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Chapter 1 

     Leigh woke up, feeling drowsy. She also felt sick. She glanced around her surroundings, not quite taking them all in. What had happened? The last thing she could remember was making her way back to Hyrule, after her little hi-jack, could she call it that? Sea-jack, whatever, had gone wrong. Well, it looked like she was back on a ship. She lay back down, her head was killing her. She hadn't felt this bad in a while, not since she'd returned to Hyrule anyway. She let out a soft moan, covering her eyes. She didn't even know where she was, but she could tell by the rocking movement that she was on a ship. She tried to get up, move her aching limbs, but every joint protested, and she could only manage to get on all fours. She crept over to the side of the cabin and peered out of the porthole. Water was all she could see. Well, it wasn't exactly unexpected, was it? She had been hoping to see a bit of land, even if that bit of land was Hyrule. She glanced around the room, then the cabin door clicked open. She managed to turn her neck to see whoever had entered the room. She hoped to see a friendly face, maybe she'd been caught in a strong current and thrown from her boat. Maybe she'd been rescued. Only thing was, she had absolutely no recollection whatsoever. However the face that belonged to the visitor was far from friendly. Closer to unfriendly, or maybe psychotic. The man had long wavy, black hair, and an unruly beard, that looked like, well anything but something that should adorn anyone's face. It looked positively foetid. 

"Ah, I sees ya've come out of it lassie," said the man, walking over to Leigh. Leigh stood up, wobbled for a second, then looked at the man square in the eye.

"Where am I?" she asked, before an uncontrollable wave of nausea cascaded over her, and she collapsed to the ground. The man smiled, nudging her with his wind cracked boot.

"Don't worry me love, ye'll be back home soon," he promised, before letting out a grating cackle, and leaving the room.

***

Timothy looked up at North Castle, an awful feeling of failure filling him. He had promised Zelda he would return with her daughter. The best he'd managed was to bring back her horse. He'd already had his own stabled, as well as hers, now he had to go and tell Zelda. His hands trembled with the cold, they were frozen, as was he, no doubt he would end up with pneumonia if he persisted on staying outside. Nonetheless, it was all he deserved after his failure to bring Brianna home. This whole thing was his fault. He should never have trusted Brianna a minute alone with that fiend, but he stupidly had. And he wished he didn't have to live to regret it. But that was a cowards way of thinking. He had to face this, for his own sake. After all, what doesn't kill you, can only make you stronger. He would find Brianna, he just needed a boat first. He marched into the castle, his clothes dripping from his swim. He wove his way through the castle, up the many flights of stairs without stopping for so much of a breath. He prayed Brianna was okay. He prayed that her brother was not yet dead. Ewan couldn't be, he was the strongest of them all. He had the power of all three Triforces! There was no way he could die. Timothy shuddered to think. Perhaps if Molasar hadn't kept him and Brianna for just those few minutes, if Timothy hadn't kept his pace to a minimum, he would've got to Ewan in time. Perhaps just for the prince to name his attacker, but Timothy was already pretty sure of that. It had to be Molasar. He had tried to kill Ewan. What if he did the same to Brianna. This time there would be no Tim to discover her crumpled, bloodied body by the roadside in the rain. Just as Tim had found Ewan. He stopped outside the door to Ewan's room. He heard a soft sobbing inside. He let out a sigh. How had things come to this? In a short, few hours, his life had been totally ransacked, and he was let off lightly. As for Zelda, both her children were gone from her, just in a few hours. He opened the door, without bothering to knock. Zelda was the first thing he saw, she turned and saw him, saw his expression. His eyes travelled to the bed, where he saw Ewan, his face a whiter shade of pale. Zelda saw Timothy's clothes, and stood up. She walked over to him, and hugged him.

"I'm so sorry your highness," he whispered, surprised by her reaction. 

"You tried Tim, you tried," said Zelda, holding onto Tim as if he were the only thing that would prevent her from being blown from the thin beam of stability that she was precariously balancing on.

"I can find her, I know I can," assured Tim, feeling in his heart, that this time, he was speaking the truth. Zelda looked up at him, a young man, who even though he had recently slogged through a mire of despair and discomfort, was still willing to go back out there and do it all again.

"Oh Tim," she cried, holding onto him again. Timothy did the same for a few moments, then held her away from him, looking at her.

"Your highness, I pledge no empty promise, all that I need is a boat and I will go and find Brianna, and return her to you," promised Timothy. Zelda nodded.

"You know where she is?" she asked, gulping back another sob. Timothy nodded, although he could never admit he was taking wild shots in the dark.

"Yes, I believe she is headed for the coast of Benlucca," said Timothy, looking to the ground.

"Benlucca? But, what about Sosaria? The pirates!" exclaimed Zelda. Timothy looked back up. 

"That is where she is headed," was all he could say.

"But why?" asked Zelda, slumping back into her seat. Timothy shifted from foot to foot uncomfortably.

"She is being accompanied by a young gentleman, who goes by the name of Molasar, Molasar Anacreon I think. That's what Brianna told me anyway," said Timothy, running a hand through his damp hair. A dull light of recognition lit Zelda's eyes.

"Anacreon?" she questioned. Timothy nodded.

"That's what she..." he began.

"Oh praise the goddesses! Anacreon, there is only one Anacreon in Benlucca that I know of, that of Balayna Anacreon, queen of the Gerudo. I know she died shortly after we last saw her but, but she was good, surely this Molasar has to be her son!" said Zelda, looking slightly relieved. 

"Her son, but wouldn't that make him King?" asked Timothy, recalling a few things his father had told him concerning the Gerudo race. Timothy wasn't so sure if that was a good thing. Ganondorf Dragmire was King of the Gerudos, or at least, he had been.

"She shall surely be in safe hands, no son of Balayna's could ever do harm to my daughter," said Zelda, a faint glimmer of hope passing across her features. 

"I know this Molasar, Zelda," said Timothy unsurely, he was beginning to wonder if he should voice his suspicions about the Gerudo King. Zelda glanced at him.

"But I can't understand, how does she know him, why has she left with him?" asked Zelda. Timothy sighed.

"She believes she is in love," he told her. Zelda looked up at Timothy.

"Love?" she echoed. She paused, reading Timothy's expression. "But you do not believe so?" she questioned. Timothy felt a strange heat creeping to his cheeks, he stumbled upon his words. If he let Zelda know about any of this, he could risk upsetting her, without reason. He knew he couldn't trust Molasar, he had attacked Ewan most certainly. But these were only his thoughts, and to be frank, they could be clouded by his feelings towards Brianna. But then who else would have the motive but Molasar? The two clearly disliked one another, and Ewan would never have allowed Molasar to have his sister. 

"I wouldn't know," Timothy finally breathed, water trickling down the nape of his neck. Zelda looked at him, he had certainly been silent for a while. She stood up.

"I know you and Ewan were like brothers, you deserve at least a minute alone with him," she said softly. Timothy smiled gratefully as Zelda left the room. Timothy closed the door, then walked to Ewan's bedside, crouching beside him.

"Ewan, I don't know if you can hear me, maybe you can't, maybe I'd have better luck talking to a wall, but, in case you can, I know who did this to you, and they're going to pay, you don't have to worry about that, but first, first I have to go and rescue your sister, but you know, if you could just hang on until I get back, until they find someone to help you, well, that would just make everything worth it, okay?" said Timothy, trying to keep up with a nonchalant, casual tone, for Ewan's sake, and just managing it. He stopped and swallowed nervously. He finally let out a shaky breath, then turned to leave. "I've got to go," he murmured, before leaving. 

***

"You are sure about this, aren't you?" asked Molasar, not for the first time. Brianna smiled. She nodded. Molasar smiled back. "It's just, I wouldn't like to think," began Molasar. But he cut his sentence short as a crashing pain seared through his temples, and he leaned forward, clutching his face with his hands. Brianna leaned over towards him, worried.

"Molasar, what is it?" asked Brianna, concerned for him. 

"Fool! Do you think that by escaping back to that pathetic country you can escape me!? You will pay for this, a son never neglects his duties that are required for his father, no son of mine anyway!" screamed Ganondorf. Molasar keeled over. The pain that his father had caused soon faded, and eased away from him. He opened his eyes, and looked straight into the worried, angelic blue of Brianna's. 

"What happened, are you okay?" asked Brianna, stroking the side of Molasar's face. He said nothing. He pressed his hands together and looked down at them, interlocking his fingers. 

"What have I done?" he murmured to himself. 

"Molasar?" questioned Brianna. He looked up. 

"We aren't far from Benlucca, we shall soon be there," promised Molasar. He smiled at Brianna, an attempt to reassure her. He leaned forward, a little shakily, and gently touched her lips with his own. It was different from the kiss the two had shared earlier that night, but just as special, totally different from the first passionate embrace that the two had shared, but more feeling was in it, more emotion. And trust. They parted. "I'm so sorry," whispered Molasar. 

"What for?" inquired Brianna, her heart still beating too fast. Molasar looked up at Brianna and smiled, a wry ironic smile.

"You're so innocent, so sweet, so naive of all this damned world has to hold for us all," he said. Brianna looked a little confused. Molasar took her hand. "You are the only one like you, no-one else shares the passions that you do anymore, you cherish everything," said Molasar, his voice soft and strangely sombre at the same time.

"What are you talking about?" asked Brianna, not really knowing the meaning of the words Molasar was mumbling.

"I've never known anyone like you Brianna, I've never felt like this about anyone before," confided Molasar.

"Nor have I," said Brianna, smiling at Molasar. 

"She will soon feel differently, when she finds out you are my son," murmured Ganondorf. He seemed to have calmed down. Molasar did not even flinch at his father's invasion. He took Brianna's hand.

"Then marry me," he asked. Brianna smiled a little at first, then laughed.

"Oh, surely not," she said, her eyes twinkling. Molasar did not smile.

"Marry me Brianna, you say you've never felt like this for anyone else, and neither have I, it must be so! We are meant for each other," he said.

"You imbecile! What are you doing!" screamed Ganondorf in rage. Brianna looked down at her delicate hand, held in Molasar's strong, firm one. 

"Molasar, I, I don't know what to say," said Brianna truthfully. Molasar paused, smiling hopefully.

"Say yes," he prompted her. 

"But, we hardly know each other," protested Brianna.

"Yet you were willing to travel with me, away from your country, and you barely even know me?" asked Molasar, raising his eyebrows. Brianna paused.

"Yes but that was because I thought I may never see you again!" she said, realising it was barely an explanation. 

"I love you Brianna," said Molasar, his intense gaze piercing through her, to her very soul. 

"Oh, I," began Brianna. She'd heard of whirlwind romances, no, in fact, she'd only ever read about them. In poems, in fiction, but she'd never known it happen to anyone. Ever. But right now, it was happening to her. 

"Ever since I heard your voice, ever since I set my eyes on you, I knew, you were the one," went on Molasar. He took her hand and kissed it softly, his eyes on hers at all times. "You would make me happier than any man on this Demiari," he murmured. Brianna had to look away.

"I wish I could say yes," she said. 

"You wish?" asked Molasar. Brianna looked back up to Molasar.

"We only shared our first kiss this very day!" she exclaimed, although it seemed odd to say so in the darkness. This storm was certainly relentless. 

"Then why not share our engagement?" asked Molasar.

"What's your hurry? You say you love me, well then why can't you wait for a bit?" asked Brianna, deciding it was time for things to slow down.

"Because I love you. I don't need to wait, why waste time?" asked Molasar, slightly impatient.

"But I don't know if I love you," said Brianna. Molasar paused, and took a deep breath, leaning back. "I'm sorry," she added. Molasar smiled at her.

"There's no need. Soon, soon you'll know," he said confidently. 

***

As Timothy finished tacking up his horse, ready to ride to Saria, he felt a strong hand clap on his shoulder. He turned, and smiled.

"Aden!" he exclaimed. Aden Junior was the son of Fayzie of the Kokiri, who was now married to Damon Owen. His father had been a bitter man, who had hated Link irrationally. But Aden Junior was nothing like his father, he was handsome, clever, and a good friend of both Ewan and Timothy. He'd been in Catalia, visiting his father's grave. Although part of him hated his father, for the torture he had made his mother endure, part of Aden still regretted his death. And he had to pay his respects. 

"Hi, just got back. There's been storms in Catalia for days, couldn't get away, you don't know how sorry I was to miss Ewan's 21st!" said Aden. He glanced at Timothy, and saw his morose expression. "Going somewhere?" he asked, looking at the horse. Timothy scratched the back of his neck. "Something up?" asked Aden, sensing all was not quite as it should be. 

"Yeah, you could say that," said Timothy. Aden waited. "Ewan, Ewan is...." Timothy paused.

"What, come on, what is it?" pushed Aden. 

"Someone tried to kill him, this morning. He's, god, you should see him Aden, he's on the brink," said Timothy.

"Ewan?!" asked Aden in surprise. Ewan was a strong and able fighter, there was no-one in Hyrule who had ever been able to match him. He knew how to take care of himself. "How's Brianna taking it?" he asked, his concern leaping to the princess. Timothy mounted his horse.

"She doesn't know, or at least I don't think she does," said Timothy.

"She doesn't know?" echoed Aden.

"She'd disappeared, that's where I'm headed, Benlucca," went on Timothy.

"She's in Benlucca? Trust me to miss all this!" said Aden, running a hand through his wet, dark hair. He had more of his mother's looks than his father's, he had short dark red hair, with thick eyebrows, a feature of his father's, but the rest, his gentle eyes, mouth and defined nose were all his mother's.

"I think so," said Timothy.

"Then I shall come with you!" announced Aden. Timothy shook his head.

"No, you should stick round here," said Timothy.

"For what?" asked Aden. Timothy shrugged.

"See, you know I should come with you, besides, I always wanted to do some sightseeing in Benlucca, what with the lovely Gerudo race and everything," said Aden with a wry grin. Timothy shook his head.

"Only you would think of such things during such a time!" accused Timothy. Aden wasn't sure whether his friend was amused or disgusted. He shrugged.

"If you don't let me accompany you, then I can justly say that you want to rescue Brianna all by yourself, and make yourself to be out some big hero," said Aden, shoving his hands in his pockets. Timothy looked down at Aden.

"I just don't think it's such a hot idea to get both of ourselves killed," he said. 

"So am I coming?" asked Aden. Timothy shrugged.

"If you want to follow me, how can I stop you?" conceded Timothy with a sigh. Aden grinned, and got back onto his horse.

"Lead the way," he invited. Timothy obliged, wishing he could share the cheerfulness that his friend had.

***

Link returned to the castle downcast. He had been to every town in West Hyrule and was unable to find Leigh. So it looked like she had somehow found passage to Sosaria, or at least somewhere else. Someone recalled seeing her in Mido Port early on the day that Ewan had been found. Even thinking about it made Link feel sick. It was early morning the next day. He was exhausted, and Link knew he needed some rest, but he even felt guilty about that. How could he rest when his son was dying, and his only hope was surely on her way to Sosaria by some means right this very second. He knew what he was going to do. He was going to go and see Zelda, and get just a few hours sleep. Then he was going to Sosaria, but not by boat. He was going to take Sal. 

***

Leigh woke up, still feeling sick. She managed to stand, and shakily made her way to the porthole, and peered up. The ship was moored, tied to a pier. Of course, she still didn't have a clue about where she was. The last thing in her memory was some guy, with a beard, and then her collapsing. She had definitely over-exerted herself aboard that pirate ship. She made a mental note not to try anything of the sort again too soon. She rubbed her forehead with her hand, trying to ease the pain, but it was pretty useless. She wandered over to the cabin door, and tried to open it. Either she had suddenly lost all of her strength, or the door was locked. She frowned and looked around the cabin. There wasn't much, a bunk in the corner, which she had neglected to use, a chest in the other corner. All in all, it was pretty bare. She walked vaguely over to the chest and managed to open it. It was empty. She sighed and walked back to the porthole. If she could smash it, she could easily climb out. As she contemplated this, the door to the cabin was flung open, and two surly looking men walked through in single file. They turned and glared at her.

"Hi," she greeted flatly. They stared at her, walked up to her and were about to both take her by the arm, when she raised a hand. "You'd do well to keep your hands off me," she warned them. They just laughed and grabbed her anyway. She attempted to struggle free of their grasp, but she wasn't strong enough. She was dragged through the door with little resistance. "Where are you taking me?" demanded Leigh. The men just laughed. "There was absolutely nothing funny about that question!" fumed Leigh. She was hauled up some steps, and onto the deck. 

"You'll find out soon enough," one of the men rumbled. Leigh looked around. Not the ship, outside the ship. She knew where she was, and it certainly wasn't Hyrule.

"Sosaria?" she asked, totally thrown. How had she ended up here? From the tip of east Hyrule to Sosaria took at least a day or two, even by boat, even longer now that the seas were infested with pirates. So, either she'd slipped through some portal, or she'd been out for a lot longer than she had originally thought. 

"That is right! Art thou gladst to be home?" asked a voice behind her. She turned, and saw a familiar, sneering face.

"No...wait, you can't be..." protested Leigh. The man she saw, a sneering face who went by the totally original name of 'Hook' whom had been killed, by her own hand, not so long ago. Well, about 16 years if she considered the whole time thing, but still, she could still remember the look in his eyes as she had killed him. Hook walked up to her, and lifted her chin with his hook. Leigh kept her eyes on his, trying to retain as much dignity as she could, despite being held at both sides by those two buffoons. He hadn't changed, well barely, he still had that moustache that framed his upper lip, the neat goatee set underneath his bottom lip, the patch over one eye, the long unruly hair.

"Long time no see, we never did go fishing," said Hook, somewhat wistfully, although still retaining his gleaming grin. 

"You needed bait, I do recall," said Leigh, her tone calm. 

"Yes, strange, thou didst refuse to oblige," said Hook, flipping his hair over his shoulder. He let Leigh's chin drop. 

"What are you doing here?" asked Leigh. Hook smiled.

"Why I thought thou wouldst be grateful Avatar, after all, thou wert so very desperate to return to these shores, the Guardian said so!" exclaimed Hook. Leigh didn't think she was liking the sound of this. 

"So, what are you going to do with me?" asked Leigh. Hook smiled again.

"Do not tempt me dear," he said slowly. "In any case, I have been asked to deliver thee to the Guardian's door. A favour for a favour if thou wouldst like. He did restore mine life, after all," said Hook. Leigh frowned.

"I would hardly call it a favour, it's no fun being killed twice, especially by the same person," said Leigh, managing to pull free of the two men's grasp, and pushing Hook to the ground. She went to pull her sword from her belt but her hand passed through a belt turning out nothing. As soon as Hook saw her expression, he pushed her off him and began to laugh as she was heaved off her feet. 

"Nice try Avatar, I see that thou still possess the fire in thy belly thou didst a few years back, but sadly for thee, all thy weapons were confiscated as thou didst board this ship," said Hook. Leigh let her head hang, and could not believe how stupid she had been. The next thing she felt was a hard blow to the stomach, causing her to almost keel over. 

"Welcome back, old friend," said Hook, before bursting into laughter. Leigh grimaced, wondering if coming back to Sosaria, even though she didn't think she was going to, had ever been such a good idea after all.

***

Zelda collapsed down on the edge of the bed, weeping openly. What had she done, that was so terrible, to have both her children so cruelly snatched away from her? Am I really such a bad person, that the goddesses should treat me this way? she thought sadly. Slowly, she wiped her eyes once more, and turned to look at her son. He was on the edge, precariously balanced on that slender thread between life and death. Zelda had never felt it herself, but she knew that with every passing second, that Ewan was surely closer to breathing his last. "Oh Ewan... Ewan..." she murmured, gently running her hand through his reddish-brown hair. He looked so delicate, so precious, so... childlike. And yet she knew her son was a young man. He has the courage of his father, he has to live! Zelda thought desperately. If Ewan died, she didn't know what she'd do. Now she knew how Fayette had felt, when her husband, Raymundo, had been murdered in cold blood. She couldn't imagine why anyone would have wanted to kill Ewan. Everybody had liked Ewan, surely? She remembered many years ago, when an evil woman named Mara, had tried to kill her. She'd been absolutely terrified, helpless. Was that how Ewan had been? She ran her hand over his cheek, shocked at the coldness. But still, he breathed. She took her hand away, clasping it in her other, to try and warm it. Suddenly, the door to the room was pushed open, and the queen turned, surprised. Link walked quietly in, head hung. He closed the door behind him, and walked over to the bed, his face an expression of devastation. Link had known more death than Zelda had, yet it still affected him as badly. Almost all of Link's family had been savagely killed by the raiding Tanolians, and his brother murdered by one of his worst enemies. "There's been no change?" he enquired, taking his son's hand and gazing down at him.

"No," Zelda replied quietly.

"I didn't find Leigh... she's... she's already left," Link said, turning to look at his wife. Zelda looked down, biting her lip. She'd made Leigh leave, and now...

"It's all my fault! If I hadn't been so proud and stubborn..." she began, her tone angry.

"No! Zelda, don't blame yourself, we can't blame anyone for this, apart from the evil that did it!" Link retorted. He turned back to Ewan.

"Thank god Tim found you..." he whispered. Zelda stood up, and placed a hand on her husband's chest. "Link, there's.... there's something else," she stated, her eyes watering.

"What?" Link questioned, not liking the sound of her words.

"It's Brianna... she's..." Zelda began.

"Tim didn't find her?" Link asked quickly. Zelda nodded.

"But he thinks she's... she's..." she continued, stammering. Link didn't dare ask.

"Not..." he began.

"No, thank the goddesses. But... Oh Link..." Zelda cried. She flung her arms around him, and wept into his chest. It was all Link could do but to hold her back and stop himself from crying too. Presently though, he stepped back.

"Tell me, Zel, please. Where is Brianna?" he questioned. Zelda looked up, tears still shining in her deep green eyes.

"Link she... she's left Hyrule," she answered.

"Left Hyrule?" Link echoed, puzzled.

"With a man. A man called Molasar Anacreon," Zelda finished. Link's brow furrowed.

"Molasar Anacreon? But why?" he asked.

"Timothy says she fell in love with him. I guess you could say... they eloped," Zelda replied. "She's only fifteen years of age! That's crazy!" Link said. He sounded angry. "How can she do this? At a time like this? How could she just up and abandon us?!" he continued. "And who's this Molasar too?"

"Molasar, I believe, is the son of Balayna," Zelda said quietly.

"Balayna had a son?" Link questioned. Zelda shrugged.

"I've no idea. Maybe it's a coincidence," she said.

"She's far too young!" Link continued.

"I know," Zelda agreed quietly. "But... it is possible to be in love... so young," she added, giving Link a meaningful look. Link nodded.

"I guess it is, but..." Zelda leaned up and kissed him lightly on the lips.

"Timothy is going after her, he'll bring her back, I'm sure of it. Besides, if he was related to Balayna, surely Brianna will be safe," she said.

"I don't trust the Gerudo," Link retorted bitterly. He shoved his hands in his pockets, and walked out of the room.

A short while later, Zelda found him sat up in their room. "Link! Won't you stay with me, with Ewan?" she questioned. She'd decided to keep up a constant vigil by her son's beside, just in case he should take a turn for the worse.

"I can't bear to," Link replied. Zelda frowned.

"He's your son, Link! Don't you care?" she questioned, a little harshly.

"Of course I care! But... I can't... I just can't stay there," Link snapped.

"But you have to!" Zelda argued.

"I can't. Besides, I'm leaving soon anyway," he replied.

"What?! Leaving? Why?" Zelda asked, shocked.

"I'm going to Sosaria," Link answered.

"You... you can't! You'll surely be killed!" Zelda cried, absolutely horrified at the notion. 

"I'm leaving in a few hours. Sal will be flying by soon," Link said. Zelda remained silent. She paced up and down for a while. Link didn't say anything either.

"You can't leave me!" Zelda finally said. She rushed over to the bed, and joined him there. "Don't leave, please, don't," she wept.

"I have to find Leigh. She's Ewan's only hope," Link whispered quietly. He wrapped his arms around his wife, trying to calm her. "Zel, I love you so much, I really do, and I hate to do this to you. But I have to. Please try and understand," he spoke softly.

"I understand," Zelda finally sniffed. He pulled her close, and kissed her gently.

"I love you, I love you," he repeated.

"I love you too," Zelda replied, matching his kiss with one of her own. "Why are we so unlucky?" she murmured sadly, her thoughts back on their children again. Link suddenly thought about Kylara, and about her warnings. But, he dismissed them. True, they had been unlucky, and lots of bad things had happened, but they were both still here, still together.

"At least we still have each other," he said softly, kissing her again. Zelda kissed him back and then sighed.

"I guess," she remarked.

"We're going to get through this, like we got through everything else. We're strong, Zel, we'll win," Link whispered, gazing right into her eyes. She gazed back, and nodded.

