glaring at him, no, behind him.

  "But there's someone who would," she said, glaring at her sister Fleur. Fleur smiled and nodded. 

  "But of course. Everyone knows that it is I who deserves to rule, you are just getting what you deserve," said Fleur smugly.

  "Oh get lost Fleur. I'll be the one laughing when they decide that I don't warrant punishing after all. In fact, I might just inform them that the whole thing has been a plot between you and Navi so that you can take the throne," threatened Sprite. Fleur looked stricken for a moment, taking a step back.

  "You wouldn't," she said, nervously. Sprite frowned, wondering why her sister had reacted so, scared to Sprite's threat.

  "If it were true, I would. Then it'd be you and Navi who were banished," said Sprite, smiling menacingly.

  "But it isn't true, it isn't!" protested Fleur.

  "So why are you reacting so strangely?" asked Sprite.

  "I'm not, l-leave me alone," spluttered Fleur, before quickly leaving the room. Sprite watched her leave suspiciously, before turning her attention back to Antious.

  "The council will probably have decided," she said coldly, before turning and leaving the castle, feeling angry and upset.

  "But, Tammy!" called Antious from behind her. She ignored him, and flew on, in the direction of the council's glade. 

      "Princess Tamara of the Fey, after much thought, we have decided that you have broken various codes of the lore, and you must be punished for it. There will be several punishments, each corresponding to every code broken. 

  Punishment for using magic for frivolous means, you will be stripped of all magical powers for exactly two months," started Nazareth of the council. 

  Sprite still stood upright, although she knew that if she had been seated, she would've sagged in desperation. "Number two, as you choose to spend more time with humans than your own race, we banish you to the wilderness for a week. 

  You are not permitted to come into any contact with either human or faerie life, and you will live in the depths of this forest alone," continued Nazareth. Sprite decided this wasn't so bad. She was still in the forest, just a different, deserted part. And she could still see Link and Zelda, and her two godchildren as technically, they weren't human. They were Hylian. "Every   time you come into contact with another, your sentence will also be lengthened by a week," added Nazareth.

  "After you return from banishment, you will not be allowed to have human contact for a further six months, this being lengthened a month every time you come into contact with a human. We have decided, that as you will not be allowed to see you companion or godchildren, then the duties must be given to another. This is yet to be decided," said Seedium. Sprite let out a small gasp. Six months without seeing Link, or any other of her human friends. That had to be the worst punishment of all. She watched as the council paused, discussing in hushed voices. "Actually, it has been decided. Navi of the Fey shall take over your duties," said Seedium. 

  "No! You can't let her, she isn't trustworthy!" protested Sprite, unable to keep her tongue any longer.

  "She already has the most contact with the human, and is faerie godmother to one of the children. She will be the best choice," said Seedium coolly.

  "Now, you may go and speak to your human and godchildren for one last time, before you return and spend the day with your family. Then, tomorrow at dawn, you will be taken into the depths of the forest were you must stay until collected. You will use this time to think, and no more," said Nazareth firmly.

  "What about my heir-ship?" asked Sprite gingerly, knowing that this could affect her right as a ruler.

  "We have decided, that only upon communal election, may you rule Silva-Veredis Le," said Picadilious boldly. Sprite let out another small gasp, which was echoed by the crowd.

  "But we have never held election before!" protested a voice in the crowd. 

  Sprite turned and saw that it was her very own sister protesting. She supposed it wouldn't be that bad really. She would no doubt win by a land slide, and then no one could question her popularity. 

  "Candidates are free to enter," added Nazareth.

  "What?!" asked Sprite, whirling round. She had thought that the council had just meant an election between the royals. "Has my father agreed to this?" demanded Sprite. Nazareth nodded. 

  "He has." Sprite looked around the crowd, suddenly feeling relieved. There was no one, save her three best friends who would be suitable to run against her. 

  But they surely wouldn't run against her, would they? "You are dismissed Princess, you may go and see your human, but you must return within the hour," said Nazareth. He appeared to pause, then waved his hand across Sprite's face. 

  Sprite suddenly felt a lot heavier. "You have been relinquished all of your magical powers from this moment," he said. Sprite groaned, before nodding thankfully to the council. She knew it could've been a lot worse.

      As she left the glade, she was joined by her three friends. "Want us to accompany you to the castle," asked Tiffany. Sprite shook her head.

  "I'd rather have a private meeting with him. After all, it'll be the last time I see him in months," said Sprite mournfully.

  "If I know you, it's more likely that it'll be the last time you see him in hours," said Carrie with a laugh.

  "You think I would risk adding a month on to the sentence? I know Navi will be watching me every hour of the day, I couldn't sneak and see him even if I wanted to," said Sprite.

  "Well, we could always go and see him for you," suggested Carrie.

  "I guess you could," admitted Sprite.

  "Hey, perhaps we could appeal against Navi of taking your duties, and try and see if one of us could do it," said Felicity. Sprite brightened at the thought.

  "That'd be wonderful, I mean, you're all trustworthy, they couldn't say no!" exclaimed Sprite. 

  "We'll see the council tomorrow about it," promised Felicity solemnly.

  "Thanks you guys, like I said before, I don't know where I'd be without you," said Sprite, giving them all a hug. "Now, I have to go and see Link, before my hour is up," said Sprite, flying up out of the forest and towards North Castle.

  "Hey Sprite, how'd everything go?" asked Link as he saw her approaching.

  "Terrible," wailed Sprite unhappily. Link finished polishing his boots and stood up straight, allowing Sprite to perch on his shoulder.

  "How bad?" he asked worryingly.

  "They've banished me," wailed Sprite, looking as if she were going to burst into tears. 

  "They've what? Surely not, you can't have done anything that bad," said Link, shocked.

  "And they've stripped me of all my magical powers, and they've banned me from coming into contact with humans too," said Sprite, sniffing loudly. Link walked over and sat on a bench. 

  "It's only temporary, there's no need to be so melodramatic," said a voice from behind. Sprite turned and glared at Navi.

  "What are you doing here?" she demanded, her eyes bleary with tears.

  "Come to take you back, you've had your hour," said Navi gleefully.

  "No she hasn't. She hasn't even been five minutes," insisted Link.

  "So shove off," said Sprite.

  "Just thought I'd let you know, I'll be taking over from Sprite's duties for the next six months," said Navi sweetly.

  "Not if I can help it. I don't want you anywhere near this castle," said Link angrily. Navi looked, for the first time in her life, shocked.

  "But the council said," she started.

  "It's not up to the council who looks after me or my children. If it couldn't be Sprite, I would insist that it was someone chosen by Sprite," said Link. 

  Sprite felt a leap of triumph welling up inside of her, as she saw Navi's horrified expression.

  "But," she protested.

  "Go and tell the council just what I said," said Link to Navi. Navi nodded mutely before fleeing, tears threatening.

  "Oh Link, you're so good to me," gushed Sprite, hugging Link on the side of the neck.

  "It's not as much as she deserved though, now why don't you tell me everything, and at the same time, we'll go find Ewan and Brianna so you can say good bye," suggested Link.

  "Okay then," agreed Sprite. Link stood up, Sprite on shoulder, and walked into the castle in search of his son. 

      "Bye Sprite," said Ewan, carefully hugging his faerie godmother. He still wasn't quite sure where she was going, but he knew he'd miss her.

  "Be a good boy for your father now," said Sprite teasingly. Ewan nodded. 

  Sprite gave him a light peck on the nose, before turning to Brianna who was cradled in her mother's arms. "And you too, little Brianna," said Sprite softly, kissing the child on the top of the head.

  "I'm really sorry about this Sprite. I'm sure the whole castle will miss you," said Zelda truthfully. She and Sprite didn't always get on, but Sprite always brought that something special with her. "I'll make sure that if Navi shows her face, she'll wish she never set foot in the glade of the council," added Zelda.

  "Thanks Zel, I'll miss everyone too," said Sprite. She looked through the window at the setting sun.

  "I should go now, before my hour is up," said Sprite with a sigh. She gave them all a small hug, before saying her last farewells and flying from the window.

  "Poor Sprite," said Ewan with a sigh.

  "Yeah," said Link nodding his head in agreement.

  "I can't believe she's lost her heir-ship over this," said Zelda, wondering how she would feel if the same happened to her.

  "I've always stuck up for Navi before now, but now I see what Sprite meant," said Link. Zelda settled Brianna back in her cradle.

  "You know, can we take Navi's godmother title off her?" asked Zelda.

  "I don't think so, not really," said Link.

  "Pity," said Zelda.

  "Come on you, it's time for bed," said Link, talking to Ewan.

  "Will you read me a story?" asked Ewan eagerly. Link nodded.

  "Sure, but only if, by the time I'm done there, you're dressed and ready for bed," bargained Link. Ewan nodded and quickly left the room, the sound of small feet clattering against the stone steps. "It'll be odd without her," said Link, walking over to Zelda and wrapping his arms around her.

  "I know. She won't even be at the Summer Festival," said Zelda.

  "She said it could've been worse," said Link.

  "But how much, the whole thing is pretty bad," mused Zelda. Link took half a step back and shrugged.

  "Permanent banishment, permanent removal of magic, stuff like that," said Link.

  "Go on then, you go and see Ewan, I'll be waiting for you up here though," said Zelda, deciding it was best to push the situation to the back of her mind.

  "Alright then, I'll be back in about twenty minutes or so," said Link, walking over to the door.

  "Make it fifteen," said Zelda, smiling at him. Link smiled back and nodded.

  "Depends on what story he wants," he said with a grin, before leaving the tower. 

  ***

      The morning of the summer Festival dawned bright and fair. There was not a cloud in the sky, just a hot, blazing golden sun. The castle was a flurry of activity, as everyone prepared for the big day, donning their best clothes and helping get everything ready. The cooks, for example, had been up all night, preparing some of the food for the lunch and dinner buffets. Zelda and Selina got ready together, in Zelda's bedroom. Selina got changed out of her night  dress into the sheer lilac gown that Nick had bought for her. "It fits perfectly!" Zelda exclaimed, smiling at her friend in approval.

  "Thanks," Selina replied, parading in front of Zelda's full length mirror to look for herself. 

  "I must say, Nick certainly has good taste," Zelda remarked, as she stepped into her own dress. 

  "Well, he is a Dubatian, you know," Selina laughed.

  "You know, once you move over there, d'you think you'll miss Hyrule?" Zelda questioned, fastening up her dress.

  "I'll miss this place, that's for sure," Selina answered, speaking about the castle.

  "Once you're in that palace with pillars made from gold and marble floors, every room hot and sunny, you'll not even think about this drafty old stone keep," Zelda laughed.

  "It's a nice castle!" Selina protested.

  "You're right," Zelda smiled, looking around her room happily. It was square in shape, with white-washed walls and decorative wood panelling. Large, leaded glass windows were set in the eastern wall, at either side of the French Windows that led out onto the balcony. It might not have the grandeur or richness of the palaces of the hot north, but she loved North Castle. It stood tall and proud, a pure white vestige upon a small hill overlooking Rarau Village, surrounded by a deep, blue moat of water, the purple and gold flags fluttering in the breeze atop the blue slate turrets. Zelda thought it was the most beautiful castle in the whole of Demiari, and considered herself lucky that it was her home. She wouldn't have swapped it for any amount of marble-floored, golden pillared palaces. Link suddenly walked into the room,  carrying a huge bouquet of flowers.

  "Freshly handpicked from the ornamental garden," he grinned, handing them over to Zelda. "The ones you two don't use, I figure would make a nice flower arrangement," he added.

  "Thanks. You're a wonderful, wonderful man," Zelda smiled.

  "I think you should wear the roses," he whispered, before giving her a quick kiss on the lips. She nodded, and then he turned and walked back out again. 

  Selina walked over, and selected a few softly coloured yellow, pink and white blooms from the vast bouquet. She then twisted them into her abundant curly red hair, part of which, she'd pulled into a small plait, at the sides and the back of her head. The rest of her hair rested down upon her shoulders, loosely curled.

  "How does that look?" she asked Zelda, who was staring into her mirror critically.

  "Oh... lovely," she praised, turning to look. Selina smiled, and then reached into her small jewellery box, and took out a simple gold necklace and fastened it around her neck. Zelda eventually took a thick strand of hair from the side of her head and plaited it, fastening a small jewelled clip at the end, and some white roses at the top. She did the same on the other side.

  "Perfect," Selina said.

  "Alright, I think that's me about finished," Zelda said. She looked down at her hand, making sure all her rings were in place; wedding, engagement and kingdom ones, and then put on the rest of her jewellery; a necklace belonging to her mother, a small diamond tiara and a delicate gold bracelet.

  "Well, then, what are we waiting for? Let's get walking!" Selina said. Zelda picked up Brianna, who had been dressed in her best dress, and then the two walked down the stairs together, Zelda carrying the baby.

      The town square of the country's capital, Mido, had been bedecked with bright summer flowers, and chairs and tables seated all over. A long, pink ribbon roped the area off for the moment. On the green, which stretched from the eastern edge of the square, to the beach, there were many stalls and tents. Zelda walked along with Selina and Aimée. "It's going to be a beautiful day," she smiled.

  "Where's everyone else, though?" Selina questioned, glancing around. There were plenty of people busily preparing their stalls and such, and groups of children eagerly clustered around the edges of the ribbon, but the three women looked about for their lovers and friends, who had yet to arrive.
  "Well, Link said he was coming with Aaron and the two boys," Zelda replied, also looking around.

  "I bet all the guys come together," Aimée laughed. She was looking especially pretty, in a pink dress that she'd made herself, specially for the festival, her long brown hair braided and entwined with pink wildflowers.

  "As usual," Selina groaned, grinning.

  "Yes well, you know what they're like," Zelda stated, looking around the square with pleasure. "Doesn't it look lovely?" she sighed happily.

  "Beautiful," Selina verified. She suddenly felt a little misty-eyed. The Summer Festival was one of her favourite holidays, she'd sure miss it once she went to Dalsona.

  "I'm hoping that I'll be able to sell some of the things I've been making recently," Aimée said, shading her eyes, and looking towards the field.

  "What sort of stuff? Dresses?" Selina questioned, thinking that she perhaps might buy something. Aimée was an expert seamstress, after all, with an eye for pretty stitch-work and patterns.

  "A few. But I've mostly made little things, like handkerchiefs, bags, purses, wraps, ribbons and such," she replied.

  "We'll stop by later," Zelda promised. Aimée nodded.

  "Okay. Well, I've got to go and get my stall set up, I'll see you two later at the dance, or when you visit the stall," she said. "See you," Selina waved, as Aimée ducked under the ribbon, and dashed off over the grass, her trailing skirts hitched up off the ground. "I do wish the others would hurry up," Zelda said, glancing at the clock on the arch above the square. It was almost midday, time for the Festival to start.

  "Don't look now, but here comes Fayette," Selina laughed. A large coach,  pulled by two white horses arrived in the square. It was the one Zelda's father and Fenella normally rode in, whenever they came into town, but since they weren't there, Fayette was obviously taking advantage of the luxury. A guard leapt down from the seat at the front, and opened the side door. Fayette slowly stepped out, helped by the guard.

  "What a show-off," Zelda muttered, frowning.

  "If we can walk, so can she," Selina agreed, and she and Zelda watched the spectacle with growing disdain. Several groups people of people were already staring over at Fayette, and she was lapping it all up. Her reddish-gold hair was piled up on top of her head, little ringlets cascading down the side of her head. Jewelled clips and strands on pink satin ribbon kept the hair in place. She was wearing an over-elaborate sky blue dress, which was adorned with ribbons, rosettes and bows in every possible place. It had a full skirt, which was tied at the back with a huge pink satin bow. Indeed, the dress was a masterpiece, but far too over the top. Zelda grinned over at Selina.

  "She looks like an over-flounced meringue puff," she whispered in an amused tone. Selina tried to surpress a giggle, but couldn't quite manage it.

  "What an idiot she is! She'll be so hot, dressed in that!" she replied.

  "It's her own fault," Zelda grinned. Following Fayette came her four children; Raymundo had been left in the care of Impa, who would be arriving shortly. 

  Roderick clambered out sulkily, dressed in a bright blue tunic and a yellow cloak, and his three sisters all wore brightly coloured summer dresses in the many tiered style of Brynnel, each level of their skirts trimmed with layers of lace. It would have made a nice picture, if the children hadn't been whining, and Fayette had to sharply tell them to be quiet.

  "Poor Faye," Selina giggled. Zelda shrugged, and turned to walk away from the scene, before her step sister spotted them.

  "Thank goodness Ewan doesn't behave that badly," she said.

  "Look, speaking of him, there he is, walking with Link, Aaron and young Tim," 

  Selina said, pointing over to where the small group was approaching.

  "Let's go and meet them then," Zelda smiled, walking over to greet her husband and son.

      Soon, everyone had arrived, and they all gathered around the outskirts of the town square. Zelda stood atop the steps that led to it, nervously waiting for everyone to become silent. When the noise had quietened down sufficiently, she cleared her throat and attempted to begin the speech she'd hastily concocted that morning. Her father was especially good at those sort of things, throwing both wisdom and goodwill into his short, but generally interesting orations. Zelda had never really had to do any before, and although she was not afraid to voice her opinion to whoever might listen, somehow, addressing the crowd of expectant people stood before her made her feel slightly nervous. However, as future ruler, it was her duty, and she knew she had to get used to it sooner or later. Taking a deep breath, she gazed forward at the crowd, putting on her nicest smile. She searched Link out in the crowd, and saw him near the front, holding Brianna, Ewan stood by his side proudly.

  "Alright, well this is my first try, so forgive me if I get it wrong..." the princess began, doing her best to speak as clearly as possible. Some of the crowd laughed lightly at her remark. "Welcome, my good people, to Hyrule's annual Summer Festival. My council and I have spent a lot of time preparing for this day, and we certainly hope that you all enjoy it," she continued, still feeling a little self conscious. "Uh... well, let's not stand about and  waste time," she remarked, not really knowing what else to say. She pulled loose the ribbon, and let it drop to the ground. "I officially declare this festival open!" she exclaimed. Everyone cheered, and then the people crossed through the square and over onto the field. Zelda sank down onto the stone steps in relief, and watched the crowd milling about.

  "Oh, very nice speech, Princess!" came a deep voice. Zelda turned to see Drake grinning over at her.

  "You wouldn't have done it," she retorted, smiling a little. The knight offered her his hand, and led her down the steps and through the town square.

  "Ah, but I'm just a lowly knight. You're a great, noble princess, Princess," he said.

  "Oh, come off it, Drake," Zelda replied, still smiling. Drake laughed.

  "Well, come on Your Highness. I'm sure that you'll be wanting to see a fine knight like me do some extremely fine jousting," he said, leading her towards a blue coloured pavilion that stood at the far end of the field.

  "I certainly shall. Who else is doing it?" the princess questioned.

  "I dunno, all the usual knights, I guess, and Link, Aaron and everyone," Drake replied. He was looking especially smart that day, wearing some light, Hyrulian armour and a deep purple silk cloak, along with some highly polished black leather boots.

  "Not hot?" Zelda asked, as she glanced at his apparel with approval. She was already feeling a little uncomfortable in her own gown, even though it had short sleeves and was made of a thin material. Drake shook his head.

  "Don't worry about me, anyway, I'll be keeping to the beer tent mostly, where it's nice and cool," he grinned. He walked up to where a solid, coal black stallion with a silvery mane and tail was tethered in the shade. "The jousting begins at noon, be sure to cheer me on, alright?" the knight said, untying Black Shadow and leading him off into the tent.

  "So long as you're not against Link," she joked, waving.

  "I heard that!" he shouted, before disappearing into the tent with his horse. 

      Zelda looked around, wondering where to go first. There were so many tents, and stalls and displays to look at. As a child, she'd loved coming to the festival. Often, she'd run off from Impa, and looked around herself, trying to evade her nursemaid, who eventually found her sooner or later. "Your Highness!" a voice called out to her. She turned, and saw Ragar, a stall holder who often sold her books when the market was on in Mido Square, stood nearby.

  "Hello," she greeted, smiling prettily.

  "Congratulations are in order, I believe, over Brianna," he said, smiling back. Zelda wandered over to his stall, and looked over the books laid out there with interest.

  "Thank you," she said graciously.

  "Where is this lovely baby of yours, anyway?" Ragar questioned.

  "I think Link has her," Zelda replied, glancing around to see if she could spot her husband. 

  "Is it true she looks just like you?" the book seller asked, his brown eyes twinkling. Zelda smiled.

  "Well... maybe a little. But she has eyes the same colour as Link's, and her hair, well, it's golden, but it has a slight curliness to it," she replied.

  "Please, bring her over if you can. It would be an honour to see her," Ragar said hopefully. Zelda nodded.

  "Oh certainly. I'm sure she'll be keen to meet my favourite stall holder," she smiled. Ragar looked proud at her comment.

  "Well, I've got some real nice books for young children with me today. Some things that I'm sure your young boy would like," he said.

  "Oh yes. Ewan's a keen reader," Zelda said, nodding her head.

  "Runs in the family, I see. You know, I had your father comin' to this stall when he was just a boy, when my father ran it," Ragar said.

  "Yes, my father probably has one of the biggest collections of books in the whole of Demiari," Zelda replied. Ragar nodded.

  "I wouldn't be surprised, my lady. Now, for yourself, I was sold these old Hylian texts a few days back. Very good condition, would you like to have a look at them?" he asked.

  "Sure," the princess replied, looking interested. Ragar pushed over some fragile looking leather bound texts, quite thick ones, with titles written in Hylian. Zelda picked up a blue coloured book, and carefully opened it. The book appeared to contain some beautifully illustrated Hylian legends. "This is wonderful," she said, thumbing through slowly.