"You're right. You will find Leigh, and Timothy will find Brianna. We'll get through this." Link pulled her down onto the bed.

"Come on, get some rest. You need it," he said, looking down at her. Her face was pale, yet reddened from so much crying and she looked extremely tired.

"You too," Zelda said. He smiled a little.

"Well, it was the plan. I'll rest... wake me when Sal arrives, if I don't," he said. Zelda nodded, and then kissed him goodnight.

"I'll miss you," she murmured. "Not half as much as I'll miss you," Link replied wistfully. He lay down close beside her, a comforting arm around her shoulders, and then down to get some much-needed sleep... 

Chapter 2 

     Timothy looked upwards at the dark, cloudy sky. Back at North Castle, he could almost always see the stars, but not here. Timothy hated travelling on boats. He and Ewan had done it many times, but still, he never enjoyed the rocking motion, and the feeling of vulnerability that it left, stuck out there, in the middle of the vast water, open to attack. Aden was leaning over the side, looking down at the water below.

"How long d'you reckon it'll take?" he questioned, turning to look at Timothy. The young hero shrugged.

"I dunno. I've never been to Benlucca before," he said.

"Me either. It's too bad Bri and that freak got a head start," Aden stated. Freak? That'd be right, Timothy thought angrily. "I just don't get why she'd run off like that, I mean come on, she's only fifteen!" Aden continued.

"Because she thinks she's in love. That jerk has twisted her mind," Timothy replied bitterly. He kicked the side of the boat in frustration. "Why can't we go any faster?" he questioned. 

"That's boats for you," Aden replied, grinning slightly. Timothy did not grin back. "Aww come on Timmy boy, it's not all that bad. We'll find Bri, we will," Aden said, trying to cheer his friend up.

"Have you seen the size of Benlucca? I bet it's at least twice the size of Hyrule!" Timothy lamented. He knew that Molasar would probably take Brianna to the Gerudo Valley, but only the goddesses knew where that was. Brianna had excitedly told him that the valley was a secret and no-one in Benlucca, apart from the Gerudos, knew where it happened to be located.

"It'll be an adventure!" Aden stated, still grinning. Any other time, if Ewan had not been on the verge of death, and Brianna had not been in deadly danger, Timothy would have agreed with his friend. He sighed, and glanced down at the dark, swirling waters below. "I'm telling you, Brianna was the last person I'd expect to do this sort of thing! She was always so... well you know. Sensible," Aden remarked.

"I guess people change sometimes," Timothy replied. "Or they caught up in the excitement of it all," he added thoughtfully. He couldn't imagine what Brianna actually saw in Molasar, but there had to be something. Or maybe the man... or boy, whatever age he happened to be, was a master manipulator.

"Brianna never seemed the type to be after excitement. I hear she's not her mother's daughter... in the personality side, anyway," Aden said, grinning. Timothy nodded.

"Yeah. My dad and Link told me all about what Queen Zelda was like when she was younger. Always running about looking for an adventure," he said.

"Maybe Brianna really is like that too, she just never realised it before!" Aden said, sounding pleased with himself at this particular deduction.

"Maybe," Timothy shrugged. He didn't really care if Brianna had suddenly found a passion for adventure or not. He just cared about getting her safely away from Molasar.

"But heck, she's still just a little girl," Aden continued.

"Oh hardly," Timothy said sarcastically.

"She's fifteen Tim, fif-teen," Aden replied patronisingly.

"I know!" Timothy snapped. "But she's very mature for fifteen," he added, blushing slightly. 

"Gosh, no need to get so defensive, Tim. Jeez, anyone would think you had the hots for Bri, or something," Aden laughed.

"I don't!" Timothy quickly replied, turning to look back at the water.

"Haha, Tim, you're such a cradle snatcher, d'you know that? She's like five years younger than you!" Aden said, joking.

"I'm not a cradle snatcher! I don't like Brianna. Not like that, anyway," Timothy retorted. He frowned, and ran a hand through his curly black hair.

"I'll bet it's why you turn down all the other girls. 'Cause you're saving yourself especially for our Princess Bri," Aden continued, grinning widely.

"Oh sure!" Timothy replied, trying to remain calm.

"Do you write all that soppy poetry for her, too?" Aden laughed.

"Do you want a punch, or what?!" Timothy said angrily.

"I was just joking, Tim, honestly, sometimes, you're way too serious," Aden replied. 

"I love Brianna, but only like a brother. Like Ewan loves her. Like that," Timothy insisted.

"Alright, alright, calm down. But really, from the way you were acting, it did sound like you fancied her, or something. I mean, I wouldn't blame you. With her being a princess, and all," Aden replied, grinning widely.

"Just shut up. Like Brianna would even look at me anyway," Timothy said. He continued to stare down at the water. It seemed to have become a little more rougher. He stepped away from the sides, a little nervous.

"Oh, so you DO like her! Go on Tim, admit it. You're in love with Princess Brianna aren't you? Haha, that's the funniest thing I ever heard in a while! What's Ewan gonna say about it?" Aden pressed, still laughing. 

"Well, he can't exactly say anything in his present state, can he?" Timothy snapped, his tone still angry. Aden suddenly went quiet, thinking about the young prince. He eventually leaned over, and patted Timothy on the shoulder.

"I'm sorry about before," he said quietly. Timothy remained silent.

***

Link managed to open his eyes as he felt himself being gently shaken. Despite his lack of sleep, he managed to get up, right away. He looked at Zelda, and gave her a small kiss. 

"Sal is here," said Zelda softly after they had parted. She let one hand gently tuck a stray lock of hair behind Link's ear. They drew together in a hug, just holding each other made things seem all that less murky, that little bit clearer. "Please, come back in one piece," pleaded Zelda softly, leaning against the strong frame of her husband.

"I promise," said Link, slowly stepping away. His glance locked longingly onto Zelda's and he turned away, pulling on his boots. Zelda leaned over him.

"And...be careful," she reminded, her words choked up with emotion. Link stood up, and gave Zelda one last parting kiss, holding her chin firmly before stepping away. 

"Everything is going to be okay," said Link reassuringly.

"Is it?" asked Zelda, her gaze falling to the floor. Link took her by the hand.

"With all my heart Zelda, with all my soul, I'll make sure things go back to how they were, how they were supposed to be," said Link, his eyes solemn and sincere. Zelda managed a small smile.

"I know," she said softly, her gaze once again falling to the floor.

"Goodbye," said Link.

"I love you," reminded Zelda.

"As do I," said Link before turning to leave. Zelda did not watch him leave. She merely waited a while, then walked out onto the balcony, just to see the huge form of Sal flying away from the castle, and into the early morning grey. She then stepped away from the taunting coolness of the outside and shut the door behind her. She left her room, and made her way to return to her son.

When Zelda walked into Ewan's room, she noticed another figure, sitting by her son's bedside. As soon as she entered, the figure stood up and turned to her.

"Oh Zelda, I'm so sorry," said Fayette, walking up to her step-sister, and enveloping her in a comforting hug. Zelda didn't know how to respond, but suddenly realised that this was no stunt of Fayette's. This was genuine concern. After a moment or so, the two separated, and when Zelda's eyes met Fayette's, there was not one ounce of anything even near her step-sister's usual conniving stare. Just utter sympathy and sincerity. Fayette took Zelda's hand and led her to her son's bedside, allowing her to sit down.

"How long have you been here?" asked Zelda, her words softly formed, as she gazed upon her son. 

"I...a few hours maybe, I came in to see how you were, and when I saw you had gone to get some rest...well, I stayed with him," admitted Fayette. 

"Thank you," murmured Zelda, looking down at her hands, clasped tightly in her lap. 

"It gave me some time to think Zelda, about, well about everything. I've been so selfish, so unreasonable...and everyone hates me for that. But I have no one to blame but myself. When I think of all the things I've done, said to people, they way I treated you, and Link...and Selina. To think that Raymundo was killed, and this, this has happened to Ewan. He's so kind, so good, he doesn't deserve to be like this, not when there are others far more deserving of the punishment," said Fayette, sounding angry, yet upset. Zelda turned and saw her step-sister's face.

"Faye, the only people who deserve this are those who commit it! You shouldn't say such things," said Zelda honestly. Fayette turned away.

"This bad blood between us, how foolish it is. All these years we've scrapped and bickered for no reason, it shouldn't have to take such an event to bring people closer, we should have been there for each other in the first place, we're sister's for goodness sake," she said quietly. Zelda stood up.

"You're right," she agreed, looking down at Ewan. "You don't realise how sorry I am that I was never there for you, when Raymundo..." said Zelda, her words trailing off. It didn't feel right to talk of death before her son. She sat back down. Fayette looked round.

"Do you know who may've done it?" she asked softly. Zelda shook her head, her eyes fixed on the rise and fall of Ewan's chest.

"I don't know. Which is what makes it even worse. I fear that his attacker may have been someone who held a grudge against the family, rather than Ewan. He never had any enemies, none that I knew of. What if was an old enemy of mine? The goddesses know I've made enough. What if my son is being made to pay for a mistake made by his mother?" asked Zelda, guilt creeping into the corners of her voice.

"No, you can't blame yourself," said Faye sternly, giving Zelda another hug. 

"Oh Faye, I've been so selfish, if anyone deserves to be where Ewan is, it should be me!" sobbed Zelda. 

"No. No-one deserves that, least of all you! Look, let's not think of ourselves, let's think of him, and concentrate on making him feel as comfortable as possible," said Fayette firmly. Zelda finally nodded. 

"Yes..." said Zelda, taking Ewan's hand. "Link has gone to find Leigh..." she added. Fayette remained silent for a moment or two.

"She would know how to heal Ewan," said Fayette slowly. 

"If I had not demanded her to leave," said Zelda forlornly, still surprised that Fayette had not managed to give some glib remark. 

"I'm sure Link will find her, and she will doubtlessly be able to heal Ewan," said Fayette.

"I only hope he can find her safely, if she has gone to Sosaria, then...well I don't know what to think," finished Zelda.

***

So, her worst fears had been verified. Leigh stared up at the castle, a sickening feeling beginning to climb up inside her. She had been dragged from the ship, and through the charred streets of Evian, and now here she was. There had been crowds, jeering and cursing her, throwing debris at her. It looked like the Guardian had not wasted any time on making the people whom had once loved and respected her turn against her. There had been not one sympathetic face in that crowd. And now, here she was. At the castle of Lord British, or at least where it had once stood. Now there was a huge red fort, the backdrop a set of mountains which had been carved into the Guardian's true form. She felt sick. She was being delivered to the Guardian, and this was now his domain. It was dark, and flaming torches lit up the castle, burning almost with hatred. She was given no more time to pause and was dragged across the lowered drawbridge and into the castle. She attempted to shrug free of her captor's grasp, but she was weak, as they were strong. The Guardian had had plenty of time, 15 years even. Too long. She was pulled through the corridors of the castle, and she saw that the place had changed as much on the inside as it had on the outside. This certainly wasn't the way she had imagined her return. The doors to the throne room opened as they arrived, and Leigh finally managed to get a firm touch of the ground with her feet, and managed to walk the last few paces, before she stood before the throne of her old friend, her old liege, Lord British. He smiled when he saw her, and she fell to one knee as she was promptly freed and nudged forward. She quickly rose, trying to look as dignified as possible.

"Ah, Avatar," began Lord British. Leigh said nothing. This man was not the one she had known when she was last in Sosaria. "That is how thou wouldst greet an old friend? Really, I am disappointed. After all those times we shared together," went on the king. Leigh folded her arms, an ill-amused expression spreading across her features.

"You are no friend of mine," she said quietly. British raised an eyebrow, an uncharacteristic smirk on his face.

"Oh Avatar, I'm so...how does one say this...hurt?" he said. 

"You will be," said Leigh in a menacing tone. But this merely raised another smirk.

"And how, dear Avatar, dost thou expect to hurt me? Art thou a fool, or merely just disillusioned?" asked British.

"Neither." British just smirked again.

"Oh, but where has thou wit gone Avatar? I must say, those years in Pagan have certainly worn thee down, but they didst give myself plenty of time to show Sosaria how it shouldst be ruled," said British. Leigh stood forward, one fist raised, but her way was blocked by the crossing of two halberds. She stepped back. A look of steely determination now covered her face.

"Did you really think I would leave you to it? You knew I would come back sometime," said Leigh angrily.

"Oh, but thou wouldst not be here, were it not for mine intervention," informed British. Leigh again said nothing. "Thou dost know, now that I am in the flesh I will have a much better advantage to get myself acquainted with thee. After all, I have heard that there are far more enjoyable ways to get inside a woman, other than slicing through the flesh of her belly," leered British. Leigh remained silent, and British smiled. "Where is thy tongue Avatar? I do hope one of my minions has not cut it out," asked British, laughing. The rest of the men in room also laughed along with British, probably more through fear than amusement.

"I will kill you," promised Leigh coldly. British laughed even louder at this comment, joined by his men. Then he stepped down from his throne and she felt two hands grab her from both sides. He leaned close to her, his breath hot on her face.

"Thou wilt never kill me Avatar, because my powers are infinitely more so than thine will ever be," he whispered menacingly. Leigh drew back, for some reason shaken by his words. She knew why she was. Because she knew there was some truth to them, her powers were nothing to his, in fact, her powers were extremely limited. Even the most powerful spell she knew would never kill him, and her current physical powers were little above zero. British stepped back, looking to his men. "Thou dost know were to taketh her, I shall meet thee there," said British, before Leigh was hauled from the throne room, and away from the castle.

***

Link watched down below as Sal guided him through the clouds that lay above the sky. All he could see was blue, rippling blue. 

"If I so much as get a sniff of the monster that did that to Ewan, I swear, he shall be no more than toast!" continued Sal angrily.

"You'd have to wait for me to kill him first," said Link through gritted teeth.

"I only hope you know what you are doing. Sosaria is not a great place to be at the moment, in case you hadn't noticed," said Sal. 

"I know, but I have to go Sal, if that's were Leigh is," said Link.

"Is there no-one else who could help?" asked Sal.

"If there was, we wouldn't be doing this," said Link.

"No, I mean, have you not looked? In events such as these you're supposed to send messenger's to every country, pleading for the best doctors, that's what you should do!" said Sal.

"I know, and it is being done, but Leigh can restore life even after it is lost! No-one else can even do that!" said Link.

"But Sosaria is dangerous!" protested Sal. 

"And my son draws near death every breath I take," retorted Link. Sal shook her head.

"Fine, I was only saying," said Sal.

"I know, and I thank you for your consideration, but this just needs to be done. How much longer until we reach Sosaria?" Link sighed. 

"Not long my impatient friend," replied Sal calmly.

"Thank you so much," said Link gratefully. Sal smiled.

"It's nice to be acknowledged," she said. Link nodded. Then he saw the first tip of land, the first signs of Sosaria. "Land ho!" roared Sal.

"Take me to the first town we see, if Leigh is in Sosaria, people are bound to have gotten word. She is the Avatar after all," theorised Link.

"And word never spreads better among the vast hordes of peasants that inhabit this land," said Sal. Link wasn't sure if the dragon was being serious. He just shrugged.

"At least I hope anyway, we have little time as it is," said Link. Sal nodded.

"That is true," she agreed. Link looked back down to the world below, as the land began to spread out like an old, unfurling map. 

"If my geography is any good, the nearest town we should come across should be the forest town of Dew," said Link, squinting far below. Sal nodded. "The nearest after that, well, it's Evian, the capital," continued Link. Without a word, Sal suddenly swooped down low, Link grasping on tight. "You could have warned me!" he shouted, over the whistling air that blew across them.

"I could have, but that would have been no fun!" replied Sal loudly. Link managed a half grin, but that soon vanished as Sal landed with a crash, and Link was thrown from her back.

"Art thou okay?" asked a concerned but timid voice some time later. Link cringed as he tried to get up, only to find he couldn't.

"Ouch," he finally said. He looked up, to see a pleasant looking woman, maybe in her early forties. 

"Oh, please do forgive me, mine name is Aimé good sir," introduced the woman, who Link noticed was dressed in a monks robes.

"Link," said Link, holding up his hand, which she firmly grasped and helped him up. "Thanks," he said. 

"Thou didst land in our vineyard," said the woman, looking at the huge dragon, still planted in the middle of the vineyard.

"Uh, I'm sorry about that, Sal must've just lost her balance," explained Link with a quick smile.

"Sal?" questioned Aimé. Link nodded.

"Yeah, my dragon," said Link.

"Oh, sir, we thought...some of the guards shot the dragon from the sky. They're vicious creatures, especially green dragons like that one. Only the red dragons of the Preceptors are allowed to roam our skies," said Aimé, looking most apologetic. 

"What?!" asked Link, running over to the dragon, worried. An arrow was sticking from her neck. It must've been a strong arm to deliver the arrow, most of the time, the projectiles just normally bounced off the dragon's tough hide. He turned to Aimé. "We have to help her," he said. Aimé paused.

"Oh, sir, I wouldst certainly aid thee in any way, 'tis just that how can I be sure that I could trust thee? Thou mayest be some mad mage, who hath a dragon that couldst rip our abbey apart at any word," said Aimé. Link frowned.

"Look, Sal, she's tame! Why would I want to hurt you?" asked Link.

"There are enemy forces outside Sosaria, we have to be wary..." began Aimé. Suddenly two guards appeared.

"Who is this?" demanded the first one. Aimé turned to look at Link. Then the guard.

"Well?" asked the other, rather impatiently.

"Link, look, I don't mean you any harm, I come in peace. I'm looking for someone, someone vital to the recovery of my ill son," said Link. He wasn't sure whether it was wise or not to mention he was from Hyrule.

"But thou dost ride upon a foul beast of destruction, thou must be evil!" declared the first guard, raising his sword towards Link. But Aimé raised her hand.

"Wait, what do thou think thyself to be doing? I know this man," said Aimé quickly. The guard turned and looked at her.

"Thou dost?" he asked.

"Do not taint thy tongue by defending such a man, he must be a twisted mage!" the second guard snapped.

"No, really. I speak the truth, this man is a friend of mine, he hails from Conim," lied Aimé. The two guards looked at Link suspiciously for a moment.

"Fine, but thy still have to explain the presence of this creature," said the guard. Link nodded.

"It captured him, he was journeying from Evian when the foul thing rose from a copse of trees and snatched him in its great maw, he couldst not do a thing about it!" exclaimed Aimé. 

"Then we shall kill it!" declared the second guard. Suddenly Sal rose up, breathing great streams of fire from her snout. The guard screamed as he was caught alight, and the second guard ran forward, only to be lifted up, and bitten in two. Aimé grabbed Link's arm and ran away, to the abbey, dragging him inside and down a flight of stairs.

"I know thee, thou art from Hyrule," said Aimé, closing the cellar doors. Link nodded.

"I take it those guards wouldn't have reacted nicely to knowing my true origins," figured Link.

"I'm afraid that it is so. The countries are hardly on speaking terms, thou art their ruler, correct?" asked Aimé. Link nodded again, and Aimé kneeled before him straight away.

"An honour to be in thine presence dear sir, but I don't think many others would share mine feelings. A lot of things hath changed in Sosaria since the Avatar left," said Aimé, looking downcast.

"That's who I am here for, Leigh," said Link quickly. Aimé looked up.

"But she is no longer alive, Lord British is even beginning to deny that there ever was a 'Leigh'," she protested. Link shook his head.

"She is very alive, recently returned to this land. She has been elsewhere for the last decade and a half," said Link.

"You say your son was ill, you need the Avatar's aid?" asked Aimé, looking confused.

"She can heal like no other, resurrect even!" exclaimed Link. Aimé smiled a little.

"Resurrect? Why we have a dozen healer's in Sosaria, capable of such tasks. Or at least we did. Now that the Fellowship has become re-established, all healers hath been outlawed," said Aimé. It was Link's turn to be lost. "In any case, thou wilt need a new alias, if thou wouldst wish to be received well in this land," said Aimé. Link frowned. He heard a roar from outside, followed by a cackle of glee. It looked as though Sal had won her battle. Aimé looked slightly worried. "I take it that thou shall be travelling to Evian?" she asked. Link nodded.

"Then you shalt hath to re-name yourself something traditionally Sosarian, and you shall be from the isle of scars. Thou dost look like an accomplished fighter," began Aimé. Link nodded,

"I like to think so."

"Gibson. That name is not too conspicuous. The isle of scars doth have a school, known as the Library of pain, thou didst train there. That shouldst make people a little wary about crossing thy path," said Aimé. She glanced at Link's attire. "That is acceptable, nothing too unusual," she said. 

"Why are you helping me?" asked Link.

"Because thou dost seem like a good man, yet under British's new rule, many a good man hath been slain, I do not condone it," said Aimé. Link nodded. Suddenly, the doors to the cellar opened, and someone walked down. They seemed surprised to see the two conversing. They were also dressed in the attire of a monk, the hood draped over their face. "Oh, brother Tobias!" exclaimed Aimé, also in apparent surprise. The man strolled over, lowering his hood, and glancing at Link.

"Who is this?" he asked. Aimé smiled.

"Gibson of the Isle of scars," she introduced. Link smiled and shook Tobias' hand. 

"I came down to get a bucket, there's quite a fire going on out there," said Tobias to Aimé. 

"Really?" asked Aimé, feigning surprise.

"Indeed there is, but I heard the most fascinating news," said Tobias, not appearing to be in too much of a hurry, considering there was a fire outside.

"Really, what would that be brother Tobias?" inquired Aimé.

"A woman entered Sosaria, claiming to be the Avatar of all things! Apparently she is being taken to the shrine of Sacrifice. British is sick of people attempting to blacken the true Avatar's name," said brother Tobias. He gave a short laugh. "To think, a woman claiming to be the Avatar! 'Tis simply inconceivable!" Link frowned.

"How can you be sure it isn't the true Avatar?" he asked, knowing full well that it had to be Leigh. The monk laughed.

"I would hardly expect a man of the scarred isle to be loyal to the Avatar. So many have waned from that legend's ways that it happens to be doubtful he ever did exist!" said the man, an arrogant tone creeping in. Link looked at him, and gave a small grin.

"You never know," he said with a shrug. The man was slight in build, and a mop of dark hair fell over his eyes, and he had a jovial if not a sly grin. He looked quite young, mid twenties perhaps, but his appearance was made much older by his bedraggled beard. 

"In any case, British apparently knew this Avatar, he wouldst surely know if it was really a her," said Tobias. He shrugged. "Well, unlike some, I do have things to be done. And sister Aimé, one may consider it quite scandalous that a woman such as yourself should be alone with a gentleman such as Mr. Gibson," commented Tobias before retreating up the steps. Link shot Aimé a questioning look.

"He's like that," she sighed. Link nodded his head.

"Well, where is this Shrine of Sacrifice?" he asked.

"Near Geyser, in the desert," said Aimé, "You aren't really going to go, are you?" Link nodded.

"I have to, my son is dying," said Link gravely. Aimé looked down.

"It could take days to reach, even by horseback," she warned. 

"Yeah, I guess I can hardly take Sal," reasoned Link.

"And thou wilt meet many hardships on thy way," continued Aimé. 

"I don't suppose you have any horses going spare?" asked Link hopefully. Aimé finally gave in.

"This really doth mean a lot to you doth it not?" she asked. 

"More than my own life," said Link seriously. Aimé appeared to think something over for a moment.

"We have a few horses here at the abbey, if you like, you can use one. I usually take care of them, so they shall not be missed," suggested Aimé. Link smiled sincerely at Aimé.

"Thank you, you do not know how much that would mean to me," he said. 

"You have no idea what 'twould mean to the people of this country, would their true Avatar return," said Aimé.

"You know her, don't you?" asked Link. Aimé tucked a stray strand of hair behind her ear.

"We met, briefly. She momentarily saved this country from the fate it has now befallen," she said. Link nodded. 

"What exactly goes on at this shrine?" asked Link, although he already had a vague idea.

"It used to be there for good, but now...in the recent past, many a good person has been cruelly sacrificed there, mostly former consorts of the Avatar. My guess is that is what may happen to Leigh, if it was her," said Aimé sadly.

"Do people not protest?" asked Link, horrified.

"No, they do not seem to have the faith, or the spirit. I feel as if I am the only one who remembers anything before Leigh left, but that can't be true, surely? I just think those who can remember do not wish to speak out, not after what happened to the companions," murmured Aimé. She let out a wistful sigh. "Come, I'll get that horse ready for thee, then thou can be on thine way," said Aimé. Link nodded, and followed her up the stairs, hoping he wouldn't be to late, for Leigh, or his son. 

As he and Aimé walked outside, he noticed the general destruction of the vineyards that could have only been caused by his scalier friend. Sal however was nowhere to be seen. Aimé looked a little distressed at the mess, but ignored it, leading Link to the stables. 

"Dost thou know where thine friend mightest be?" she asked. Link assumed she was referring to Sal. He shrugged.

"She'll be around I expect," he mumbled, looking up into the blue sky. At that moment, he saw a large, dark silhouette in the sky. "That'll be her," he said. Aimé looked up, and then drew under the shelter of the stable, opening one of the stalls.

"I don't expect that thy wilt know thy way around this fair country?" asked Aimé, as she led out a beautiful horse from the stall. Link shook his head.

"I have a rough knowledge of its geography, but I really don't know it well," admitted Link. Aimé looked thoughtful for a moment. She patted the horse, then placed a saddle upon its back. 

"If you follow the trail out of the main part of Dew, soon thou shalt see the ending of a mountain to thine right. If thou head off the trail at this point, thou shouldst soon find a small hut. Tseremed the ranger lives there, I am certain that if thou didst tell him of thy quest he would be more than happy to aid thee," advised Aimé. Link nodded. He quickly mounted upon the horse, and smiled down at Aimé as he took the reins. 

"Thank you," he said sincerely. He looked around. "And, er...sorry about the mess," he hastily apologised. Aimé smiled back at Link.

"Good luck in thine quest, I hope thou dost bear well," she wished him. Link nodded, then rode away from the spot, onto the main dirt track that ran through Dew. He waved as he trotted away, but Aimé had already ran back into the abbey. 

Link followed the track a short while, passing another building next to the abbey, before coming upon the outskirts of a boggy marsh. Thankfully the track veered away from the marsh, to the south, wish Link eagerly followed. Soon the skirts of the marsh had vanished, only to be replaced by a thick brocade of trees and foliage. Link trotted on, following the line of the mountain that lay thinly veiled to his right. Soon it seemed to end, and he caused his steed to plunge into the thinly spread trees, and follow his course until he, as Aimé had told him, saw a small hut poking out among the trees. Link quickly rushed to it, and dismounted his horse outside the hut. He looked around, and examined the hut, which revealed a tattered cloth draped over the frame as a door. He couldn't exactly knock, so he called out.

"Hello?" he called unsurely trying to recall the name Aimé had given him. "Tseremed?" he called again. The cloth twitched to one side, and a face peered out, a man who was maybe five years Link's senior. The figure emerged, regarding Link suspiciously. 

"What doth thy want stranger?" questioned the ranger. Link scratched the back of his head, a little unsure of what to say. The man waited patiently, watching Link carefully.

"The monk at the abbey advised that I should seek counsel with you fine sir, Aimé. I hail from Hyrule, looking for a friend," began Link. The man folded his arms.

"Thou wilt find no friend in these marred lands," said Tseremed somewhat bitterly.

"Leigh Temple," said Link quickly. The ranger looked up sharply, and frowned.

"In this country? Thou art looking in the wrong place my friend," he said. Link shook his head.

"She is here, and being escorted to the shrine of sacrifice. I need your help to guide me there, before it is to late," said Link solemnly. Tseremed shook his head.

"That is a mortal who hath been dead for years. Whomever is being taken to that shrine is clearly an impostor!" insisted the ranger. Link shook his head.

"No, I have seen her recently, she insisted on returning here, to help this land from whatever shadow it lies under!" said Link. 

"You have seen the Avatar?" asked Tseremed. Link nodded.

"Please, agree to help me," he asked. Tseremed let out a short sigh.

"I am not the man I once was. I fear my mind, nor body, would be up to such a demand," said Tseremed wearily. Link inspected the man for a moment. He did show his age, lines crossed his face wickedly, yet under that he still maintained a youthful appearance and his hair was greying rapidly. He did not seem to be unfit in any way, he had a lean and well-built figure, that looked as though it was used to many years of wandering.

"Did you know her?" asked Link. Tseremed smiled wistfully.

"Somewhat briefly. What a charm 'twould have been to be in her fine company many moments longer," he said.

"Then why do you persist in resisting my request?" asked Link. Tseremed sighed.

"Wait one moment friend," said Tseremed, before disappearing into his hut. A few seconds later, he re-emerged, a heavy pack on his back. He motioned to Link's horse.

"Is that to be thine steed on this journey?" he asked. Link nodded. "Fine," he murmured, before putting to fingers to his lips and letting out a long whistle. Seconds later a sound of soft hooves could be heard, and a brown horse appeared before them. Tseremed quickly mounted the horse, and motioned for Link to follow him. "We have little time, and a long distance to cover, so we may as well start immediately," said Tseremed, trotting down a rough torch lined path. Link followed.

"How many days of travelling do you expect is to take?" he asked. Tseremed gave a shrug of his shoulders.

"'Tis hard to tell in times like these. But, I would forecast it to take at least two and a half days, if the weather and the gods are on our side," said Tseremed. 

"How far is Evian from here?" asked Link. Tseremed tilted his head as he rode forward.

"No more than a few hours. We should arrive by the cloak of darkness falls upon us, giving us ample time to dine and sleep. But, 'twill be required to get an early start, 4am, I shouldst say," went on the ranger. Link felt a little daunted by this request, he was already weary from his mad dash around Hyrule, but he knew it was the only thing to be done. "From Evian, we shall take a direct course towards Clude, but turn sharply north upon arrival at the Lock marshes. Through there we shall travel north, before turning west and heading to Geyser. It is mine guess that we shall have to shelter under the stars in the grasslands, between the marshes of Lock, and the dry lands of Geyser. After that, 'twill be half a day's ride to the shrine," said Tseremed, running through their task of things. Link nodded.

"Sounds like you've been planning this journey," commented Link dryly.

"Never dismiss a well-ordered mind. I knoweth mine country well friend, and I do believe that thou know my name, but I have nought knowledge of thine own," said Tseremed, changing the subject. Link smiled.

"Link of Hyrule," introduced Link. The man appeared to recognise his name, but said nothing, nor did he turn around.

"Then thou mightest be its Lord," he finally said.

"You could say that," agreed Link.

"Well, I am in the company of yet another fine hero. Perhaps not all is lost for this country," said Tseremed. Link remained silent, not wishing to pledge himself to anything. Not until his son was once again safe and healthy. "Or maybe not," interrupted Tseremed.

"My son is ill, I came here knowing that Leigh could save him," admitted Link. 

Chapter 3 

     Timothy forced himself to keep his eyes open, as the murky morning light tore at his eyes. He turned and saw Aden, his eyes half slits, stifling a yawn. He turned back, looking at the mass expanse of sea in front of them, swearing that he could see land at the very edge of his sights. Aden apparently saw it too.

"Could it be that the shores of Benlucca are close?" murmured Aden. Timothy nodded, too tried to even murmur. Aden looked around himself. "Then we must be upon the waters of the Great Sea, close to the Windward Straight," concluded Aden tiredly. Timothy nodded again. He took a small sip of water from his canteen.

"These waters are fraught with unfriendly ships, we must be vigilant, and careful," he warned sensibly. Aden agreed.

"But if we do reach Benlucca, then where?" asked Aden. Timothy shrugged.

"Brianna said that he was the leader of a small community, although she never said where. But Queen Zelda told me, that he must be head of the Gerudo. We will have to question all around us, someone has to know something, or even seen Brianna," said Timothy. Aden nodded, understanding, just as Timothy, that the task ahead was near impossible. But that would not deter him, nor Timothy. Both of them would do everything in their hearts and souls to ensure the safe return of the Hylian princess. 

"Have you ever been to Benlucca?" asked Aden. Timothy shook his head.

"I am afraid that my reply is no. It will certainly not do us any favours, the fact that we have no knowledge of this land," replied Timothy truthfully. It was a question he had anticipated, and dreaded.

"Perhaps we could find a guide. We have money, we can offer anyone a generous enough pay," said Aden hopefully.

"It is an idea that had crossed my mind. I only hope that there will be somebody willing an able once we leave these waters," said Timothy gravely.

"Then I should pray to the Goddesses that they provide us with such an aid," said Aden solemnly. At that moment, the two heard cries and yells far away. They both turned the direction of the commotion, and on the horizon to their east, materialising through the early morning fog, they saw a great ship. The two stared at it in dismay, as the only kind of ship that would grace these waters would be that of a pirate. Timothy looked forward, seeing that the coast of Benlucca had already begun to drift nearer. He looked at Aden.

"We must hurry," he whispered. Aden stood and ran to the small mast of the boat.

"The wind is blowing in our direction, it will help us, but if steered correctly, it will also help them," judged the Catalian. Timothy looked back to the ship. An explosion punctured the still air, and the next second, Timothy was rocking on his feet. He heard a splash, and snapped his neck to his left, and saw that Aden was no longer standing on board. His head reeling, Tim ran over to the side of the ship, and saw Aden flailing in the water. He realised that the ship had been hit, by cannon-fire. Even now he could feel the ship sinking beneath his feet. He looked behind him at the approaching ship, then jumped overboard, landing next to Aden, covering him even more in water.

"What d'you do that for?" demanded Aden.

"The ship's sinking. We can't stay on it. Come on, the longer we stay here, the shorter our lives become," said Timothy, grabbing Aden by the arm and helping him swim away from the boat.

"Er Tim, we aren't going to last long in these waters," said Aden breathlessly, after they had swam for over twenty minutes.

"We have no choice," stated Tim firmly, even though he himself was beginning to feel a little fatigued. He risked a glance back at the small speck which had been their boat. A great looming shadow in the form of their pursuing ship stood over it. "We aren't even near Sosaria, she won't have stood a chance," murmured Tim, thinking about Leigh's plans to head back to her country, informed to him by Brianna.

"Who?" asked Aden, swimming forward. His limbs were past aching, the icy waters had set in, almost numbing every bone in his body.

"No-one," breathed Timothy slowly. They had hardly moved at all, but his weariness caused by lack of sleep was causing his pace to falter. They swam on in silence. 

***

As Tseremed and Link drew nearer to the outskirts of Evian, finally leaving the dank and depressive woods of Dew, Tseremed turned to Link as they rode along.

"'Twas not always like this. Dew was once a peaceful and beautiful place, granted the bridges were patrolled by trolls, and packs of headless didst roam the highways, but it was still easy to the eye. Now, under British's new regime, well as you can see, this place, 'tis not so beautiful any more," said Tseremed sadly.

"Headless?" asked Link, looking around at the trees that left them behind. Many had blackened trunks, and those were the ones that were left standing. It looked as though the woods had been plundered by wood cutters long ago.

"Yes, a body of a man, except, as the name may suggest, quite headless," said Tseremed with a nod.

"What happened to them?" asked Link.

"Well, since the toll paths were created, British doth send his men patrolling, to assure no strangers roam the paths, nor do any foul creatures," said Tseremed.

"And that's a bad thing?" asked Link, noticing his companion's dour tone.

"British's men are all brutes, who hack at trees with their swords and axes to supply themselves with night light and warmth. They burn the trees to capture packs of wild animals and creatures, instead of taking to them with their swords," said Tseremed.

"I see," said Link, not sure what else to say. He pushed on his steed, not wanting to encounter anything tonight. Tseremed looked up to the night sky.

"Do you have an alias? If thou art asked thy name, I wisely advise thou not to give them thy true name," said Tseremed.

"Yes, Aimé, she said I would be called Gibson. From the Isle of Scars," said Link.

"Thou should have introduced thyself as that then, you didst not know whether I would aid thee or not," said Tseremed sternly.

"It slipped my mind," said Link simply.

"Thou shouldst make sure that doth not happen again my lord," said Tseremed quietly.

"I can assure you that it will not," promised Link. Suddenly, Link's horse reared from the ground as a dark figure ran from the side of the road. Link quickly recovered and reigned his horse.

"Headless!" yelled Tseremed, also regaining control of his fear struck steed. He drew his bow and swiftly planted an arrow into the figure, which as Tseremed had said, had no head. But as the figure fell, the two travellers found they were surrounded, by eleven or twelve of these creatures which had stealthily crept from the trees. Link looked around as they closed in, his horse pawing at the ground nervously. He drew his sword, ready to defend himself. Tseremed had done the same. 

"How can they see us?" asked Link.

"They have aid from some evil force of magic I would guess, a dark mage sitting in the bowels of this earth I would assume whom has his own evil eyes trained upon us," said Tseremed. The strange, naked creatures drew closer to the two, brandishing roughly hewn clubs, strange guttural sounds emitting from their chests. Link rode forward and struck out with his sword, slicing the nearest creature across the chest, and as it fell to the ground, immediately the rest of the pack leapt towards Link, ignoring Tseremed. Tseremed let out an annoyed groan as he rode into the melee of bodies. Link's horse received two sharp blows from the club of one headless and reared again, but Link did not lose control and he continued to fight the fiends. Tseremed joined in, stabbing several of the creatures in the back as they focused their sole intentions upon Link. Just as the two finished up, they heard a great calling and crashing as several more figures came stamping from the woods. Link, thinking it was more headless, charged towards them, but he realised that these figures had an extra feature this time, heads. A torch was held to his face, and Link looked down to see a disgruntled looking soldier staring at him from under a low brow.

"The king's men," muttered Tseremed.

"What you be doin' here, 'tis night, thou shouldst know that 'tis outlawed to travel after dark!" declared the man.

"We were delayed kind sir, by this bunch of headless, we will shortly be getting on our way," said Tseremed. The soldier glanced down at the bloodied bodies strewn about him. Three or four more men appeared from the woods.

"What be thy name, stranger?" asked the man, directly to Link.

"He is Gibson of the Isle of Scars," replied Tseremed shortly.

"Does this man not have a tongue?" demanded the soldier glaring at Tseremed.

"He does," replied Tseremed finally.

"Then let him reply for himself. Pray Gibson, what company doth thou keep? Dost thou not know that this Tseremed is an outcast! Escaped from the blade of mine own sword only because he didst agree to assist in certain tasks given to him by British. Not one other of his companions or cohorts would accept it," snarled the soldier. Link looked back to Tseremed who was hanging his head.

"Yes, I know him," said Link. The guard eyed him warily.

"Where didst thou say thou hailed from?" he asked.

"The Isle of Scars. I didst train in the Library of Pain there," said Link, as proudly as he could muster.

"Then 'tis even more of a surprise to spy the company thou dost keep, didst thou know that he is a ranger? A cowardly cur who cannot use a sword, only the mere bow," asked the soldier with a sneer.

"He uses a sword well enough," retorted Link angrily.

"You say you trained at the Library of Pain?" asked the soldier with a laugh, "Didst thou train there or did thou merely stand at the door begging to be let in from the cold?" asked the guard. Link flashed his sword before the man's eyes.

"My word was that I trained there, nothing else," said Link. The soldier backed away a little warily. Link found himself smiling at the reaction. Meanwhile he noticed a number of men piling dead wood near the bodies of the headless.

"You may proceed, but I doubt either of thee has enough gold to pay the toll, and then thou shalt be left for the hungry wolves to devour," said the man finally nodding his head. Link nodded back to him.

"I hope our paths do cross again," he said politely, before riding on ahead of Tseremed. As they left the final part of the forest, they gazed back to see a huge blaze light up the night sky.

"They shall be burning the bodies," murmured Tseremed, before turning back to the task ahead.

***

Tim wearily opened his eyes, then allowed to drop them shut again. He suddenly felt a jolt through him, and his eyes snapped back open, and he bolted upright. He stifled a howl of pain as a sharp sensation shot across his stomach. He gulped quickly, and placed a hand to the pain. He looked around, seeing he was upon a beach. The sand beneath him was black, like ash, and blue water lapped at his feet. He was soaked and shivering. He managed to ease himself up off the ground, still holding his stomach. He cast his gaze the length of the beach, his tired eyes searching for any signs of life. He couldn't remember anything, how he'd got here, or where he was. He looked down at himself, water dripping off him, and saw a red streak flickering painfully across his belly. He removed his hand and studied the wound carefully. It looked as though he had caught himself on something jagged, a piece of driftwood perhaps. He sat back down, almost throwing himself down. He examined the wound closer and grimaced. He didn't know how long he had been here, and then as he pondered this, something entered his head. He looked wildly around, and stood up again, clutching at the wound.

"Aden!" he called, cupping one side of his mouth with his free hand. Desperately he looked around, he could see nought but the ashen shores of this strange place, and the stark tall cliffs that towered over him, threatening, as giants. He coughed a little, a spray of water emerging from his throat, and began to drag himself along the beach, three-legged, using his free hand to support himself. "Aden!" he yelled again, but his voice had grown strangely quieter. Another crackling pain crossed him, and he slumped to the floor. He shut his eyes for a moment. He needed to deal with this wound, if he didn't he wouldn't be getting much further. He looked around yet again, searching for anything that could aid him. His bleak eyes suddenly caught sight of someone approaching, a figure. He began to back away, still not able to stand. The figure waved.

"Tim!" called the figure. Timothy relaxed, but even this motion caused him dire pain. Aden jogged up to him. He surprisingly didn't seem too wet, as if he had had time to dry, and in his arms he carried several items. "Hey, I thought you were out for a little longer. Sorry I had to leave you like that, but I needed some stuff," apologised Aden, dropping the contents of his arms to the ground. He sat down besides Tim. "That wound needs to be cleaned," he added, taking out a small flask from his pocket. He pulled a rag from his other pocket. "This is the best I could do, I spotted it further along this place, it seemed to be better than anything we had," said Aden, referring to the rag. He soaked it in water, and Timothy lay backwards, allowing his friend to tend the wound. "This water is fresh, I found it in a spring a little further up," continued Aden. Timothy winced a little as Aden went about his work, but said nothing. After a while, Aden helped up Timothy, and handed him the rag. "Wrap that round you, to stop the bleeding. There ain't much left I can do for ya', but by my reckonings we should be near a town. I seen some smoke spiralling up from the dense woods that crown these cliffs, it has to be a town or something," said Aden. Timothy obliged and pulled off his wet and bloodied shirt, wrapping the strip of cloth around him, tightly and sparingly. He noticed, bare chested, that the climate was a lot warmer than the shores of Hyrule. Aden nodded. "Let it dry in the sun for a while, it's over warm in any case, no doubt it'll be warmer as the day wears on," advised Aden. Timothy shrugged and slung his wet shirt over his shoulder and stood up, a little uneasy at first. The wound still taunted him cruelly, but he supposed he would survive for an hour or two. "Come on, this way. I did a little exploring whilst you were out, I found a path that cut through the cliff and wound its way upwards to the top," said Aden, motioning for Timothy to follow.

"What happened?" asked Timothy, at last finding his tongue. Aden barely glanced over his shoulder.

"Wish I could tell ya, but fact is, I have as much clue as you do. Only thing is, you got yourself a nasty trophy, I escaped with not a bruise. And I'll tell you another fact, we're damn lucky to be swept onto these shores, and not to find ourselves in the bellies o' some sea serpent," said Aden seriously. Timothy grinned a little at Aden's comments, then trudged on, following him along the skirt of the cliff. 

After a short while they came to the scar in the cliff that Aden had talked of, and began to climb upwards. They hardly climbed, just steeply walked, but at some points, where the path was worn by wind and sea, they had to trust their feet as well as their hands. This pained Timothy a great deal, which Aden spotted and was keen to assist. But soon they found themselves at the top of the grass laden cliffs, a lush jungle before them.

"Woods?" asked Timothy critically, thinking of his friend's earlier description.

"Aye, maybe not quite, but can you think of another name to call it? I have never been nowhere but Hyrule and Catalia, and neither of them have nowt like that," said Aden.

"This is a jungle, a typical feature of Benlucca. I know we certainly aren't in Sosaria, they don't feature the ash like down there," said Timothy, nodding down at the dusty beach.

"And how would you know?" questioned Aden, striding forward. Timothy shrugged.

"Lady Fayette often talked of her homeland, she never mentioned ashen beaches," said Timothy. Aden shrugged.

"That don't mean there is none. You know she would never mention anything bad about her beloved homeland, I certainly wouldn't mention such a feature of Catalia if it had one," said Aden.

"We were closer to Benlucca anyway. If we were in Sosaria we'd be dead by now. They have soldiers crawling everywhere to ensure no-one creeps in, no matter what the incident," said Timothy logically. Aden seemed to pause for a minute.

"I would suppose that was a fair assumption," he finally declared with a shrug. He turned and looked at Timothy. "What, do you suppose, are the locals like?" he asked, sounding a little more nervous than Timothy would've liked.

"I've heard they can be very friendly..." said Timothy slowly.

"But?" asked Aden.

"They've also been known as not so friendly," added Tim. Aden raised his eyebrows.

"Well, let's hope they're feeling accommodating today," sighed Aden. He turned. "This way?" he asked, looking up at the thick and lush entrance to the jungle. Timothy nodded.

"It looks like a path has been made through here, so I guess it must lead somewhere," confessed Timothy.

"Aye, into the arms of savages," said Aden, not sounding overly sure of himself.

"Or allies. We need all the help we can find, and we aren't going to find any if we don't at least look," said Timothy sensibly. Aden still wore a look of doubt about his face. Timothy grinned at Aden's uncertainty. "There's no need to be so wary," he said.

"How'd'you know? These people might shoot us with arrows and stick us in a cooking pot before we could say, 'Excuse me, do you know a guy called Molasar'?" accused Aden.

"That won't happen," said Timothy surely.

"You'd best hope it doesn't," said Aden in a warning tone, before he stepped through the canopy of leaves and wood, and into the cool shade of the jungle. 

***

Leigh cursed under her breath as she was dragged across the sweltering sands of Geyser desert.

"You do know..." she began, pausing for a slight breath, "that you will all go to hell for this," she informed the men who held her captive. They all laughed, unimpressed by her threat.

"Hell, why where is that Avatar? The Guardian has promised us all immortality if we do bend to his will," said Hook, turning around to face Leigh. Leigh squinted as the glare of the sun shone in her eyes.

"You won't be immortal, if the Guardian is dead, then you'll be in hell," she spat. Hook just grinned.

"Avatar, Avatar, thou dost have so much to learn. Tho art the only mortal alive who can kill him, and then only with a weapon fashioned by thy own hand and drenched in thy own blood...and where thou art going, I cannot see such a thing occurring," sneered Hook. Leigh watched him in shock. That's how she could kill the Guardian? 

"You ignorant pig, you've just told me how to kill the Guardian!" exclaimed Leigh with a laugh. Hook grabbed her chin in his undamaged hand. 

"Thou wilt never put the information to good use," he promised. Leigh tried to shrug from his grasp but it was useless. He maintained his steely eyed grip with her, and a sneer formed on his lips. "Thy end is near Avatar, thou shouldst relish thy final hours," he advised.

"That's what you think," muttered Leigh, tearing herself from him. The men laughed at her efforts, and Hook joined them. Leigh stared around at them, and then charged at the nearest man, punching him in the stomach and grabbing his sword. She turned to face the rest of the subdued company.

"Well, didn't you find that funny?" she questioned. A few of the men glanced to a fuming Hook. Hook stepped forward, drawing his sword. Leigh waited. "This is going to be even funnier," she muttered dryly. He leapt forward and tried to disarm her, but Leigh calmly deflected the blow and delivered a few of her own. "Can't you do any better against me? A woman?" taunted Leigh. Then she felt a blow in the small of her back and she fell forwards, crashing into the sand. She was surround as the men drew their swords and began to beat her with the hilts of their swords.

"Make her suffer," she heard Hook command, "but keep her alive." 

Chapter 4 

     "Behold, Nera-Lyrle-Ru, last City of the Gerudo!" Molasar announced, as he and Brianna reached the summit of the mountain. Brianna gasped in surprise. As Molasar had said, the city could only be seen from one point, and it was true. Below her, she could see many square buildings of grey stone, with dark slits for windows. They looked plain on the outside. A few buildings though, stood out from the rest. They had exquisite carvings, tall pillars and arches. Everywhere was surrounded by a reddish coloured sand, and grey rocks. It couldn't really be called a city, for it looked smaller than Mido, and Mido was classed as a town. Hyrule had no cities, all of it's settlements were so small, after all. Far down below, she could see little specks; people walking about. The shone reflected off the weapons they were carrying.

"Gosh, it's... it's so different to Hyrule!" Brianna exclaimed.

"At one time, the Gerudo lived in Hyrule," Molasar reminded her.

"And you live..." Brianna asked. Molasar pointed to one of the larger buildings, which had plenty of decoration.

"That is the palace where I reside," he said. He pointed over at another building close by. "That is the Temple of the Wind, where we worship the great goddess," he explained. Brianna nodded, understanding. Another thing that was different. In Hyrule, they worshipped the goddesses Din, Nayru and Farore, but Trinity was the only time they ever did so. She sighed to herself. It really was a lot more different than she'd ever imagined possible. Already it was so hot, as hot as Dalsona. The sun beat down relentlessly, and the air felt strange. They'd had to walk through the jungle for several hours, after being deposited there by a man with a cart and horses, who refused to take them any further. In those strange, hot, wet forests, Brianna had been extremely frightened. Twice, large animals had leapt out at them, but Molasar had deftly killed them with his curved sword. But, they had been able to refresh themselves by eating many of the colourful, juicy plump fruits that grew in abundance throughout in the jungles. Brianna had enjoyed them. In Dalsona, it always smelled sweet, of lemons and oranges, but the jungle had smelt even nicer. Already, Brianna did not miss the woody smell of the Hyrulian forests, which bore little fruit, just apples and pears, nuts and berries.