  "I thought you'd like it. Have a look at the others," Ragar encouraged. Zelda did as he said, and checked the other books, chatting away to her friend as she did so. Eventually, she made a decision, and selected two to buy. "I'll keep these back, so you won't have to carry them around all day," Ragar offered.

  "Thanks," Zelda replied, handing over some rupees. "See you later," she waved, heading back into the crowd.

      Ewan and Timothy dashed eagerly about the green, checking out all of the individual stalls. Link, Zelda and Impa tagged behind with Brianna and Raymundo. Dion and Damon had set up two stalls next to each other; one selling the finely crafted wooden bows and arrows that they both made, and another showcasing some small sculptures that Dion had created. "Hey, Dion! Damon!" Ewan shouted excitedly, rushing over to where the two friends stood chatting.

  "Hey kiddies!" Dion replied, grinning down at them.

  "I hope you two have been practising your archery," Damon said, smiling.

  "Like anything!" Timothy exclaimed.

  "Me and Tim are gonna be the best archers in Hyrule soon!" Ewan added.

  "Just keep training hard, and you will be," Damon assured them, patting the boys on the head affectionately.

  "Will you be doing the jousting later?" Ewan questioned.

  "No, little amigos, but we'll be doin' the archery display instead," Dion answered, his eyes twinkling merrily.

  "Can we do it too?" Ewan asked hopefully.

  "Well, maybe after the main display," Dion said, still smiling at the two young boys. "Perhaps your mother and Miss Selina will want to try out too," Damon said, grinning knowingly at Dion. 
  "No, they're girls! Girls don't do archery," Ewan said.

  "No, but remember Miss Leigh!" Tim reminded him.

  "No woman will ever out master me again," Dion said in a proud tone.

  "Out master you at what?" Zelda asked, walking over, a small smile playing on her lips. 

  "Princess, how wonderful to see you again," Damon said, bowing politely. Dion just smiled.

  "We were talking about archery, Princess," he explained. Zelda raised her eyebrows slightly. 

  "And women?" she asked.

  "Maybe," Dion replied, still flashing his pearly white smile.

  "Master Dion says no women can beat him at archery, but we saw a lady beat him on Din's Day!" Ewan said. Zelda frowned a little, at the mention of Leigh. She still felt bad about the whole matter, even though it had occurred over five months ago now.

  "If I practised more..." she began.

  "Ahem. Not meanin' to sound disrespectful to Your Highness, but you could never outshoot me," Dion intoned confidently.

  "Someone ought to put you back in your place," Zelda laughed.

  "Like me?" Link spoke up, appearing as if from nowhere.

  "Link! Good to see you again!" Damon exclaimed, leaning over to shake his friend's hand.

  "Not even you, amigo. Swordplay's your forte, as archery is mine. Let's stick to that, hey?" Dion suggested, grinning.

  "We'll see," Link smiled. He was planning on taking part in every competition he could that day. Dion slipped around the edge of the counter and stood beside Zelda. Gesturing with his hands, he pointed over at his stand.

  "And now, pretty Princess, may I interest you in some exquisite ornaments for that extensive art collection of yours?" he asked, in a well-practised persuasive voice. Zelda smiled. 

  "Perhaps," she replied, smiling at him.

  "Ah, the old charm never fails," the Dubation grinned. Damon shook his head.

  "You're getting far too big for your boots, bro'," he laughed.

  "As if!" Dion retorted, pretending to be offended. As the grown-ups mocked each other, Tim and Ewan ran off again.

  "Let's go and get something to eat!" Ewan said pointing to the cake stand.

Chapter 8

  Sprite examined her nails miserably.  She couldn't believe that she was missing the summer festival, she hadn't missed a single one since she had been born.  But she knew, if she broke the rules, she'd end up back here, and for even longer.  If she could hold out for just this week, when she returned to the Fey, she would try and convince the council to rethink their sentence.  There was absolutely no way she would miss Nick and Selina's wedding for anything, but she wouldn't have any choice if she didn't persuade the council that she didn't really deserve to be punished.  Felicity had been along earlier that day, to give her a little support, and some half decent food.  Apparently, according to her friend, the council was reconsidering who would take over her role as guardian faerie and faerie godmother.  Felicity assured Sprite that she had already put herself up as a candidate, as had Carrie and Tiffany.  Then, she'd had to leave.  Sprite sighed loudly, feeling totally depressed.  She was meant to be the Fey's future ruler, and this was how they treated her!  If something like this had happened to Zelda, everyone would've simply said "Oh, everyone makes mistakes, give her another chance!" And Zelda had made plenty of mistakes in her time, take the whole Leigh thing for example, that had been a right mess.  But because it was Zelda, no one batted an eyelid.

  Sprite viciously kicked the bark of the tree upon which she was sitting, feeling more annoyed than ever.  She couldn't blame Zelda for all this, it was Navi's fault.  Hypocrite.  "I mean, she goes on at me, saying I'm not natural enough.  Well I'm sorry, but her hair is so freaky, it can't be natural," mused Sprite out loud.

  "That's not a very nice thing to say Tamara," chirped a voice from behind her.  Sprite didn't have to turn around to know who it was.  There was only one faerie in the entire Fey who had a voice so annoying.

  "Navi, go away," said Sprite disdainfully, folding her arms.

  "For your information, my hair is as natural as the bark on this tree," continued Navi, in her annoyingly sweet, high pitched voice.  

  "Besides, you aren't supposed to be here.  I'm to have no contact with anyone for the entire week," said Sprite, still refusing to give Navi a glance.

  "Oh, so what was Felicity doing here?" asked Navi sweetly.

  "What are you talking about. I haven't seen Felicity since I was banished here," said Sprite firmly.

  "Well that's not what I saw," said Navi, alighting herself on the branch, next to Sprite. Sprite quickly edged further away from Navi.  

  "I always knew you were delusional," sighed Sprite.

  "Why lie Sprite? I know what I saw," said Navi, refusing to go away.

  "You can't prove anything," said Sprite in a bored tone.

  "Well, not if no one else had seen it. But your sister was with me," said Navi. Sprite turned to face Navi, eyes burning.

  "I knew it! You two are plotting against me aren't you? Well, let me tell you right now, Ms. Fruits of the forest, I know your game, and when the council hears about it, the both of you will be banished from the Fey, permanently!" said Sprite angrily.

  "I don't think so," retorted Navi, but Sprite noticed the faerie's tone waver slightly. Perhaps that explained Fleur's strange behaviour at her accusation. She had been right all along!  "Why don't you just go now, and I'll serve out the rest of my punishment, in peace," said Sprite.  Navi stood up.

  "Fine, I only thought that you might appreciate the company," said Navi haughtily.

  "Your company? Me? Enjoy it? Wake up and smell the summer fruits Navi, I hate you, so until you get that into your thick little skull, we aren't going to get on very well at all are we?" snapped Sprite.  

  "Insulting another faerie without being incensed, you break yet another code of faerie lore," stated Navi smugly. Sprite stood up, stretching to her full height, beating Navi by quarter of an inch or so.

  "Go away Navi, before I seriously damage you," said Sprite, taking a step towards Navi menacingly.

  "Okay fine, I'm going!" snapped Navi, fluttering from the branch and disappearing into the murky gloom. Sprite sighed a sigh of relief and sat back down again, leaning against the trunk of the tree. She opened the little sack, brought to her by Felicity and pulled out an appetising piece of fruit. Sprite could have no doubt found food in these parts of the forest, but with the limited rain and sun round here, there wouldn't be much worth eating. She bit into the fruit and smiled with satisfaction. If she could just prove that Fleur and Navi were plotting against her, then she'd be able to get rid of her two most hated enemies in one go. Now that was something worth smiling about. 

  "I told you I'd win!" remarked Dion triumphantly as he lifted the archery trophy. Damon grinned.

  "Okay Dion, we get the picture," he said, laughing at his friend.  

  "Was there any doubt?" asked Drake with a grin.

  "Nope, there never was. Not one of you had anything on me!" exclaimed Dion confidently.

  "Yeah, okay. Like Damon said, we know Dion. You're great, excellent, remarkable," said Link. He'd come in a close second, though it wasn't enough to beat the archery skills of Dion.

  "You're just sore cause you know I'm better than you," said Dion with a bright smile.

  "Well enough of this soft lark, let's get onto the real sport, jousting. Any of you taking part?" asked Drake. Link nodded, as did Aaron.

  "I'm passing this year, my steed, Jasper, isn't up to his best," said Damon with a wave of his hand.

  "Any excuse," said Drake with a grin. He turned to Dion. "And how about you, Mr. Archery champion?" he asked. Dion shrugged.

  "Nah, I prefer to participate in games of skill and precision, rather than a sport which uses brute strength and luck," said Dion with a shrug.

  "So in other words, you're chickening out," said Aaron. Dion paused for a moment, then nodded laughing.

  "I guess it means I am," he replied.

  "Come on then, let's get over to the field, I want to be first up," said Drake eagerly.

  "We'll see you there Drake, I promised Ewan I'd let him watch, so I need to find him first," said Link.

  "Me too," said Aaron.

  "Fine, fine, I'll see you there. But remember, with me, you can only delay defeat and nothing else," said Drake, grinning broadly.  

  "The next time I see you Drake, you'll be flat out on the ground," said Link confidently.

  "You wish!" called Drake as Link and Aaron left the tent.

  "Look, dad's next!" said Ewan excitedly as he and Timothy watched from the stand. Dion and Damon were sitting either side of them, with Aimée, Selina and Zelda sat in front of them.

  "Who's he against?" whispered Timothy.

  "He's against Orson Calliden, he came third last year," said Damon. He knew Orson well, for he had been knocked out in the joust by the knight.  

A hush went over the crowd, as the two horses paused, the riders atop them. Then the signal was given, and the two raced towards each other, the sound of metal hitting metal. It was all over in a few seconds, the knight in the polished white metal on the ground.

  "Dad won!" said Ewan excitedly.

  "He sure did," commented Dion, glad he wasn't up there. The audience burst into applause as Link lifted his visor on his helmet, punching the air in victory.

  "When I grow up, I'm going to be as good a jouster as dad is!" said Ewan. Zelda turned around and smiled at the two boys.

  "I'm sure you will be," she said encouragingly.  

  Next up was Aaron, and he was against Nick. "I hope my dad wins," said Timothy hopefully, eyeing Nick in his fine blue and white armour suspiciously.

  "Nick's pretty good," said Damon, patting Tim on the shoulder.  

 "Better than my dad?" asked Timothy.

  "We'll see," said Damon, turning his eyes back up to the two steeds and their riders.  Timothy crossed his fingers, watching nervously as the two horses crashed towards each other. Again, there was the sound of metal against metal, but the two riders remained upright and intact.

  "Neither of them fell off!" said Timothy in surprise.

  "They'll have to go again," said Damon. The two horses trotted to the end of the field, pausing for a few minutes, pawing at the ground and snorting. This time, Timothy closed his eyes, his ears hearing as the two horses hooves thumped powerfully against the ground.  Metal crashed against metal, and there was a thump and clanking of armour as one of the rider's was dismounted. Timothy opened his eyes, and to his disappointment, saw that Nick, in his white and blue armour was still atop his speed, his dad on the ground. He watched as Nick climbed off his horse and helped Aaron up, shaking his hand firmly. Then, the two both took the reins of their horses, and left the field together, the crowd clapping and cheering.

  "I'm glad my dad didn't lose to anyone nasty," sighed Timothy, deciding that it was a small consolation.

  "You want to go and see your dad?" asked Damon. Timothy nodded. Damon stood up, and quickly made his way through the stand, Tim close behind him.

  "I didn't know who to cheer for. I really like Aaron, but I like Nick too, he's always really nice to me," said Ewan, turning to Dion.  

 "That guy is nice to every one. But I know what you mean, you'll find that as you get older, you'll have bigger and even tougher decisions to make. But let's not think about that right now, enjoy yourself," said Dion with a grin.

  "Hi dad," said Timothy as he and Damon entered the tent.

  "Bad luck," commented Damon. Aaron shook his head.

  "Better opponent more like it," said Aaron, but he didn't look disappointed. From outside the tent, there was a crashing of steel, and Aaron peeped out of the entrance.

  "Sounds like Drake's on form this year," he commented.

  "Isn't he always?" said Damon, shaking his head.

  "Well he is head knight, I suppose he sees it as a kind of duty," said Aaron with a shrug, taking a drink from a small cup.

  "Where's Nick?" asked Timothy. "He's getting ready, I think he's up against Link next," said Aaron.

  "Who do you think will win?" asked Tim. Aaron shrugged.

  "I'm not sure, Nick's certainly pretty tough though. I didn't know what'd hit me," said the young Triforce protector.

  "Can we go and watch?" asked Timothy, eagerly.

  "Yeah come on through this way, you can get a better view from here," said Aaron, leading them through a back exit of the tent.   

***

   Drake placed his empty beer mug down on the end of the temporary bar, feeling pleased with himself. He'd won the jousting hands down. In fact, it had all been too easy. Black Shadow was a good horse for the event. He was big and solid, and could stand his ground. Horses like Link's and Aaron's barely even stood a chance. There'd been a couple of tough knights, such as Captain Krin and his mount, a dark grey cob called Steel, but in the end, Drake had prevailed, like the head knight that he was, and carried away the trophy for the fifth time running. At that moment, a comely barmaid with long flaxen hair walked over with a jug. "Care for a refill, Sir Drake?" she questioned, smiling most attractively. Drake found himself smiling back at her.

 "Certainly, my dear," he replied, in his most  charming tone.

 "Gwen," the barmaid told him, filling his mug to the brim.

 "Most charmed to have met you, Gwen," he said.

 "And it's an honour to be serving the best knight in Hyrule," Gwen replied, smiling flirtatiously. Drake decided to play it cool, and took a sip of his ale. Ever since... ever since that horrific incident, where Leigh had seemingly been killed in the Tower of Nagul, Drake had almost given up on women. He'd really liked Leigh, more than any other woman he'd met. She had been... well, perfect. But before they'd really been able to get to know each other, she'd been taken away from him. And for a while, no other women had compared to her. But the memories were getting misty now, and he found he could be attracted to other women. Gwen was particularly beautiful. Blonde, and comely, just the way he liked them. Living at North Castle didn't really give him much pick; he didn't see the servant girls much, although there were some nice maids... and then of course, there was just Zelda. Zelda... now, she was one of the most complicated women he'd had the pleasure of knowing. He'd watched her grow up, from a pretty girl of ten to an extremely beautiful young woman. He'd be lying if he said he hadn't been attracted to her, every now and again. She was impetuous and stubborn, not to mention sometimes ostentatious, and it was attractive, in a bizarre kind of fashion. And then there was her other side, that soft, warm sensitive one. He loved her to bits, but now, he felt more like her big brother, than anything else. But he was glad. He felt that he would have not been the right partner for her, but Link, he balanced their relationship out. He was tolerant, calm and he had learned to be patient, things Drake had never mastered. He smiled to himself, thinking about the couple. They were perfectly matched in every way. Selina was at the castle sometimes. He genuinely liked Selina. She was a lovely girl, and very beautiful indeed. Everything about her seemed to radiate warmth and love, it was probably why she was such a good healer. But her heart too, had always seemed to belong to another. First Aramis Dunston, and then Prince Nick of Dalsona. He had never tried to interfere. Finally, there was Fayette. Unlike the other girls, she was available, but Drake despised her, like he despised all things evil or unjust. Fayette was conniving and irritating, a complete and utter trouble maker. Despite her great beauty, it didn't blind him, unlike it blinded some people. Fayette hid behind a false facade of charm and pleasantry, but Drake saw right through it, just like Zelda did. The knight sighed, thinking to himself. At forty two, he was getting on a bit. Of course, he told people that he was simply in his prime, but any older, and children would begin to be out of the question. He did want a son to carry on the family name... perhaps the time was looming, where he had to stop his carefree days of flirting with every barmaid in every tavern he visited. Maybe it was time to start hunting out that special someone. He looked up, and saw that the pretty blonde barmaid was still smiling admiringly at him. Maybe he could even start with Gwen...

   Zelda leaned against Link's shoulder, as they swayed in a slow dance together, in the town square. A band played a romantic tune, the soft notes almost drifting through the air. "Zel, you look so beautiful tonight," Link said, caressing her shoulders gently.

 "And you look equally handsome," Zelda replied in a soft tone, stepping lightly over the paving stones. She led him to the edge of the square. "It's so romantic, dancing under the stars," she added, glancing upwards for a moment. It was past eleven o'clock at the night, and the moon was out, shining luminously, a full circle of light. The stars twinkled brightly in the otherwise indigo coloured sky. Some people had left to return home, and Impa had gone back to the castle with the children, but most had stayed for the late night buffet and the moonlit dancing. 

 "Remember when we used to picnic under the stars, when we were younger?" Link asked, referring to when they had been about sixteen. They'd often stayed out late, going off exploring, and eating their picnic meal at night. Zelda's father used to be livid when they returned home after dark. Zelda laughed lightly.

 "Yes," she replied, smiling.

 "It was always my intention of making you fall in love with me then," Link confessed, smiling ruefully. Zelda looked away, still smiling.

 "I know," she replied, turning back. "Too bad I pretended not to notice, but, I guess it doesn't matter now anyway," she added, smiling up at him lovingly. He pulled her close for a impassioned kiss, then released her, almost breathless. Despite the fact that they had been married for six years, lovers for seven, and friends for eleven, he was still as much attracted to her now, as he had been the day that they'd met. Sometimes, he couldn't even believe that he was married to her, it was all so  amazing to him. And tonight... tonight she seemed to stir up the feelings that made him feel like a teenager again... perhaps it was the way the moonlight shone on her lustrous golden hair, or the pretty smile she had upon her lips, or perhaps it was simply how her deep green eyes gazed into his so intimately.

  "Zel, let's..." he began. However, his sentence was rudely interrupted as someone walked over to them, and pulled them apart.

  "May I take this dance?" Fayette questioned, smiling sweetly at Link. He frowned, and Zelda stood there, looking absolutely furious. Link pulled Fayette's hand off his arm.

 "No, not really. Can't you see that I was dancing with Zel?" he asked.

 "You've been dancing with her all night!" Fayette protested. Zelda's expression had turned completely livid.

 "He is my husband, you know!" she remarked.

 "And I'd like to dance with him. So if you don't mind..." Fayette began, turning back to Link. 

 "Faye, leave us alone. I'm sure there's plenty of people around who'll dance with you," Link said. Fayette scowled, her expression reminiscent of Zelda's, when she was angry.

  "Fine," she seethed, walking off. Her dress trailed along the flagstones, it was far too long, and far too hot for her. She had seen the two gazing at each other like star-crossed lovers, and it had been too annoying for her, she just had to spoil it. She turned back, pleased to see that Zelda was upset, and refusing to dance anymore. What was even more annoying, was the fact that Nick and Selina were nowhere to be seen. She been looking around for the past fifteen minutes, but no avail. She hated to think that they might have sneaked off somewhere, to be... alone. That would really clinch things, and she had no hope of attempting to salvage a relationship with the Dalsonian prince. Selina, most annoyingly, had managed to look simply radiant that day. Fayette had gasped when she saw the gown that the lowly healer had been wearing. It had obviously been tailored from the finest materials in Demiari, and she had looked beautiful. Many a man had turned to look twice at Selina. People had also looked at Fayette, but perhaps they had been pitying her, because of her over-elaborate gown. It had looked good when she'd put it on, but now she was regretting wearing it. It had restricted her movement, made her stand out far too much, and had been far too hot, so she'd been confined to sitting in the shade most of the day. At least it was cooler now. Fayette looked around the square one more time. To her luck, she spotted the two people she was looking for. Nick and Selina were dancing slowly very close by. Smiling to herself, Fayette hitched up her skirts, and headed straight over....

   Selina sighed contentedly, and smiled up at her fiancé. "Oh Nick, I'm so happy..." she began. 

  "I'm glad. I want your life to be as perfect as possible," Nick smiled.

 "Well... it is, now that we're together," Selina replied.

 "Yes, but... will you be happy in Dalsona?" he asked, somewhat nervously.

 "I think it's a beautiful country. I'm sure I'll be very happy," Selina assured him. Nick nodded.

 "Yes, it's just that it's a very different way of life over there, you've only been for a few days at a time. But you know our lifestyles are different, the food, the clothes..." Nick started.

 "I don't mind. So long as I'm with you, nothing else matters," Selina replied firmly. She smiled at him, to show that she really meant it.

 "But won't you miss Hyrule?" he questioned. Selina nodded.

 "Oh, lots. I love Hyrule, I think it's one of the most beautiful places in the world, and of course I'll think that, I've lived here all my life, and my family and friends live here. But I'm not afraid of change, and I'm sure we'll come for plenty of visits," she answered, still smiling.

 "Oh yes, of course," Nick said, nodding.

 "Hyrule is a lovely place, and its people are most charming," he added, taking her hand and kissing it lightly.

 "Most of them," Selina grinned, thinking of Fayette.

 "Your festivals are also a nice touch. But I am sure that you'll enjoy the Dalsonian ones too," Nick said. "Although, yours are much more romantic," he added, glancing around the square at all the happy couples dancing. Selina smiled, and leaned forward to kiss him. Nick laughed. "To think, I first journeyed over here, with the intention of offering Zelda my hand, and then Fayette, but I ended up with you, that astoundingly beautiful, brave healer girl who I always noticed, but never really knew as well as the others," he said, pulling her close.

 "I was shy. Anyway, you were royalty, and it would have been bad manners to just... well, you know," Selina replied, looking away shyly.

 "Don't be silly! You know, just because someone is royal, it doesn't make them a better person. Sometimes, it makes them worse, but beneath it all, most of us are as down to earth and as humble as you. You mustn't worry about things like that. Status doesn't matter to me, it only matters to those who are self-conceited and vain. Look at Zelda, for example. You saw her walking around today, chatting with all the townspeople quite happily, not worried that to do that sort of thing was supposed to be beneath her. Yet her stepsister would talk to none of them," Nick said in a serious tone. It was amazing how wise he was, Selina thought. Nick always had a good grasp of any situation. She nodded at him.