"The sand here is red," she commented. Benlucca's shores had had black sand. Brianna had only ever seen the golden sand of her home shores, and the pure white of Dalsona's beaches. The black sand had looked so strange and dirty, and the red sand surprised her.

"Yes. It is desert sand," Molasar stated. 

"Do you have plenty of water?" Brianna asked. She longed for a drink to soothe her parched throat, and to cool her hot skin. 

"We have an oasis that provides all we need," Molasar replied. He turned to a jutting out piece of rock, and climbed over it. Brianna couldn't see him for a few moments, then she heard a rumbling noise. A few feet away, a small hole opened up in the ground; a concealed trapdoor. Molasar climbed back over the outcrop, and pointed over at it. "We go through this passage, and it leads to a path that is cut on the face of the valley. That eventually leads into the valley," he explained. They both dropped down the hole, and Molasar pulled a lever inside that slid the rock cover back into place. "This way," he pointed, at a passage that led into pure darkness.

After around twenty minutes, the pair had reached the bottom of the valley. A great gate stood before them, with two towers either side of it, and a metal portcullis. On the other side sat a young woman with short, red hair, glowing amber eyes and wearing turquoise trousers and a brightly decorated bikini top. Brianna saw women with spears atop the towers, peering down at them. "Open the gate, your King has returned!" Molasar called. At once, the woman turned to pull a rope that released the winding mechanism. Slowly, the gate rose.

"My king," the lady curtseyed, moving aside to let him past. Molasar ignored her, striding right past, and pulling Brianna with him. Brianna felt the eyes of the woman on her, obviously curious. She too, was curious, but kept her eyes firmly on the ground, rather than staring.

"Welcome to our city," Molasar said, pausing. Before them, it was all spread out. Brianna saw that many female guards were posted at intervals, keeping watch.

"Why are all the guards women?" she ventured.

"Because the Gerudo are mainly a female race," Molasar said. He did not reveal anything more. Brianna gazed around, in absolute wonder. They were all so similar. All had tanned skin, and red hair. And those golden eyes. She'd never seen anything quite like it. This race was obviously a lot more pure than today's Hylians. Brianna had always felt proud when people had told her she was the perfect conformation of an original Hylian.

"This place is..." she began. Molasar took her hand, and looked at her earnestly.

"I know you may find it strange at first Brianna, but I am sure you shall soon grow to love this city as much as I do. You will certainly want for nothing, I can promise you that," he said. Brianna smiled at him.

"I'm glad that I came here," she said, seeing so many things around her that she could write about. All thoughts of Hyrule and her friends and family had suddenly vanished. She was so excited to be in a brand new place, with this man she had fallen deeply in love with. Molasar smiled back at her.

"Nera-Lyrle-Ru is a fine place to stay, I assure you," he said.

"What does it mean?" Brianna asked, curious. Molasar had told her on the voyage that all Gerudo names had a meaning to them. Hyrule's, as far as Brianna knew, did not, although some tales stated that the some of the older town and village names were after great Hylian people of the past.

"The house of the great sun," Molasar explained.

"Oh... I see. That's pretty," Brianna said. The name had an interesting pronunciation, but Brianna doubted she would ever be able to say it. Her Hyrulian accent would make it somewhat difficult. But Molasar made the names of the Gerudo sound like music.

"The sun is a powerful gift from the Great Goddess," Molasar stated. Brianna looked upwards briefly, but then turned her eyes away, the light was so bright.

"In my country, it is said that the sun is also a gift from our goddesses," she said. Molasar nodded.

"Come. I shall have a grand room prepared for you, near to my quarters, so that we can be close to each other at all times," he said.

"I'd like that," Brianna nodded.

"Yes, and in time, I'm sure you shall want to be even closer to me," he noted. They walked off up the main path. Brianna bit her lip nervously at his last comment, but said nothing. He was still taking things a little too fast for her liking. She was only fifteen, after all. What was the rush? But you came with him, away from your family, a voice reminded her. Shaking her head to herself, she tried to focus on her new life instead. It had to be so. After all, her mother had told her that if she, Brianna, ever fell in love, she and her father would not ever stand in Brianna's way, and respect her decision. Molasar stopped again, and she realised that they were outside a richly carved building, with pillars of marble, glinting in the sun. Stone serpents were wrapped around each column. The most beautiful architecture that Brianna had seen was back in Dalsona, with its great palaces of marble and gold, and on some of the older Hylian buildings of Hyrule. The Gerudo buildings were far more simple, but adorned with many wonderful looking symbols, and decorations. They were beautiful in their own way. On the doors was a symbol of a crescent moon. Molasar pushed the doors open wide. "This way, Brianna," he instructed, pointing towards the darkened interior. Brianna stepped inside, and Molasar followed her close behind, guiding her to the royal chambers.

***

Timothy and Aden slogged through the jungle, using their swords to draw aside any foliage that tried to block their way. They had been going for a while now, and the two had seen many things their eyes had never even seen before. Plump, juicy looking fruits grew on every branch, and both Aden and Timothy had been equally tempted to sample them, but they had decided against it, due to the fact any number of them could be poisons. Sweat streamed down their faces, chests and backs, and their throats were parched. If either had been cold from the dampness of the sea, they were now longing for the coolness of the Hyrule waters. 

"Do you think..." began Timothy, pausing as they pushed through some more leaves, "...we are getting anywhere?" he finally finished. Aden swallowed carefully.

"I sure hope so, this place is like the depths of death mountain, only worse!" said Aden panting. Timothy nodded in agreement as they pushed on. To their left, the two suddenly heard an uncommon rustling, and all at once a huge shape leapt out at them. Timothy stepped back in surprise and Aden let out a yell of shock as they were confronted by a huge beast, similar to a cat, only a whole lot bigger. It snarled viciously at them, pawing the ground, its mighty tongue licking its lips, displaying a set of yellow and jagged teeth. Timothy stared at it, then raised his sword in front of him, ready to defend himself. The mighty beast leapt towards him, its claws shooting from its paws, and knocked Timothy to the ground. As at leered on top of him, it let out a cry of pain as an arrow appeared, embedding itself in the skull of the thing. Timothy quickly rolled to one side, scooping up his sword, just before the hefty creature crashed to the ground. He looked behind him at Aden, who was as pale as a slab of stone. His eyes looked to Timothy.

"Did you do that?" asked Timothy, looking at the dead creature.

"Not, it was I," claimed a female voice. Timothy and Aden turned to see an exotic woman, her skin deeply tanned, her hair bright red. And her eyes, were a strange shade of gold.

"Th-thank you," said Timothy graciously, his voice catching in his throat.

"Then I shall thank you. I have been chasing that beast for a long while now, you were the perfect bait to bring it into the open," said the woman coolly. Aden stepped forward, smiling at her.

"Think nothing of it!" he exclaimed. 

"Then I will not," replied the woman in a low voice.

"Of course, you can if you want, if you'd like to repay us in any way," said Aden hopefully. Timothy grabbed Aden and pulled him back. He stepped forward and bowed to the woman, who smiled at the sight.

"Please excuse my friend. We are both very grateful, I would offer to repay you, but we do not have much in the ways of gold, and it hardly seems that a woman such as yourself would need any aid from us," said Timothy. The woman smiled again, studying Timothy carefully.

"I'm sure there are ways a man such as yourself could repay me," she said. Timothy blushed a little and looked down. "But besides, I can see you are lost. You are foreigners, from Sosaria perhaps, the Westlands, or maybe...Hyrule?" asked the woman.

"Yes, we come from Hyrule!" said Aden enthusiastically, stepping forward again.

"Why do you travel to these shores? What is your purpose?" asked the woman.

"Let me introduce myself, my name's Aden," began Aden. Timothy sighed and pushed Aden back again. 

"We are looking for a girl, she is about fifteen. She travelled here with a man I know as Molasar. We believe she is in grave danger, as this man tried to kill her brother," said Timothy. Aden stared at Timothy.

"Molasar? Why didn't you say?!" he demanded.

"I wasn't sure, but now I've thought about it, I'm positive," said Timothy. He turned his eyes back to the beautiful woman. She looked troubled. Finally, with a rise of her eyebrows she spoke,

"I know of Molasar. He is ruler of my race, or at least what was my race," said the woman sadly.

"So you know the home of the Gerudo?" asked Timothy.

"Only too well. I was born a few years before Molasar, when his birth came, so did the fall of us all. My mother, and a group of her friends attempted to slaughter him as a babe, you have to understand, he was a thing of evil! My mother knew of the risks, so she took me away from the city of the Gerudo, for fear of me being punished, should her plan fail. She said she would collect me from my father's mother when she knew I would be safe. Needless to say, she never came, I can only assume she perished in her attempt.

"But wasn't Molasar the son of Balayna? Brianna's mother, that is the girl we search for, she said Balayna was good, nothing about her was evil," said Timothy slowly.

"Balayna was the greatest Queen we Gerudo ever had, after the great Nabooru. But she died giving birth to the child, my mother was present. Balayna begged them to kill the child, but they did not listen. It was only when Faylita, who took care of him, showed the Gerudo his evil. My mother tried to kill him, or at least that is what she was going to do. I fear she never did," said the woman sadly. 

"What is your name?" asked Timothy, stepping towards her.

"My name is Brillarindraina, which in the tongue of the Gerudo means 'shine of the storm'. My mother was Dindraina, 'she of thunderstorms'. You may call me Rillar, I know my real name is a bit of a length to speak," she said kindly.

"I am Timothy Westley, and well, Aden already introduced himself," said Timothy.

"Who is this Brianna? She is a figure of importance I assume?" question Rillar. 

"She is the daughter of the Queen and King of Hyrule," said Timothy bowing his head. Rillar looked a little surprised.

"A princess? Does she know of her peril?!" asked Rillar.

"Apparently not," said Aden, interjecting the first half decent comment of the conversation.

"Then this is most dire, he is the son of...do you know?" she suddenly asked. Timothy shook his head.

"Ganondorf Dragmire," murmured Rillar, looking to the ground.

"What?! But..." began Aden, recognising the name.

"Can you take us to the valley, we must find her, before anything happens," pleaded Timothy.

"I shall certainly do that," affirmed Rillar. She looked at the two.

"First we shall head to my village, I'm sure I could find the two of you more suitable attire. It will be a long trek to the city of Nera-Lyrle-Ru, so we had best equip ourselves some provisions," said Rillar wisely. She gave the two men one last look, then glanced to the great beast upon the ground. She hauled it up over her shoulder with incredible ease and began to walk forward. Aden and Timothy watched in amazement. The creature must have been far more than even double her weight. They jogged after her.

"Do you not need a hand?" asked Timothy.

"I have practised this for many years, and besides, I doubt you would be accustomed to the weight coupled with the heat of this place," said Rillar, not even glancing back at them. 

***

Link let out a shaky sigh of weariness as he followed Tseremed over the sweltering plains of the Geyser desert. They had walked through the day before, barely stopping for any rest, and it had been hard work crossing the lock swamp. Due to the swamp they had had to leave their horses in Evian, and walk. It was infested with alligators and a strange and grotesque gelatinous mass that attacked them by hurling foul blobs of slime at them. Tseremed had swiftly disposed of this foul mess, by lighting his arrows and aiming them at the slime. They had burned like nothing Link had seen before. It had taken them a good few hours to pick their way through the swamp, and they, as Tseremed had warned, slept under the stars. It had not been a comfortable night, and Link had barely slept. He suspected it was more due to worry about his children, and Zelda, and Leigh than to an uneven sleeping spot. Tseremed looked over his shoulder, looking a little concerned. He stopped and waited for Link to draw level with him, and placed a hand on his shoulder.

"How do you fare friend? I fear the heat of this place is not being kind to thee," said Tseremed. Link paused and took a drink from his canteen. He wiped his brow and shook his head.

"How much further is this shrine?" asked Link. Tseremed glanced over his shoulder and into the distance, shading his eyes from the glare of the sun. He turned back to Link.

"Maybe another four miles," he said, and he sounded hopeful at that.

"I've never known such heat, not even in Dalsona," sighed Link. Tseremed shrugged.

"To tell thee the truth, I have never known such heat, not even in this desert," said Tseremed, sounding confused himself. He and Link began to press on.

"It's no use in thinking about it, only the goddesses know what those bastards could be doing to her," said Link.

"I assume you are talking about Leigh?" questioned Tseremed, slightly surprised at the outburst of this seemingly gentle man. Link nodded, his face a brooding expression. 

"I know I hardly know anything about her past, but she was a friend to Hyrule, and to everyone in it," said Link. 

"I barely knew her myself, but she hath rescued this damned land more than once, often at risk to her own self," said Tseremed solemnly.

"I can't believe how people can turn a blind eye to what is happening in this place," said Link.

"Nor can I, but seemingly the people of Sosaria have taken loss of their senses, and there is naught I, or any other mortal can do about it," said Tseremed sadly. They marched on through the blistering heat.

Two hours later and the two were still trudging through the barren desert, but they had paused for rest, and were seated under the shade of a great sand dune, sipping what little water they had left.

"There is an oasis of fresh water in Geyser, we shall have to fill these up there before we go to assist our friend, else we shall not be going far," said Tseremed, taking a small sip of his water.

"How long is Geyser from the shrine?" asked Link, not wanting them to delay a second longer.

"Not far, say only a twenty minute walk. It shouldst not take us long," said Tseremed. Suddenly, from behind the dune, they heard a loud clamouring of voices, and rowdy singing. Tseremed paused, his hand on the blade in his belt. Link had the very same reaction.

"Men of British no doubt. If we are found, we shalt have to fight them to the death," whispered Tseremed. Link nodded. He dare not speak a word, for fear of being heard. They heard a loud voice drift over the top of the dune.

"Ha! 'Twill be a fine thing to see the suffering of that lowly maggot, at my own hands," laughed the voice. Tseremed frowned.

"I doth recognise that voice, though 'tis long since it reached my ears," he murmured.

"Who is it?" asked Link.

"You may refer to him as Beast British," muttered Tseremed. He glanced around. "I doth not fancy our chances of fighting him and his men, this desert is barren and bland, 'twould be verily easy for us to be spotted. I hath pause at what to do," admitted Tseremed. Link drew his sword, the ring of sword against sheath clear. Tseremed stared at Link. The crowd that was on the other side of the dune had gone quiet.

"Art thou quite mad?! The beast will have a number of men by his side, we could never defeat them!" whispered Tseremed furiously. Link turned to Tseremed, his face grim.

"We have a determination they can not possess, we shall beat them in battle!" said Link a fierce fire burning in his eyes. Tseremed reached out to stop Link, but he charged up the dune, to the very crest of it, and looked down upon the silent crowd of men upon their steeds. He held his sword up high and called down to them.

"Prepare to suffer you loathsome creatures!" he yelled angrily. Tseremed arrived just behind him, his bow in his hand. He fired off the first shot, striking one of the dazed soldiers in the neck. He let out a howl, and fell from his steed to the ground, gurgling a pained scream. Link glanced to Tseremed and nodded, and the men at the bottom of the dune, dismounted, let out a roar and charged towards them. There had to be at least eight of them. Tseremed took two out in their ascent, both with deftly placed arrows. Link grasped his sword, and shifted from one foot to the other, waiting for them to arrive. He brought about the sword in a swift arc, and split two bellies of approaching men. From then on, it was hand to hand combat all the way. Link fiercely challenged the men, as did Tseremed, whose strength with a sword surprised Link, as he had earlier confessed to being far more deft with long range weapons. He certainly was a pro shot, perhaps as good as Dion even. But as far as Link could see, he was as good with a sword. The two fought back to back, covering each other, and Link fought as he never had in years. As the last man fell, Tseremed turned to see British fleeing atop his steed across the desert towards the Shrine. Tseremed shook his head, wiping his sword through the sand. Link picked through the bodies of the dead, and retrieved a canteen or two of water. He handed one to Tseremed.

"I shudder to think that my lips shouldst touch anything owned by one of Them, but I do suppose it is better than dying of thirst," said Tseremed, taking a sip. "If we are careful, it looks as though we won't have to be taking any detours into Geyser. I just hope we aren't too late," said Link. He then jogged down the hill to the crowd of horses that belonged to the dead men. Link chose one and mounted, Tseremed taking another. 

"How did they get these through the swamp?" asked Link. Tseremed shrugged.

"I know not, but there was a lot of them, they were less likely to be attacked in the first place," replied Tseremed.

"We have little time to waste," said Link, spurring his horse on and following the tracks left behind by the fleeing British. Tseremed chased him upon his own steed.

"You fight well my friend. The last time I saw anyone fight as you did was when I fought alongside the Avatar," commented Tseremed as they rode together. 

"I wish I could claim to fight as well as her, but I'm afraid my skill has gone to waste in the past few years," said Link with a shake of his head.

"Come, we must rouse our spirits, and head towards the Shrine, before that fiend doth do anything he may come to regret," said Tseremed, patting Link on the shoulder.

"He should pray he does nothing to her, or he will regret it," said Link, his tone a low and threatening one.

"As should we," added Tseremed as they rode on. 

***

Leigh opened her eyes, and quickly shut them again as the glaring sun bit at them. She exhaled a little, her throat parched. She turned her head to one side, and opened her eyes again, staring. All she saw was sand. She swallowed again, a dull pain ebbing through her. She tried to lift a hand to rub her forehead, but to no avail. She blinked a few times and let out a low moan. She heard whisperings around her. 

"Where-?" she began to ask, blinking a few more times. A face appeared in front of her. She squinted a little, then turned away. 

"I see thou hast finally awoken. Nice sleep Avatar?" asked the sneering voice. Leigh looked up. All she saw was a cloudless blue sky. She was lying down, on something hard, something cold. Her hands were tied down, as were her feet. "Is this place familiar to thee?" asked the voice. Leigh sighed.

"No," she admitted.

"'Tis the Shrine of Sacrifice, it hath been frequently used in the past few years, many a mans blood hath stained the altar thou now lie on," informed the voice. Leigh felt too exhausted to even say a word.

"British will be arriving soon Avatar, we are in for a treat I am sure," said the voice. Leigh turned to look at the speaker. His stale breath enveloped her.

"You would kill a defenceless woman?" she asked sarcastically to Hook, who was standing over her.

"With pleasure," he sneered. 

"You do surprise me," sighed Leigh. At that moment, the sound of a horse could be heard walking over the stone bridge that spanned the water that encircled the shrine. Hook turned away, and Leigh turned her gaze back to the sky.

"Sire, thou dost arrive alone. Where are thy men?" she heard Hook ask.

"My company was attacked by that dratted Tseremed, and another warrior, one whom I didst not recognise. His accent was unfamiliar, certainly not from Sosaria, and he was clad in green. He wielded a sword like I have not seen in a long time," she heard British inform Hook. She closed her eyes, trying to think of something, some way in which she could escape. She could think of nothing.

"She has just awoken my lord, she has even found it in herself to speak," said Hook. British walked over to her, and smiled down at her. Leigh looked up at him.

"So, are you going to kill me yet, or just wait a while?" she asked. British frowned.

"Nothing of the sort my friend. We are just going to make you...suffer a while," he said, giving her a kindly smile. Leigh averted her eyes in disgust. "Although, I must admit it is very tempting to kill you now," added British.

"So, what are your plans?" asked Leigh casually, looking back to him.

"I haven't thought of them yet, but I'm sure Hook here has plenty of ideas," said British.

"Aye, you couldn't be righter my lord," said Hook stepping forward. 

"Well, if you want me to live long enough to suffer, you might want to prevent me from dying of thirst first," suggested Leigh. She had long ago reached the point were she didn't really think or care about what she said anymore. Hook passed a flask to British who purposefully poured the water before her eyes onto the altar that she lay on. A little water splashed on her cheek, but she could barely move her head to even see the water trickling into the thick rust red grooves that lines the stone slab. She closed her eyes and sighed.

"You shall be receiving no favours from me Avatar, for whatever the reason," he stated. Leigh bit her lip. He leered over her. "But I am sure there are plenty of favours I could ask of you dear friend," he murmured, grinning at her. Leigh spat at him, hitting him in the face. He stood back, wiping the saliva from his face. "Wonderful manners you have for a lady. I get the feeling you don't like me much," he concluded.

"Wrong, I don't like you at all," retorted Leigh sharply. British raised his eyebrows.

"Your spirit remains to be broken Avatar, I promise it soon will be," he swore.

"My Lord, two riders approach, could these be the strangers who accosted thee in the desert?" said Hook urgently. British turned away from Leigh. She was glad that he had left her for a while, when it suddenly dawned on her. Tseremed, an old friend. Had he somehow heard of her arrival and come to help her? She dare not even hope. But at the same time she was filled with despair, for how would two men, whomever this second figure was, fight the men that guarded her? She tested the ropes that bound her hands to stakes that were embedded in the altar, but they were very strong, and there was no way she would be getting out of them without help. Suddenly a shadow loomed over her again, and a hand was pressed to her forehead. A horrible flash of pain flashed through her head, and she heard words being murmured. She struggled against the pain, but it was proving too much for even her, her mouth opened and let out an agonised scream. She heard a soft chuckling as the terrible agony filled her, like she was being ripped out of her own living flesh, then she slumped down to the altar in defeat.

"I will take this gift from thee Avatar, thou wilt not be needing it...."

"There is the shrine!" said Tseremed pointing forward. He and Link had never stopped in their pursuit of British, and now it was looking to pay off. Link saw a stark island, surrounded by murky water, it was bare and the trees that grew upon it were dead and broken. A agonised scream suddenly split the air, and Link drew his sword. They rode faster, approaching the place nearer and nearer when they were apprehended by a crowd of men. Link brought his horse to a halt. The men also stopped. At the front of them was a bearded man, with long unruly hair. He was apparently blind in one eye for he wore a patch, and he had a sneering lip. "Hook!" muttered Tseremed unhappily.

"Long time no see ranger, art thou prepared to feel the bite of this blade for a second time?" asked Hook, his sword drawn.

"The question is, art thou prepared to die a second time?" asked Tseremed, unsheathing his own sword. Hook laughed, then paused briefly to instruct his men.

"Kill them," he said, his tone growing serious. They let out a great call and charged forward, one man knocking Tseremed from his horse. Link tried to help him, but he was too occupied defending himself. He felled two men, but there were many of them, and Link wasn't sure if he could defend himself much longer. 

"Halt!" cried a voice suddenly, and the men ceased to fight. Link stared as he saw Leigh walking through the crowd, towards where Tseremed had fallen.

"Leigh!" called Link. She turned and looked at him blankly for a moment, then leaned over to help up Tseremed. As she touched him, he seemed to be healed of all ails, and he stood up, then to Link's utter shock and confusion she drew her sword and plunged it through the chest of the man. Tseremed looked at her with a bewildered expression, and whispered a few words to her, before she cruelly pulled the sword from him and let him slump to the ground. There were murmurings from the men, and Link sat there with shock. She turned and looked at him. It was apparent she did not recognise his face. "Leigh, how could you?" asked Link, his voice barely audible. She strode towards him.

"Who art thou stranger? What is thy business here?" she demanded in an unfamiliar tone. Link looked down at his horse. 

"I..." he began, lost for words. Leigh tilted her head to one side, studying him with contempt. 

"Speak quickly mortal, for I have little time to waste upon the likes of you," she said, her voice unkind and spiteful.

"I...I am travelling to Geyser, I must have come off the road, that man said he could show me the way," stuttered Link. Leigh looked down at the slowly dying Tseremed, who was gasping in pain.

"This man is a traitor to this country, didst thou know that?" she demanded. Link shook his head.

"Really?" he asked, feeling terrible.

"You killed some of my men," said British, appearing behind Leigh.

"Wh-what? That's ridiculous!" declared Link. He felt a coward for lying, but he either used his brains now, or died fighting. If he'd been any younger, he would've been hacking at necks with his sword right now. 

"Thou didst not answer my question stranger. Tell me thy name!" demanded Leigh. Link gulped.

"My name is Gibson, of the Isle of Scars," said Link.