 "Zelda is nice like that," she replied, thinking of her friend. When they'd first met, they'd hated each other. Selina suspected that Zelda was used to being the only girl in a large group of guys, and plus the fact that she'd been extremely jealous of Selina's attention towards Link, since she was secretly in love with him herself. However, everything had sorted itself out in the end, and the pair had become good friends. Selina certainly would miss her, once she moved to Dalsona.

 "It was lucky that her heart already belonged to someone else, or perhaps I might have married her," Nick joked. Selina laughed, thinking of how the present might have been. Zelda married to Nick, and she with Link?

  "I prefer it the way it is now," she replied, still laughing.

 "Yes... I think perhaps, that Zelda would have been too... shall we say, tempestuous, for me," Nick said, his soft smile turning into a grin for a moment.

 "And I?" Selina questioned, her green eyes sparkling with anticipation.

  "You... you are the most perfect woman in the whole of Demiari, no question about it," Nick started. Selina blushed.

  "Oh Nick..." He reached up to finger  a strand of her red-gold hair.

  "Such beauty," he said. Then he kissed her. "So brave, and forthright, intelligent, kind," he continued. Finally, he laced his fingers into hers, and stepped back to admire her fully. "And so wonderfully talented, in magic, archery, and your chosen profession of healing," he finished, smiling lovingly at her.

 "Not to mention, I can pull a pretty good pint," she added, grinning, referring back to the days when she'd worked as a barmaid at her uncle Wilfred's Inn, the 'Lucky Dragon'.

  "Another added bonus," Nick said, ruffling her hair affectionately.

 "I can't wait until we're married," Selina sighed, gazing at him lovingly.

 "That time will arrive soon, my love," Nick replied in a gallant tone, sweeping her around in a small circle, as the music ended.

 "Let's take a break," Selina suggested.

 "Alright. I'll go an get us a glass of wine," Nick said, heading over to the refreshments table. Selina turned, and saw Link and Zelda stood on the sidelines, so she walked over to join her two friends while she waited for Nick to come back. 

  As Selina arrived over at the sidelines, Link offered to go and fetch the two ladies a drink.  "I'm alright thanks, Nick is getting mine," said Selina.

  "Well, I'll go get me and Zel one anyway, keep Nick company," said Link, making his way over to the refreshments table, weaving in and out of the crowd.

  "They shouldn't be too long," said Zelda, sitting down on the grass.  Selina joined her.  

  "This day, it's been perfect," said Selina dreamily.  Zelda smiled, knowing that her friend was referring to more than just the day, but the people who had been in it.  Such as Nick.

  "It has, hasn't it?" agreed Zelda.

  "I can't believe how lucky I am, how perfect he is," said Selina, not really listening to Zelda.

  "You two really are in love aren't you?" said Zelda, amused at Selina's expression.  Selina snapped her attention back to Zelda, smiling sheepishly.

  "I never, ever felt like this about Aramis.  But I know I loved him, it's funny isn't it, love?" said Selina.

  "I've only ever been in love once, so I couldn't say, but I know that it's the most precious gift you can give or receive," said Zelda.

  "He was talking about how he originally came across for you, and then Fayette.  Just think, if a few things had been different, he could've been married to Fayette by now," said Selina with a small laugh. Zelda gave her friend a look of mock horror.

  "Perish the thought, it's not even worth contemplating!" said Zelda, although she couldn't help laughing herself. "He got it right eventually though," added the princess.

  "None of my family could believe me when I told them, they thought I was going a bit senile," said Selina with a grin.

  "Senile!? The cheek of it!" exclaimed Zelda.

  "You're telling me. But they all absolutely adore him, I was a bit surprised myself when he asked to meet them," admitted Selina.

  "Yeah, but you should've known, it is Nick remember," said Zelda. Selina lay back on the grass, staring up at the stars.

  "I have to say, I'm going to miss this place though," said Selina, suddenly feeling a little sentimental.

  "I wouldn't blame you, but you know that Nick will make sure you settle in okay, and I'll visit as much as I can, mind you, I expect the same from you," said Zelda.

  "But of course," promised Selina, her eyes tracing the constellations in the sky. "I'd always dreamed I'd have something more, but I would've never comprehended this, it's all too much like a dream," said Selina quietly.

  "Well, you deserve it. After what you've been through, it's your destiny," said Zelda sincerely.

  "My uncle always said there was no such thing as a coincidence, just fate," mused Selina.  Zelda nodded. "I guess it has more meaning than I ever thought," continued Selina.

  "A lot of things do," commented Zelda.  

  As Nick picked up two glasses of wine from the refreshments table, he pondered whether to get any for Link or Zelda. After all, Selina had gone over to talk with them. "It's been a while Nick," purred a voice from behind him. Nick turned his head, and saw Fayette, smiling pleasantly at him.

  "That it has," he agreed, nodding politely.

  "I was impressed by your jousting skills, such power, such strength," complimented Fayette.  

  "But I was ultimately beaten. If there is anyone you should be admiring, it is the good Captain Krin, or the winner himself, Sir Drake," said Nick.

  "I take it that other glass is for Selina," said Fayette, nodding at the two glasses he was holding.

  "What of it?" asked Nick, who still wouldn't bring himself to forgive Fayette for upsetting Selina as she had.

  "That dress she is wearing, it is most beautiful, no doubt a gift from yourself," continued Fayette.

  "Indeed, but it can do no more than compliment her sheer beauty," said Nick truthfully.   Fayette frowned a little at this comment, but quickly replaced it with a winning smile.

 "It is a lovely example of tailoring," she remarked, ignoring what Nick had said about Selina. She hoped that he might perhaps praise her own gown, and to draw his attention to it, she smoothed her skirts down casually. He didn't comment, or even look in her direction.

 "Yes. Well, I must be getting back to my friends, they will be wondering what has become of me," he said, starting to walk away.

 "Nick, wait!" Fayette quickly said, dashing after him. In doing so, she tripped over the hem of her gown, and went sprawling over onto the floor. Fayette cried out as a sharp pain shot up her left ankle. She must have twisted it! Nick turned around, looking surprised, and also concerned. He knelt down beside her, and offered her his hand.

 "Fayette, are you okay?" he questioned. She nodded silently, and attempted to stand.

 "Serves me right for wearing this," she muttered, more to herself, than Nick. The pain continued, and Nick saw her flinch as she tested her weight upon her feet.

 "Fayette, you have to get yourself sorted out. You must be in agony," he said.

 "No, no, I'll be okay," she said, stepping forward gingerly. Best to put on the brave act, she thought, bravery was something Nick admired.

  "Selina might be able to help, but maybe you should get back to the castle. Come on, I'll help you to the coach," he offered.

 "Well, maybe you're right. I'm certainly in no fit state to dance," Fayette answered, her voice wavering in disappointment. Nick wrapped his arm around her shoulder to try and support her. 

  "That's too bad, but at least it happened now, rather than sooner," he said softly, leading her off towards the coach.

   Link almost dropped the glasses he was holding, when he noticed two familiar figures walk past him, back into the darkness. The flouncy, over the top dress the woman had been wearing meant she had to be Fayette, no doubt about it. And the man with her, he had been tall, and dark skinned, wearing the colours blue, gold and white, the colours of Dalsona. It had to be Nick, there were no other Dalsonians at the Festival, none that he'd noticed. Surely not? he thought, staring as they walked off together, arms around each other in a terribly intimate fashion. For some reason, Nick had always seemed to have a soft spot for Fayette, but Link had thought those feelings had been dead and buried several months ago, when Fayette had tried to split him and Selina up. He frowned to himself, trying to think up a possible explanation for what he'd just seen. Many scenarios went round and round his head, but there was just one that stood out, one that made him feel terrible. Had Fayette somehow managed to seduce the good, Dalsonian king? She'd always liked him a lot, and although Nick had never encouraged her, he'd never discouraged her either. Link knew how easy it was to fall into the trap. It had happened to him with Leigh. He'd been attracted to her, the moment he'd first saw her, like most of the men at the castle, even though he'd been deeply in love with Zelda at the same time. Sometimes, lust could get the better of you, although he hadn't actually acted upon his feelings. Leigh had acted upon hers, though, and when Zelda had found out, it had been a complete, terrible mess.  Link didn't want the same sort of situation to crop up among his friends. The hero set the two wine glasses down on a temporary table, and hurried after the two, slowly walking figures. As he approached, he saw them both climb into the Royal coach. Someone pulled the door shut, but the coach did not move. Link walked over, intent on discovering the truth. As he reached the coach, he heard muffled voices. Pressing up against the door, he tried to make out what was being said.

  "Did anyone see us?" Fayette said.

 "No, I don't think so. Well, maybe aside from a few peasants, not that they'd care," Nick replied.

 "I'm glad. I can imagine the comments people might make," Fayette said, looking down at her dress ruefully. Nick chuckled.

 "It doesn't matter. What does matter, is getting you back," he said. Fayette nodded.

 "I'll be okay, you know," she said, in a lowered voice.

 "I don't want to take that chance," Nick answered.

 "What if people miss us?" Fayette questioned.

 "Perhaps I better go back and tell everyone about what's happened," Nick said, scratching his chin thoughtfully.

 "I guess it's the right thing to do," Fayette acknowledged amicably, giving him a gentle smile. He smiled back a little, and leaned a little closer to her.

 "I hate to leave you in these circumstances, but people are probably starting to wonder where we've got to. I'll get a guard to drive you back, and we can meet up later, so that I know you're okay," he said. Fayette smiled.

 "Thank you," she said, in a breathy tone, gazing into his warm brown eyes with her own pale blue ones. Nick took her hand and kissed it, in his usual courteous manner, and Fayette nearly frowned. Before, they'd been close enough to kiss, if only she'd acted upon it! Now he would go, and whatever chance remained was probably gone. Quickly, she leaned over to him, and placed a small kiss on his cheek.

 "No-one else would have done this for me," she whispered, in a gratifying tone.

 "Well, I couldn't has just ignored you, could I?" Nick said, smiling, but moving away from her at the same time.

 "I guess not," Fayette replied, clasping her hands together. It's now, or never, she thought to herself. He hadn't made any sort of move on her, and she obviously had to make the first one. It could be the beginning of a reconciliation, or the end of a relationship that had been doomed from the start, but at least she could say that she had tried. Tried to win back the only thing she'd ever wanted. Smiling softly, she leaned close, and wrapped her arms around him, giving him a gentle kiss.

  Link stared in horror at the scene he saw before him. He'd heard snatches of the conversation, and he'd seen them lean close and kiss each other at least twice. He didn't want to believe it, but he had seen, and heard the evidence. I can't deny it, he thought sadly. Nick and Fayette are... are... he couldn't even think the word, never mind say it. He rushed away, before Nick got out of the carriage again, back over to the square. Never mind people missing Nick, they would no doubt be missing him too. He was surprised that Zelda hadn't come looking for him. She could get highly suspicious at times, whenever he took too long to do something. Link reached the refreshments stand, and purchased two more glasses of wine, and then quickly walked over to the grassy knoll where he'd left his wife and her friend. The two were both laid out on the grass, looking up at the stars. Zelda sat up on his approach, and eyed him a little warily. "You took your time," she finally commented, as he handed her the wine glass. He settled down on the grass,  quickly thinking of an excuse. He couldn't possibly tell her, or Selina, what he had just witnessed.

 "Uh, sorry Zel. I just saw some old friends at the buffet table, and..." he began.

 "Oh, don't bother with the details," Zelda sighed, taking a sip of her beverage.

  "You didn't happen to see Nick, did you?" Selina suddenly asked. She was looking a little worried. Link blushed guiltily, but it was too dark for either of the women to notice.

 "Uh actually, no," he lied.

 "Oh... strange. He's taking an awful long time to get the drinks," Selina replied, lying back down again.

 "Probably surrounded by a group of adoring women who won't let him get away," Zelda joked. Selina laughed, and Link looked down at the ground penitently, wishing Zelda hadn't made that remark. It was too close to the truth for comfort.

 "Maybe I'd better go and look for him," she smiled, standing up.

 "Uh, no, wait here. I'm sure he'll be back soon," Link said hurriedly. Zelda glanced at him, looking a little puzzled.

 "Link?" she questioned.

 "Uh, yeah?" he asked.

 "Are you okay?" Zelda asked.

 "I'm fine," he replied quickly.

 "You look a little... flushed," the princess remarked.

 "I'm just... uh... hot," he said, wishing she wasn't so sensitive to changes in people's moods. 

 "Funny, because I'm getting rather cold myself," Selina stated, pulling her wrap around her shoulders more tightly.

 "Yes, me too. I do hope you're not coming down with something," Zelda said, her tone turning more concerned.

  "Really Zel, Selina, I'm fine. You women worry far too much," he said, trying to sound casual and dismissive. Zelda sighed, and took another sip of her wine.

 "Fair enough," she conceded.

 "Well, I'm going to look for Nick," Selina decided.

 "Then again," Zelda grinned. Nick was walking right their way. Selina walked over, and gave him a hug, and they exchanged a few words. Link watched, wondering how Nick could be so casual about the matter. Figuring he better leave them alone to sort the problem out, he turned to Zelda and helped her up.

 "Come on, let's have one last dance," he suggested. Zelda finished off her wine.

 "But Nick only just got here," she protested.

 "I think we ought to let them have some time alone.. if you get what I mean," Link replied, pulling her away. "See you two later!" he called, turning to wave at Nick and Selina. Zelda frowned at him.

 "I wanted to talk to them," she complained.

 "Well I want to dance," Link answered, as they approached the town square again.

 "I suppose we might as well," the princess agreed. Link smiled at her encouragingly, and she smiled back slightly. He danced her right to the opposite side of the square, well away from Nick and Selina.

 "You wanted to get away from them in a hurry," Zelda commented.

 "I... I wanted to be alone with you," Link replied. There was some truth in that, at least. Zelda smiled, and leaned against him, looking up towards the stars. Link sighed in relief, and tried to get his mind off what he had just witnessed.
Chapter 9 

  Zelda descended down to the basement of the castle, gingerly holding an oil lantern to light her way. That night, she'd had a terrible nightmare, involving a dark form, which had eventually covered everything in Hyrule, shrouding it in darkness. It had then surrounded the castle, and two hands had reached out to tear the Triforce away. Zelda had tried to stop it, but she'd been powerless. The mass had then laughed, just like Ganondorf did; deep, and evil. Then she'd woken up. Convinced that Ganondorf may have somehow escaped his gem prison, she'd decided to go and check. Going down underground, especially at night, was always a precarious business, though. The sword was stored deep down under the castle, via a secret passage. Zelda knew where the passage was located; it branched off from the one that led to the 'safe-house', where the Royals of the castle had fled in the past, when North Castle had been attacked. It had only been used once, when some brainwashed peasants had stormed the castle. Zelda had never even known about it, until her father had ordered her to take shelter there, from the angry peasants. Impa had revealed where the entrance was; it was a stone door, which looked like part of the wall. A lever was hidden in the room. Zelda opened the door to one of the storerooms, where the passage was located. She place the lantern down on the floor, and tried to move some barrels aside, so that she could get through. They were a little heavy, but she managed to push them aside, and located the lever. She pulled it firmly, and an opening appeared in the wall, leading into inky darkness. Shivering, she bent down to pick up her lantern, and stepped through into the drafty passage. It smelt rather rank, and water dripped down the walls. Zelda hated the underworld. It reminded her too much of Ganon. This had been his domain, after all. The evil wizard had ruled much of the Underworld, and many of his evil minions lurked about the dark passageways and caves. The princess sincerely hoped that none of them would jump out from the shadows and try to attack her, although these catacombs under the castle were supposedly isolated ones, that had entrances from the castle only, and nowhere else. However, if any monsters had been tunnelling, expanding their lairs, they could have stumbled into North Castle's private network of underground passages. Zelda shuddered at the thought, and suddenly wished that she'd brought some sort of weapon. A silk night dress wasn't very good armour, and the lantern would make a terrible weapon.  She followed the passage along its length, until she came to a branch. From what she remembered, it was the left passageway that led to a small storeroom, where the chest was kept. Earlier, she'd taken the set of keys that her father kept hidden in the small secret room off his study. These would unlock the heavy wooden door that stood between her and the chest. If her father had been here, it might have been harder to get them, because he tended to carry them around at all times, but they were no use to him while he was in Dubatio, so she'd been happy to discover that he'd left them at the castle, safely hidden away.  She'd have to remember to return them before he got back, she thought. A few minutes later, she came to the storeroom. Zelda unlocked it with the right keys, pulled back the bolts, and stepped inside. There was the chest, stood in the far corner, surrounded by a soft blue glow, the colour of her magic. She approached it with some caution, as if Ganon might jump out at her. Everything seemed in order, nothing felt wrong. But somehow, she could feel the blackness, an evil, lingering in the air. But it still felt so far away... She gazed down at the chest one more time. He couldn't have escaped, he just couldn't have...

   Link usually had peaceful sort of dreams, the sort that were so boring and normal, you couldn't possibly remember them when you woke up. Every now and the, he had nightmares, what normal person didn't? But sometimes, he had the sort of dreams that were so real, you thought they might have really indeed happened. He was stood at the edge of a familiar looking forest. The trees were full and green, centuries old. A nice, flowery scent floated upon the gentle breeze, and fluffy white clouds sailed serenely across the blue sky. When he looked down, he was wearing pure white clothes. They, also felt strangely familiar, although he couldn't recall having the particular outfit in his wardrobe. He felt drawn towards the forest, for some reason. He took a few steps towards it, entering the green canopy. The birds were singing more loudly inside, and shafts of golden sunlight penetrated the woodland every now and then, bringing light to the glade. "Oh Link!" sang a mellifluous voice. He turned, and saw Kylara sitting on an old wooden stump. Her long brown hair was loose, but entangled with ivy and bluebells. She was wearing a white dress. The same white dress that she had worn... the last time...

 "Kylara, what do you want now?" he asked, realising that she had infiltrated his dreams, yet again. She smiled, looking rather amused.

 "Really Link, I thought you would have been pleased to see me," she remarked, drawing her knees up against her chest, and wrapping her arms around them.

 "Not really," he replied shortly, folding his arms.

 "Link, I am your spirit guide," Kylara announced.

 "Excuse me?" Link said, looking surprised. It was bad enough that she had the power to come to him in this way already. He didn't want it to become a habit.

 "Link, you seem troubled," she continued, in the same, genial tone. She smiled warmly, and got up off the stump. "I really can't stay long, but I couldn't help feeling that you, and Zelda, felt worried," she stated.

 "Worried? We're not worried," Link said, looking a little puzzled.

 "You will be," Kylara said, a little darkly. Link stared at her in surprise.

 "Kylara?" he questioned.

 "Two children have been born, and their destinies are inextricably linked... please, I cannot tell you the name of the other child, but you already know that the other is Brianna," she started, her features looking upset.

 "Raymundo?" Link asked. She shook her head.

 "The other child is a little younger than your daughter. But I'm warning you now, don't let Brianna's path entangle with the Prince of the Night," she said.

 "Prince of the Night?" Link asked, feeling confused. Kylara nodded.

 "Yes. I cannot reveal his true name, just that he will be a threat to Hyrule, in some years to come. Please, take heed of this warning. Link, I love you, despite what you did, and I wish no harm to fall upon either you, or your family," she said softly.

 "I will, but..." Link started.

 "I can't tell you anymore," Kylara shouted, as their surroundings began to slowly fade away.

   A new sound pervaded Link's ears as he woke up, the sound of Brianna crying. It was Zelda's turn, but he assumed she was still asleep. As he got up from the bed, he realised that Zelda wasn't actually there. He quickly scooped up Brianna, and began to gently rock her to and fro, trying to quieten her down. She continued to wail, and he wondered where Zelda was. Perhaps she went for a glass of water, he thought to himself. She didn't usually disappear in the middle of the night, though, not without telling him first.  He sighed, and held Brianna against his chest. "Hey, what's the matter?" he questioned, caressing the back of her head softly with his index finger. His daughter certainly wasn't as restless as Ewan had been, and he was surprised that she was still crying. It didn't usually take much to quieten her. "Do you want your mother?" he asked, still wondering where Zelda was. Brianna kept crying, and giving up, he put her back down in the crib, and lit a candle, sitting back on the side of the bed. Brianna kept up her wails for a good five minutes, before she finally gave up. When she did, he checked that she was okay. The room suddenly felt a little stuffy, the air strangely heavy. Link wondered if the close atmosphere had perhaps upset the baby. They could be quite sensitive at times. He got up and walked over to one of the windows, and opened it, letting a stream of fresh air into the room. Wandering back over to the bed, he sat and waited for Zelda for fifteen more minutes. While he waited, he thought about his dream involving Kylara. He wasn't sure if she really had invaded his dream, or whether he'd simply had a normal dream, and that she hadn't really been there. It was so confusing. And her warning. Don't let Brianna's path entangle with the Prince of the Night... It filled him with a strange foreboding. One of Ganon's titles had been 'The Prince of Darkness'. Darkness, night, they were practically the same things. Suddenly, the door opened, and Zelda walked in, looking not only surprised, but also guilty. "Zel, where on earth have you been?" Link asked, standing up.

 "I... I...," she began, reddening visibly.

 "Come on Zel, what's going on?" he demanded, walking over to her.

 "Nothing!" she snapped, immediately marching past him towards the bed.

 "Jeez Zel, no need to be so snappish," he remarked, following her.  "I wasn't being snappish. But you don't need to know my every move, you know!"  Zelda replied shortly.

 "Alright, sorry. I was just worried, that's all. And Brianna got really upset before, I couldn't quieten her," Link explained. Zelda's expression softened a little.

 "I'm sorry Link. I just had a bad dream, and... well, I wanted some fresh air," she said. Link pulled her into a hug, and kissed her gently.

 "Don't worry about those, we all have them from time to time," he murmured, thinking about his own dream about Kylara. Zelda kissed him back, then she stepped away. He could tell just by looking at her, that she really was worried about something. 

  "Link... there's a terrible presence of evil out there," Zelda finally said, after they'd gazed at each other for what seemed like an eternity. Link immediately pulled her close, looking worried too.

 "What? Outside?" he questioned urgently. She shook her head.

 "It's far away..." she replied.

 "But you can definitely sense it?" he asked. She nodded.

 "I can sense it alright. You probably will be able to too, as it gets closer." Link sighed. He'd thought that Hyrule was finally at peace. Could his wife possibly be exaggerating? It was unlikely. She had a good sense about these sort of things. "I... I've felt it for some time now, over this past week. It never gets any closer, but it's just... there," she finished.

 "Oh Zel," Link replied, hugging her closely. She let out a small sob, and leaned against his shoulder. "Zel, please don't cry, perhaps, perhaps it's just..." he let his words trail off, not sure what to say. She sighed heavily, and then wiped her eyes.

 "I'm sorry, I worry far too much," she admitted.

 "But not over anything," Link replied.

 "Maybe it is. I'm... I'm unsure, even now. Maybe I'm imagining things, I'm so scared that Ganon will..." she began. Link silenced her firmly with a kiss.

 "Don't even mention him," he replied. Zelda nodded, and leaned forward for another kiss.

 "Link, I love you so much," she murmured.

 "I love you too, Zel," he replied truthfully. Suddenly, he remembered Nick and Fayette. That had been two nights ago. Since then, he hadn't seen the two together, and was sort of beginning to doubt what he'd seen. Well, more like he wanted to doubt it.

 "Link, what's the matter?" Zelda asked, drawing back from him for a moment. He took a deep breath, and looked his wife fully in the eyes. He could trust her about this, surely? Zelda was his best friend in the world, after all. And he so desperately needed to talk about it with someone.

 "Zel, I..." he began. He sat down on the bed, and pulled her down beside him, so that they were facing each other. "I saw something the other night that... well, put it this way, it wasn't good," he stated.

 "Go on," Zelda said, reaching out to take hold of his hand. He felt comforted by that, and carried on.

 "Well... you know when Nick... well, he was away for quite a while, right?" he said. Zelda nodded.

 "Not to mention you were," she added.

 "Well, there's a reason for it. I... I didn't get held up by old friends, Zel. I lied to you," he said, looking down guiltily.

 "I thought you were," Zelda stated, looking unsurprised.

 "I guess I ought to know that by now, I can't keep anything from you," he acknowledged. Zelda nodded.

 "You have a conscience," she said, smiling a little.

 "Well, I... I saw Nick, and... and... he... he went off with Fayette," Link finally managed to say. Zelda gazed at him in surprise.

 "Are you sure?" she finally asked. He nodded.

 "I saw them with my own eyes. He... he had his arm around her, and they went off to the carriage, and got in..."

 "Are you trying to say that Nick and Fayette are having an affair?!" Zelda questioned. She immediately looked angry.

 "Well, I saw them, uh... kiss, too," Link admitted.

 "Oh goodness! I'm going to kill Fayette!!" Zelda cried out angrily.

 "Zel..." Link said quickly.

 "Poor Selina! I don't understand why Nick would do this... so close to the wedding, too!" Zelda interrupted.

 "Well, I'm not sure if..." he tried, but she wasn't listening.

 "I'll have to tell Selina, it's only fair. They can't be allowed to get away with this," she stated.

 "Perhaps we shouldn't be so hasty..." Link said. Zelda appeared to think about it.

 "You're right. There's two sides to every story, after all. Maybe Fayette just jumped on him," she said. Link nodded.

 "Maybe. I hope so," he said. Zelda climbed into bed.

 "But... Nick, he always seemed to have a soft spot for Faye..." she said.

 "Don't remind me," Link grumbled, getting in beside her. They lay there in the darkness together for a few minutes. Finally, Zelda spoke.

 "I'm going to confront Faye," she said. Link sighed.

 "Can't we be more subtle?" he asked. Zelda chose to ignore him, however. He then wondered if telling her really had been a good idea after all. He ought to have guessed that Zelda would go off at the deep end, wherever her step sister was concerned. He pulled the covers closer, and tried to get back to sleep, while Zelda lay brooding in the darkness about Fayette.

  The next day, after breakfast, Zelda waited until Fayette rose, and followed her from the room.  Zelda had decided that confronting Fayette after breakfast was somewhat wiser than before, because if Fayette chose not to turn up to her meal after a confrontation, or even worse, turning up upset or angry, Zelda didn't want to risk questions being asked.  She had watched both Fayette and Nick like a hawk as they had eaten. But not once had they ever held eye contact, although Fayette had briefly let her gaze wander to his handsome face. She marched down the corridor, close on the heels of Fayette, when her step-sister sharply turned around, glaring at Zelda.  "What are you doing?" she demanded hotly. Zelda shrugged.

  "I was about to ask you the same thing," she hissed, her voice low. She turned and glanced behind her shoulder, hoping Selina had not come down this way, or anyone else for that matter.  

 "Pardon?" asked Fayette, one eyebrow raised. Zelda quickly ushered Fayette into a side room, closing the door behind her. Once she was satisfied, she turned and faced her step-sister, who wore a questioning, and annoyed look on her face.

  "You and Nick, I know," said Zelda shortly, her expression sharp. Fayette took a step back, a look of surprise spreading across her features.

  "Me and Nick? But..." she protested, not catching on.

  "Link saw it all, at the festival," said Zelda, folding her arms. Fayette appeared wordless for a moment, before a look of realisation finally crept across her face. "How could you Faye?  I've known you to do a couple of low down things in your life, but this? He and Selina are engaged to marry!" exclaimed Zelda. Fayette looked down at her feet, looking a little worried.  

 "We couldn't help it, it just felt so right," she explained, her voice a whisper.

 "We? Don't you mean you jumped on him?" asked Zelda, feeling a little worried. She'd always known Fayette for a bit of an actress, but her step-sister really did sound genuine.

  "No.. it wasn't like that at all. I'd tripped over that dress, and he helped me up, took me back to the royal carriage. I gave him a small thank you kiss, but I'm afraid he misinterpreted it," said Fayette, sounding upset. Zelda frowned for a moment, surely it couldn't have happened that way. Link had mentioned about there being more than just one kiss but, surely not?  Fayette and Nick?

  "Why should I believe you? The only Faye I've ever known has been a deceitful and hurtful liar," said Zelda suspiciously. Fayette shrugged.

  "What does it matter anyway? He'll still marry Selina. It was only one kiss, well two, but still, it hardly meant a thing," said Fayette with a sigh. Zelda narrowed her eyes.

  "It was hardly anything?" she questioned.

  "He told me that he," started Fayette, before turning her gaze to Zelda, her eyes sincere.  

 "He told you what?" asked Zelda, her voice softening.

  "He told me that he still had feelings for me, but that he didn't want to upset Selina by breaking things off with her," said Fayette. Zelda looked over Fayette's expression carefully, not seeing a hint of deceit anywhere. That really threw her, because, if it had been a case of Fayette just throwing herself at Nick, she would've been bragging about it by now. And Nick would've told Selina... Fayette hastily looked down at the ground again, hands behind her back. Zelda felt torn. Should she even give Fayette a shred of trust? Or should she confront Nick? Or ask Selina if Nick had said anything. "Are you finished Zelda? It's just, I don't want to think about the whole situation, full stop," said Fayette. Without waiting for an answer she pushed past, although not in her normal, haughty, confident fashion, but in a more subdued way, as if she were hurting inside, or ashamed. Zelda stood there for a few moments, before deciding what to do. She would talk to Selina. She wasn't sure if it was the best decision, but it was better than none action at all. After all, her situation kind of corresponded to a saying once uttered by the lips of the great Sasharala, 'Evil creeps in and corrupts when the good men do nothing.'

  "No, he just said he'd been helping someone out," said Selina, as she packed up some of her belongings. Zelda frowned. She'd asked Selina about Nick's explanation about where he'd been during the dance at the festival.

  "Did he say who?" probed Zelda. Selina shook her head.

  "I never asked. Why?" said Selina, looking up from her current task. Zelda cleared her throat trying to think of a decent explanation.

  "Um, it's just Link was away for ages too, and I was wondering if they had perhaps been planning anything," she lied. Selina shrugged.

  "If they are, we'd find out soon enough," said Selina, neatly folding some sheets.

  "So how have you and Nick been recently?" questioned Zelda, hoping Selina hadn't seen through her lame excuse.

  "He's being as romantic and considerate as ever, even more than usual," sighed Selina dreamily. Zelda wondered if that was simply because he was being his usual self, or because he felt guilty. Selina paused for a moment, thinking. "Although now you mention it, especially since the festival. You know what I mean, flowers three times a day, moonlit walks, daytime rides, that kind of thing," said Selina, using her hand to gesture to the many vases of flowers that adorned her room. Zelda looked at the nearest vase closely, and knew immediately that these flowers were no hastily picked bouquet from the palace gardens.  Either Nick was too romantic to be true, or he was guilty. Zelda twirled a piece of blonde hair between her thumb and forefinger thoughtfully, pondering over the situation. "And on every bouquet, there's a beautiful verse or quote. I thought when he asked me to marry him, I couldn't have loved him any more than I already did, but I was wrong. Just when I see him, I feel like my heart's going to burst, it harbours that much love," said Selina. Zelda leaned over and picked up one of the tags attached to the flowers, reading it thoughtfully. It read:

'I find it hard to explain,

It's crazy, but it's happening,

And I'm falling again,

Much farther than I've ever been,

I'm falling deeper than the ocean,

I am lost in this emotion.'

 "It's beautiful," whispered Zelda, carefully replacing the tag. Selina nodded in agreement.

 "I know, I know.  Zelda, tell me, am I dreaming?" asked Selina. Zelda managed to crack a smile.

  "No, it's all real," she replied, all though, her feelings inside were tearing her to pieces.  

 "Zelda, are you okay?" asked Selina suddenly, sensing that Zelda wasn't seeming as cheerful as she should. Zelda, thrown by her friend's question.

  "No, no.  I'm fine," assured Zelda, getting up from the bed.

  "Are you sure, because if there's anything bothering you," started Selina in concern. Zelda quickly shook her head.

  "Look, I've just remembered, I have to see someone.  I'll see you later," said Zelda before quickly exiting the room. Selina considered following her friend, but figured if Zelda was that upset, she would've confided in Selina there and then.

  Zelda walked purposefully down the steps of the castle, heading for the courtyard. Nick hadn't been anywhere she'd searched so far, so it was her last choice. Once outside, she saw Nick, standing with Dion, Drake and Damon, who were all laughing about something or other. She walked up to the group, staring directly at Nick.  "Hello Zelda," greeted Nick amicably as soon as he saw her.

  "Nick, could I have a word with you?" asked Zelda.

  "Ooh, what've you been up to?" asked Drake laughing.

  "Certainly," said Nick, ignoring Drake's comment. Zelda turned away, Nick following behind. She walked back into the castle, and took Nick to the debate room, which was currently empty. "Zelda, I noted quite a serious tone to your voice, is something wrong?" asked Nick, who appeared to be concerned.

  "Yes, there is, and it involves you, Selina and my step-sister," said Zelda. Nick looked a little taken back by Zelda's reply, but he didn't look shocked or puzzled, to Zelda's dismay. "It's true isn't it?" demanded Zelda.

  "I'm not quite sure what you have heard Zelda, so I'll tell you my side of the story to make things a little more clear," said Nick, folding his hands together.

  "Go on, I'm waiting," said Zelda. Nick felt a little hurt and surprised at how hostile Zelda was acting towards him, especially since her source must've been Fayette, who was hardly trustworthy.

  "At the summer dance, when I went to get me and Selina a drink, I bumped into Fayette.  She was being unusually pleasant and soon left. However, she tripped up on the skirt of that dress of hers and must've sprained an ankle. I advised her to see Selina but she claimed to be okay. Just to make sure she was okay, I offered to accompany back to the royal coach, which she accepted. Once I'd helped her into the coach, she gave me a small thank you kiss, and then another, but I pulled away, and set her straight," said Nick, his eyes cast down to the floor.  

 "Are you sure that you're telling me everything?" asked Zelda. Nick's gaze snapped back to Zelda, a frown creasing his forehead.

  "I do not wish to offend you, but Zelda, is this really any of your business? Your source, Fayette no doubt, has obviously told you something else, but I swear on my own life that that was all that occurred that night," said Nick. It was Zelda's turn to be surprised, she had never seen Nick react so angrily before.

  "Actually, it was Link who told me about your little liaison with Fayette," corrected Zelda, although she failed to mention what Fayette had said.

  "Please do not refer to it in such a way, not only does it insult me, but you as well for using the word in such ignorance," said Nick.

  "I admit Nick, I have talked to Fayette about the matter, and she seemed thoroughly upset by the whole situation," said Zelda gingerly.

  "She did not get her own way, would you rather that I comply with your step-sister?" asked Nick.

  "Not in that way Nick. She was upset because of something else," said Zelda.

  "Which is?" asked Nick.

  "Because she claims it was you who took things further. Her story matches exactly with yours, up until the point where you accused Fayette of making a move, she claimed it was you," said Zelda. She had to go through every alley, no matter how it might insult Nick. She was doing it for Selina.

  "She would, can't you see? For so long, you tried to convince me of Fayette's ways, and now, when I finally listen, you turn around and began accusing me of things I have not done, accusations based solely on the word of Fayette," said Nick.

  "Nick, I have to know. Selina deserves to know," said Zelda.

  "If anyone should tell Selina, it would be me. I would've told Selina well before now about this incident, but why complicate things now? So close to the wedding?" said Nick.

  "Why not, it's better than after the wedding," pointed out Zelda.

  "Fayette is a liar, and I know from first hand experience, you of all people should know about Fayette and her deception," said Nick.

  "She also told me that you told her that you still had feelings for her," said Zelda, boring on despite Nick's comment.

  "My exact words were that, despite what she had done, I would never, could never, bring myself to hate her. But if she continued on in such a fashion, then maybe I would have to try a little harder," said Nick firmly. Zelda lowered her head.

  "I'm sorry Nick, of course I believe you, it's just I had to make sure, to be certain," said Zelda. Nick placed one hand on Zelda's shoulder.

  "Selina has a very good friend in you Zelda, you care and watch out for her. I admit, I should've told Selina the instant I saw her after the incident had taken place, but I could not bear to upset her. If it's alright with you, I would wish you could give me the time to inform Selina in my own way," said Nick, dropping his hand from Zelda's shoulder. Zelda looked up at Nick and smiled.

  "Thank you Nick, Selina may have a good friend in me, but she has an even better life time partner in you," said Zelda.

  "I am glad you think so Zelda," said Nick.

  "I guess I'll see you later then," said Zelda. Nick nodded, and took Zelda's hand, kissing it softly.

  "I expect we will," he agreed, before leaving the room, and Zelda alone.

  As Fayette descended the stairs into the Great Hall, she spotted Nick emerging from one of the north corridors, which led to the debate room. Nick happened to spot her at the same time and he stopped waiting, a dark shadow passing across his face. "Do you never give up?!" he demanded, his voice raised. Fayette let out a small gasp of surprise, stopping dead.

  "Excuse me?" she asked once she had collected her wits.

  "You know, about what you told Zelda. Are you trying to destroy mine and Selina's relationship? Because I'll tell you now, you are wasting your efforts because me and Selina, we're like this," said Nick, crossing two of his fingers and holding them up to illustrate his point. "And nothing, especially not you, will break us apart," said Nick fiercely.

  "But Nick, I never," protested Fayette, Nick walked up the stairs towards her.

  "Do not deny it, Zelda has just confronted me with your claims," said Nick. Fayette couldn't stop her lips from momentarily twitching into a smile. Perhaps her step-sister had done something useful for once. "Now, if you do not protest, I will leave your company," said Nick, ascending the stairs without waiting for an answer. Fayette smiled, wondering if her plan had succeeded in causing a small rift between Nick and Selina. With any luck, Zelda had already voiced her suspicions to Selina, and that was why Nick had reacted so badly when he had seen her. She knew, if the plan had worked, Nick would inevitably learn to love her eventually. Without pausing for a further second, she too, strode up the stairs, not wanting to miss a moment of Nick and Selina's confrontation.  

  Nick tapped softly on Selina's door, and waiting for her to permit entry.  "Come in," she called.  Nick obliged, quietly closing the door behind him.  Selina's eyes lit up when she saw him, and met him in a friendly embrace.  After they had parted, Nick motioned for Selina to sit down on the bed, he joined her.  "Is everything okay?" she asked, unsure of his silent behaviour.

  "At the summer dance, when I was away getting the drinks, I'm afraid I did not explain everything about why I was gone so long," started Nick, taking both of Selina's supple, soft hands in his own strong, firm ones.  Selina smiled, tilting her head to one side.

  "This sounds serious," she commented, still wearing a smile on her face.

  "The truth is, I was helping Fayette back to the royal coach.  She had tripped, injuring her ankle and I offered to help her back to the carriage, she accepted so I carried out the task," continued Nick, still gazing at Selina intently.

  "Go on," said Selina, fiddling with the solid silver band on Nick's right finger.

  "I helped her into the carriage, and she gave me a small kiss of appreciation on the cheek.  I accepted it, and was about to leave when she kissed me again, more than a small friendly one as before, I'm afraid," said Nick.  Selina chewed on her lip for a second, taking it all in.  "I pushed her away, set her straight.  I told you this now, I  know I was stupid not to tell you before, but Fayette had began spreading lies, rumours.  I wanted you to hear it from me, rather then her," said Nick truthfully.  Selina remained silent for a moment, feeling hurt and betrayed.

  "So in other words, you only chose to tell me to cover yourself," she reasoned out loud.

  "No, no.  Even if Fayette hadn't said anything, I would've still told you," Nick assured her.  

 "What happened to our trust?  We agreed, no covering the truth from now on," said Selina, feeling that her anger was over blown, as well as not needed.

  "Selina, I know.  I am truly sorry that I waited this long, but I really didn't know how to put it.  There never seemed to be a right time," said Nick.  Selina took a deep breath and then nodded to herself, remaining silent for a few minutes more.  "Please Selina, I am sorry, please, say something," pleaded Nick.  Selina leaned forward, and gave Nick a small kiss.  "Does that mean I am forgiven?" asked Nick slowly.  Selina smiled slightly.

  "For someone who is supposed to be intelligent, you can be a little, well, dumb sometimes," said Selina.  Nick smiled, and leaned forward to give Selina his own kiss, which lasted a little longer this time.

  "Selina, thank you," he whispered once they parted.

  "No Nick, thank you.  Most men would not have been so honest," murmured Selina.  Nick kissed her again, and they both fell back onto the bed.  After a while, Selina placed one hand on Nick's chest, pushing him away slightly.  She wore a crooked smile, her green eyes staring into his deep brown ones.  "Really, we shouldn't.  What if one of the maids walked in, or even worse, a friend.  I'm sure they'd find it most indecent," she said, still smiling.  Nick grinned, and kissed her on the forehead.

  "Perhaps we should lock the door then," he suggested devilishly.  Selina laughed.

  "Really, who'd think you were the future King of one of the most richest and respected countries in the world," joked Selina, rolling her eyes.

  "Ah, but anyone could believe that you were to be the Queen of one of the richest and most respected countries of the world," retorted Nick.  Selina felt herself blush slightly at the comment, she still hadn't quite got used to the idea that once she and Nick were married, she would be the Queen of Dalsona.  Nick kissed her again, then paused, pushing back a few loose strands of Selina's reddish gold hair.  "You have," he started, kissing the top of her head, "the most beautiful hair, and the most exquisite face," continued Nick, kissing Selina again on the lips.  He then lifted her right hand, kissing that also.  "Your hands are no less of that of a Queen," he went on, before kissing her neck and shoulders.  "In fact, I'd say every part of you is perfect," he finished, kissing her again on the lips.

  "And you are surely the most handsome man I have ever crossed paths with," replied Selina playfully.

  "And many must have crossed your path, by choice rather than by chance," continued Nick.  Suddenly, the door sprang open, a disgruntled looking Fayette standing in the entrance way.  

  "Oh, hi Faye," greeted Selina, purposefully giving Nick a long, enthusiastic kiss.  After they had parted, Selina turned back to Faye with a casual smile.  "Still here Faye?  Is there something you want?" asked Selina, as surprised at the way she was reacting as Nick.

  "I can't believe you can even bear to touch her, she's nothing more than a defiled wench!" exclaimed Fayette shrilly.  Nick gently pushed Selina to one side and rose from the bed.  

 "Fayette, I believe mine and Selina's affair's have nought to do with you, so leave.  And never, ever dare make a remark like that in front of me, or Selina again, because remember, once Selina is married to me she shall be Queen of the richest country, not to mention most respected, of the Demiari.  And a comment like that could really insult both us, and our country," said Nick.  Fayette glared from Selina to Nick, then flipped her hair, hitched up her skirts and left.  Nick closed the door behind her, turning back to Selina.  "I'm sorry you had to hear her say that," apologised Nick.  Selina got up, shaking her head and smiling at the same time.

  "Don't apologise for her Nick," she said, leaning forwards to kiss him.

  "I love you," he whispered.

  "Words cannot begin to describe my love for you," murmured Selina as she immersed herself in Nick's embrace.
Chapter 10

  Sprite was awoken from her mid-day nap, when another faerie alighted themselves next to her on the branch.  It was Nazareth, head of the council of faerie's.  