"The Isle of Scars? Then thou wilt be trained with thy sword?" said Leigh, fingering the bloodied tip of her blade thoughtfully. Link nodded. "Then thou shalt know how to fight. I will challenge thee now, if thou dost impress me with thy skills, then I may let you proceed punished. If thou do not impress me however..." a smile crept across her lips. It was a look of pure evil, and one that Link would have never thought Leigh capable of. He stared at her. "What art thou waiting for Gibson? Draw thy blade!" she commanded. Link clumsily obliged, scrabbling at the hilt of his sword, his eyes glued on her, until it finally came free. He held it in front of him. Leigh bother not with any more words, and charged forward with her sword, which Link neatly deflected despite his nervousness. She let out a growl of discontent and struck again, harder and faster, but Link managed to protect himself every time. The rage that burnt in her eyes was evident, and it was over taking her skill, making her moves raw and useless. Link finally recovered and even began to get in his own blows. As Leigh stepped backwards, a glimmer passed across her eyes, and she fell to the ground, backwards. She lay still as he advanced but then leapt up, only to be met by Link's own sword, poised at her heart. Her hand was in front of the blade, just stopping it from doing any damage. Link gave a grim smile of victory. Leigh glared at him with utter contempt. She reached forward with her hand and grasped the tip of the sword, despite the wounds it caused to her and pulled the sword from a stunned Link. She cast it aside and looked at her hand, fascinated almost. "Strange, I feel no pain," she murmured to herself. She looked up at Link. "Thou didst impress me mortal. Leave, before thou doth receive the same treatment as thy guide. If our paths do happen to cross again, I can promise thou wilt not leave our meeting alive," said Leigh. Then she turned away from him and mounted up on the fallen Tseremed's horse. She looked around at the men, then rode off, the lot of them following her, leaving Link alone. Hook sneered at Link as he passed.

"You're lucky she let you live," he said. Link turned in his saddle and watched after Leigh, who did not even look back. He looked down at Tseremed, and leapt off his horse as Hook left. He kneeled next to Tseremed and drew his canteen out, dribbling a few drops of water past the dying man's lips. 

"Wh-what happened...?" asked Tseremed, gazing down at his wound.

"I'm sorry," murmured Link, cradling Tseremed's head in his arms. Tseremed looked back up from his wound, from which blood was pouring very slowly. Link gazed away. It seemed Leigh had struck where it would cause lethal damage, but take a long time for him to die.

"There is no healer in Geyser," murmured Tseremed wryly. Link looked around, and then back to Tseremed.

"I wish I could help," he said.

"I deserved to die a long time before this, I was only delaying the...inevitable," said Tseremed, pausing to cough a little. 

"I should've stopped her," said Link quietly, looking to the ground.

"That was Leigh wasn't it? She did this?" asked Tseremed slowly. Link slowly nodded.

"She healed you, and then...then this," said Link.

"That wasn't Leigh, he must've...done somethin..." started Tseremed, a fit of coughing over took him as more blood spilt to the ground.

"Who?" asked Link.

"Him..the," began Tseremed, but he began to cough again. Link gave him some more water. "Kill me," pleaded Tseremed, as his face contorted in pain. 

"I," began Link, meaning to protest. Tseremed let out a cry of pain as another coughing fit overcame him. 

"Please, there is a little poison in my pack, used to coat my arrow heads, just get it out for me," asked Tseremed. Link moved and grabbed Tseremed's pack, emptying the contents, and finding a vial of clear liquid. He opened it and held it before Tseremed. "It won't take long for it to work, then thou canst leave this place...I'm sorry thou didst not find what you came for," said Tseremed, sounding upset. Link emptied a few drops of the poison onto Tseremed's lips. Tseremed swallowed it.

"I would rather die with peace than pain," he admitted, before turning limp and slipping to the ground. "I feel...cold," he murmured, his eyes shutting. Link felt his pulse. There was none. It took Link a while to collect his thoughts. Finally he stood up, and looked down at Tseremed, who looked more at ease than he had just before he died. Link wiped away his bangs, then realised his hands were damp with blood. Link took the body and dragged it over near to the edge of the water. He began to cover to body as best as he could, removing Tseremed's sword and bow, and resting them both on top of the funeral mound. He said a few words of prayer, his head bowed, before turning away, filled with remorse and regret. He guessed he should perhaps travel to the nearest town, before deciding his next move.

Chapter 5 

     "How...far...is this city?" asked Aden, between breaths. He and Timothy had been following Rillar for a long time now, they had long left her village behind, and the heat was unbearable. Rillar smiled slightly, looking back at the two.

"You Westlanders," she murmured, shaking her head with amusement.

"Hey, I bet you wouldn't last a minute in a Hyrulian winter!" accused Aden, feeling a little agitated. 

"We Gerudo originate from Hyrule, I'm sure I would withstand one of its winters with ease," said Rillar. Aden grimaced. He hated anyone getting the better of him, especially women. "But in answer to your original question, the city is not much further. It would probably only take us a few more hours. We will have to rest by night, but by then we should be very close. Of course, if you prefer we may stop and rest a while, and travel through the night, when it is cooler," said Rillar.

"Are you sure you aren't suggesting that just because YOU want a rest?" asked Aden. Rillar smiled.

"I'm am quite capable of travelling through this heat, the suggestion was solely out of concern for you," she replied with a smile. Aden frowned.

"We can take it, we'll go on," said Aden firmly. Timothy remained silent as they trudge along.

"Timothy, you remain rather quiet, is everything well?" asked Rillar. Timothy turned his eyes to her and nodded.

"Yeah, I'm just worried, that's all. About Brianna," said Timothy, trudging on. Rillar fell into step with him.

"You know her well?" she asked.

"He loves her," said Aden, behind the two. Timothy turned and shot Aden and annoyed look.

"Love her?" repeated Rillar. Timothy smiled a little.

"That's just Aden messing around," he assured the Gerudo.

"But you do know her?" asked Rillar. 

"We are close friends. Her brother is like a brother to me," admitted Timothy.

"So you are out for revenge, as well as to rescue this...Brianna?" assumed Rillar.

"He shouldn't be allowed to get away with it," said Timothy fiercely.

"Molasar has inherited the powers of his father, he is a strong man," said Rillar, looking ahead.

"I know. At the moment, all I want to do is get Brianna out of there. Molasar can be dealt with at a later time," said Timothy.

"I don't know about you, but I'm taking out the guy as soon as I see him!" said Aden. 

"No you won't. He nearly killed Ewan, Aden. Ewan was the strongest fighter in Hyrule, how could we even try to match him?" snapped Timothy, turning to face Aden. Aden looked a little shocked by Timothy's outburst. He held up his hands.

"Hey, fine. I see your point," he conceded. Timothy's features softened and he turned around again. 

"You know, not many people I know would leave the sanctuary of their own country, travel to strange foreign lands just for one person," said Rillar.

"She is a princess you know. We're probably in for a big reward if we save her," said Aden.

"We need no reward Aden. Just to have her safe!" said Timothy angry again at Aden's careless comments. Aden shrugged.

"Hey, that's alright for you to say. You have a job for life in the castle, but what about me. Damon and my mother don't exactly have money pouring out of their ears," said Aden. 

"It seems you two have a difference of opinions," observed Rillar. Timothy and Aden said nothing as they walked on. "You will have to resolve these differences before you reach Nera-Lyrle-Ru, for you will have to work together if you wish to save this Brianna you speak of," said Rillar wisely. Timothy bowed his head and stopped. He turned to Aden.

"Sorry for being an idiot," apologised Aden quickly. Timothy nodded.

"I'm sorry about being so touchy," replied Timothy. They clapped each other on the shoulder and started walking again.

As darkness fell over the jungles of Benlucca, the trio set up camp for the night. Rillar had lit a fire to keep them warm, night in Benlucca was extremely cool, even under the cover of the jungle. It was also to warn of any prowling creatures, which were hoping to get an easy supper. Rillar had also gathered some fruit from the surrounding trees for them to feast upon, and both Aden and Timothy agreed the fruits were sweeter and more delicious than anything which could be found in Hyrule. They set up a one man watch just in case however, which Timothy volunteered to take first. Each person would watch for three hours before waking up the next person. Aden had agreed to take the last watch. As Timothy sat watching the fire that they surrounded, occasionally throwing pieces of gathered wood to keep the flame alight, he felt a hand on his shoulder. It was Aden.

"I can't sleep," he said with a yawn. Timothy smiled.

"No doubt you will find it easy enough when it is your turn," he said. Aden raised his eyebrows in agreement.

"It's too true. So, what d'you think of her?" asked Aden, leaving the subject.

"Who?" asked Timothy.

"Rillar. She's the most beautiful creature my eyes have ever come across," said Aden.

"Firstly, Rillar is a woman, not a creature, and secondly, I agree she is very beautiful, but as are most living things," said Timothy.

"Yeah, you would say that. Just my luck that she has a passion for you instead," moaned Aden. Timothy laughed.

"Aden, you can be, at times, a very delusional type of guy," said Timothy.

"As can you Tim. Have you not noticed how she looks at you, how she stands near you, talks to you?" asked Aden, sounding a little surprised.

"She would have no interest in a man such as myself. She is older than me in any case," said Timothy.

"How do you know? And besides, from what I heard, it didn't stop Ewan," said Aden. Timothy glanced at his friend.

"So you knew?" he asked.

"Who didn't? I heard she was at least five years his senior," said Aden.

"Well, it matters not. Not now anyway," said Timothy quietly.

"Greg told me, she was quite a beauty apparently. Could she compare to Rillar?" asked Aden. Timothy shrugged.

"Would Ewan have settled for anything less?" muttered Timothy.

"I suppose not. He was pretty picky, as I recall, she must have really been something," went on Aden.

"She was not without her problems. She had some kind of bad blood with Ewan's mother, but...like I said, it does not matter. You should sleep in any case, you'll be complaining when Rillar awakes you," said Timothy. Aden grinned.

"To be awoken by a woman of that beauty, I'll think I'm still dreaming," joked Aden. Timothy rolled his eyes.

"Go to sleep, you will need it," advised Timothy. Aden shrugged.

"I suppose you're right," he said.

"You know I am," said Timothy with a smile. Aden nodded, then crawled back to his sleeping space where he lay down and fell into a deep sleep. Timothy smiled a little, his eyes drooping. He began to eat a piece of fruit that Rillar had left with him. He looked across to where the Gerudo slept. One would not know from looking at her the tragedies that had befallen her short life. Maybe Aden was right, perhaps he did like her. She was a good companion, but Timothy knew that he could never hold anyone as high in his heart as he did with Brianna. As Brianna's name crossed his conscience, he felt a jolt of worry and anguish, and his gaze turned back to the flames, his thoughts praying that she had not yet, or would not be harmed. 

Leigh trudged across the drawbridge, and into the main entrance of the castle. She glanced around critically as Hook joined her inside. 

"Sleeps what I be needin'! Dragging yer sorry hide across that bloody desert did me no good!" claimed Hook in a dark tone. He gazed at Leigh for a moment, who stood watching him, looking less than impressed. 

"Sleep is only for weak humans, and fools, but I do suppose they fall under the same category," said Leigh, smirking. 

"I suppose ye'll be needing a lot of it then!" said Hook, laughing at his own joke. Leigh frowned.

"I expect thou didst find that amusing mortal fool!" she snarled, drawing her sword, pinning it to his throat. Hook placed one hand on the hilt of his sword. Leigh raised one eyebrow, a smirk passing across her face. At that moment Lord British entered, and looked at the scene before him. He let out a low chuckle.

"My dear children, what is this?" he asked, the amusement blatantly displayed across his face.

"I do know not how thou expect me to put up with this poor excuse of life, he is putrid and weak, not at all the kind I would gladly associate with," said Leigh. Hook growled in his throat.

"And she is delusional and a woman. How dost thou expect me to put up with her airs and graces?" demanded Hook. British looked from one face to the other.

"Thou should both be working together, not apart. Division of the ranks always ensure defeat," said British calmly. 

"I refuse to walk with those whom are not even fit to walk the same ground that I pass upon," said Leigh in an aloft tone.

"And I refuse to work with a weak and feeble woman. Look at her, she will betray thee at the first opportunity I guarantee!" stated Hook. Leigh swung her gaze back to Hook, pricking his throat with her sword.

"Watch thy words pirate, or thou will be the one I betray!" she warned. 

"I see thou art not going to get on. As I cannot decide, I do propose a duel between the two," said British. Leigh let her sword drop to her side.

"To the death?" asked Hook, his voice evident with glee. Leigh shot out her sword, and plunged it into Hook's stomach, past his spine and out through his back. He let out a weak cough, and blood trickled from the wound. He fell to his knees, and Leigh casually allowed him to slide backwards off her sword and onto the floor. British looked down at the bloody corpse, a wry smile across his features. 

"Indeed, to the death," he murmured. Leigh ran the blade through her fingers, cleaning off the blood. Two servants appeared and began to carry away the body. "Really Avatar, thy action was most unfair," commented British his gaze turning to her, a smirk passing his lips.

"If I had such flaws of fairness and honour, then I would have wasted valuable energy in defeating him during a tiring duel. There is no point in that," stated Leigh. She did not smile at British, but he smiled at her. 

"A valid point, if not indeed a very observant one," conceded British. Leigh sheathed her sword, kneeling down before British. 

"Now sire, what dost thou wish of me?" she asked. British smiled, placing one hand on top of her bowed head.

"I am very sure that I wilt think of something," he promised.

Link stumbled around his small inn room, which he had purchased for a night at the Gilded Lizard. He was tired, he had felt never before felt so drained. He finally slumped onto the hard bunk that supposedly passed as the 'greatest nights sleep in the whole of Sosaria'. Link doubted that claim very much. He kicked off his boots, not having the energy to pull them off and lay back, running through his head the events of that day, or rather the last few hours. That woman, it had been Leigh, and yet not. Perhaps it was some kind of illusion, like that created by the Amulet of Nagul, a trinket that had long ago passed in and out of Ganon's hands. An exact replica of his dead brother it had created, as well as a replica of Link's beloved Zelda. But he had a sickly feeling within him that that woman had been Leigh, at least in body. It was no replica, no clever illusion. There had been a strength in her Link had long not seen, how Leigh had been before she returned to the lands of Hyrule this very year. But he had seen her slay Tseremed, with no mercy, nor any warning. Surely Leigh would have never, ever done that. She would not even have killed an enemy the way she killed Tseremed. It was too cruel, too malicious for her nature. That scream he and Tseremed had heard shortly before they had met with British's men, that had to have been Leigh. What had happened? What had they done to her. She had been possessed, her mind and thought taken over by a mind of evil and cruelty. He closed his eyes, wishing he could've been faster, swifter, got to her before British had. He wished desperately he could've done more for the kind Tseremed, rather than grant his dying plea. Letting out a loud sigh he let his thoughts wander back to Hyrule, to Zelda and his son, and to Brianna. He screwed up his eyes, praying that they were all safe, and well. What was he to do now? Leigh was already beyond a stage of being helped, and he had no way of finishing his way back to Hyrule, not until Sal found him anyway. And what was he to do then? He needed to help his son, but he did not have the means to do so. He supposed his only choice now would be to seek out those whom Aimé had told him about, the healers who had been outlawed. Link closed his eyes once more. First, he would need rest, however guilty he felt for taking it.

Slowly, Brianna opened her eyes and wondered for a moment where she was. The hot sun filtered through the pillared window at the far end of the room, and she was lying on a canopied bed of silken cushions. She sat up, and looked around, rubbing her eyes. She hadn't slept very well the previous night, the bed, though comfortable, had felt strange, and it had been far too hot. Obviously at some point though, she had drifted off. At that moment, the beaded curtain that masked the doorway to her room, was tentatively drawn aside, and a young girl, who looked about Brianna's age, peered in.

"I have been sent to help you, Your Highness," she said politely.

"Oh, why thank you!" Brianna said. She'd almost forgotten that she would need some help to get ready and do her hair. She suddenly remembered Alyssand, and realised just how much she missed her friend. The girl walked into the room on light feet, barely making a sound. She placed a basket down on the ground.

"I am Leniarala," she introduced, rolling the 'r' in a way Brianna was sure she'd never be able to do. Leniarala smiled. "You may call me Leni," she commented, almost reading the Princess' mind. Brianna smiled back gratefully.

"It's nice to meet you, Leni," she said. Leniarala smiled again, her high ponytail bobbing a little, as she raised her head proudly.

"And your Highness, is there a name I may call you?" she asked.

"My name is Brianna Alina Medila Grâtia-Illustrísquídam, but you may simply call me Brianna," Brianna replied.

"Your accent is most strange. You are a westlander, no? You must be, for you have hair the colour of gold, so beautiful and long," Leni commented. 

"Uh... thanks. I come from Hyrule," Brianna replied. Leni nodded.

"I know of Hyrule. It is to the north, in the middle of the world, three islands, where everything is green and cool," she said. "Not like this red desert, it is so hot for you here, I suppose," she added, looking slightly sympathetic.

"Yes.. it is a little," Brianna admitted. "But we have deserts in Hyrule too. But they are brown and dead, and the wind is always blowing," she stated. Hyrule had two deserts at the northernmost tip of the West island, Parapa and Tantari. 

"It is the clothes you wear, your westland gowns will be too hot for you," Leni said. She opened the basket, and pulled out a beautiful long dress of blue silk. "His Highness, The Great King Molasar sends you this with his kindest regards," she said. Brianna stared at the outfit, with a mixture of excitement and nervousness. She'd never worn something so revealing before, not even the Dalsonians had clothes like that. But it really was a fine garment, spun of only the finest materials. A lot of work had gone into it. "I hope that it is your size, but I am good at alterations, so we need not worry about that," Leni continued.

"Uh, thank you," Brianna said. Out of curiosity, she dared to ask the girl a question. "Leni, please may I ask, but what does your name mean? I hear that the Gerudo names always having a meaning," she said. Leni laughed.

"Ah, so foreign! But indeed, it is true," she said, smiling at Brianna in a friendly fashion. "My name means 'She of the Brightest Star'. My sister is Dinlestaryle, 'She of the Fireside'. King Molasar, he is 'He of the Night'," she said informatively. "What does your name mean?" she questioned. Brianna shrugged.

"I don't think my name means anything really," she said sadly. The only thing she knew about it, was that it wasn't Hyrulian, it was Catalian, but nothing more of interest.

"Brianna... well, it makes me think of flowers," Leni said. "So to me, you will be 'She of Flowers'," she said, smiling. Brianna smiled back.

"I never thought of my name that way before," she said.

"Yes. Now, you have such a lot of hair, you cannot leave it down else you will surely collapse in the heat!" Leni laughed.

"Oh, I usually tie it back in two plaits," Brianna said.

"Plaits?" Leni asked, looking puzzled.

"You know... braiding. When you twist strands of hair together," Brianna said. Leni suddenly nodded.

"Ah, now I see. We do not do that much, takes too much time! But His Greatness has commanded me to cater to your every wish, and so if it is braiding you wish for, then I shall do it!" Leni stated solemnly.

"It's okay, I'm sure I can do it myself," Brianna said. She'd managed, in a fashion, during the journey to the city.

"No, no, I insist!" Leni said.

"Well, thank you, then," Brianna said politely.

"Do not thank me, it is my job," Leni said. Brianna smiled at her, thinking what a strange girl she was. Alyssand was her lady-in-waiting, and she wasn't even half as polite. Leni walked over to a nearby golden table, and picked up a brush, and from her pocket, produced a length of string.

"You may use my clips," Brianna said, not really fancying the idea of having string wrapped in her hair.

"I will use those after," Leni said firmly. She lead Brianna over to the window, where there was a shallow seat. "Here, sit here and look down into the plaza. There is lots going on, you will like to watch," she said. Brianna did as she was told, and gazed downwards. Sure enough, people were walking about, doing their daily tasks and so forth. It was a myriad of bright colours, mixed with the redness of the sand, and the grey of the buildings. "We shall soon be done," Leni promised, brushing her hair as gently as possible.

"Then what will we do?" Brianna asked.

"You shall go to His Highness, King Molasar. I suppose he will be wanting to introduce you," Leni explained.

"To who?" Brianna asked.

"The rest of the city, of course," Leni said, smiling. Brianna took a deep breath, suddenly incredibly nervous.

"The whole city?" she asked. Leni nodded.

"I should think so. You will be the envy of all the girls. Molasar is so handsome, after all," she said, winking. Brianna just continued looking through the window. Had she really done the right thing by coming here, she wondered.

 

***

Link yawned and stretched. He sat up, and rubbed his back. It felt extremely stiff, and it was no wonder, for his bed had been so hard. He'd stayed in many inns in his life, and this had to have been one of the most uncomfortable. The hero sighed, and stood up, trying to wake his deadened limbs. He'd been dreading the morning. For today, it was time to embark upon the quest to find a healer for Ewan. Only, all the Sosaria healers of any skill, had been outlawed to places unknown. And now, Link didn't even have an ally to help him. His former companion, Tseremed, was dead. Currently, he was located in the desert town of Geyser. Tseremed had said there were no more towns to the east, and that they all lay to the west, or north. Unless he had a boat, in which case there were many inhabited islands in Sosaria's large bay. He quickly washed his face and teeth using the small jug of water provided and items from his pack, then changed into a clean shirt, trousers and tunic. Then he put his sword through his belt, pulled on his now much worn leather boots, and hoisted the pack onto his pack. It was time to leave. He walked out of the tiny bedroom, and into the main part of the inn. No-one was in, it was deserted. Then again, it was 6am in the morning, or at least it was by Link's pocket watch. The sun was just beginning to rise to the east. He laid the key to his room on the main counter, but didn't bother to sign the guest log. The less he made his presence know, the better. He had been given odd looks when he'd entered the tavern the evening before, and felt sure that everyone had known he was a foreigner. Some Sosarians had pointed ears like him, but only a few. They were Hyrulians that had settled there, like Zelda's mother, for example. She had been a Hylian born on Sosarian soil. So that was not the problem. There was obviously something about the way he carried himself, which made them suspicious. He had kept speaking to as much a minimum as possible, for that was something that would probably give him away in a second. Even surrounded by Sosarians, he still couldn't pick up their bizarre way of speaking. He could speak Hylian, a practically dead language, with ease, but he couldn't speak Sosarian. Sighing again, he pushed the door open, a concealed bell tinkling. He ignored it, and walked outside to face the already rising desert heat, once more.

***

Rillar shook Timothy gently, just as the first rays of light pierced the cover of the jungle. Timothy let out a small groan and rolled over, shielding his eyes with his hand.

"It isn't morning already is it?" he asked. Rillar smiled.

"It is I'm afraid to report, and we'd best get moving if you want to reach the city soon," said Rillar. Timothy shut his eyes for a moment, and rubbed the sleep out of them, easing up onto his shoulders. "That friend of yours fell asleep on his shift, it was lucky I woke up. We could have attacked very easily," said Rillar with a faint smile. Timothy frowned.

"Trust Aden," he sighed, running his hand through his hair. He noticed Rillar was still smiling at him. He swallowed a little, his throat dry. "There a spring nearby? I need a wash," said Timothy, getting up. Rillar stood up with him.

"Yes, there is one nearby. I found it earlier on, after I had woken Aden to resume his watch," said Rillar with another pure bright smile. Timothy brushed himself off and followed Rillar through a host of trees, and soon Timothy could hear the sound of running water. They left the shelter of the trees and into a small clearing, which a small stream ran through, leading into a beautiful, crystal clear pool. Timothy turned and smiled at Rillar and jogged down to the stream, stripping off his shirt and beginning to wash. Rillar joined him by the streamside, dipping her feet into the cool water. "The water is very refreshing, yes?" said Rillar. Timothy stopped from washing his face and turned to her nodding, his hair now damp, water trickling down his face and chest. 

"Yeah," he agreed. He looked back down into the water. "Is it safe to drink?" he asked. Rillar nodded.

"Oh certainly," she told him. Timothy leaned down to the water and took a long draught, savouring the coolness of the water. As he leaned over, he slid forward, and fell head first into the stream. He let out a cry of surprise, but being underwater, he just received a throat full of the stuff. He rose out of the water coughing and spluttering. Rillar watched him, laughing lightly. He looked across at her, dripping everywhere. He grinned a little, wiping the water from his eyes.

"That wasn't even funny," he said, climbing out from the stream. Rillar offered a hand in helping him up, still smiling.

"Ah, it'll do you good!" she insisted. Timothy ran a hand through his soaking hair. He shook his head.

"Well, I guess I got my wash," he conceded.

"You did indeed. Now, come, we can't waste much time. We need to return to our camp, and eat. Hopefully your friend has managed to find us some...breakfast I believe you call it," said Rillar slowly. Timothy nodded.

"What do you call it?" he asked, slinging his shirt over his shoulder.

"Well, in Benluccan tongue, we call it solei and in the tongue of my mother race, it is called unosol," explained Rillar, pushing away the dense foliage that had fallen in their way. Timothy nodded.

"I suppose that's something to do with first sun or something," he guessed. Rillar smiled.

"Why yes, most Westlanders are ignorant to many meanings of our language," she said.

"I try," admitted Timothy, moving aside some leaves for Rillar. She gratefully stepped through.

Back at the camp, the nights fire was no more than a pile of smouldering ash, and Aden was sitting there contentedly munching away on a piece of fruit.

"I see you managed to do something right," said Rillar. Aden grimaced.