"Uh, hi," greeted Sprite groggily.  Nazareth nodded to her, and he looked quite uncomfortable.  "Princess, I believe I have an apology to make," started Nazareth.  

"Mmm," said Sprite, still half asleep.  

"It seems the claims that Navi of the Fey accused you with weren't exactly 100% correct.  And not only that, but they were used to damage you rather than improve you," said Nazareth nervously.  Sprite rubbed her eyes and nodded.  

"Uh-huh," she murmured, feeling awful.  

"In other words, Navi told us about your certain flaws to make you look bad, and to make her feel better.  She was jealous of you," said Nazareth, shifting from one foot to the other.  

"So, what you are saying is?" asked Sprite, still not entirely with it.  

"What I'm saying is, that you are no longer banished, and every punishment we bestowed upon you has been erased," blurted Nazareth.  Sprite wasn't sure whether to laugh or cry, she was in that kind of mood.  

"So I can go see my friends?" she asked.  Nazareth nodded.  "What about Navi?" asked Sprite.  "She will be, punished accordingly," answered Nazareth.  

"And my heirship?" questioned Sprite, her mood getting better and better.  

"I'm afraid that punishment still stands Tamara.  You have broken the code and still need to be punished," said Nazareth firmly.  Sprite frowned, upset that she would have to fight for the throne.  But she shrugged and nodded.  

"I understand," she said solemnly, and she leaned forward giving Nazareth a hug.  "Thank the goddesses that the rest of the punishments are lifted though," she exclaimed happily.  

"Indeed," said Nazareth quietly.  

"I'm off to see some friends, tell them about the good news!" said Sprite, flying from the tree.  "Naturally," agreed Nazareth as he watch the Princess fly away.

***

      They danced in the throes of seemingly primitive behaviour, around a large, burning fire in the centre of the hidden valley. Gold bracelets, jewels and spears flashing in the firelight, a sea of bodies leaping about and yelling loudly. Only a few stood to one side, regarding the spectacle fearfully. Balayna's loyal followers, of course. The good Gerudos. The others followed the orders of the new Queen, Faylita, as if brainwashed. Rather like what had happened while Ganondorf had been in charge.  

"It's the child. Balayna was right, it's evil, just like its father, " Jenimue murmured sadly. "And it looks like the good in Balayna hasn't cancelled Ganondorf's evil out," Dindraina said, folding her slender tanned arms across her chest. A few others in their small group murmured softly in agreement.  "Faylita has used black magic to convert them," she added in a bitter tone. More murmurs. 

"And what if she finds out that we are against her?" someone asked. 

"She won't," Jenimue said firmly. She'd been elected leader of the little group. "We'll kill Molasar, and then hopefully, he won't have a hold over Faylita, and things will go back to normal," she stated. 

"But to kill a mere child! Surely it's not him causing this?" one of the younger members spoke up. 

"During war, you kill what you perceive as a threat. This could end up being a war, and that child is the threat," Jenimue said, her eyes narrowed, and her mouth set in a firm, straight line. 

"And Faylita?" another woman questioned. 

"Faylita is being controlled by the child, or perhaps by the Evil One himself," Dindraina said, referring to Ganondorf. The small group all gazed at each other fearfully. They knew that their old king was not dead, but that his spirit was imprisoned somewhere, many hundreds of miles away. 

"Black magic, it is a foul and terrible thing," one of them remarked. 

"And Faylita is trained in it! Surely it is part of a circle?" someone else said. Jenimue bit her lip nervously. 

"We should have known... Ganondorf trained the most apt, while he was here... if only we'd tried to counteract the effects!" she said. 

"It's too late now," Dindraina said, looking away. They all turned back to where the rest of the tribe was dancing. Suddenly, Faylita emerged from the Temple of Winds, dressed in a golden bikini  and sarong. Rubies, the jewels of power, adorned her neck, hands, arms, hair. Her long red hair was tied up in a high ponytail. "She truly looks like a queen," Dindraina sighed. 

"A bad queen," one of the group commented viciously. 

"Enough! Anger and hate only fuels the evil. We must remain neutral, and not let her catch on to our feelings, else she may know of our planned deceit," Jenimue said sharply.  They watched as Faylita took out a bejewelled dagger, and held it aloft. 

"For the honour of our new King, we must prepare a blood sacrifice!" she announced. While the crowd cheered, Jenimue's group stared around at each other in horror. 

"The evil has begun..." Dindraina cried, her golden eyes flashing in fear.

  Faylita pulled a young girl from out of the crowd at random. The girl was so out of it, that she didn't seem to realise that she was going to be the Queen's victim of a blood sacrifice. "All bow before the power of the Mighty Molasar, Prince of the Night!" she shouted. The women all immediately dropped to their knees, including the one she'd dragged aside. Fools, she thought, the edges of her mouth twisting into a cruel smile.  Suddenly, she got a sense that all was not quite right. Someone was opposed to this. She glanced around, but could not tell who it might be. "Does anyone dare to defy me?" she shouted. "Step forward, rebel!" Not a movement. Shaking her head, she pulled the young girl up, who had seemed to come out of her reverie. She was shaking a little now. Faylita liked seeing fear. Just as the Great Ganondorf had... and just as the Mighty Molasar would. "You should feel proud," she sneered to the young girl, who nodded blindly.  Then, Faylita brought the knife down, killing the girl instantly. Blood began to seep out of the wound, and Faylita collected it in a golden goblet. A dark laughter instantly permeated everyone's minds, and they all jumped up, and began to dance around the large glowing red fire again. Faylita wandered back into the Temple, and came out with baby Molasar. She then began to trickle the warm blood down his throat. He did not protest, and she smiled. "Yes. You shall be the one to rule Demiari. You shall take The Power of Gold. I give you this so that you will grow strong," she stated.  

He will, but beware the  rainbow and the thunderstorm. They pose a threat, and must be eliminated, Ganondorf suddenly said. Faylita raised her eyebrows in surprise. 

"Threat?" 

You must destroy them, before they destroy my child, Ganondorf replied. Faylita tried to think of who was named after those things, but no-one in particular sprung to mind at that particular moment. She'd have to make some enquiries...  

***

  "It was Felicity," said Carrie to her friend, Sprite.  Sprite looked to Tiffany for confirmation.  Tiffany nodded.  

"Where is she then?" asked Sprite.  

"We're not sure, she said something about research, but we're not sure what about," said Carrie, twirling a strand of her red hair.  

"Library, she must be there," said Sprite snapping her fingers.  

"She could be, but you know Flis.  When she says research, she prefers to do it the practical way, hands on," said Tiffany.  

"What?  So she could be anywhere?  Trust her to disappear when I need to see her most," said Sprite, her figure slumping.  

"We think it might be something to do with those Nightmares, she kept going on about them the other day," said Carrie in a hushed tone.  

"Oh great!  You don't think she's gone up to that tower do you?" asked Sprite, not liking the idea of trailing all the way up there.  

"If there's any of it left to go up.  It collapsed, remember?" said Tiffany.  Sprite sighed.  "I'm going to check out the library, as well as the castle library and the North castle library, that way, you can't say I didn't try," Sprite told her two friends.  They both nodded.  

"If we see her, we'll tell her where you'll be," they both assured her.  

"Thanks you guys," said Sprite smiling, before heading off to the communal library of the Fey.

  "Flis!" exclaimed Sprite as she spotted her friend in the old library building.  Felicity, who had been reading something, turned around and smiled.  

"I see they've released you then," she said.  Sprite nodded.  

"And according to two little sources I know, it's all down to you," said Sprite, giving her friend a grateful hug.  

"Not entirely.  I just flicked the first domino and the rest followed," said Felicity, closing the book she had been reading.  Sprite gave her friend a blank look.  Felicity shook her head and grinned.  

"You know, when you used to play domino's when you were a kid.  You'd line them up in a swirly pattern, then knock the first one down and see how many you could knock down before it stopped?" said Felicity.  Sprite shook her head slowly.  

"I never played with domino's as a child, I was under-privileged," said the princess, half-jokingly.  

"In simple terms, I did one thing, and it set of a chain of events which resulted in Navi being discovered for the true faerie she is, and you having your punishments lifted," said Felicity.  "Oh I see, I get it now.  Sorry about that, you must think I'm so dumb," said Sprite, finally seeing Felicity's metaphor of things.  

"Don't I always?" asked Felicity with a laugh.  

"Hey," started Sprite giving her friend a cross look.  "I'm princess again now, so see you don't insult me," finished Sprite, grinning slightly.  

"As if I would do such a thing to the future queen of the Fey," said Felicity.  

"I heard you'd gone up to that tower, Nagul's tower," said Sprite, almost shuddering at the mention of the name.  When the tower had been used by Enzar as a base, she had been trapped there, along with no small number of other of her kind.  

"Yes, I just got back not so long ago," replied Felicity.  

"But why, it's dangerous up there!" exclaimed Sprite, not understanding why her friend would embark on something so risky.  "I mean, did you even ask the council for permission?" asked Sprite.  Felicity emitted a small laugh.  

"Really Sprite, do I ever ask the council for permission?  If I did that, I'd never find out anything new," exclaimed Felicity.  

"I suppose you're right, but why did you go up there anyway?" asked Sprite.  Felicity shrugged.  "I have to admit it wasn't because of those Nightmares, it was more of what had occurred there.  That storm, you know the rain, thunder, lightening.  That's why I was there.  Everyone thinks it was those Nightmares who caused that storm, what with it starting when they entered the tower and ending when they were destroyed, but I don't think that was the case," explained Felicity.  "Even if it wasn't, so what?" asked Sprite.  

"I was curious that's all, Byron was talking about it in the tavern, when a merchant from Dubatio said that they'd had that kind of weather as well, just starting from nothing, going on for days, then suddenly ending.  I didn't find anything at the tower, but it got me thinking back to an incident hundreds of years ago.  Felicity opened the book she had been holding, handing it to Sprite.  "In 3014 when the wizard Aganhim appeared for the first time, when he overthrew the king, a great storm occurred, one of the biggest to be recorded in years.  I know this may sound crazy, but do you think it's possible that the occurrence of great evil can cause changes in the weather?" asked Felicity gingerly.  Sprite shrugged, reading through the first page of the book.  

"It is possible, but maybe the weather is created by the actual evil that has occurred," pointed out Sprite.  

"I thought about that, but that storm, it was something different.  If these woods weren't protected, we wouldn't have had a home left," said Felicity.  

"Different?  I guess it was, I mean that lightening for a start, it reduced Leigh to..." started Sprite.  

"Nothing?  She disappeared didn't she?  And notice the direction in which the storm was going, from Dubatio, to Hyrule.  It's going in a southerly direction, which means it's heading for Sosaria," said Felicity.  Sprite's forehead creased a little as she thought it over.  

"And?" she asked.  

"It's just a thought, and it'll probably come to nothing, but still, I just can't help thinking about it," said Felicity, taking the book back from Sprite.  Sprite smiled and nodded.  

"Yeah, but enough of that, what I really want to hear about, is how you got me out of that mess I was in!" said Sprite.  Felicity closed the book, replacing it on its shelf, turned back to Sprite and grinned.  

"You're right, I was having a chat with Byron, when he said something that really shone a light on the situation, well it did for me anyway..."

  "Yeah, Sprite's got herself into a real mess, or rather someone else did it for her," sighed Felicity, as she confided in her human companion, Byron Leford.  Byron was a young soldier, who had fought in the recent war, or rather battle. Now that that had all ended, he was back to pacing the walls of Ruto town, making sure nothing entered that was not welcome.  He was a handsome man, sandy blonde hair and a quick smile.  He was very alike to his more famous cousin, Sir Drake.  Felicity was his guardian, but not because she owed him any favour, well she did in a way, but he had never directly saved her life which was the custom if you were to have a human companion.  When he had been a young lad of eleven, he was twenty four now, he had stumbled upon an injured faerie, who had been too exhausted to make it back to the safety of the Fey.  Byron had taken the faerie in, fed it and kept it well until that faerie was well enough to return to the Fey.  That faerie had been Felicity's mother, who had sadly died two years after the incident.  As her mother had introduced Felicity and Byron, Felicity decided it was only right that she carry on as Byron's faerie guardian, after all he had saved her mother's life.  Byron grinned, taking a sip from his mug of ale.  

"Isn't she always doing that?" he asked with a laugh.  

"It's worse this time.  She's got into real trouble with the council, and they've stopped her from seeing any human for half a year!  She'll never keep the punishment, because I know what she's like and it'll kill her if she can't see any of her human friends," explained Felicity.  "You said someone else got her into the mess, who?" asked Byron.  

"Oh this stupid little witch who claims to be from the past, and not only that, but she reckons she's Link's TRUE guardian faerie, if that is true, then where has she been the last decade?" asked Felicity.  

"So this Navi grassed on Sprite so that she could get her out of the picture and claim her right to be Link's guardian, she's a crafty so and so, I'll give her that," said Byron, taking a last gulp of his ale.  Felicity looked up at her companion and grinned.  

"Of course!" she exclaimed.  

"What?" asked Byron, a little confused.  

"You humans aren't so thick after all!" said Felicity excitedly.  

"Thanks heaps," said Byron, still grinning.  Felicity stopped and smiled sheepishly.  

"I didn't mean it like that," she protested.  

"That's fine, most of us are anyway," admitted Byron.  

"Oh but it isn't true, you're as intelligent as the next faerie," said Felicity, guilty at the fact she had just insulted Byron and his race.  She was lucky he was so easy going, or Sprite might not be the only one in a mess.  

"Look, you're forgiven, just get on with what brilliantly inspired thought has just struck you down," said Byron pushing his ale mug aside.  

"Navi told the council about Sprite's indescrepancies so that she'd get in trouble, well everyone already knew that, but the council wouldn't believe it.  They thought Navi was just telling them because as a faerie, it is our duty to report things like that," said Felicity.  "So you admit that Sprite might've deserved what she got?" asked Byron, one eyebrow slightly raised.  

"Perhaps, but not as severe as what she's been given.  But that isn't the point.  Navi only told the council about what Sprite had done because she wanted to get Sprite out of the picture, as you said, and so that she could take Sprite's place!" said Navi.  Byron frowned a little.  

"What does that matter though?" he asked.  

"Can't talk, must go," said Felicity, getting up from the table and flying out of the window.  Byron watched her, wearing an amused grin.  He glanced across at the wall clock and stood up, as it was time for him to go back on his shift.  

  "I still don't get it!" moaned Sprite.  

"Well, I came here to look up on the code of lore, and I found exactly what I was looking for.  Lucky thing I know my lore, or I might never have looked it up in the first place," said Felicity, leading Sprite over to an old book which was hung on the wall.  She opened it to a particular page and showed it to Sprite who quickly read it.  After she had finished, she turned to Felicity and grinned.  

"Oh I see, but still, how did you prove it to the council?" asked Sprite.  

"Simple," replied Felicity, before she launched into her explanation of how she proved Navi's intentions were less than 100% crystalline.  

  "Navi, the council wants to see you," said Felicity casually to the other faerie.  She was currently bathing in the fountain of youth, which was a massive lake (only a small pond to humans though) which contained magical properties which preserved a faeries natural glow of health.  Not only that, but if used often, the lake could take more than ten years off a faeries appearance.  That was why Sprite and all of her friends still didn't look a day past seventeen.  Of course, the older you got, the more years it took off, the wise Picadilious was over three hundred years old, but never looked any more than a fit and healthy fifty year old.  The results were quite miraculous really.  They didn't of course preserve life, just took years off your appearance.  Most faeries could count on living at least a century and a half, but Felicity suspected that, like her mother, she would not be blessed with that security.  

"What for?" asked Navi.  

"They wish to question you on your motives for reporting Tamara," answered Felicity.  

"But they already know.  It was my duty to inform them," said Navi, who had just gone a shade paler.  

"They suspect otherwise I'm afraid, so unless you can come up with a convincing case, or a decent apology, it'll be you who is banished, and not Sprite," said Felicity, glad she had cast a mind probe protection spell on herself.  She suspected that Navi had been blessed with the gift of reading minds, and she didn't want Navi to know that she was lying through her back teeth.  Felicity was hoping that Navi hadn't taken in every change of the Fey, and had missed one or two things.  In the era which Navi had emerged from, Felicity had discovered that in cases such as this, motive was researched very thoroughly before any kind of hearing.  They always had to rule out spite and jealousy before anything went ahead, but these days things were, regrettably, slacker.  The only way for Navi to be discovered this way was if she confessed to the council, which was what Felicity was hoping Navi would do.  It was a long shot, but Felicity had also been blessed with partial mind's eye, which meant she could know a persons feelings just by glancing at them.  She could tell that Navi, who, in her era had been a respected and trustworthy faerie, had succumbed to petty jealousy and spite.  But, as she still had a shred of decency left, she felt guilty over what she had done to Sprite.  Even if Navi didn't confess, if she went to the council and blurted out that her motives were pure, they would suspect something was up and question her further.  

"When do they wish to see me?" asked Navi.  

"Now," said Felicity shortly.  She had peeped into the council glade just before she had begun her search for Navi, and they had all been present.  Navi nodded and rose from the pool, blatantly using magic to change from her current attire to her trademark blue dress.  Then, she quickly flew from the clearing making her way to the glade.

 "She completely fell for it, blurted out a confession and apology, and is now held in disgrace in the darkest part of the wood," finished Felicity.  

"I'll certainly have to thank Byron then, seeing as he inspired your stroke of genius in the first place.  But it's a pity Navi was banished, because now I can't gloat until she returns," said Sprite.  

"Really Princess Tamara, you can be very un-sporting," said Felicity, in mock distaste.  

"Aren't I just?" asked Sprite smiling broadly.  

"Too bad you still have to win an election in order to rule though," said Felicity.  Sprite smiled.  

"I don't know, it might be fun, and if I don't win, well then it'll just take a whole load off my shoulders," said Sprite with a shrug.  

"You really mean that?" asked Felicity in surprise.  

"Sort of, but I know I have to win, just to show Navi that her little plan hasn't succeeded in the slightest.  And as soon as I make myself Queen of the Fey, I'm going to make you my chief advisor," declared Sprite.  Felicity giggled.  

"Nazareth won't like that, he'll be expecting to keep the post," she said.  

"Who cares, you have made my life livable again, I have to repay you some way," theorised Sprite.  

"How about you just give me a lifetime's supply of gold and a husband then?" asked Felicity, grinning.  

"Hey, you can have my husband if you want, useless clot that he is," said Sprite sourly.  

"Oh don't say that Sprite, you two love each other really," said Felicity.  

"I know, but he's so, not exciting.  What I'd give to have someone like Link," said Sprite dreamily.  

"Don't let any one hear that, or you'll definitely be forbidden from seeing humans," said Felicity, pretending to be shocked.  Although she would never admit it, she also secretly had a thing for her human companion, Byron.  

"You know, this means I can go to Nick and Selina's wedding now, but don't think for one second I'm letting him tag along," said Sprite.  Felicity let out another giggle.  

"Can you even remember his name?" she asked jokingly.  Sprite grinned for a second and let out a dismissive laugh.  

"Of course I do, he is my husband," she said.  

"Surely not?" asked Felicity, noticing that Sprite hadn't really answered her question.  Sprite went pale for a second then burst out into giggles.  

"You know, I really can't remember!" she exclaimed between laughs.  

"Oh Sprite, you're wicked!" exclaimed Felicity.  

"What is it?" asked Sprite, feeling slightly worried.  

"It's," started Felicity, pausing.  

"Oh wait, I do know, Troy?  No, no it's Alexius isn't it?" asked Sprite desperately.  

"Antious!  That's it," said Felicity snapping her fingers.  Then she turned to her friend.  "Things really are bad aren't they?" she said slowly.  Sprite nodded solemnly.  

"I should go and see him, but I'd rather see Link," she admitted.  Felicity shook her head.  "Follow your heart Tamara.  If you go to Antious, you'll know there's still something, but if it doesn't take you there, then I think you should be seriously contemplating annulment," said Felicity solemnly.  Sprite nodded, feeling terrible.  Could it be true that her feelings for her husband were none-existent?  Even in this strife, she knew her heart could never take her to Antious, but to someone who would be out of her reach forever.  She silently left the library, knowing her destination.  North Castle.
Chapter 11

      The third day of the first week of September was the date set for the wedding of King Nicolas of Dalsona, and Selina Rowen of Hyrule. It of course took place in Nick's homeland, of Dalsona, a hot, yet balmy country, covered mostly by a golden desert. The Imperial Palace was situated on the south-eastern coastline, near to the capital city of Memoria, and it certainly was a fantastic building. Selina was dumbstruck every time that she saw it. It was much vaster in size than North Castle, which was probably the biggest building in Hyrule. It was made from what looked like white marble, and had large, domed roofs made from gold. To Selina, they looked rather like onions on the top of poles. Little minarets surrounded it, as well as large ones. 

  There were huge flights of steps leading to places unknown, pillared colonnades, dark carved archways leading inside, tall spires, even battlements. Jutting out from almost every wall were large balconies, and even whole roof gardens at some points. Outside, there was a large, oblong lake, lined with fountains, which stood in front of the Palace. Lemon and orange trees lined the walkways, and there were hundreds of terracotta pots of flowers. There was always a delicious smell of fruit and flowers in the air because of this. The carvings everywhere were absolutely fantastic, they were on the walls, ceilings, pillars, and even the floors. There was no glass in any of the windows; it would have been far too hot inside otherwise. All in all, it was a stunning sight to see, especially to newcomers. Sometimes, the heat was too much to bear, but Selina was getting used to it. Inside the Palace, it was often a lot cooler, so she seemed to spend more times indoors, than out, even though back in Hyrule, she'd been a real outdoors sort of person. Nick would laugh, and tell her that soon, even she would adjust. 

  "Soon Selina, you'll be outdoors going for rides across the desert with me!" he exclaimed, smiling widely. Selina hadn't believed him. 

  "Out there? I'll boil alive!" she'd protested. Nick had shook his head, and walked away, leaving her as she studied a book about Dalsonian customs. 

      Right now, it was the night before the wedding. She was incredibly excited about the whole matter. It would take place tomorrow afternoon, and the reception would be in the evening. Some of the guests had already arrived, excepting those who lived further away. Zelda's father had sent the Royal Ship across with most people earlier that day, including her brothers and her parents, Link, Zelda and the rest of the group. Selina had Zelda had had a  chat together a few hours ago, marvelling over Dalsona, and how exotic it was, compared to Hyrule. "You'll have an amazing life here," Zelda had said, still gazing around in fascination. "I don't mind, so long as I'm with Nick," Selina had replied truthfully. She would have been happy living in a tiny wooden shack in the middle of nowhere, if Nick was there with her. She got up off her bed (an exquisite piece of work certainly, crafted from marble, with a massive, soft mattress, and lots of silken pillows) and walked over to have a look at her wedding gown. It was simply beautiful, made in a traditional Dalsonian style. It was white, and yet quite shimmery at the same time, and composed of several pieces. The top piece was a small top, with a scoop neck and short sleeves. A chiffon like material was attached to the edges of the  sleeves, meaning it would trail out behind her arm, and the neck of the top was adorned with glistening jewels. Chiffon was attached to the bottom of the top as well. The second piece was a long, white silken skirt, adorned with glittering swirls of silver, which shimmered in the light prettily. An intricate silver belt fastened around her waist, and on her feet she would  wear a tiny pair of white satin slippers. On her head she had to wear a tall, crystal crown, and a long chiffon veil, and she could decorate the outfit with whatever jewellery she pleased. Nick had given her so much over the months, that Selina had plenty to choose from. She reached out, and touched the dress, still feeling excited. It was soft to the touch, and she couldn't wait to wear it. She imagined her parents. They would feel so proud... and Nick. She hoped that he too, would like the way she looked. It was very different from a Hyrulian wedding dress, but just as beautiful, in its own special way. She remembered when Zelda had got married. Her dress had been one of the nicest Selina had ever seen. It had certainly used a lot more material than the one she would wear, and had been endowed with a whole lot of lace and ribbon. 

  Selina smiled, remembering the scene. Then she wondered what Nick would look like, and sighed happily. Completely and utterly handsome, as always, no doubt. Selina walked back over to her bed, and climbed on top, resting upon the pillows. Sure, she would miss Hyrule a lot, but here was the start of a new life, with the man she truly loved. The Queen of Dalsona to-be (not that she had thought about it) settled down, and drifted off into a happy, comfortable sleep.

      Zelda sighed, and turned over for the one hundredth time that night. This time though, she moved a little too far onto Link's side of the bed, and he protested. "Zel, talk about stealing all the space!" he remarked, sitting up, and regarding her with some amusement. "It's far too hot!" the princess complained, throwing the thin sheet off the side of the bed, and also sitting   up.

  "Well, we are in the north of Demiari, you know. It is supposed to be like that, I mean, it's practically a desert outside," Link replied. He never could understand why Zelda got so restless. 

  "Anyway, if we're uncomfortable, imagine how Selina must feel. She's got to live with it," he added.

  "She's probably used to it by now," Zelda replied.

  "I guess so. But it's not all that bad. In fact, I rather like it. It's kind of like when you sit on the beach at Mido on a really hot day," Link stated, grinning at his wife. She didn't smile back. 

  "Link, comparing this to a hot day in Mido is hardly... hardly..." she stopped, unable to think of the word she wanted. "Anyway," she added, seeing that he was laughing at her, "it's okay for you. You men can get away with wearing hardly a thing to bed, but if us women did that, it would happen to be most indecent." Link raised his eyebrows.

  "Jeez Zel, you get bothered about the strangest of things," he remarked.

  "Yes, well, that's my problem, isn't it?" she said grumpily, toying with the ribbon on the neck of her night dress. Link grinned at her. "Zel, I wouldn't consider you wearing next to nothing to be indecent. In fact, I find it rather..."

  "Link, please!" Zelda exclaimed, looking a little angry. He shrugged at her, and lay back down.

  "Suit yourself," he remarked, still sounding amused. Zelda sighed, and lay down on the bed too, stretching out. It felt cooler at the edge, and she pulled herself down the bed a little, relishing the comfort. "You know Zel, it would be quite..." Link began. Zelda suddenly screamed, and jumped up off the bed, and rushed across to the other end of the room, still screaming. Link immediately got up himself, but could see nothing in the room that might have scared her. There was no sort of presence, either.

      Slowly, he walked across the room to were the princess was stood shaking in one corner, next to a large, potted plant. "What's the matter?" he asked, feeling surprised that no-one had come to see what all the noise was about.

  "Oh Link, it was horrible! I felt something..." she paused, suddenly looking around wildly.

  "What? Like an evil presence?" Link asked, looking at her anxiously. 
 "Oh, no, nothing like that," Zelda replied.

  "Then what?" Link questioned.

  "A... a horrible, crawly thing!" Zelda exclaimed. Link's mouth broke out into a grin.

  "What? A spider?" he laughed.

  "I don't know, but it was gigantic!" Zelda said, clearly exaggerating.

  "Zel, there are loads of insects over here. You have to get used to it. Anyway, since when were you scared of a little, tiny, meeny spider? We have tektites and deelers in Hyrule, and you aren't scared of them, and they're huge," Link replied.

  "No... but the...the.. things over here! They're... they're horrible!" Zelda stated. Link had to admit, he didn't really like some of the insects he'd seen. They were a lot bigger than Hyrulian ones, after all, and most seemed to have nasty looking stings or mouths. But when you'd faced thousands of monsters, little creatures like them could certainly do you no harm.

  "Zel, honestly..." he began.

  "But Link! It bit me! I'm probably going to die of poisoning now!" she exclaimed dramatically.

  "Don't be silly. Of course you won't!" Link said sharply.

  "Oh, I surely shall! Who knows what poison it could have been harbouring in those fangs! Oh, when I felt its mandibles bite into my leg, and it's hairy antennae brushing over my skin..." Zelda wailed. Link folded his arms and tried not to smile.

  "Zel, you really do exaggerate," he said.

  "Well, you won't think it's so funny when I die from a terrible tropical disease!" Zelda snapped, storming past him. She regarded the bed with some fear, gingerly lifting the blankets, checking to see if the insect was still there. "I can't go to bed now!" she wailed. 

  "Zel, there's probably more creatures on the floor, than in the bed," Link remarked. Zelda immediately shrieked again, and jumped on top of the bed. Then she jumped off again, remembering the threat of the insect. Link walked over, and pulled the top sheet off.

  "Look, nothing there," he said.

  "How do you know? It's dark... and something could be..." Zelda began.

  "Zel, do you want to look awful tomorrow?" Link questioned.

  "Well, no..." she began. "Well let's try and get some sleep then," Link said sensibly.

  "Not that it makes any difference. I'll probably be dead by..." she began again. Link pulled her towards him, and shut her up with a kiss.

  "Just don't think about it. If you do, you'll just be on edge all night. Anyway, I want to see you tomorrow, all dressed up in that fancy bridesmaid outfit. I'm sure you'll look very beautiful," he smiled. Zelda smiled back.

  "Don't I always?" she questioned.

  "Of course," he replied, giving her another kiss.

***

      "Son, you have made a fine choice," King Ravenscroft said to his son, patting him on the shoulder, as they waited by the altar in the Temple of Azim Kinlatara (Dalsona's High God).

  "I know," Nick said, his voice almost caught in his throat with happiness. 

  Selina had just entered the Temple, and she truly looked like one of the Dalsonian goddesses.

  "With such a good heart, she will surely make a great queen," the king added. 

  Nick nodded. Selina wore her long, red-gold hair loose, and it cascaded over her shoulders and down her back in a torrent of curls. Her usually pale complexion was flushed with colour, her green eyes glittered like jewels, and she had a wide smile upon her lips. Her wedding attire looked just perfect, of course. It fitted beautifully, the clothiers sure had done a good job, Nick thought. She was holding an absolutely massive bunch of flowers, tied up with a silken ribbon. They brought a bright splash of colour to her otherwise pure white outfit. Selina held her head up high, kept smiling prettily, and walked along the floor in a stately fashion. Her poise was elegant and refined, as if she'd been a lady all her life, not a mere peasant. Not that that mattered to Nick, of course. Status meant nothing, and most of time, it was those without a birthright, who were the nicest inside. He knew that he'd made the right choice, when he'd picked Selina to be his bride, even though she'd had nothing to offer him but her love. But that was alright by him. Nick simply just wanted someone who would love him, and his kingdom. Nothing more. Behind Selina walked her bridesmaids; Zelda of course, Cassie, Selina's old friend from Nabrooru, and Nick's two younger twin sisters Isabel and Isla. They wore a similar attire to Selina, except not as extravagant, and they certainly didn't get to wear crystal crowns and a veil. Instead, they had bright coloured Dalsonian blooms knotted in their hair. Selina's father, dressed in his very best clothes, escorted his daughter up to the altar, where Nick was stood, along with his best man, his old friend Reece. They were both wearing  traditional Dalsonian Royal attire, outfits made from fine silks and other materials, in the colour of the country's crest, white, dark blue and gold. 

  Nick also had to wear a large gold crown, that was so heavy, it nearly kept slipping off his head. He smiled as Selina approached him, and she smiled back, the special smile that he liked to think she reserved just for him. As she arrived at the altar, the whole temple of guests fell silent in respect, waiting for the ceremony to begin.

      Zelda watched the ceremony, feeling slightly jealous. Her own wedding had been nothing compared to this. Of course, she'd loved every moment of it, but who wouldn't feel jealous of an extravagant affair such as this? No doubt the reception afterwards would be even more lavish. Zelda had seen the ballroom of the Dalsonian Imperial Palace, and it was at least four times the size of the Great Hall back at North Castle. And that was just the ballroom. Never mind that, but there was a massive Banquet Hall, with tables that seemed to stretch on forever. Whenever they had banquets back at home, they had to put out tables in the Great Hall too, sometimes. She sighed, suddenly feeling a little guilty. She knew she shouldn't be thinking such things. Nick and Selina deserved this, after all they'd been through. Then again, Zelda thought, I've been through as much, if not more. Link too. She frowned, and tried to turn her attention back to the service. Nick and Selina were in the middle of saying their vows to each other. Their own, special hand written vows. Zelda sometimes wished that she and Link had made up their own vows to each other, it made you feel so much more closer, she thought. But there hadn't been time for that sort of thing, well to be honest, they hadn't even thought about it. 

  The princess glanced around, suddenly noticing Fayette sat nearby. Her step sister looked absolutely distraught. I hope she doesn't try anything, Zelda thought, giving Fayette a stern look. Fayette saw her, and scowled unhappily. 

  Zelda held her breath as the priest questioned if there was any reason why the two shouldn't be married. Not a word was uttered, much to her relief. Nick and Selina exchanged rings and then leaned forward for an affectionate kiss and a hug. Cheers and clapping broke out all around, breaking the solemn mood. Nick stepped forward, and held up his hand in a Dalsonian salute.

  "Come, my friends, we have plenty to celebrate!" he exclaimed, before turning to Selina, and smiling at her. The couple linked hands, and walked out of the Temple of Azim Kinlatara, and out into the streets, to where most of the city's inhabitants were stood waiting, ready to cheer on their King and to see his beautiful new bride. Zelda got up from the seat she was sat on, and quickly followed the pair, and the other three bridesmaids, as they walked back to the Imperial Palace. 

      Sprite, and her three other friends fluttered through the crowd, following the procession back to the Imperial Palace. "Now that's what I call a wedding!" commented Sprite wryly. Her own wedding had been quite an elaborate affair at the time, but compared to this, well, how could anything even begin to compare?

  "Selina certainly looked beautiful, what I would give to be in her place,"  sighed Tiffany wishfully.

  "And Nick, so handsome," commented Carrie dreamily.

  "Why was I cursed with the, the curse of being a faerie? It sucks!" exclaimed Sprite.

  "And we all know why you're saying that," said Carrie with a giggle.

  "Well, there is a spell," started Felicity slowly.

  "Of course, Navi mentioned it to me. But that was when she knew the faerie council were around to see me, but now," started Sprite excitedly.

  "Uh, maybe I shouldn't have said anything," said Felicity quickly. She knew for a fact, she was the only faerie strong enough to cast such a spell, that is, to make a faerie slightly larger. Well, a lot larger, human size.

  "Oh this is going to be so fun!" exclaimed Tiffany, clapping her hands together with glee. Felicity rolled her eyes in exasperation. What had ever possessed her to suggest such a thing.

  "Anyway, aren't you forgetting something? These dresses, they're cute on a faerie, but on a human they'd just look darn ridiculous," pointed out Felicity. Sprite glanced down at her own attire, fancier than usual, but still pretty lame. It never bothered her before, but now it did. Carrie, whose face had also fallen at the suggestion, brightened up.

  "Princess Zelda is staying for a while isn't she? She'll have dresses AND jewellery for us to wear," said the red headed faerie. 

  "Brilliant idea, come on, let's go and choose!" said Sprite.

  "Do you think that's a good idea? And besides, remember, because of our new size, no one might recognise us, we'd be thrown out!" said Felicity desperately.

  "Flis, why are you being such a party pooper? I happen to know for a fact, that you have a thing for Byron! If you were his size, and if he didn't recognise you, you could dance with him! Imagine!" said Tiffany slyly. 

  Felicity stopped and starred at her friend. 

  "What?!" she asked incredulously, wondering how in Demiari her friend had worked that one out.

  "Come on Felicity, Tiff is right. We could have a ball, literally. No faerie council breathing down our necks, this is a once in a lifetime chance. I mean, I could get to dance with a noble man, prince, or a king!" exclaimed Carrie. 

  Felicity ran a hand nervously through her thick glossy hair, looking for an excuse.

  "I might not have enough magic to change us all, it would be unfair to leave one of us out," she said, lying.

  "Syheah! Flis, you could change us all easily and you know it, stop spoiling what could be our fun!" said Tiffany.

  "But..." protested Felicity.

  "Felicity, I, as future queen of the Fey, command you cast the spell of metamorphis onto all four of us!" said Sprite loudly. Felicity sighed.

  "It's just not that easy, I really don't even know why I suggested it," she said.

  "Because you were thinking of Byron!" giggled Carrie.

  "No I wasn't, for your information, I hardly even like him. He's far too much like his cousin Drake," said Felicity defensively.

  "But you told me you liked Drake, you said he was, fun," said Sprite in a smug voice.

  "I never," objected Felicity.

  "Come on Flis, for us," chided Carrie. Felicity thought for a moment, privately smiling at the thought of having just that one dance with her human companion.

  "Okay, go on then, you've twisted my arm," said Felicity. The other three faeries let out a small cheer, then headed back to the palace, over to the room were Sprite knew Zelda was staying. 

      "I'm, I'm big!" said Sprite in pleasure. As were the rest of her friends. 

  No one would know they were faeries, the wings that normally adorned their backs had conveniently disappeared.

  "Good thing Zelda's got a good figure, else we might have had nothing half way decent to wear!" exclaimed Tiffany, admiring the dress she had chosen from Zelda's wardrobe. It was a low cut, long sleeved, cream silk gown. It was relatively light and thin, so it was suitable for the current climate. She had accompanied the dress with a few items of gold jewellery which she had raided from Zelda's jewellery box.

  "Good thing Zelda's a member of royalty, otherwise she might not have taste to suit my needs," said Sprite looking at herself in the full-length mirror. She was wearing a sleeveless, red dress, which trailed to the floor. Sprite was surprised when she had seen it, as she had never seen Zelda wearing it before. 

  Sprite looked around at her friends, seeing the Felicity had opted for a mid-length blue dress, which was quite dark in colour. Carrie had decided on another blue dress, but longer, and lighter in colour.

  "I think we're just about ready to make an appearance," stated Sprite confidently.

  "Before we go, are we going to let on exactly who we are?" asked Carrie, a mischievous grin on her face. Sprite tilted her head to one side.

  "No, I think it'd be rather fun to see if anyone recognised us," she said finally.

  "What'll we call ourselves?" asked Tiffany.

  "I always see myself as a Lauren," admitted Carrie, her eyes sparkling.

  "Lauren it is then," said Sprite with a smile.

  "Uh, couldn't I just keep my name, I never exactly saw myself as anyone else," asked Felicity.

  "Nonsense, people might catch on," said Sprite. She looked at Felicity thoughtfully. Then she smiled. "You can be, Filomena," she finally said. 

  Carrie and Tiffany burst out giggling, Felicity just stared at her friend in disbelief.

  "Where in the Demiari did you get that name from? Wait, I don't want to know. I think I'll decided for myself, I'll be, Natalya," said Felicity, uttering the first name that came to her lips.

  "Well I want to be," started Sprite.

  "A tree?" suggested Felicity innocently, she had the capability of carrying out the threat. Carrie and Tiffany burst out laughing again, Sprite just grimaced.

  "No, my new alias shall be, something quite unforgettable, exquisite," started Sprite again.

  "What, like Filomena?" asked Carrie playfully, sending Tiffany into a new fit of giggles.

  "I know I won't ever forget it," said Felicity wryly.

  "No, no, no. I shall be known as Titania. Why my parents never named me it I simply do not know. Titania, Queen of the faeries sounds so much more majestic than Tamara," said Sprite in mock puzzlement.

  "I guess that leaves me, hmmm. I'll call myself Aphrodite, Gerudo for love," said Tiffany with a smile.

  "Since when did you learn Gerudo?" demanded Sprite.

  "Long story, short time," dismissed Tiffany simply.

  "She is right, this will only last a few hours, it'll wear off as soon as a new dawn breaks," warned Felicity.

  "Don't you know a spell that can prevent it?" asked Sprite hopefully.

  "Even if I did, I simply would not cast it Tamara, I mean Titania. It's against faerie lore!" said Felicity, still grinning.

  "And this isn't?" asked Tiffany, holding out a slender hand to illustrate her point.

  "Well yes, but breaking the lore twice in one night? I do have a conscience," said Felicity dramatically.

  "Okay, okay. But since this means we only have a few hours, let's stop wasting time and get to the reception!" exclaimed Tiffany, or Aphrodite as she had adopted.

  "You're absolutely right, let's go!" said Sprite with a cheer, and the four all left the room, feeling more free and exhilarated then they had in their entire lives.

      "Selina certainly is beautiful," commented Link to Zelda as he spotted the new bride and groom enter the room. Zelda smiled and nodded.

  "You don't have to tell me, but didn't I look as beautiful on my wedding day?" asked Zelda, turning to Link. He kissed her softly on the tip of the nose.

  "And you still are," he complimented. Zelda gave him light kiss and smiled, pleased at his comment. "Does the lady care to dance?" he asked gallantly, taking her hand. Zelda smiled again, and nodded. 

  "Indeed, the lady does," she admitted, letting Link sweep her onto the dance floor.

      Fayette watched miserably as she saw other happy couples enjoying themselves. She could've coped with that, but now Selina and Nick had arrived, looking too happy to be true. She couldn't believe what had happened, that Nick, her Nick, had married Selina. Fayette had to admit that Selina had always been kind to her, and never mean and nasty like Zelda. But she still hated her, Nick could've been her one shot at true happiness, and she thought it was her who deserved to be at the handsome king-to-be's side. As she averted her gaze from the happy couple, her eyes came to rest on another handsome stranger, who happened to be wearing the national colours of Dalsona, and what's more, a kingdom ring.

  "Of course!" she exclaimed out loud, blushing a little when a few people nearby shot her a few funny looks. Nick had mentioned he had a brother, one a lot younger than him. 15 years to be precise. That must be Nick's brother. He was certainly as handsome and manly as his brother, and only a year younger than Fayette. There could be hope for her yet. She glanced down at the dress she wore, smiling at it appreciatively. It was far better than the mess she  had insanely chosen to wear at the summer festival. It was pure white, and had a hem which started near her feet, travelled slowly up to her thigh, before dropping back down to her feet again. It was quite risque really, but Fayette didn't care. It complimented her slightly tanned skin, which was, apart from Gerudo's of course, quite unusual for a women with her hair colour. Her hair itself, was piled up on the top of her head, stray strands falling purposefully round her face in a subtle manner. Satisfied, she began to glide gracefully across the ballroom towards Prince Grahame, greeting him with a ravishing smile. "Greeting handsome sir, I don't believe we have yet met," she said, sticking her hand out expectantly. The young man, whose eyes were concentrating on something at the other end of the room snapped his eyes onto  Fayette. He took her hand and kissed it softly, his eyes still lingering on her.

  "Prince Grahame, but you may call me whatever suits you," he offered, smiling. 

  He had dark skin, and jet black hair, and, unlike his brother, had a clean shaven face. He had a faultless smile, his lips a shade lighter than his skin, his teeth straight and white. Fayette imagined her lips against his... She quickly snapped out of her smile and curtsied.

  "Princess Fayette of Hyrule, it is indeed a pleasure to meet you," she murmured, her eyes lowered, whilst still on the handsome prince's face.

  "It is indeed a pleasure to have merely set my eyes upon you, but to meet you, well that is another thing. Please, would you kindly accept a dance with me?" asked Grahame charmingly. Fayette nearly swooned at his charm, wondering what she'd been doing all her life. There she had been, pining over Nick, when she could've been with his brother all that time.

  "Why certainly kind sir," she agreed, allowing him to take her hand and lead her onto the dance floor. 

      "Don't look now, but Fayette has got her hands into your brother," whispered Selina with a giggle. Nick turned and spotted the couple as they gracefully glided across the dance floor. Many of the guests had stopped to watch, quite dazzled by their skill. Nick placed his wine glass down onto a nearby table and turned to Selina with a smile.