"You ain't ever going to let me forget that are you?" he asked. He picked up some fruit and tossed some over to Timothy and Rillar. "So, what you two been doing in the bushes?" he asked, giving Timothy a pointed look.

"Nothing that would interest you," replied Rillar, examining her breakfast carefully. She finally deemed it worthy and took a bite, as did Timothy.

"You're looking like a drip as usual I see," commented Aden, glancing back at Timothy.

"My sides are splitting," assured Timothy sitting down. Aden grinned.

"Me and Rillar had some fun this morning, didn't we," he called, Rillar had seated herself in the crook of a tree.

"Your bawdy humour does not impress me Westie," she said sounding critical. Aden grinned at Timothy.

"She loves me really," he half whispered. Rillar finished her breakfast and threw the empty core of the fruit at Aden. He ducked out of the way and she jumped down from the tree. 

"Are we ready?" she asked. Aden stood up.

"Am I ever!" he remarked enthusiastically. Timothy smiled and stood up.

"Come on, this way then," said Rillar, striding forward, and back into the thick of the jungle.

Chapter 6 

     Leigh kneeled down before the throne of Lord British, her head bowed.

"You required my presence my lord," she murmured, her voice loud. Lord British nodded, a small smile playing across his lips.

"Yes, I have a job for thee Avatar," he replied, rising from his throne and placing one hand on her lowered head. 

"Anything my lord," she obliged.

"I require thee to travel to the shores of Hyrule, and retrieve a small trinket left there," began British, beginning to circle Leigh. She looked at him, meeting his gaze.

"Yes, sire?" she asked.

"A sword, crafted from the strongest substance in the Demiari. It is hidden somewhere, the recesses of North Castle, home to the royalty of Hyrule," continued British. Leigh waited as British appeared to think.

"Take the sword and return it to me, but I warn thee, do not use it, not for anything. It is vital that its blade doth not feel the warmth or smell the sweetness of another's blood," said British gravely. Leigh nodded and stood.

"I shall travel there straight away my lord," she said. 

"Very good Avatar. There doth be a boat docked in the port of this city, take it, and retrieve the Black Sword!" demanded British. Leigh bowed and nodded.

"It shall be so my lord," she said. British nodded.

"Then thou shouldst be on thy way, Avatar," he acknowledged. She turned and strode from the room, leaving behind British, who smiled contentedly, before again seating himself on his magnificent throne of gold.

***

"This boat, it is the only one in the harbour?" asked Leigh, walking along the boat.

"Yes milady, and it is for sale! 600 gold pieces!" said the man for about the sixth time. Leigh turned at him, a thin line across her face.

"And I have indeed been instructed by Lord British to take it to Hyrule," she said slowly.

"Well it's the first I've heard about it," said the shipwright. Leigh hopped aboard, but the shipwright followed her. "Who are you anyway?" he asked. Leigh turned to him, unfurling the sail.

"I am the Avatar," she responded simply. The man grinned slightly.

"Of course you are. Lord British said next time he saw the Avatar, they would be slaughtered on the spot!" exclaimed the shipwright.

"Please sir, leave this boat," she asked politely.

"No. 1200 gold pieces!" demanded the man.

"You said 600," said Leigh.

"I changed my mind," declared the shipwright.

"I need not pay thee sir," said Leigh, drawing her sword. The shipwright drew his own sword, laughing. Leigh knocked it from his hand before he could even move. He stopped laughing. She stood forward and grabbed him by the shoulder, plunging her sword into his heart. He let out a gasp, and fell to his knees, but Leigh's strength kept him upright. She pulled her sword from his heart and slipped it into her belt. She then dragged him across the deck and threw him overboard, a resounding splash following the man's departure. She smiled and walked over to the anchor winch, beginning to turn it with ease. A small smile crossed her lips, she was going to enjoy her visit back to Hyrule.

***

Brianna nervously walked down the corridor of the Gerudo palace, following two Gerudo guards, sent by Molasar himself. They did not glance back at her, nor did she wish them to. She felt slightly self-conscious, and confused. She was wearing the dress that Molasar had provided for her, but beautiful as it was, it made her feel out of place, and a fake. She could never wear such items of clothing without feeling a little uncomfortable. Soon, at the end of the seemingly forever stretching passage, the two female guards stopped, and spoke quietly to one Gerudo who guarded a massive door that ended the passage. The curtain that hung over the door was drawn back, and Brianna was led through. 

"Brianna!" called Molasar happily as he saw her enter. He walked over to her, glancing at the guards, his eyes instructing that the two were to be left alone. He took both of the princess' small, petite hands in his own. He gave her a restrained kiss on each cheek and smiled at her. Just seeing that smile melted every doubt that had crept upon Brianna in the last couple of days, and she flashed him a smile of radiance. "You look beautiful," he murmured, surveying her outfit. Brianna looked down at herself, suddenly remembering it. Their eyes met. Molasar looked particularly dashing, his dark red hair brushed back from his forehead, a loose fitting white shirt and trousers covering his obvious muscular physique. 

"I was wondering when I might see you again, I've been lonely these past few days," said Brianna, holding onto Molasar's strong, warm hands. He frowned a little. 

"Did Leniarala not keep you company? I would've attended to you, but I had business to deal with it. A few things have happened whilst I was in Hyrule," said Molasar, kissing Brianna's hands.

"Oh, she did, but, I wanted to be with you," said Brianna, stepping closer to the handsome prince, and resting against his chest. He dropped her hands and wrapped his arms around her. 

"And I so dearly wanted to be with you Brianna, and now I am. You can have no idea how happy you make me, just for us to be like this," said Molasar, softly touching the top of her head with his lips.

"I thought I might miss Hyrule, but I have barely missed it at all. But I will admit to missing my friends, and my family," murmured Brianna, her hands on Molasar's chest.

"You will make friends here, I can assure you. And when the time is right, we shall tell your parents about us," promised Molasar. He stepped back, and walked towards his balcony. Brianna followed him. "I must introduce you to the city Brianna, you understand don't you? The people here will simply adore you," said Molasar, looking down from the balcony into the bustling streets.

"Oh, I don't quite know if I'm ready..." faltered Brianna. Molasar turned, a kindly smile upon his face.

"Of course you are. Come now, I will introduce you to my people, to your people," said Molasar, grasping her hand comfortingly. 

"What if they dislike me, for being an outsider?" asked Brianna.

"They will not. We are not like that in Nera-Lyrle-Ru," said Molasar, his face suddenly turning grim for a second. It lasted only that long however, and he quickly gave her a confident smile. He pushed aside a red curtain, which led to another chamber. "This way," he said.

"There it is, Nera-Lyrle-Ru," said Rillar as the three reached the crest of a lush green hill that stood proud above the jungle. Aden shaded his eyes.

"Impressive," he murmured, admiring the way the sun flashed off the buildings, creating a golden aura that seemed to surround the city. 

"It's not far now," said Rillar, folding her arms. Timothy nodded, taking a swig of water from his canteen.

"If he has laid a finger upon her..." he growled under his breath. Rillar watched his determined face with fascination. It was clear he had strong feelings about this girl, perhaps even stronger than he himself realised. 

"Brianna knows how to handle herself, she won't do anything she doesn't want to," assured Aden. Timothy grunted. 

"Let's go," he said, his voice low. Rillar and Aden followed him as he tramped firmly down the hill.

"We will have to be careful now, the Gerudo will lurk nearby, and they don't take kindly to strangers, although some of them will have no qualms in welcoming male specimens such as you two," said Rillar with a thoughtful smile. Aden grinned.

"I like the sound of that," he commented.

"Of course, who knows the orders they are following now they are under the rule of Molasar. It could be to kill any male or even stranger on sight," said Rillar. Aden took a deep breath.

"That doesn't sound so good," he admitted. Rillar arched one eyebrow and smiled. Timothy remained silent, striding ahead, his trusty broadsword slapping gently off his thigh. 

Suddenly, to her left, Rillar heard a rustling in the leaves. She drew her sharp, curved sword, and pulled on Aden's sleeve, to stop him from walking any further.

"Timothy!" she hissed. The handsome fighter stopped and turned, looking in Rillar's direction. He saw her drawn weapon and nodded, holding his sword before him, and cocking his ears, surveying his surroundings carefully. Aden ripped his own sword from its sheath, the hiss of metal echoing throughout the jungle. They all walked carefully forward, listening and watching for anything unusual. Then, at all sides, they heard an enormous rustling, and as they looked about themselves, they found themselves to be surrounded by a team of Gerudo warriors, all armed with bows.

"Throw down your weapons!" called one of the Gerudo, her voice loud and clear. Rillar turned to face her.

"What reason do you have for asking us to do so?" asked Rillar.

"You are trespassing on the land of our King. It is forbidden. We must take you to him upon sight, alive...or dead," said the Gerudo calmly. Aden's sword fell to the earth. Timothy shot him a half-hearted glance, then he saw Rillar slowly placing her own weapon down upon the ground. He sighed and did the same, raising his hands, as his two friends had done. Three Gerudo came forward, but there were others, with their arrows still trained upon the three. They were all grabbed roughly by the neck and shoulder, and thrown to the ground, before their hands were mercilessly tied with thick rope. "Get up!" demanded the apparent leader of the group, once her women had done their jobs. Without the aid of their hands, the three struggled to their knees before being able to stand. The woman walked up to Rillar and looked at her.

"You wear the clothing of a native, yet you are truly Gerudo. Tell me your name," demanded the woman. Rillar glared at her, the gaze apparent with hatred. 

"I will not tell you of my name, unless you release me of these bonds," said Rillar sharply. The Gerudo woman drew a sharp knife from her belt, holding it before Rillar.

"That, I can not do. But I could easily undo your throat if you do not loosen your tongue and tell me your name," she threatened. Rillar lifted her chin, a defiant glow in her eyes.

"Then do so. You will get nothing out of me," she said. The woman glared back at her. She smiled calmly and lifted the knife to Rillar's throat.

"I will happily oblige," she said in a cool voice. Timothy stepped forward, before the Gerudo.

"Wait," he said quickly, glancing sideways at Rillar. She looked back at him, but her expression gave away nothing. The Gerudo captain looked at Timothy with interest, looking him up and down approvingly.

"Oh, do you want to tell us her name?" she asked. Timothy looked at Rillar again, but her gaze was looking away, into the jungle.

"Well, no. But I wouldn't want to see her harmed. My name is Timothy Westley, and this is my friend Aden Owen. We came looking for this city, and she said she would guide us. Her name is Balayna," said Timothy. 

"Balayna?" asked the woman, glancing at Rillar suspiciously. Rillar glanced at Timothy and then to the woman.

"Yes. My mother, Hadriana settled out of the Gerudo city before I was born. I have no idea even to the meaning of my name," said Rillar. Timothy had to admit she was convincing.

"Do you not know that it is forbidden to lead any man to the city of the Gerudo, under any conditions?" she asked Rillar.

"The impression that I got from my mother was that the Gerudo enjoyed male company," said Rillar lightly. The woman frowned.

"I shall bring you before our King, he shall decide what to do with you. As for you two," she began, looking at Timothy and Aden. "We can surely find some use of you," she said, giving Timothy a smile. He gave her a slightly flustered smile back, then looked to the ground. "Blindfold them. We do not wish them to know how to enter the city," she suddenly ordered, and the three were blindfolded, and led back into the humid jungle.

Molasar led Brianna out onto a huge balcony, that branched off from the throne room, and over looked the city. There was a huge crowd gathered there, all cheering and singing. Molasar gave Brianna a quick smile of reassurance, then stood in the centre of the balcony, looking down over his subjects.

"Gerudo! Hear your King!" he roared, his voice deep and commanding. The singing stopped, and everyone who surrounded the palace fell to their knees, their faces pressed to the ground. He turned to Brianna, and pulled her gently out onto the balcony. She stood nervously, looking down upon all the bowing men and woman. She noticed there were a lot more women than there were men. The men were also noticeably not Gerudo. "I have been gone, but now I am returned, with the prize you have all been waiting for!" continued Molasar, his voice loud and clear. Brianna stared at him for a minute. Prize? "I have found the perfect women to be my bride, and to be your Queen!" he announced. Brianna's heart stopped. Wife? Queen? This was the first she had heard of it. Well, she knew that wasn't strictly true. He had asked her to marry him in the boat as they crossed the water between their countries, but she hadn't really taken him seriously. "All bow down to Brianna Alina Medila Grâtia-Illustrísquídam, Princess of Hyrule, and soon to be the Queen of this city!" commanded Molasar. They all stood and bowed again, an uncomfortable murmur slipping through the crowd.

"Uh, Molasar," began Brianna, meaning to protest. He didn't seem to hear her, or at least he chose to ignore her.

"The race of the Gerudo is entering a new age, a better age, and you shall all agree, and enjoy it!" called Molasar. Suddenly a voice arose from the crowd.

"But she is foreign!" cried the voice. Molasar's amicable expression was struck from his face, and he frowned down upon the speaker. He whispered something to a nearby Gerudo guard, who quickly left.

"Do not make such foolish and blinded comments! She is a real princess, whose heart and mind is as fair as any, and she is no foreigner in matters of the crown!" said Molasar, his voice loud and clear. Brianna crept up to him, and he turned and smiled radiantly at her. "See, there is nothing to feel worried about," he said, his voice a whisper.

"Molasar, we really haven't talked about this..." said Brianna as patiently as she could allow herself.

"We can discuss this later, I have a city to attend!" said Molasar. He turned back to the waiting crowd.

"The ceremony of marriage will take place by mid-noon tomorrow friends. You are all invited!" called Molasar, gesturing to the crowd with one hand, wrapping the other around Brianna's waist. She looked at him in surprise.

"Marriage?!" she hissed, but amidst the mixed response of cheering and calling, he again appeared to not hear her. 

He waved cheerfully to the crowd, then seemed to signal that they return to their daily tasks. Amid the crowd, Brianna swore she could see one member being dragged away by two or three guards. The busy citizens parted as she was dragged through. Before she could watch further, or even have a chance to comment, Molasar led her back inside the cool walls of the palace. 

Once they were back inside, Brianna tore herself away from Molasar and stood watching him.

"What was all that about?" she asked.

"What? Isn't that what you wanted?" asked Molasar. His face was as earnest as his tone, and Brianna found it hard to find fault with him.

"But we've never in discussed it, we still hardly know each other," said Brianna, trying to reason with him. Molasar frowned a little, then took her hand.

"We can discuss this in my room, not here," he promised, leading her down the corridor. Brianna hung back a little.

"Is there somewhere else, I mean, you know..." began Brianna, a sudden feeling of shyness over-coming her. Molasar smiled at her.

"Well, there is really only our rooms where we can discuss private matters, that's all we need do," said Molasar kindly. He gave her a quick smile of reassurance, then continued down the corridor. Supposing she could do nothing else, Brianna quickly followed, catching up to him.

Molasar pushed aside the curtain that covered the door to his room, and led Brianna inside. He offered for her to seat herself at a small marble table that lay in the light that shone through a great window at the end of his room. He silently sat himself opposite her, and took one of her hands, and looking deeply into her eyes. 

"What do you want to discuss?" he finally asked. Brianna cast her gaze to her hand, enveloped in his own hand.

"It's just, I barely, we barely know each other, and you could have asked me, before announcing that in front of all those people," said Brianna in a low voice. Molasar sighed and sat back, appearing to think for a minute. He sat back up, and took her by the shoulders, forcing her to look at him in the eye.

"You came here with me, because you thought you loved me. And I wanted you to come because I know I love you. And I know I'll never love another the same, because Brianna, you are the first person I have ever lost my heart to," said Molasar sincerely. Brianna looked at him, saying nothing. Molasar sighed a little. "Forgive me for rushing you, but I know that you are the only woman I can ever love, so what is the point in waiting? Unless of course, you believe there is someone out there who you will love more than you ever could me. If that is the case, then perhaps I should take you back to your land right now," said Molasar, his gaze falling to the window. 

"No it's not that...please, it's just, I do think I'm ready, I'm only fifteen, surely too young for marriage," stumbled Brianna. Molasar locked his gaze back on hers, taking her chin with one hand.

"I ascended to the throne when I was the mere age of ten years, and I thought I would never be ready. But now, look around you," said Molasar. He leaned over the table and engaged her in a soft kiss, softer than Brianna could have ever imagined. When he drew back, he drew something from his pocket, and slipped it onto Brianna's finger. She looked down at it, a carved beautiful ring, set with a stunning aqua-marine stone. She looked at Molasar, who smiled at her.

"The ring, on the inside, is inscribed with the Gerudo 'Mourier por oucontre', which in your language means 'Forever may our souls be entwined.' Marry me Brianna, I have been waiting my whole life for you, and I would willingly wait another three, just for you to say yes to my plea this moment," said Molasar. He lifted her hand to his lips, kissing the ring. Brianna felt an overwhelming wave of compassion, and what she thought to be love come over her. She lay one hand over his, and smiled.

"Oh, I don't know what to say," she murmured. Molasar leaned close to her.

"Say yes," he implored, for the second time. 

"Then I will, of course I will," said Brianna. She smiled at the expression that over-came the young man's face. 

"There has surely never been any man happier than I am at this instant," he murmured in a low voice. Without another word, he leaned closer to her, to deliver another kiss, and Brianna found that all those doubts and naggings that had entered her mind only minutes before were slowly easing themselves away. 

Chapter 7 

     Selina knocked softly on the door, and walked inside. There, she saw her friend, and the ruler of Hyrule slumped over the bed of her son, her head in her hands. She swallowed a little and stepped forward, placing one hand on Zelda's quivering shoulder.

"Zelda," she murmured quietly. Zelda ceased her shaking, and stayed that way for a few moments, before sitting up and looking up at Selina. "I came as soon as I heard. Nick had to stay in Dalsona, it looks as though Sosaria is beginning to set her sights further than the sea that lines her," said Selina, looking down. Zelda sniffed a little, looking back to her pale son's face. "I thought maybe I could help, Leigh taught me a few things back then, you know, during the war," offered Selina. Zelda looked up at Selina, barely daring to be hopeful. 

"She could have taught me so much more, if she hadn't gone so soon," said Selina, looking across to Ewan. 

"Please, anything...I've had the most competent healers in this land try to do something for him, even the Triforce can't help," said Zelda, her throat dry. She had barely spoken that day, or any other day before, since they had found her son like this. Selina nodded, a little daunted by this fact. If the most powerful artefact in the Demiari could do nothing, what hope did she have in helping Ewan. She knew she had to try though, whatever the outcome. 

"Do you know...who did this?" asked Selina, looking over at Ewan. Zelda sniffed a little.

"No, not yet."

"Any news of Brianna?" asked Selina. She knew there would be none.

"No, but Timothy is looking for her, he knows where she went, you see," explained Zelda.

"I'm sorry to have to ask you such questions, I know it can't be easy. It's just the missive I received contained so little information," apologised Selina. She heard the door of the room creak open. She turned to see Fayette standing there. She looked back down at Zelda, who was too preoccupied with studying her hands to notice her step-sister's entrance. "Excuse me a moment, I just need to see someone," excused Selina, walking over to Fayette, and grabbing her by the elbow, guiding her outside. She closed the door behind her.

"I can't believe you!" Selina stated, her voice low. Fayette glared with Selina, full of contempt.

"What do you mean. I only came to see my sister, and nephew," said Fayette angrily.

"Do you really think she wants to see you of all people? I wouldn't put it past you to gloat!" snapped Selina.

"You don't know what you're talking about. I've helped Zelda these past few days, watched over her son while she slept, which I might add she has done very little of," said Fayette. Selina frowned.

"You must think I'm as thick as you look," she said, her tone angry.

"I'm serious. I know me and Zelda have never got on in the past, but I know now that we were both very stupid," began Fayette. 

"Zelda doesn't want to see you, you'd only succeed in making her feel worse," said Selina, her tone hushed.

"Oh shut up. I don't need to take this from you," said Fayette, annoyed. She pushed past Selina, meaning to go back in the room. Selina grabbed Fayette's arm and dragged her back.

"You'll only cause trouble like you always do. You're sick Fayette, someone in there is dying, and all you want to do is cause trouble," said Selina, shaking her head in disgust. 

"You've got it all wrong, she trusts me now, all I want to do is support her," said Fayette. Selina walked up to the door.

"Well she has me now, so you needn't bother," she whispered harshly, before going back in the room, gently closing the door, leaving a smarting Fayette alone in the corridor. With an annoyed sigh she shot the door one last glance, then stamped off down the corridor. 

Leigh jumped off the boat onto the pier, and glanced around at the amazed sailors. Immediately, a handful drew their swords.

"Sosarian!" called one of them, for it was the flag atop the ship that had drawn their attention. Leigh raised her eyebrows, placing her hands on her hips.

"Oh, how very observant of thee, thou art truly a credit to thy race," she said, glancing around at her.

"Burn the ship! It'll be full of stinkin' pirates!" called one man, grabbing a flaming torch from a nearby building. Leigh sighed, rolling her eyes.

"The pirates art nought to do with the Sosarians, you imbeciles," she stated. She walked up to one sailor, who eyed her with caution. She looked him up and down. "Dost thou know where the castle of the royal family is?" she questioned.

"What makes you think I'd tell ye, ye rotten Sosarian?" he growled. 

"Well, I didst suppose out of politeness," she said simply, drawing her sword quicker than he could draw his own. "Or because thou didst value thy life," she added. He gulped a little, standing back. 

"Kill it!" shouted suddenly a handful of men, rushing towards her. She sighed a little, her eyes to the sky. She rose one hand clenched, and splayed all fingers out. 

"AN XEN EX!" she commanded, and suddenly all those that had charged at her, turned to their comrades, and began hacking at each other in a mass frenzy. She smiled faintly at the sailor who stood before her, a stark shadow of fear across his face. "It would have been as easy to kill them myself, but this way 'tis more fun," she confided in him as someone's severed hand went flying between them. He nodded, and took another uneasy step back. She stepped forward. "So canst thou answer my previous question?" she asked sweetly. There was bloodcurdling scream, and someone's head rolled by them, splashing into the water beneath the pier. He glanced at the bloody trail, but her eyes remained solely on him.

"Uh, what?" he asked, somewhat distracted.

"North Castle. Couldst thou give me directions?" she asked. 

"Uh," he began, stuttering and faltering. Leigh rolled her eyes and pushed him in the chest with one hand, turning back to the melee of battling sailors. He let out a cry of surprise, and tottered back off the pier with a resounding splash. 

"It doesn't matter, I shalt find someone else," she sighed under her breath, annoyed. She walked past the sailors, giving each a causal glance, and just as she was about to enter the town from the pier, one sailor was stabbed in the chest by a former comrade, and a spray of red blood showered her face and upper torso. The guy with the sword in his chest slumped down, revealing his killer. Leigh stepped forward and grabbed the surprised man by the neck, and twisted him round, throwing his broken slump to the floor. She wiped her face with the back of her arm, then continued into the busy and currently unaware streets of Mido. 

***

As Molasar and Brianna parted, someone entered the room, a Gerudo guard.

"Sire, we found foreign trespassers outside the city, one is Gerudo, although not from this city," said the guard. Molasar let out an annoyed grunt, and he got up.

"Who else was with her?" he asked. The guard smiled a little.

"Two men, Westlanders we believe," said the guard. Molasar sighed, looking down. He turned to Brianna, an apologetic expression across his face. 

"I'll have to deal with this," he apologised. Brianna nodded. He turned back to the guard. "Bring her to me, the Gerudo," he demanded. The guard nodded and left. Molasar walked over to Brianna, who had stood. "Perhaps you should return to your room, for now. It would be best. And tomorrow, I shall see you, mid-noon," promised Molasar. Brianna nodded looking stricken for a moment, remembering that it was the set date for their marriage.

"When we marry?" she asked.

"But of course," said Molasar with a radiant smile.

"I have nothing to wear, and it's all so soon, can't we wait?" asked Brianna.

"There is no need. Please, it will be a small ceremony, but once we return to Hyrule, then we may celebrate with your people, in your fashion," promised Molasar. Brianna finally nodded, and Molasar kissed her on the cheek.

"Until then," he said. 

"Okay," she agreed. Molasar led her outside, and called to a near guard who was on duty to lead her back to her room. Just before she left, Molasar presented her with a parting kiss, then stepped away. 

"Farewell for now," he bid, before watching her walk away. He walked back into his room, and sat, waiting for the arrival of his latest prisoner.

Rillar dug her heels into the floor as she was dragged along the corridor, cursing in protest.

"You can't do this," she spat furiously. The women who held her just ignored her. As they hauled her down the passage, she spotted another Gerudo, leading a pale-skinned woman in the other direction. The woman was certainly beautiful, long, golden hair and perfectly formed features. She broke free from the guards grasp with a sudden surge of energy, and caught hold of the women's hand. The woman turned, looking frightened. Rillar stared at her. "Brianna?" she asked desperately, as the Gerudo guards began to pull her back under control. The guard who was with Brianna pulled her away. Brianna watched as the young Gerudo was again pulled down the passage. "Get away! While you can!" she screamed to Brianna, a chilling message. Brianna stood and stared. She turned to the guard.