  "Care to dance?" he asked purposefully.

  "Why, I'd love to," agreed Selina, accompanying her husband to the middle of the room. 

      "Now that's what I call dancing," said Link, stepping aside with Zelda as he watched the two couples as they danced around the dance floor. There was Fayette, with Nick's brother, Prince Grahame, both of them strutting about the dance floor with the skill and prowess to catch the entire rooms attention. 

  Only moments later, Nick and Selina had took to the dance floor, proving to be even better than the other couple. She was jealous. Again. She could dance, just Link wasn't all that keen on it. He liked to dance, now and again, but never with crowd capturing skills. Fayette was the centre of attention and she wasn't, and she didn't like that. But she could hardly go and compete because Link had as good as two left feet. Well, he wasn't quite that bad, but he still wasn't 'quite' that good. "Where'd they learn to dance like that?" asked Link. Zelda shrugged, walking over to the refreshments table. Link quickly followed, getting her a glass of wine. "Feeling a little, under changed?" he asked with a grin. "Sorry I can't dance like that lot, I know how much you'd love to show that Fayette a thing or two," said Link, apology in his eyes. 

  Zelda put down her glass and hugged Link around the neck.

  "You're right, but you're all I have, and that's enough for me," she said sincerely.

  "Thanks," said Link, pleased that Zelda wasn't mad at him. He gave her a quick kiss, then turned to watch the other two couples dancing. As soon as the song ended, there was a rapture of applause, and the four all politely bowed/curtsied before heading off to take a drink. Nick left Selina talking to one of his sisters, whilst he walked across to one of the refreshment tables to grab a drink. While he was there, Fayette sidled up to him, smiling seductively.

  "Just think Nick, if you'd chosen me, we would've been the only ones on that dance floor. There simply would have been no one else to compete," she murmured into his ear.

  "Fayette, there is more to life than looking good, I hope one day you find that out," said Nick, concentrating on getting the drinks. 

  "And perhaps one day, you'll learn that someone who looked as good as me would've been a better choice than Selina," purred Fayette. Nick turned to Fayette, a frown on his normally amicable face. 

  "Funny, but I never recalled inviting you to this wedding," he said. Fayette stopped and frowned, it was true. She had used her mother's spare invitation to come 'as a friend' as the invite had read. 

  "That's because my mother invited me," she said, partially telling the truth. 

  Her mother had never given her the invite, she had just taken it. Nick shook his head and began to walk back over to Selina when Fayette caught his arm. 

  She yanked back a little too hard, causing the glass in Nick's hand to wobble, splashing deep red wine onto his attire. Nick looked down at himself in surprise, then placed both glasses back down onto the table. He quickly left the room, meaning to clean himself up. Fayette stole a glance around, then quickly followed behind him.

      "Well, now we're here," whispered Carrie/Lauren nervously.

  "Time to party!" exclaimed Sprite enthusiastically. She gave her friends a jaunty wave then sauntered off into the crowd, in search of a dance partner.

  "She's right. Remember, you'll change back a the break of dawn, although I doubt we'll be up 'til then," reminded Felicity/Natalya. 

  "Of course we'll still be up until then. This is Dalsona, when they party, they party!" said Tiffany, smiling brightly.

  "Well, whatever, I'll see you guys around," said Felicity with a shrug. Carrie and Tiffany watched as she walked away.

  "She's looking for Byron I bet," whispered Carrie. Tiffany nodded. 

  "It's almost tempting to spy on her, but not when we have other things to do!" she exclaimed. At that moment, someone bumped into Carrie who whirled round in surprise.

  "Please, do excuse me," apologised a man, who had a neatly trimmed beard, brown eyes and brown hair. She smiled when he met her gaze, he smiled back.

  "Oh not at all, but if you do insist on making it up to me, how about a dance?" said Carrie flirtatiously. The man smiled and nodded.

  "But please first, introductions," he said.

  "Why, I'm C-" started Carrie, before Tiffany quickly cut in. 

  "She's Lauren," said Tiffany sharpishly. Carrie turned to her friend in puzzlement, then remembered.

  "Yes, that's it, Lauren," reaffirmed Carrie. Damon looked at the two, a puzzled expression on his face. Finally, he gave in and smiled.

  "Damon," he said simply. Carrie's eyes flashed as she recognised him.

  "Of course! I knew I'd seen you before," she exclaimed. Damon frowned.

  "Come to think of it, you do look a little familiar," he retorted. Carrie just smiled.

  "Now what about that dance?" she asked, before leading him onto the ball room floor.

      As Link and Zelda danced slowly to a new tune, someone, much to Zelda's anger, cut in.
   "Mind if I do?" asked the woman, hardly giving Zelda a second glance.

  "Well actually I do-" started Zelda, but she was too late as the unknown women whisked Link away. Still fuming, she was about to give chase, when someone placed a hand on her shoulder.

  "A beautiful lady, like you without a partner? I refuse to believe it!" said Drake loudly with a laugh. Zelda smiled, and accepted Drake's offer of a dance, forgetting about the incident that had occurred only seconds before.

      "Don't I know you?" asked Link as he studied his current dance partner. 

  She has short auburn curls, and was wearing a red dress. There was something about her, that seemed so familiar, but he just couldn't snag it.

  "But I know who you are, Link, the greatest hero ever to grace the lands of the Demiari," said Sprite smiling, glad Link had not recognised her straight off.

  "Uh, you were right about the Link bit, but I'm not sure about the hero part," said Link, blushing a little.

  "Titania, that's my name," introduced Sprite. Link nodded.

  "Well, you already knew about mine," he said, swaying softly to the music. He was surprised Zelda hadn't dragged the two apart by now, but was glad in a way. This Titania really was quite intriguing. 

  "So, do you hail from Hyrule?" asked Link.

  "Where else?" asked Sprite smiling. He was actually interested. 

  "I hail from Catalia myself, not many people know about that. They just all assume that I was born in Hyrule," admitted Link. Sprite privately smiled, secretly pleased that Link had revealed something that he might consider private to her, even though he had known her for mere minutes. She resisted the temptation to kiss him, wanting to leave that until later. It wasn't that she wanted to break Link and Zelda apart, she just wanted to experience touching his lips with hers, for the first, and last time. She knew if she acted too soon, she would spoil things, and would've effectively wasted the night. As the dance ended, the dropped his hands and smiled, leaving him gazing after her.

      "There you are. Who was that women?" demanded Zelda. Link shrugged.

  "She said she came from Hyrule, her name was Titania," said Link. Zelda frowned.

  "Hmph. What kind of name is that for a Hyrulian? It sounds like it belongs to the faeries," she said, pouting. Link frowned at the mention of the faeries, wondering where they had got off to. He hadn't seen them since they had left the temple. Then Zelda turned back to Link, taking his hands and waiting for him to lead her off into the next dance.

      Nick frowned at the ruined garment of clothing, as it lay on the bed. 

  Fayette, was stood just behind him, amazed he hadn't noticed her sneak in after him. He was stripped to the waist, just looking at his strong and powerful back made Fayette feel funny inside. She decided firmly that Nick was almost certainly going to be wasted on that tavern wench, Selina. She resisted the urge to reach out and touch his bare skin, waiting for him to turn around. 

  Looking down at his hands, Nick turned around, and not quite seeing Fayette, bumped into her. He looked up in surprise, taking a step back.

  "Fayette, what are you doing..?" he asked immediately. Fayette, stepped forward, and placed her hand on his chest. She noticed, or rather felt him flinch at her touch and smiled.

  "You could grow used to that touch," she whispered. Nick took Fayette's hand and dropped it to her side.

  "What are you doing here?" he asked, looking displeased. "I thought you might want some company," she said. Nick walked past her, opening the wardrobe in the corner of the room.

  "Then you may leave, because I neither wish for nor desire your company," he said, his back to her. Fayette smiled, he had turned his back to her yet again. When would he learn? She sneaked up behind him, placed one hand on his back and slid it sensually down to his waist. She felt him tense up, then he turned around. "Fayette, leave now, before I have you thrown out," said Nick harshly. Fayette merely smiled and leaned up to him, kissing him slowly. Nick  pulled away quickly, not even giving her time to enjoy the moment. "Fayette, I'm warning you," he said, his eyes dark and foreboding. 

  "We both know that you don't want me to leave Nick, so why pretend," said Fayette theoretically.

  "It's exactly what I want Fayette, so leave now before you have to suffer the indignity of being ejected from this palace," said Nick, pointing towards the door with one of his arms.

  "You can't deny your desires forever Nick, and I know you'll learn that after you and that peasant share that bed," said Fayette, one finely plucked eyebrow raised.

  "Don't you ever talk about Selina, my wife, like that again. I have more love for her in my little finger than I have for you in my entire body," said Nick.

  "I wasn't talking about you loving me, I was talking about your desire, your lust for me," said Fayette.

  "I'm not even going to dignify that accusation with an answer," said Nick, turning away from Fayette.

  "You'll learn, eventually," said Fayette smugly, before leaving the room.

      "Byron! There you are!" said Felicity as she spotted her human companion talking with his more famous cousin, Drake. Drake turned to see who was calling and smiled upon the sight of Felicity.

  "And who might this be?" he asked, winking at his cousin. Byron turned, his charming smile on his face as always.

  "I don't know, but whoever she may be, I don't think I have ever witnessed true love 'til this very night," said Byron slowly, overcome with awe at the sight of the jet black-haired women who was approaching him. Drake laughed.

  "Then this is your lucky night, cuz!" he joked. Byron downed the last of his drink and placed it onto the table nearby, walking across to the dark-haired beauty. Her skin was pure white, flawless in any way. Her eyes were an enchanting blue, and her smile was sweet as it was alluring.

  "You may know my name, and how privileged I feel that you do. But do I ever have the hope of knowing yours?" asked Byron, kneeling before Felicity. She was surprised at her companion's reaction, at his near enchantment. Looking at her three friends, she had thought they were all far more attractive than she could ever hope, or even wish to be. Either her human companion was easily pleased, or she wasn't as dull and plain as she thought she looked. Then she knew that it had been a mistake. If she were to fall in love with Byron, this very night in fact, or if he were to do the same, then someone, or even both of them were going to get hurt. She also knew he hadn't to know who she really was. She stumbled on her words for a moment, knowing she had to do this now, because it would only be harder if any of her previous thoughts were to become a reality.

  "Uh, my name's Natalya. But I'm afraid you aren't who I was looking for," she said quickly, blushing at the blatant lie. Byron quickly got up, a  disappointed look upon his face.

  "I am very sorry milady, it's just you called my name and I thought..." he said trailing off.

  "Oh, don't apologise, but really I must find, uh, Bryan," said Felicity, starting to dash off. Byron caught hold of her hand as she rushed past him, pulling gently towards him, with a hopeful smile. 

  "There's a new song just starting, please, just one dance," he said, smiling. 

  Felicity looked at the crowd of dancing couples, then looked at Byron. Perhaps just one dance wouldn't hurt.

  "Why not?" she said softly. Byron smiled and took her into his arms, leading her off to the dance floor. 

      Selina smiled and walked up to Nick as she saw him return. "Where have you been?" she asked, noticing his change of clothes.

  "I spilt my drink on my outfit, made a total mess of it. I had to change," he explained, pecking her on the cheek.

  "Really, a fully grown man, and you still manage to spill your drink!" exclaimed Selina, still smiling.

  "Look, while I was up there, Fayette tried it on with me again," whispered Nick to Selina. Selina stared in amazement at Fayette's audacity.

  "Does she ever give up?" she asked with a sigh.

  "I think I might've got the message across to her this time," said Nick quietly, even though he wasn't so sure himself.

  "Well I hope you did, because I am getting a little tired of her," said Selina, and on an afterthought added, "not that I blame her." She smiled and reached up to give him a tender kiss, then dragged him into the midst of the dancers.

Chapter 12

 After the band stopped for a break, Byron took Felicity over to the refreshments table, and introduced her to Drake who grinned and winked at her in a friendly fashion.  As she sipped at a glass of the provided wine, she realised how long she had danced with Byron, how long she had talked and laughed with him.  She hadn't intended it to go this far, just one dance, it had turned out to be a lot more.  She put down the glass and ran a hand through her hair nervously.  "Look Byron, I have to go, I'm sorry," she said quickly, dashing back into the crowd before Byron could say a word to stop her.
  As Carrie finished her dance with yet another handsome man, she saw Felicity weaving through the dancers, looking a little upset.  Carrie quickly said bye to her partner, she followed Felicity and ended outside, on the veranda.  "Flis? What is it?" asked Carrie quietly once they were outside.  She placed a supportive hand on her friend's shoulder.  Felicity turned to Carrie and shook her head. 

 "You wouldn't, I couldn't tell you," she said, her voice almost cracking.

 "Come on Flis, you know you can tell me," chided Carrie. Felicity still didn't turn to face her friend, just held up a hand.

 "Please Carrie, I need to think, alone," she said quietly. Carrie was about to say something, when Felicity turned, tears burning in her eyes.

  "I don't like to leave you here, alone," said Carrie softly. Felicity nodded.

  "I appreciate that," she said, pausing to swallow, her throat dry, "but, I just want to be alone with my thoughts right now," said Felicity. Carrie nodded, and let go of Felicity's shoulder.

  "Okay, but I'm not happy about this," she warned. Felicity nodded, not able to say a word.  Then Carrie left, going back into the reception. Felicity walked away from the veranda, into the formal gardens. A fountain stood in front of her, the whole garden surrounded by delicious smelling trees and flowers, of a fauna Felicity had never seen or smelt before. She sat down on the edge of the fountain, running her hand through the cool water. The night air was warm, but not unbearable. Felicity gazed at her reflection in the pool of water, studying it intently.  Byron had been so captured by her appearance, like no man ever before. Most of the male population in the Fey were, well put it this way, they were hardly appealing. Most of them were male chauvinists, believing that they were superior in every way to the female race.  Since Felicity was quite intelligent, most of them avoided her, she could never resist pointing out mistakes they made and so on. They weren't all bad, but those ones were already married.  For the first time in her life, Felicity had felt genuinely appreciated, by a man. It was nice, she had to admit, but she knew it would amount to nothing by even more hurt. That's why she'd got away before, damage limitation. Sighing, she turned her head up to the stars, studying the constellations intently, trying to forget everything that had occurred in the most recent hours of her life. After all, that was the easiest way, just to forget. 

  "So Nick, the old ball and chain weighing you down yet?" asked Drake laughing as he talked to the prince. Nick cracked a grin.

 "A life sentence with Selina, I think I can live with that," he said, wiggling his eyebrows.  

 "Oo-er, madly in love alert, keep away, he could be contagious," laughed Link.

 "As you were when you wed the beautiful princess over there?" asked Nick.

 "Guilty as charged," said Link proudly.

  "Nice place you got here Nick. It's, big," said Drake, looking around the room.

  "It certainly is," said Nick, looking around also. Suddenly, Selina and Zelda appeared.  

 "That's where you are!" said Selina, walking up to Nick, wrapping her arms around his neck and greeting him with a warm kiss, amid to several wolf whistles courtesy of Drake of course.  Zelda walked over to Link, and smiled.

  "Care to dance stranger?" she asked. Link gulped down the rest of his drink and set it down.  

 "Would I?" he replied, enthused before they both took to the dance floor.

  "Still in love after, let's see, at least six years of marriage. There's hope yet for you two," said Drake.

  "As if there were any ever doubt," cried Selina, her arms still wrapped lazily around Nick's neck.

  "Easy on him, you might strangle the poor guy," said Drake with a grin.

  "I'm sure he wouldn't mind, it is me after all," said Selina, turning to give Nick another affectionate kiss.

  "Speaking of romance, anyone happen to see the beauty my little cuz was dancing with?" asked Drake. Selina leaned down with her kiss from Nick and frowned.

  "What did she look like?" she asked.

  "Raven black hair, thick and glossy, this gorgeous figure and a charming smile. If Byron hadn't said it first, I'd think I was in love!" said Drake with a grin.

  "Come to think of it, I think I did see her, but who is she? Me and Nick certainly didn't invite her," said Selina with a frown.

  "Perhaps one of my friends invited her along, you know how it is with those invitations. I mean Fayette still appeared even after she never received an invite," pointed out Nick. "She reckoned she was looking for some guy called Bryan, although I'm certain she said Byron at first," said Drake.

  "Perhaps she could be with Bryan Egrey, he's a guard here at the palace," said Nick.

  "Well whatever, she soon rushed off not so long ago. Byron's pretty down on it," said Drake with a shrug.

  "Whatever the case, I'm starved so let's go get something to eat from the buffet," suggested Selina, pulling Nick off into the direction of the great Feasting Hall.

  "Titania, it's nice to see you again," said Link as the auburn curled girl walked up to him.  She smiled, noticing Zelda wasn't around.

  "I'm getting a little hot, could you help me get through that crowd of dancers to the veranda, I'm afraid no one wants to stand apart for a little nothing like me," said Titania smiling imploringly at Link. He looked around for Zelda, then not seeing her, he grinned.

  "Sure," he said, holding out and elbow for Titania to grab. He then wove through the crowd and out into the warm night air, inhaling the smell of blossoms and fruit trees.

  "Thank you, I don't know where I'd be without you," said Titania, smiling up at Link.

  "Aww it was nothing," said Link bashfully. Titania, or rather Sprite, stoop up on her tip toes and kissed Link, savouring the moment as she had planned to for years. Half way through the kiss however, Link pulled apart, looking shocked. "You're not Titania, you're Sprite, aren't you?" he demanded, although he looked more shocked than angry. His brain had just clicked the moment before, as he had thought about what Zelda had said about the name Titania.

  "Sounds like it belongs to the faeries,"  she had pouted. Only now had he seen the connection. Sprite meanwhile was busy pouting, not because Link had found out, she would've told him afterwards any way. The reason why she was pouting was because he realised halfway through the kiss, just when Sprite was enjoying herself. She knew Link had too.

  "Sprite, how-why?" spluttered Link, running a hand through his thick, dark hair.

  "Link, if you were me you'd understand, but I can't be bothered explaining it to you," said Sprite unhappily. Then she turned his eyes to his and smiled.

  "Although I must admit, I certainly enjoyed it while it lasted.”
  "Sprite, you're a, a, Sprite!" he exclaimed.

  "Clever," said Sprite sarcastically.

  "I was just kissed by a faerie, on the lips? And not a little faerie kiss, a, a normal one," said Link still disbelieving. Sprite nodded.

  "Is that how you rated it? Normal?" she asked, sounding hurt. Link's eyes widened.

  "Uh, you know I couldn't possibly rate you, you're my guardian faerie," he said sweetly.  Sprite smiled and gave Link another kiss, but this time, it was just on the cheek.

  "Well, that's one of my lifetime goals ticked off the list," she sighed happily, before winking at Link and walking away, leaving a dumbfounded Link all alone.  

  As Sprite walked through the gardens, she came upon a small secluded garden, with a fountain in the middle. She frowned when she saw someone sitting dejectedly on the fountain, looking decidedly sad. She gingerly walked up, and saw from the reflection in the pool that it was Felicity.

  "Flis? What's up?" asked Sprite as her friend turned around. She saw that her eyes were red around the edges, she had been crying.

  "Nothing," murmured Felicity, her gaze downcast.

  "You'll never guess what? I just kissed Link!" said Sprite with a shriek of excitement.  Felicity managed a smile, knowing that Sprite could die a happy faerie now.

  "Good for you," she said, although she couldn't quite pull of trying to hide the glumness in her voice.

  "What about you, and Byron?" asked Sprite. She had seen her friend dancing with the handsome solider, and assumed everything was nice and dandy for her friend.

  "There is no me and Byron," said Felicity, cradling her chin with her hands.

  "What? Why?" asked Sprite in surprise.

  "Because Sprite, I think if we talk or dance, or do anything together for any longer, there could be a chance we might really fall for each other, and I couldn't, I won't let that happen," explained Felicity.

  "Flis, why?" asked Sprite softly, sensing the time was to be subtle, more than brash.  

  "Because Sprite, I've never, ever fallen in love before. I mean I love my family, and you and the rest of my friends, but I've never actually fallen in love with a guy," said Felicity sounding upset.

  "So why waste the chance, you may never get one ever again," said Sprite. Felicity looked at Sprite, her eyes redder than before, her forehead crumpling in confusion.

  "But don't you see Sprite, that's exactly why I can't stay with him. Because after this night is over, then that's it. I can never tell him who I really am, it'll just hurt his feelings, he'll think I've fooled him on purpose," said Felicity, glancing down at the ground miserably.  

  "But Flis, don't you see, you have to see how this goes. If you two end up acting more like friends, then fine, but if you fall in love, then it should be something to warm to, not shy away. Even if the two of you just have one second of happiness, of love, then it'll be worth it afterwards. Because, it'll be a rare moment, one you can hold dear to you heart forever. And Flis, the reason why I'm saying this, is because I think you should follow your heart, just for once, and not your head," said Sprite solemnly. Felicity looked back up Sprite.

  "You really think so?" she asked, her voice just a whisper.

  "Sure I do, or else I wouldn't be saying it would I?" replied Sprite. Felicity smiled and stood up.

  "Okay then, I'm going to go back to that party and make sure I have a good time, because one thing's for sure, I certainly won't be attending another party like this in quite some time," said Felicity defiantly.

  "Way to go Flis!" said Sprite, pleased for her friend.

  "And you're coming too, because there's still plenty of time left and you shouldn't be wasting a moment of it!" said Felicity, dragging Sprite back towards the palace.       

  Almost every guest danced to the early hours of the morning, and an hour before day break, Nick and Selina were still dancing, with the love for each other evident in their eyes.  "Were we like that?" Link asked Zelda, who were both sitting down, utterly exhausted.

  "I like to think we still are," she admitted, kissing him.

  "Yeah, you're right. We've been married for near enough a decade and we're still going on pretty strong," said Link.