"How did she...?" asked Brianna, trailing off.

"The King announced your name this very day to the whole city," reminded the guard. Brianna nodded, realising that the woman was indeed correct. Without giving it a second thought, she followed the guard back to her room.

Molasar leaned back, waiting cautiously as the stranger Gerudo entered. She was pushed to her knees, her hands now bound behind her back. Molasar stood, and drew his sword from his belt, tucking it under Rillar's chin, forcing her to look up at him.

"What do we have here?" he asked, intrigued by the girl. In her eyes burnt a fire of determination, utter resilience, that he had rarely seen before.

"Let me go, I've done nothing wrong!" she demanded, struggling to get to her feet. Molasar leaned forward, pushing her back down with one hand. 

"You were trespassing, and as a Gerudo and a Benluccan, you should know that," said Molasar. Rillar glared at him with utter contempt. 

"I was hunting," she said.

"Not on my land," replied Molasar. He glanced approvingly over Rillar. She watched him with distaste.

"Just because you're a king, it doesn't mean you can treat me like the rest of the Gerudo. I don't bow down to you, and I certainly won't please your every whim and wish," said Rillar. Molasar smiled, pushing down on her head, making it bow down.

"You should watch your words, I don't take kindly to such a tone," said Molasar in a patronising tone. Rillar looked up at him again. 

"Do you think I particularly care?" she asked.

"Tell me your name," ordered Molasar, changing the subject.

"I don't believe that's something you need to know," said Rillar obstinately. Molasar bent down, coming face to face with her.

"You will tell me," he said, his tone aggressive. 

"Will I?" asked Rillar, although her voice wavered as she did so. Molasar grabbed her chin with his hand roughly, holding it up.

"Who are you the daughter of? One of those traitors who tried to kill me no doubt when I was a mere babe, tell me now, or I shall slit your throat," growled Molasar drawing a dagger from his belt, holding it t the tanned skin of Rillar's throat. She clenched her teeth and frowned.

"I never knew my mother," she said.

"Tell me your name," he demanded.

"Brillarindraina," she whispered as the cool blade was pressed against her throat.

"Shine of the Storm...you are her daughter, the resilient one, one of the leaders, Dindraina," said Molasar thoughtfully. Rillar barely dared to swallow, but she went ahead anyway. "I should kill you now," he threatened. Rillar looked at him. The defiant expression had vanished. Molasar smiled. "It's clear, however, that you do not possess the spirit your mother had. So I will spare you," he said, putting the knife away and standing. He helped Rillar up as he stood, and smiled at her. 

"I suppose you expect my undying gratitude," said Rillar, the obstinate expression returning. Molasar smirked.

"And I suppose it would be too much to expect from you. No, I expect nothing...for now," he said. Rillar shook his head.

"I owe you nothing," she stated.

"On the contrary, dear woman, you owe me everything," he whispered in her ear. He stepped away, and looked to the two guards who stood by the door. "Cut her bonds," he instructed. Rillar glanced behind her shoulder as they undid them. Once she was free again, she checked her wrists, rubbing them a little.

"You are letting me go?" she asked hopefully. Molasar laughed.

"Of course not. If I were to let you go free, you would only encourage other Benluccan's to traipse around my city," said Molasar. He walked around Rillar, thoughtfully. She watched him carefully. "Who were the Westlanders that you travelled with? Did you lead them to my city?" questioned the Gerudo King. Rillar paused.

"Yes," she said quietly.

"And what are their names?" he continued.

"I do not know," lied Rillar. Molasar drew his knife and slid it down Rillar's arm. She winced in pain. "I told you, I don't know!" she protested.

"You must!" said Molasar. 

"I do not! I only showed them the way for a few hours, that was it!" said Rillar. Molasar stood closer to Rillar, breathing down her neck.

"I do not take kindly to liar's," he warned with a growl. Rillar remained silent. "Your silence is futile. I already know the identity of one of them, the Prince's friend I do believe, and no doubt the secret admirer of my own betrothed," said Molasar confidently.

"I wouldn't know," snapped Rillar. 

"They came here to take my beloved back to Hyrule, but they shall not. She knows her place now is here, with me," declared Molasar fiercley. 

"The girl would willingly flee here, if she knew your real aims," threatened Rillar. Molasar turned, and hit Rillar full force in the face. She fell backwards with surprise, letting out a short cry of pain. 

"My real aims? And what would you know of them, outsider?" demanded Molasar, standing over her. 

"Enough to know that they are anything but good," accused Rillar bravely. Molasar drew his sword.

"I was thinking about sparing your life, but now, I am beginning to believe that is a poor choice," he said, bringing the blade down on her. She was ready for him though, a nimbly rolled away, springing to her feet. Molasar glared at her and began to make his way over to her, but she stepped back, and kept avoiding his angry slashes with the sword.

"You would kill me here? Think of the blood," reminded Rillar, avoiding another sword attack. He grunted.

"I would not mind, safe in the knowledge that the only place your blood will ever be is on my floor, and not in more of your line," said Molasar.

"I'm sure Brianna wouldn't be so keen," sniped Rillar. Molasar stopped and paused, thinking.

"Besides, what makes you think I have not already continued my mother's line? I am 21, I have heard by this age most of my race has had at least four children, even double that," said Rillar with a smug smile.

"You have never bore a child, so do not lie," said Molasar confidently.

"How do you know?" inquired Rillar, hoping to stall Molasar.

"Because, like many foolish outsiders, you believe in saving yourself. You are still looking for the 'right' man," stated Molasar. Rillar chewed on her lip for a second.

"Perhaps you are right, but if you plan to marry this Brianna, I expect she'll think that you would never even look at another woman, like many Westlander women do," said Rillar.

"And once I am married to her, I will not need to look at another woman," said Molasar plainly.

"But nothing to stop you from looking whilst the two of you are merely betrothed?" asked Rillar.

"What are you implying?" asked Molasar.

"If I offered myself to you now, this very moment, I am very sure you would find it hard to refuse," said Rillar.

"But I do not have to consider such implications. You would never do such a thing, because you do follow the values of the outsiders," said Molasar. Rillar frowned a little. She began to speak, but Molasar stopped her. He glanced at his two guards. "Take her away now. But do not let her near the other two. I fear they might try and plot against me," said Molasar, turning to look back at Rillar. The two guards approached her, and bound her with ease, then dragged her away, and to the bowels of the palace. 

***

Zelda stared down at her son, tears brimming in her eyes. Selina stepped away from the bed, her face a picture of apology. "Zel... I'm so sorry..." she murmured, looking over at her close friend. The healer hadn't been able to do anything, except maybe provide a little relief to the young man. Not that he would feel it. He was slipping deeper and deeper into a dark sickness, one from which he might never emerge, and if he did... but Selina could not tell Zelda that.

"What did he do to deserve this? What did I do?" the queen wailed, her tears beginning to fall all over again. Selina wrapped an arm around her.

"It was just bad luck, Zel. Horrible, bad luck," she whispered.

"But both my children... both taken from me..." Zelda cried, her tone turning hysterical.

"No! Timothy will find Brianna... and Link, he'll get help from Sosaria. It has the best healers in Demiari!" Selina said.

"We are at war with Sosaria! They'll never help us!" Zelda replied.

"You must never, ever give up hope, Zelda! Never! It'll tear you apart, otherwise," Selina said, her tone sharp.

"How can I hope when all I have is practically gone?" Zelda demanded.

"There is always hope, no matter what," Selina said firmly.

"That's easy for you to say," Zelda snapped. She pulled away from her friend, and turned back to her son. She leaned down, gently running her hand across his forehead, ruffling his soft reddish-brown hair. "Will my kingdom ever be at peace?" she whispered, more to herself, than Selina. Selina didn't bother to reply, leaving Zelda to her own thoughts. Eventually, Zelda turned back to her, looking a little calmer.

"Can I get you anything... a warm drink, perhaps?" Selina inquired. Zelda shook her head.

"No, no, I'm fine," she said. Selina nodded, and walked over to the nearby window, glancing out. It was a dull day, dark and cloudy. The sun couldn't even manage to penetrate through the thick, grey clouds. Autumn really was setting in, but there seemed to be a slight chill in the air, and Selina didn't think that it was anything to do with the coming of winter, which would arrive in less than two months. It was a truly dark day, in the kingdom of Hyrule. Their heir lay dying of a terrible sickness, their King had gone away seeking help in a dangerous land, their Queen was stricken with a terrible anguish, that she couldn't even rule, and now, the sweetheart of the kingdom too, had run away, at the mere age of fifteen, with a man from another land. Dalsona, in all the time of Selina ruling there, had never ever suffered such woe. She ran a hand through her thick, curly red hair, and looked back over at Zelda. She was sat beside Ewan again. Her long golden hair hung loose down her back, wavy and uncombed. Her pale face was blotched red in parts from her tears. Selina almost felt guilty for her own impeccable appearance. She walked over to Zelda, and hugged her again, then kissed her on the forehead.

"I'm here for as long as you need me, Zel. Nick can manage without me," she said.

"Thank you," Zelda said, her voice wavering with emotion. "Thank you for being my friend," she added, her green eyes shining once more with tears. 

"And thank you for being mine..." Selina replied, suddenly overcome with emotion also. They both leaned back, smiling at each other.

"How I hated you when we first met, I can't imagine!" Zelda said, laughing a little. Selina laughed lightly too.

"And I hated you! You seemed so stuck up to me, but I was so infatuated with Link, I just had to accompany you both!" she said. They both smiled again, thinking back to when they had both been much younger, over twenty years ago.

"But you made me see that I loved him. Without your competition, I might never had told him..." Zelda said.

"And if you hadn't, then I might have married him, and never met Nick!" Selina continued.

"It's funny how things turn out, isn't it?" Zelda said. Selina nodded.

"Yes. And this is going to have a happy ending for all of us, I promise," she said. They both looked over at Ewan again. Selina placed a warm hand over Zelda's. "It's all going to be fine, the goddesses will help us," she murmured.

"I hope that you're right," Zelda replied. They sat and prayed together for the young prince.

Chapter 8 

     The young Gerudo girl watched with interest, as the blonde haired girl was escorted down the corridor, into the inner Royal Chambers. That should be me, she thought, her golden eyes narrowing angrily. Molasar's choice certainly was beautiful, if not a little naive looking. However, she thought the King was making a big mistake. That girl was a Westlander, no doubt about it. No other race looked quite so fair as those. She had idea of what country the girl was from, but it was a western land. Molderans were often blonde, but, she knew that Molasar had travelled north, not west from Benlucca. The westlanders were defined as being from either Hyrule, or the three small countries that lay to the west of it; Lemmink, Jueland and Catalia. That girl would never accept the Gerudo customs, never. Not the current ones, anyway. The ones set by the Great King Ganondorf, Molasar's father. The customs that her mother, Faylita, had carried on afterwards. She was Faykantra, 'She of Fire Clouds', the 14 year old offspring of the previous queen. She and Molasar were cousins, and by rights, she should have been betrothed to him. Her mother had told her often enough that one day, she Faykantra, would be queen of the Gerudo. But she was not. Giving a little annoyed snarl, she quickly hid down a nearby corridor, as a Gerudo guard walked by. She was not permitted to be in the palace, but she had sneaked in anyway, wanting to get a better look at Brianna. What she had seen had not pleased her. Down on the ground, she had seen Brianna stood up on the platform with Molasar, looking the sheer picture of radiance. She was too golden to be true. Faykantra had sneaked into the palace, and now she was displeased to see that Molasar's bride looked as pretty close up as she did from far away. The danger of the sentry guard soon passed, and Faykantra slipped back into the main hall. Eavesdropping before, she had learnt that there had been intruders to the valley; a Gerudo from outside, and two Westlanders. That was a strange combination; Gerudo Outsiders were usually those who had opted to live away, and settle in the jungle with their husbands, rather than down in the valley. She couldn't understand why Molasar was so upset over it. She had seen him drag the young girl into his chambers; she was older than both of them. But the men intrigued her. Westlander men, she'd heard, were often as handsome as their women were beautiful. Faykantra only wanted Molasar, but she was still curious to look. She also wondered if their arrival had anything to do with Brianna. Maybe they had come to take her back to from wherever they had come. In that case, Faykantra would be willing to help them. If she could get rid of Brianna without killing her, then her job of seducing Molasar would be made easier. She had already considered murdering the girl, but getting in her room would be difficult. Then she had thought about slipping poison into her food. But if these men were here to take her away... Faykantra could avoid trouble, and let them get on with it themselves. She smiled to herself, feeling glad that she knew the palace well. It had once been her home. Molasar may have killed her mother, and kicked her, Faykantra, out onto the streets, but she still loved him. And he would love her, eventually. She just had to get rid of the golden girl first.

***

Link sighed in relief, as he saw a line of smoke lazily curling across the skyline. It was still quite far off, but by his reckoning, he would have reached Conim by late afternoon. His journey so far had not been a pleasant one. The Sosarian landscape was even more diverse than that of Hyrule. First of all, he'd headed north from Geyser, through the sweltering desert. Eventually, the road had turned westwards, and he'd had to follow it through a small, but stinking swamp, that had been infested with crocodiles. It had been even more dirty and foul than the marshes of Hyrule. And going through it on foot had been even worse than riding. He was desperately wishing for a horse. He would have given anything to have Carefree, his old, but trusty mount. After tackling that, he'd come upon a grassy plain, dotted with small woods here and there. A rough tracked had pointed north, and Link knew that was the way to head. He'd camped out under the trees the previous night, and set off again on his journey earlier that morning. So far, he hadn't encountered a living soul. The only things that seemed to inhabit the forests were deer and rabbits and birds. Now, Link wished that he'd sought out his faerie companion Sprite, before he'd left. She would have been a ray of sunshine for him, providing light relief in this otherwise dark land. But the small faerie had been nowhere to be seen at the time, obviously having many duties back at the faerie settlement of Silva-Veredis Le'Fay, where she was now queen. He sighed, hoisting his pack higher on his back, and kept on walking. He began to think about Zelda, wondering how she was, and if his beloved son was still alive. If Ewan died, it would kill him. Zelda too. They loved their son so much, and whoever had attempted to kill him would pay in due time. Then he thought about Brianna, wondering what had gone wrong there. Why had she suddenly left?

Suddenly, the sound of shod hooves made him freeze. They were approaching from the west, where he noticed a small track branching off. Out of the dim mist, there came a rider, dressed in old, yet tough looking plate armour. Link felt glad to see that this rider bore no colours of the patrol guards, that he and Tseremed had encountered, several days back. 

"Hail, friend!" the rider called, raising a hand courteously.

"Hail," Link said back, nervously.

"Why doth thou walk alone in so dangerous a wood?" the rider questioned.

"I am travelling to Conim, sir," Link answered.

"Then thou art going the wrong way!" the rider laughed.

"But I see smoke..." Link began, confused.

"Thy eyes doth deceive thee! Smoke thou may see, but the bridge across the river, it remains broken still. British hath not sent men to fix it yet, and he doth not allow the citizens of Conim to repair it themselves. If thou really wish to travel to the City of Sacrifice, then thou shouldst follow me!" the rider said. Link looked at the man warily.

"Why should I trust... thee?" he tried. He realised it had perhaps been a mistake to try and speak in that fashion, his accent, a mix of Catalian and Hyrulian, was not suited to the Sosarian tongue. 

"By the virtues... thou art a stranger, art thou not?" the rider stated.

"I am from Jhelom, a fighter. My name is Gibson," Link said quickly.

"Thou dost not fool me," the rider said. Link's heart dropped. The rider dismounted, and walked closer. He lifted his helmet, removing the visor, and revealing his face. It was a handsome face, certainly, with deep blue eyes that looked honest yet intelligent, strong, chiselled features, and a kindly expression. His dark, yet slightly greying hair was neatly trimmed. He looked to be in his late forties. Link stared at him, thinking there was something familiar about the man. The man stared back, something also registering somewhere. They knew each other, but Link could not recall who the man was.

"Begging thy forgiveness, Your Highness, but thou surely must be, for I never forget a face!" the man exclaimed, suddenly kneeling before him. Link stared in shock. The man stood up, and held out his hand in a gesture of friendship. "Sir Sentri I'shtel, at thy service, King of Hyrule!"

"Sentri? Sentri, the friend of Leigh Temple?" Link asked, suddenly unable to believe this good fortune he had come across.

"Aye, a companion of the fair Avatar I once was. Not anymore, now I have a small abode in the forest south of Conim, living in solitary confinement. 'Tis dangerous for me to be seen with my old friends, we are all scattered, if not dead," Sentri said sadly.

"I'm sorry..." Link said, not really knowing what else to say.

"Do not be... it is Beast British who made it so. Times have changed in our once fair Sosaria, and so it remains. But Link, why doth thou wander this corrupted land? For Beast British hates thy fair country, and he should have thee killed upon the spot, should his patrols see thee," Sentri said.

"It's a long story..." Link started. Sentri nodded.

"Tis nothing that can't be shared over a warm meal and a drop or two of ale. Come, my home is not far from here, only an hour or so. Thou canst ride behind me, she is strong enough to carry us both. Let us get moving, before the patrols begin!" he said. They both mounted Sentri's grey mare, and rode away heading north-east.

***

Faykantra managed to slip past the guards easily. Molasar's security were more beautiful than bright, after all. There was absolutely no-one down in the dungeons, save two sentries posted at the top of the stairs. Faykantra had managed to cause a distraction to divert their attention, and amidst this, she had sneaked past them. She walked into the room, head held high, cocky. Besides, no-one would suspect someone as young as her for causing trouble. If she did get caught, she could put it down to childish curiosity. She saw that two of the cells were filled. She walked up close. "Well, what do we have here, then?" she announced loudly. One of the men looked up in surprise. He was slim yet strong looking, with curly dark hair and brown eyes. Faykantra stared at him, mesmerised by his looks for a moment. Why, he was almost as handsome as Molasar.

"Have you come to let us out?" the young man said hopefully. 

"I just came to 'look'," Faykantra replied pointedly, smiling at him.

"Yeah, she's a bit young to be a guard, don't you think?" the other man said. Faykantra turned her attention to him, interested. He too, was handsome, but not in the way the other was. He had striking short red hair, twinkling eyes and a heavier build. The other didn't reply.

"You don't know how I old I am," she said, a little annoyed. She'd always thought that she looked at least sixteen herself.

"You're a teenager, and a young one at that," the red haired man said. Faykantra scowled.

"I'm sixteen," she said sulkily, tossing her high red ponytail. 

"Sure! And I'm ten!" the man retorted, grinning at her. Faykantra scowled even more.

"You shouldn't say things you might regret," she said, her hand moving down her side to touch the dagger that was tied to her waist. The man stopped smiling.

"Yeah, shut up. We're already in enough trouble," the dark haired one said.

"Trouble? I hear you came here with an Outsider," Faykantra said boldly. They didn't say anything. "What are your names?" she pressed. "Mine's Fay, as in 'clouds'," she added, trying to appear more friendly.

"I'm Aden, as in 'nothing'," the red haired man remarked.

"I know Westlander's names have no meanings," Faykantra said. She turned to the dark-haired man again. "And you are?"

"Timothy," he stated coolly.

"What strange and funny names you both have! And how strange that you are here!" Faykantra exclaimed, her golden eyes shining.

"We're looking for someone," Aden said.

"Oh really? Well, maybe I can help you," Faykantra offered.

"Why should we trust you?" Timothy asked, looking suspicious. Faykantra put on her most charming smile.

"Never trust a Gerudo, my friend. But I assure you, I am simply a curious child, and I have always wanted to see if it was true about you Westlanders!" she said.

"What was true?" Aden asked.

"That you were the most handsome of men in Demiari!" Faykantra replied, her smile widening. Aden looked pleased by this, but Timothy's expression did not change. "And I see that it is true," she added. "How deprived we are in Benlucca! I would have married a dog, but now I know that you are indeed so handsome, I shall travel afar to your lands to find me a husband instead, when my time arrives!"

"Why, I think you'll find that us... Westlanders, have a special quality about us," Aden said, grinning. Faykantra grinned back. 

"Tell us, Fay, have you seen a girl with golden hair in this city?" Timothy suddenly asked. Faykantra smiled. She had indeed struck gold after all. 

"Maybe. I really can't say," she said coyly.

"Tell us," Timothy said sternly.

"I shall not do as you tell me, sir. I'll say it once, and I'll say it again. I really couldn't say," Faykantra said, annoyed at Timothy's attitude. If he wasn't so handsome...

"You can't miss her, she's pale with the brightest blue eyes you ever saw, and hair the colour of the sun," Aden stated helpfully. 

"Well, maybe I have seen her, then," Faykantra said.

"You either have, or you haven't," Timothy growled, losing his patience with the young girl. She scowled at his, displeased.

"I shall tell you where she is, but first you must do something for me," she bargained.

"Anything," Aden said. Faykantra laughed, and leaned forward closer to the barred door.

"If I was to open these doors for you, you should both have to kiss me!" she exclaimed.

"No way! You're... you're a... a... a kid!" Aden said, looking horrified. Faykantra scowled again, and narrowed her eyes.

"No kiss, no freedom," she said simply.

"Fine. We accept," Timothy said. Faykantra smiled again, pleased.

"Tim! What in Hyrule are you..." Aden began. His friend silenced him with a pointed look.

"I cannot free you now, I shall return at night," Faykantra stated.

"It may be too late by then," Timothy argued.

"It will not," Faykantra replied. 

"You promise you'll help us?" Aden asked. Faykantra batted her eyelashes and smiled charmingly.

"Of course I'll help two handsome Westlanders like you," she said.

"What's in it for you?" Timothy suddenly asked.

"My ticket to being queen, that's what," she answered.

"Queen?" Aden questioned.

"I would have been, until he brought that pesky girl back from the north! You must take her away, far, far away!" Faykantra said, sounding angry. Suddenly, they heard the sound of footsteps. Faykantra darted in one of the empty cells, hiding in the darkest corners. A sentry guard appeared in the room, holding a jug of water, and two cups. She filled them, and passed them through the bars.

"Here, drink. You must be hot," she stated. The two accepted readily, drinking the cool liquid quickly. She then took the cups back, and disappeared back up the stairs again. Faykantra crawled back out of her hiding place.

"I will be back tonight," she said, before dashing up the stairs into the darkness.

"Should we believe her?" Aden asked. Timothy shrugged.

"Never trust a Gerudo," he muttered, looking down at the ground.

"Not even beautiful ones like Rillar?" Aden said hopefully.

"Shut up Aden," Timothy replied moodily. They both went quiet again, both secretly hoping that the young Gerudo girl was going to keep her word.

***

Leigh marched through the streets, barging through whoever stood in her way. She was repaid with a few shouts and complaints and angry stares, but these did not phase her in the least. Among the crowd stood Sam Parkes, and when he saw her, he could hardly believe his eyes. He hadn't seen her since that night in the palace, when he had foolishly tried to show her his true feelings. He watched for a minute or so, and soon became puzzled as he watched bang most unceremoniously into an old woman, who was struggling with a heavy load. The woman fell to the ground, but Leigh neither paused or apologised to the woman. He quickly ran over, helped the woman up as best he could, and then ran after Leigh.

"Leigh!" he called, just seeing her blonde head through the crowd. He called again, but she still remained deaf to his voice. He avoided and stepped past all of those in his way, and weaving in and out the crowd, he soon caught up with her, just enough to touch her on the shoulder. "Leigh," he said, panting. She stopped and turned, looking at him slowly. She looked at the hand on her shoulder and brushed it away.

"Yes?" she asked, her tone cold and emotionless.

"I saw you, and I, uh, just wanted to, well, say hello," said Sparks, suddenly feeling uncomfortable under her gaze. She waited expectantly. "Hello," he finally said, feeling idiotic. She just nodded then walked off, totally oblivious to him. He ran after her again.

"Leigh, wait!" he yelled over the noise of the crowd. She stopped and waited until he came nearer. She turned once more.

"I thought you were going to Sosaria, that's what the Castle said anyway. Ewan is very ill, the King has travelled to Sosaria to look for you," said Sparks breathlessly.

"The Castle? As in, North Castle?" asked Leigh. Sparks gave her a curious look, but nodded anyway.

"Dost thou know the way?" she asked.

"Uh, yeah," replied Sparks. 

"Take me there, I seek an audience with the Queen," said Leigh. Sparks looked around and nodded.

"Yeah sure, but um, Leigh, are you alright?" asked Sparks. Her behaviour was certainly strange.

"On the contrary, I have never felt better in all my living days," said Leigh. Sparks shrugged.