  "There's been so many things to occur to us as a couple, like that war, the whole Leigh thing, that might have torn other couples apart, but we've stayed put throughout and I don't regret a minute of it. It's just bought us closer together," said Zelda. Link nodded.

  "I know this sounds corny, but y'know, the first day I set eyes on you, I knew that we'd be together one day, permanently," said Link seriously. Zelda grinned.

  "You're right, it does sound corny," she joked.

  "Well, I had to admit, I was a little spooked by the thought at first," said Link wickedly.  Zelda punched him playfully in the arm.

  "Thanks a lot, some husband," she grumbled, although she couldn't help smiling at his charming smile.

  "You'll never guess who that Titania person was," said Link.

  "Who?" asked Zelda curiously, wanting to know who had the audacity to cut in on HER dance.  

 "Sprite," said Link in a lowered voice. Zelda's eyes widened in realisation, her mouth open wide.

  "Never," she gasped.  Link nodded.

  "So that's where she's been!" exclaimed Zelda, surpressing a giggle.

  "She wasn't a bad dancer, for a faerie," Link said.

  "Better than me?" asked Zelda innocently. Link studied Zelda for a moment then stood up.  

 "Well why don't you give me a refresher?" he asked, holding out his hand. Zelda took it, allowing Link to pull her up.

  "As if you need it," she smiled, allowing herself to be led into the thinning crowd of dancers.

  "I want to capture this moment forever," murmured Felicity to Byron as they slowly danced, well really just held each other out on the veranda.

  "Me too," agreed Byron. Felicity knew it was time, she had to leave, or let Byron discover who she really was.

  "I might never see you again," she said, pulling out of his arms. He stared, wide eyed at her.  "But?" he started in protest. Felicity put her finger to his mouth in an effort to silence him.  "I have to go now Byron, but I'll never forget you, and," she held her hand over her heart to demonstrate what she was about to say. "You'll always be in here, no matter what," she said, brushing back a lock of stray hair.

  "Won't we see each other ever again?" asked Byron in dismay. Felicity smiled a little.

  "We might but, I can't promise anything," she said.

  "I'd ask you why, but I know you won't, or can't answer me, but at least let me do this," said Byron, talking Felicity into his arms, and kissing her tenderly, yet with an underlying sense of longing at the same time. Finally, they parted and Felicity smiled.

  "I'm sorry it had to happen like this," she apologised. Byron held his fist to his heart, following Felicity's previous gesture.

  "I'll never forget you," he promised. Felicity was about to slip back into the palace when she rushed back to give him one last kiss. And that was it. She quickly raced away, deep into the palace. Finally she arrived in Link and Zelda's room, as arranged, and was glad to see that neither Link or Zelda were back. She quickly changed from her borrowed blue dress, into her decidedly plain garment of clothing. Then, she walked out onto the balcony of the room, and watched as the first few rays of light seared through the grey clouds illuminating the sky with a bright array of colours, those which are normally only ever imagined on the pallet of an artist. Felicity smiled sadly, as she watched the sun rise, then the transformation came, one second she was a human, the next a three inch faerie. Suddenly, all three of her friends appeared.

  "Just in time," commented Sprite, looking down at herself.

  "You're telling me," said Carrie with a yawn.

  "Well I don't know about you, but I'm whacked," said Tiffany, rubbing her eyes blearily.

  "I think we can all agree on that," said Sprite.

  "I'm dead on my feet,” commented Felicity, smiling at Sprite, who smiled right back. While Carrie and Tiffany discussed who had had the most dance partners, Felicity thanked Sprite for her little talk the night before.

  "All part of the service," whispered Sprite, before they both turned to listen to their other two friends compare notes.

  "I thought we'd never get here," whispered Selina as she and Nick stumbled into their room.  Their room. Selina couldn't quite believe they were married, but she had loved every minute of it so far, and knew she was going to love, adore even every minute they spent together.  They both collapsed onto the bed, Nick his powerful arms wrapped around her.

  "I can't believe this isn't a dream," Nick murmured.

  "Neither can I," said Selina. "You know, when I was little, I always dreamed of this. The fairytales my mother used to read to me. But I always knew that they were just someones imagination. I mean, a peasant marrying a prince, how likely is that?" asked Selina thoughtfully.

  "What an insightful child you were," said Nick with a laugh.

  "Wasn't I just, and now it's all come true. This is a like a fairytale," said Selina, gesturing around the room with her hand. Nick kissed Selina.

  "Thank you for being a part of it," he said.

  "Thank you for letting me be part of it," replied Selina, her turn to kiss him.

  "This has been the best day, well, the best few hours of my life," admitted Nick. 

 "You deserved every one of them," said Selina, thinking about how long Nick had been stuck in that void, with Ganondorf.

  "I didn't think it was possible, but every second that passes, whether we're alone or apart, I love just that bit more," admitted Nick.

  "I feel the same Nick, I really do," said Selina, drawing her new husband into another kiss.

  Link flopped down onto the bed, utterly exhausted.  Zelda did the same.  After a few minutes, Link turned over to give Zelda kiss.  "What for?" asked Zelda, after he drew away.

  "For being you, for marrying me, having my kids, putting up with me all these years," said Link, ticking of the points with his fingers.

  "Please Link, you make it sound like we've been married for twenty odd years or more," said Zelda rolling her eyes, although she was secretly pleased at her husband's attentions.

  "Love you," murmured Link in response, making it quite clear he had barely heard a word she said.  Then, his eyes slid shut, asleep.  Zelda smiled at the sweet expression on his face and slid closer to him.

   "Love you too," she whispered into his ear, before draping one arm across him and leaning against his shoulder, liking to hear his breathing next to hers. Zelda knew when she fell asleep she'd dream, a nice one too, she always did on happy occasions. But she knew it didn't matter if she didn't remember the dream when she woke up, because she would already be in what could only be described as a dream.  She had two beautiful children, a handsome, brave, kind husband, all her friends were happy, and her family all were in good health.  There was no more threat to the country of Hyrule, and she had every piece of the Triforce. Really, it had to be a dream, she thought, but if it was, she knew she wanted it to stay this way for ever more.

***

  Leigh sighed, rolling over.  She was absolutely exhausted, too tired to even concentrate on getting to sleep.  So many things had happened to her over the last few days, too many things to comprehend.  First, she'd been struck by the lightening.  Then, she'd woken in the middle of Evian square, surrounded by a number of worried passers by.  She was back in Sosaria!  As she stood up, she was spotted by Iolo, Shamino and Dupre.  Three of her oldest friends.  In no less than a few minutes, they had taken her to Lord British who had told her that she had to journey to Serpent Isle!  He had recently ordered the search of Batlin the Sage's (the Guardian's ex left hand man) belongings and they had found a magic scroll containing a message from the Guardian to Batlin, telling the Sage to journey between the serpent pillars and to Serpent Isle.  Her and her three friends had followed, and now they were at the legendary Isle, a many number of things had occurred.  First of all as they walked towards Monitor, one of the three towns on the Isle, a storm had begun, striking each one of her companions, they had all disappeared, but later she had found them again.  Once in Monitor, they had learnt about the Goblin hordes who kept accosting the towns of Serpent Isle, and had been keen to help.  Leigh and her three companions had just arrived back from launching their own attack on the Goblin Village they had found.  Leigh had killed the leader herself, but her friends had all helped kill and fend off the all the other goblins.  Once they had returned, along with documents revealing that the current leader and treasurer of the town were in league with the goblins, the four had been hailed as hero's.  She, and her three companions were all taking a long deserved rest in the inn of Monitor, the Sleeping Soldier.  She and her companions were to set off the next morn to explore the other towns, and find out whatever they could about Batlin, or Gwenno, Iolo's wife who had travelled to the Isle some months before.  

  Leigh had asked British to send a missive to Hyrule, to ensure the friends she had made there of her safety.  With all the recent pirate activity, as well as storms, Leigh wasn't entirely sure if the message would reach Hyrule.  She knew that the next few weeks, or even months would be a long, tiring, haul but she felt positive that it could never be as bad, or emotionally straining as her time in Hyrule had been.  But then again with this situation, she guessed she couldn't predict anything.  Sighing she turned over again, squeezing her eyes shut, trying to get a little sleep before the journey she knew she was going to have to endure in no less than a few hours.  Finally, so overcome with fatigue, she drifted off into a fitful, nightmare filled sleep.      

***

  "What was it like?" asked Ewan excitedly as soon as his parents both arrived in the castle.  Link picked up his son, swinging him around.

  "It was nice, you would've loved it," said Link, giving Ewan a quick hug before setting him back down.

  "Why couldn't I come?" asked Ewan, disappointed.

  "When you're older perhaps, but the heat would've been too much for you, it was almost too much for me and your mother, and we're much older than you are," said Link, grinning over at his wife.

  "Did Selina look beautiful in her dress?" asked Ewan, Selina was one of his favourite people among his mother and father's friends.

  "She did indeed," said Zelda, giving Ewan a hug.

  "I'll miss her," he said a little sadly.

  "She and Nick will come over for visits, don't you worry," assured Link.  Suddenly, Impa appeared holding Brianna.

  "How was it?" asked the old nursemaid, handing the babe over to its mother.

  "Impa, you should've been there.  It was so spectacular, it made me feel a little jealous even," said Zelda, smiling down at her daughter.

  "Those two will have a long life together I am sure," said Impa.  Suddenly, Fayette slunk in through the doors, past the small group.  She had a smug smile on her face, but never said a word until she spotted Impa.

  "Impa, I take it that my children are in the nursery," said Fayette.  Impa nodded.

  "They have all missed you very much, my lady," she assured.  Fayette smiled, beginning to ascend the stairs towards the nursery.  Suddenly, Mercutio Jamison appeared looking extremely distraught.  His clothes, usually fine and well kept were no more than tatters.  He knelt before Zelda, bowing his head, hand on heart.

  "Mercutio?" asked Zelda in concern.

  "Your highness, I delivered the missive as directed, British informed me that all is well in the country of Sosaria, except perhaps for the pirate infestation and some bad weather.  He thanked you for your concern," said Mercutio breathlessly.

  "But what happened to you?" asked Zelda.

  "As we left the shores of Sosaria, a terrible storm occurred, streaks of lightening lit up the sky, one touching upon our mast.  Instead of catching alight though, the mast was replaced with a half finished statue of some kind, perhaps the late Owyn of Cinom.   He was a great ship builder in his time my lady, but that statue, it was so huge, it caused the ship to begin to sink.  Most of my men took the life boats back to shore, I myself swam back.  I went back to see British who agreed to provide me with another ship.  Upon investigation he found out that in the Artisans Guild hall in Cinom, the statue had vanished, replaced by a great mast.  Something very strange is afoot my lady.  As British took us to our new ship, there was another fantastic bolt of lightening, and were the Royal Mint had once stood, appeared a Great Lighthouse.  Never in my life have I seen such an occurance," retold Mercutio, stopping to pause for breath before going on, "That is my cause for delay, we had to stay in Evian until the storm passed, but it looked like it never would, so we chanced it across the seas.  As soon as Hyrule was in sight the storms stopped, but suddenly an explosion tore through the hull, causing us to yet again sink.  It was not from a pirate though, it was from a man who had crept aboard, saying that I was never to deliver the message to you.  He claimed to be a member of the disbanded fellowship," said Mercutio.

  "How did you emerge alive?" asked Zelda.

  "Life boats milady, I would've stayed and died myself, 'cept the crew tied me up, insisting I must return alive," explained Mercutio.

  "And what about the rest of your crew?" asked Zelda.

  "I fear they met a watery grave, all though I must say, it is how they would've wanted it," said Mercutio, lowering his head.

  "So all is not right in Sosaria?" murmured Zelda softly, handing Brianna back to Impa.

  "Not at all my lady, these storms, there is something magical, something evil about them.  I fear that the Demiari will be in great turmoil if all is not righted soon," said Mercutio.

  "We hall send help at once, have our best alchemists and sorcerers research the matter," said Zelda.

  "But my lady, those storms, we were lucky to escape them, and I think they were only just beginning," said Mercutio, wide eyed.

  "Zelda, could this not be the same kind of thing that happened to Leigh?  Perhaps that lightening that struck her was part of the storm that is now over Sosaria?" suggested Link.  

 "You could be right, I must inform the council immediately.  Mercutio, return home and change, then return tomorrow morn when the council will meet again," ordered Zelda.  Mercutio nodded, and left.  "I thought everything was getting back to normal," said Zelda without a sigh.

  "Well perhaps the council will think of something tomorrow, for now, let us retire," said Link.  He took Ewan's hand, and Impa followed them as they went to the nursery to settle their son for the night before returning to their own quarters.

  Zelda looked round at the council's stricken faces, wishing her father was here.  He and Fenella had decided to stay in Dalsona for a few more days, enjoying the company of Kings Ravenscroft and his wife.  She had just let them listen to what Mercutio had to stay, and they knew the situation was serious.  "What could be the cause?" asked one council member.  Impa stood forward.

  "A disruption in the void is one suggestion," she said knowledgeably.  There were a few murmurs of agreement.  Suddenly, the debate room doors swung open.  No one recognised the stranger, but he soon introduced himself.  "I am Sedrick, mayor of Evian.  I have come to tell you that the storms have passed and all is well," said the stranger.  Zelda frowned, how had British known they had been worrying?  "And what does British have to say of this?" demanded Zelda.  The man smiled, handing a document over to Zelda and smiling.  Zelda quickly opened it and recognised the writing as British's hand.  It read:

  Sister country of Hyrule,

                            I personally thank thee for thy concern, but 'tis not needed by thou.  The abominable storms have thankfully passed, and the incessant number of pirates have all vanished.  'Tis no more than a mere miracle, capable only of the Avatar herself.  I was most distraught to hear of her untimely death, 'tis a tragedy we are all mourning here in our fair country.  However, because of the situation surrounding her tragic demise, I can only hold thou responsible, it was thy country after all.  Our sisterhood has truly ended because of this, and any ship that bears the colour of your cursed country will be sunk without a second thought. Please do not take this personally fair Princess, but I, nor my country wish to keep in contact with thou or thy country.  Do not try to reason or argue with me, as my mind is made and set.  

Yours truly,

Lord British

  Zelda dropped the document in shock.  "Surely not," she said, but realised that the mayor had disappeared.  "Guards, go after that man!" she demanded.  The two guards stood at the door obliged and took off after the man who called himself Sedrick.

   "What does it say?" asked Impa, referring to the document.  Zelda picked the document up again, studying it intently.  It certainly looked like British's hand, and his signature and wax seal was all there.  But he could never of written it, or reacted in such a way.

  "British wishes to terminate our sisterhood, or rather, he already has.  Any ship bearing our country's colours will be fired upon without a thought," said Zelda, passing the document to her nursemaid.  Impa read it, her face wearing shock more than anything.  She handed it back to Zelda.

  "It is indeed his writing, it could be no one else.  Your father must be informed at once," said Impa.  Zelda nodded in agreement, before nodding to a nearby messenger who was standing to attention.  He nodded back, and quickly left.  Zelda tipped her head to the rest of the council, and to Mercutio.

  "You may all leave," she said, and they all stood up, filing silently out.  Only Captain Jamison remained.

  "Please my lady, British showed no ill will to me when I showed him that missive," said Mercutio.

  "I can't believe it myself," said Zelda, handing the letter to Mercutio to see.

  "It puzzles me greatly that is all.  Our country was ne'er responsible for her death, it was a freak bolt of lightening," said Mercutio.  Zelda nodded slightly, thinking about back to the way she had treated Leigh.  Leigh had hardly had a nice time here in Hyrule, and Zelda had never really thought about what Leigh must've suffered at the hands of those savages whilst she was kept prisoner in the shadow temple.  She had never wanted to.  Feeling guilty, she dismissed Mercutio and sat down, wondering what had gone wrong.  Only a few days ago, she had felt like she was in a dream, to perfect to be true, but rapidly, that dream was slowly beginning to take on a new turn, to no less than a nightmare.   

  A week later, Zelda was in the arms of her husband, staring up at the star studded night sky.  They were having a romantic evening together, at a secluded spot not to far from the castle.  Her father had returned immediately on hearing of Lord British's decision, and had sent a boat across, trying to negotiate with the man.  British, however had kept his word, ordering his men to sink the boat on sight.  Her father had reluctantly agreed with his council that there was no more to be done, and announced that all trade to be cut with Sosaria, which meant no boat from the shores of Sosaria was allowed in, and vice versa.  Sparks, Leigh's young friend had been most distraught at the news he would not be allowed to return home safely, but did say that it sounded like yet another unreasonable decision made by the ruler of Sosaria.  But since that, everything had been fine, and was getting better, this romantic picnic being the highlight of Zelda's week.  "Why did you choose here?" asked Zelda dreamily.

  "Don't you remember?" asked Link.  Zelda shook her head.

  "This was the first place were you told me you loved me," said Link.  Zelda smiled, turning and kissing him.

  "And I'll tell you again, I love you," said Zelda happily.

  "I love you too," said Link sweetly.

  "I wonder how Nick and Selina are getting on?" asked Link.  The couple would still be on their honeymoon in Dalsona, a more secluded spot than the palace.

  "I'm sure they'll be doing fine," murmured Zelda, kissing Link again.  She didn't want to count her cuccos before they hatched, but it seemed that after a momentary dip, things were getting back to good again.  She smiled at the thought, letting her gaze wander back to the sky.  

***

  "The rainbow and the thunderstorm," mused Faylita aloud.  After searching out the Gerudo translations of these very two words, she had discovered who the rebels, perpetrators were.  She had sought the two out, and was now going to sacrifice them, for Molasar, and his father.  They were both tied to thick stakes that protruded from the ground, a fire burning just before them.  The rest of the Gerudo were dancing and chanting around the fire, praising to their new king.  Faylita smiled at Jenimue and Dindraina, a thick cobra draped around her shoulders.  She walked up to Jenimue and tilted up the young woman's chin with her finger.  The snake on her shoulders hissed, snaking it's tongue in and out of it's thin lips at the woman.  She didn't shudder, or wince as Faylita had hoped, but it did not matter.  She stepped across to Dindraina, who this time did flinch at the sight of the reptile.  She was not as strong as her comrade, Faylita smiled.  She liked to see weakness, it made her feel all the more powerful.  She drew an obsidian knife from her belt and held it high into the air, commanding for silence.  The chanting and dancing stopped, all eyes on the queen.  She traced Dindraina's throat with the knife, but did not cut the skin.  Dindraina squeezed her eyes shut, murmuring softly to the Gods for mercy.  Faylita stepped forward and draped the snake around Dindraina's neck,  who shuddered as the skin touched her skin.  Her eyes shot open, fixing onto Faylita's.

  "You can't do this," she protested.  Faylita nodded.

  "I already am traitor!" she said, raising her voice as she reached the word traitor.

  "The only traitor is you Faylita!" shouted Jenimue bravely.  Faylita turned her attentions from Dindraina to Jenimue.

  "No Jenimue, I was not the one who tried to slaughter a mere child, a mere child who will be our king, who will be the one to lead us out of our wilderness and into a new age!" screamed Faylita.  There were shocked cries from the crowd.  Jenimue frowned, and spat at Faylita in disgust.  Faylita gripped at the slick handle of the knife, and slashed it across Jenimue's face.  "I will not kill you Jenimue, I shall only disfigure you beyond recognition, and keep you in chains for your life, until you die from a broken spirit," threatened Faylita.

  "I will never die from a broken spirit Faylita, they are proof of that," defied Jenimue, thrusting her head towards the crowd of brainwashed women.  Faylita slashed across Jenimue's face again, more blood trickling down her forehead.  The women still did not flinch, did not even close her eyes when her own blood trickled down into them.

  "Kill the rainbow, kill her now, she will always be a threat whilst she has a breath still in her body," suddenly commanded a voice inside Faylita's head.  She was dismayed at her master's instructions, but did not dare disobey them.  She screamed out a scream of rage, and plunged the knife deep into Jenimue's heart, and to her immense satisfaction, Jenimue died with a look of fear in her eyes.  The crowd stood, deadly silent.  Faylita turned to Dindraina.

  "I could let you walk free," she said in a raised voice, "now that your leader is dead, but I wish to make an example of you, so that no one else gets any ideas," said Faylita.  Dindraina flinched as the snake on her shoulders slowly began to coil round her neck, hissing.  Faylita meanwhile, slashed the traitor's chest and stomach, blood flowing freely down her body.  Dindraina, however, did not cry out in pain to Faylita's surprise.  Faylita began to cut into Dindraina's arm, cutting lightly at first, but sinking in deeper and deeper, twisting it as she went.  To her immense pleasure, the women began to whimper, quietly at first, slowly getting louder.  Then, as the snake tightened its grip, she began to choke for air, until finally, Faylita drove the knife deep in between Dindraina's eyes, killing her instantly.  She withdrew the knife and held it up triumphantly, and the crowd cheered and began their dance again.  Faylita replaced the knife back into her belt, and looked down at her blood speckled fingers, licking off the liquid in a leisurely fashion.  As she did, a great surge of power flowed through her and she laughed aloud.  She took the knife from the dead woman's shoulder and held it up high, were it slowly began to change its shape, into that of a child, that of their new king.  Immediately the Gerudo dropped to their knees, silenced by his presence.  Faylita smiled and held the baby down, looking into his eyes.  They were pure black orbs of hatred and evil, that flickered like a snake's every now and then.  He himself did not yet have the power to change his shape, Faylita had invoked the spell herself, on Ganondorf's orders.  Killing, as he said, would make his son stronger, but in the body of a weak child, he would be no use.  She smiled down at the child, and took the knife back from her belt, wiping the residue on it onto the child's forehead.  She knew, that he would be the one, to lead the Gerudo into a new era, full of evil and hate.  And that suited her down to the ground. 

***