"Well okay, come on, this way," said Sparks, leading Leigh down a side street, and back onto another broader street, which was far less busy.

"There it is," said Sparks as they topped the hill. Leigh looked at it and sniffed.

"Thou canst leave me now, I no longer require thy assistance," said Leigh. Sparks looked at her in dismay and put his head down.

"Okay, well, I guess I'll see you," he said, his voice low. He turned and began to trudge back to Mido. He glanced back and saw she still remained on the hill, looking intently at the castle. She never looked back. He guessed he must've upset her that night, back at the Prince's birthday, but he'd never guessed her to be so unreasonable. He sighed to himself, and continued back to the busy streets of his home. Leigh meanwhile waited, then began striding purposefully towards the castle. This was where the Black Sword lay, a melee weapon of unquestionable power. And she was attaining it for British, or that's what he thought at least. She smiled smugly to herself as she crossed the lowered drawbridge and stood, waiting for someone to open the gates. After a short while, one guard peered around the gate, his eyes widened when he saw her. He flung the gates open immediately and grabbed her by the arm. 

"By the Goddesses you came!" exclaimed the guard in disbelief pulling her through the gates. Leigh shrugged from his grasp.

"What doth thou mean? Of course I came," she said, a little disgruntled.

"Quickly, I will take you to the Queen, she will thank the Goddesses to see you," said the Guard, pulling her through a doorway. Leigh grudgingly obliged, and after several twists and turns and flights of stairs, they stood before a door, which the guard cautiously pushed open. Leigh looked at him, he looked back. "She is in there," said the guard. Leigh nodded and walked forward into the room.

Selina glanced to the door as she heard it open, and then to her shock, surprise, and complete joy, she saw Leigh step through the doorway.

"Oh praise the Goddesses!" she whispered, looking down at Zelda. She tapped her on the shoulder, and Zelda looked up, and then to the door. Leigh stood there looking as strong and upright as she ever had, every sign of weakness and weariness vanished. She looked across at Selina and then to Zelda, wondering which was the Queen.

"I wish to speak with the Queen," she announced. Selina gulped a little, her eyes meeting Zelda's. Zelda eventually stood up.

"Leigh, is that you?" she asked, stepping forward. It certainly looked and sounded like her.

"I require the Black Sword, if thou canst assist me, then mayhaps I wilt assist thy son," said Leigh, looking down at the bed. Zelda smiled and nodded her head,

"Of course, of course, please anything, just help my son," pleaded Zelda. Selina placed one hand on Zelda's shoulder eyeing Leigh suspiciously. 

"Myself and the Queen require some time to counsel, please leave us for a moment," requested Selina. Leigh frowned, but eventually obliged, leaving the two. Zelda turned, smiling properly for the first time in weeks.

"Selina, she's here, Ewan is going to be okay!" she said excitedly.

"Zelda, she's asking for the Black Sword. Ganondorf is inside it, what if she were to free him," said Selina gravely.

"Oh nonsense Selina. I can hardly believe you. Leigh would surely never do such a thing, and it is truly her weapon to begin with. She probably just wants to dispose of it at last," said Zelda.

"Did you hear how she spoke, see how she looked? I don't think it's Leigh," said Selina.

"I'll admit, she did seem different, but maybe the Leigh we knew never was the real Avatar at all, I mean it'd sure explain a lot of things," said Zelda.

"And what about Link, where is he?" asked Selina. Zelda's smile died on her lips.

"They must've missed each other," she said. Leigh re-entered the chamber.

"Every second thou dost allow thy son to lie there, my chances of bringing him to full recovery do lessen," said Leigh.

"What do you want the sword for?" asked Selina stepping forward. Leigh looked at her, and then to Zelda.

"Why doth thou allow a mere servant to speak before thee? 'Tis most disrespectful," questioned Leigh. Zelda slowly looked at Selina, who stared back at her.

"Can you heal my son?" asked Zelda, stepping forward.

"Of course I can," replied Leigh.

"Do it, do it now, and you can have the Black Sword for whatever you wish it for," said Zelda recklessly. Leigh smiled a little.

"If thou dost go back on thy word, I will strike everyone in this country down without a second thought," she threatened. Zelda nodded, a little chilled by the ominous threat. Leigh stepped forward and looked down at Ewan. "He has been poisoned, 'tis simple to remedy," she muttered, laying her hand upon his forehead. "Vas Mani," she whispered, and felt a surge of peace going through her. It passed immediately though, and the same feeling re-entered her of hatred and bitterness. She lifted her hand and waited. Suddenly Ewan sat up bolt right, coughing and spluttering, clutching his throat. Selina quickly poured some water for the prince, and handed it to him. He drank only little, spilling the rest, but finally it was over. He breathed in heavily for a few minutes, looking around. 

"What...?" he asked, losing his voice. Zelda hugged him, tears running freely down her face. Leigh stood, unimpressed upon by the whole scene.

"I have done as thou didst ask, now I ask for thee to return the favour," said Leigh. Selina glanced at her.

"Leave her be with her son, he has been on the brink of death for what seems an age. Can you not see she needs time?" asked Selina. She felt as though she was speaking to a stranger.

"Time is also my requirement, for every second I waste, my desire grows weaker. Hurry now, in the end you will have eternity to spend with your saved son," said Leigh, speaking to Zelda's back. Zelda finally stood up, and looked at Selina.

"I shall be back shortly, rest Ewan, for now at least," advised Zelda, before leaving the room, Leigh following. Ewan looked to Selina, putting one hand to his head.

"What happened?" he groaned. Selina sat down on the chair.

"Ewan, someone tried to kill you," she said quietly.

"Wha-...Oh no," exclaimed Ewan, sitting back up again.

"Do you know who it was?" pressed Selina.

"Ganondorf, he had a son," began Ewan, pausing to take another drink. He had to admit he was feeling better by the second.

"A son?" echoed Selina in surprise. She had supposed it was always possible, but now Ewan mentioned it, it was hardly a surprise that it had been an offspring of Ganondorf's that had tried to murder Zelda's son. "Did he tell you?" asked Selina. Ewan nodded.

"Yeah, just before he tried to kill me. I have no idea who he was, I'd seen him once before, camping on our land. He'd been hunting there too," informed Ewan. He stood up.

"Don't you think you should rest?" asked Selina.

"I feel fine, despite what that bastard did to me. That was Leigh who healed me wasn't it?" said Ewan, changing the subject.

"Well, so it seemed, but I don't think she's quite herself," said Selina, thinking back to Leigh's attitude. Considering the relationship she and Ewan had supposedly shared, she hadn't seemed at all bothered by his state. 

"Where was she going, with my mother I mean?" inquired Ewan, pulling on a shirt and tunic. Selina looked to the floor as to give him some privacy. 

"To retreive the Black Sword," said Selina. Ewan turned.

"The Black Sword? That's what they trapped Ganondorf in right?" he asked, grabbing his sword and looping it through his belt.

"Yes, but Ewan, a lot has happened recently. Your sister," began Selina.

"Yes, where is she anyway? And father too? And what about Timothy?" asked Ewan. Selina swallowed a little. 

"Your father went to Sosaria to look for Leigh," she started.

"Good to see he found her," commented Ewan, pulling on his boots.

"Leigh just came here Ewan. Link is still is Sosaria," said Selina.

"Oh...well I'm sure he'll be back soon," remarked Ewan optimistically.

"And Brianna, she's disappeared..." said Selina slowly. Ewan looked at her.

"What?!" he asked.

"Timothy thought she'd gone with this man she had met, to Benlucca. Timothy's looking for her," explained Selina. Ewan put one hand to his forehead.

"My sister the eloper, huh? Who is this guy anyway?" said Ewan with a sigh. Selina thought he was taking matters considerably well.

"I'm not sure, Molasar or someone.." 

"Molasar? Can't say I've heard of him," said Ewan. 

"Well, it's what Timothy told your mother, then he went after her, with Aden I think," said Selina.

"How long d'you think those two will be?" asked Ewan. Selina shrugged.

"I'm not sure. Look Ewan, don't you think you should rest for a while?" asked Selina, a little concerned.

"I'm fine, really," retorted Ewan. He was telling the truth. "Whereabouts is this sword?" he asked.

"I don't know. Only your mother, Leigh and your father know where it is. You'd best off be waiting up here," said Selina. Ewan shrugged.

"I don't suppose I had a choice. This Molasar, did you ever see him?" asked Ewan. Selina shook her head. Ewan paused.

"You know, I think I remember him being mentioned, but not by my sister. Rosamund mentioned someone, Molasar Anacreon, something like that," said Ewan, suddenly remembering that day at the breakfast table. He had not said anything, but he remembered some of Renee's comments quite clearly. He stood up. "Did they go back to Brynnel?" he asked. Selina shrugged.

"They've been about I think, but not much while I was here," she offered.

"Fine, I'll go look for Rosamund. I have to do something while I wait for my mother," said Ewan.

"But Ewan..." protested Selina as he walked to the door. Ewan turned and smiled, giving her an affectionate peck on the cheek.

"Thanks for everything, I assume you were here to support my mother, I appreciate that," said Ewan. Selina smiled weakly.

"Well..." she began.

"I just would never have dreamed Brianna would elope with someone she couldn't have known surely for a few weeks. I need to find out about him, I already don't think much of him, taking my sister away just like that," said Ewan. Then he left. Selina let out a sigh, glad that Ewan had seemed to have recovered, but still not sure about Leigh, and her desire for the Black Sword. 

"Leigh, I know we've had our disagreements..." began Zelda uncomfortably. She had never been all too good at apologies. Leigh glanced at her as they walked down the corridor.

"Indeed," she said.

"But I just want you to know how thankful I am, and how sorry I am for the way I treated you," said Zelda.

"Thou shouldst be grateful, considering what I did for your son," said Leigh.

"I am, I am. But I still can't condone what went on between you two," said Zelda.

"What went on?" echoed Leigh. She had no idea what Zelda was talking about.

"You and Ewan, you know..." said Zelda. Leigh let out an amused laugh.

"Oh, how amusing thou art, Queen Zelda. Me and thy son? How simply absurd," said Leigh. Zelda glanced at Leigh feeling a little worried. Maybe Selina was right. Maybe this wasn't Leigh. 

"You are Leigh Temple, aren't you?" checked Zelda, feeling a little silly.

"Of course I am, who else would I be?" said Leigh.

"It's just...why do you want the Black Sword?" asked Zelda.

"Because my master doth require it," answered Leigh. Zelda swallowed a little.

"Master?" she asked. Leigh turned to Zelda.

"Why doth thou ask so many questions? All that I require is one small artefact, that I do recall is rightfully mine in the first place," said Leigh. Zelda opened the secret passage in the wall nodding.

"I suppose, but who's your master," asked Zelda, descending the steps. Leigh followed her.

"That is none of thine business," retorted Leigh. They reached the bottom of the steps. In the corner of the small room, Leigh spotted a softly glowing chest. She walked open to it, raised her hands and muttered a few words. Before Zelda could even protest, the magic around the chest shattered, and Leigh opened the chest. She looked inside, and pulled out the magnificent Black Sword, watching it in amazement. Leigh turned to Zelda, who was beginning to wonder if this was at all a good idea. "Canst thou see it?" asked Leigh, waving the sword before her. Zelda took a step back.

"Ganondorf is housed in that gem, remember," reminded the Queen. Leigh looked at her.

"Ganondorf? Who is he?" she asked looking puzzled for a moment. Zelda took another step backwards. Either Leigh was suffering from a bout of amnesia, or she wasn't the Leigh Zelda knew. 

"Don't you...remember?" asked Zelda.

"No, I don't believe I ever knew," said Leigh.

"But, you put him there," insisted Zelda.

"That I do not recall, said Leigh. She moved to step past Zelda, but the Queen stood firm. "I have what I came for, now I shall leave," said Leigh.

"I'm not sure if I can trust you with that sword," said Zelda. Leigh looked at Zelda coolly, then at the sword.

"It is mine, as thou didst say. And to do with what I dost please," said Leigh.

"It isn't safe. I want you to destroy it," said Zelda firmly. Leigh laughed.

"Destroy the strongest melee weapon ever created? Doth thou think I am an imbecile?" asked Leigh. 

"It's dangerous!" exclaimed Zelda. Leigh smirked.

"It wouldn't very well do if our swords and spears were harmless," she commented.

"No, you don't know what I mean, Ganondorf, if he were to get out," began Zelda.

"How could he? Only if the gem were to be smashed, and I doth assure thee that it won't, couldst this 'Ganondorf' escape. I really do not see what thou art worrying about," said Leigh. She stepped forward again, but Zelda still refused to move.

"What are you going to do with it?" she demanded. Leigh fingered the blade thoughtfully, eventually turning her gaze to Zelda.

"If thou continue to block mine way, then I'm sure I couldst put this weapon to use right now," said Leigh, looking meaningfully at Zelda. Zelda swallowed a little nervously, and stepped away. Leigh smiled. "Tis no wonder thou art ruler of this land, thou doth know when to make the right decision," commented Leigh, before walking up the stairs without glancing back. Zelda stood there for a moment, hoping this wasn't as bad as it looked. Then she made her own way out of the cellars of the castle.

"Oh Ewan! Thank goodness you came out of it," exclaimed Rosamund as she caught sight of her cousin. She ran up to him, giving him a big hug. Ewan laughed a little at her reaction, then smiled down kindly at his younger cousin.

"Nice to know you missed me," he said. The confident tone he had, the cheerful expression, it was all a facade. He'd lost his sister, his love, and too much time. He felt truly lost. He suddenly realised Rosamund was standing before him, giving him an odd look.

"Are you okay?" she asked. Ewan nodded quickly, scratching the back of his head uncomfortably. 

"Yeah, look, Rosamund, you heard about Brianna right?" asked Ewan. Rosamund nodded, smiling a little.

"Of course, who hasn't? I would've thought your sister was the last kind of person in the world to elope, let alone to some complete stranger," observed Rosamund.

"Didn't we all," muttered Ewan. He looked back to his cousin. "You ever see a man called Molasar Anacreon?" he asked. Rosamund nodded, looking a little dreamy.

"Yes, he saved my life, so handsome he was as well. It's just a pity he seems to have vanished," sighed Rosamund.

"What did he look like?" inquired Ewan. Rosamund smiled again.

"It was quite dark, so I didn't get that good a look, but he was incredibly handsome, perhaps even more than yourself," said Rosamund flirtatiously. Ewan frowned a little.

"What, so you don't know his description?" he asked impatiently.

"I never said that, let me see, he wasn't from Hyrule, he had a different accent, probably Benluccan, and he had dark hair, red maybe, not ginger, real red, he was unusual. And his eyes, they were like gold, mesmerising, goodness Ewan, I could go on all day about him, why would you want to know?" questioned Rosamund. Ewan stood there, an uneasy feeling over-taking him. Molasar. Of course, the stranger in the wood, his assassin. It came back to him all of a sudden, Ganondorf's son, his words. 

"Ah, Brianna. Now she's different Ewan, I could really get to like her, love her even."

Whoever had attempted to kill him, he'd known Brianna. It had to be this Molasar Anacreon. He had the right description, he was from Benlucca, that's where Tim had gone, looking for his sister. He closed his eyes for a moment, as everything came together. 

"Uh, nothing, look I need to go and see someone," excused Ewan, quickly leaving the room. He had to speak to his mother, most urgently.

As Ewan rounded one corner, he bumped into someone, Leigh. He was an inch or so higher than she was, and he looked down at her, not sure what to say. She looked back at him, a faint glimmer of recognition crossing her eyes. But that glimmer soon vanished.

"Thou shouldst watch where thou dost tread," she warned. Ewan looked at her in surprise.

"Leigh, I..." he began. 

"I hath business to attend to elsewhere," said Leigh shortly, walking past Ewan. He turned and caught hold of her shoulder, causing her to stop. She turned, glaring at him indignantly.

"I just wanted to thank you," he said, standing closer to her. She lifted his hand from her shoulder.

"That thou has done, so allow me to proceed with mine task," said Leigh. 

"Wait!" called Ewan, catching her arm again. She looked at him almost angrily.

"Is that all you have to say to me? After everything that's happened?" asked Ewan, feeling slightly confused.

"As far as I am concerned, I hath not a word to say to thee," said Leigh sharply, shrugging out of Ewan's grasp. He let her walk down the corridor, then chased her, grabbing her arm and turning her to face him.

"Do you not remember?" he asked, gazing at her intently. She looked back at him, meeting his gaze evenly. 

"I remember nothing," she said. Ewan continued to meet her eye to eye, and as she began to speak again, she faltered, sounding a little unsure. She looked at Ewan, and he slowly leaned down, kissing her. She seemed, just for a moment, to let him, but then she moved back, pulling away, as if his touch burned her. He began to speak, when he heard footfalls behind him, and he turned to see his mother walking towards him. By the time he looked back, Leigh had gone, striding purposefully off down the corridor. He turned to his mother, and sighed a little.

"Mother, this Molasar, I did know him," he said slowly. Zelda stopped.

"You did?" she asked.

"He tried to kill me, he's Ganondorf's son."

"No, he can't be..." protested Zelda, her face turning pale. Ewan shook his head.

"It's true mother, why would I lie? I have to go and find her," said Ewan determinedly. Zelda caught his arm.

"No, you can't," she said.

"I can't leave my sister to him, only the goddesses know what vile acts he might commit against her," said Ewan.

"Timothy, Timothy is there. He said he'd bring her back," said Zelda quickly.

"Timothy is a good man, a brave man, but I can't trust him alone to this," said Ewan.

"But you have no way of finding the valley," said Zelda.

"I'll find a way," said Ewan. Zelda let go of his arm, stepping back.

"I can't believe it. How could Balayana carried his son? She would never have done it
 willingly, I know that," murmured Zelda. She turned back to Ewan. "Ewan, I truly believe that Timothy will come back with your sister, please don't leave me here, alone," begged Zelda. Ewan sighed.

"I feel so useless," he confided.

"We all do at times," said Zelda, her gaze cast to the ground. She was no stranger to such a feeling.

"It's just, he tried to kill me, I couldn't bear the thought of anyone harming Brianna, she's still fifteen for goodness sake," exclaimed Ewan frustratedly. He saw his mother's eyes glistening and he pulled her into a hug. "I'm sorry for letting this happen," he apologised. Zelda stepped back.

"This was never your fault Ewan," said Zelda softly.

"Then why does it feel like it is?" asked Ewan. Zelda hugged him again.

"Come on, you must be hungry," she said. Ewan half-smiled.

"I suppose I am," he said, suddenly realising he was in fact starving. Zelda nodded, then walked before her son, intending to go to the kitchens. But as they walked, she couldn't help wondering what plans Leigh had with that sword. 

Chapter 9 

     "Where is she?" demanded Aden through gritted teeth. His arms ached from being shackled to the wall, and he knew it had to be well past midnight, closer to dawn even. Timothy, who was half-asleep, opened his eyes at the sound of his friend's voice.

"Maybe she isn't coming," he murmured, his throat dry and parched. He tugged a little at the chains that held him so, cursing his own ignorance. Aden let out a snort.

"Brilliant. They'll probably leave us here to rot," said Aden miserably. He attempted to scratch his nose, but this was made impossible by the bonds that held him to the wall.

"We can't rely on some teenage rebel. We'll get out on our own. Not only do I worry about Brianna, but the fate that may fall over Rillar, I doubt Molasar will look kindly on her actions of aide to two Westlanders," said Timothy. Aden frowned.

"Yeah, I hope she's okay," he said quietly, feeling ashamed for so easily letting the plight of Rillar fall from his mind. Timothy tugged on the chains that held him fast, hoping to pull them away. They were bound strongly to the wall, and it looked like they weren't showing any intentions of falling away as easily as Timothy might've hoped. "The thing is, once we do get out, what then? I mean, this place is going to be rife with those Gerudo and their swords. We have no weapons, how would we stand a chance?" questioned Aden. Timothy wasn't sure whether it was a question to him, or whether Aden was merely jesting himself. He jerked again his wrists, gritting his teeth as the sharp metal cuffs bit into his flesh, making it weep.

"Stealth, my friend. And luck," replied Timothy. Aden nodded his head.

"I suppose 'twould be the only way. I'll pray that it's enough," said Aden.

"You should pray that we free ourselves first, for praying for an event that at this stage is unlikely to occur is hardly worth a jot of thought," muttered Timothy. His wrists were sore from the punishing savageness of his metal bonds, but he knew his pain was no measure of what any truly suffering man had felt before him. He continued rattling the chains from the walls, hoping the small amount of noise he was making would not alert their sleeping guard.

"If she had come back to free us though, would you have granted her terms?" questioned Aden suddenly, referring to Faykantra. 

"She isn't coming, so that is not something I will allow my thoughts to ponder upon any longer than necessary," said Timothy. Dust fell from the wall as he pulled again. Suddenly, the two heard an ominous creak as the prison door opened, and both gazed across in the darkness, wondering if Faykantra was here to keep her promise. They saw a figure emerging from the dim light, creeping slowly and stealthily, up to their barred doors.

"So you came," announced Aden as loudly as he dared when he saw Faykantra's face.

"Was there any ever doubt?" asked Faykantra lightly as she unlocked Timothy's door. Aden watched her as she went inside, but the wall obstructed any further view of the two. He sighed, bowing his head to his chest, waiting for his turn to be released.

Faykantra slipped into Timothy's cell, and crept up to him, producing a small knife from her belt.

"I was only able to steal the key from the guard to your cell door, so I will have to pick the locks with this," she explained, tenderly taking Timothy's hand, and inserting the knife into the cuff about his wrist. She smiled at him as she did so, twisting the fine blade, and the cuff clicked open, revealing Timothy's bloodied wrist. "I see you made an attempt to release yourself," she murmured. Timothy waited for her to turn to the next cuff, but she did not. Instead she rested her gaze upon his handsome face, and brought up a hand to his jaw-line, tracing it, seeming almost fascinated by him.

"Please, release me," asked Timothy, his voice low. Faykantra narrowed her eyes.

"I remember my terms, no doubt you did," she said quietly. Timothy lifted his gaze from the stone floor to Faykantra's face.

"I cannot kiss a mere child," he protested.

"Then do not kiss me," she said, reaching her full height and pressing her lips to his. After a few moments she stepped away, tracing her lips with her tongue, shivering with delight. "Now I do understand why more of my race desert this valley to travel to the west," she confided, flicking open the other cuff. Timothy fell forward slightly, rubbing his wrists, then stared at Faykantra.

"I thank you for your aid," he said, stepping past her and outside. She followed him and stared into Aden's cell.

"Now will you release me?" he asked impatiently. Timothy turned and took the knife from Faykantra. He played it into the lock and switched it about, forcing open the lock and pushing forth the door. He stepped inside, swiftly releasing Aden, helping him to a steady footing. Aden glanced at Faykantra, nodding her a thanks.

"Where is the room of your King?" asked Timothy, turning to the young Gerudo.

"I have already risked enough, I cannot let him know it was me who released you, or his wrath will be eternally upon me," whispered Faykantra.

"Then tell us where we may find it," pushed Aden, stepping forward. Faykantra passed Aden a scrap of material, parchment like. He looked at it.

"A map of the layout, his chamber is in the centre, and her chamber is here," said Faykantra pointing to another hastily drawn room on the map. Then she turned and was gone. Aden looked at the map in the hopelessly dim light.

"Are you any good at map reading?" he asked, handing it over to Timothy. Timothy squinted at it.

"Adequate," he replied, looking it over. He paused. "We need to find Rillar first," he said.

"But..." began Aden. He supposed his friend was right. Timothy laid one finger on a section of the map,

"This is where we are. Rillar must be in a separate prison," he figured. They strolled along the narrow passageway which was lined with cells. When they reached the end, Timothy saw the Gerudo guard, asleep at her post.

"Woman," tutted Aden. The Gerudo's lids peeled away from her eyes, and she stood, raising her sword.

"Timing, as usual Aden, was perfect," complimented Tim, diving forward, narrowly missing the intended blade and grabbing the guard by the neck, holding her from behind. Before she could utter a warning to her fellow comrades, Timothy levelled her against the wall, making her lose all consciousness. He took the whip that hung at her belt and bound her wrists tightly together, laying her upon the floor. Finished with her, he grabbed the sword from the floor, passing it to Aden. He grabbed the ring of keys from her belt and then exited, locking the door as Aden passed the threshold.

"You know Tim, I never thought you had it in you," commented Aden.

"What?" asked Timothy, a little annoyed by Aden's incessant chatter.

"Hurting a woman," said Aden. 

"Do you think I enjoyed it? I did it only because two people I admire and respect are in danger," said Timothy sternly. Aden shrugged.

"Okay," he murmured, stepping forward, Tim pulled him back as a guard strolled by, her eyes not noticing them in the shadows of the door.

"We need to be more careful from now on," said Timothy, his voice painfully low. Aden nodded, knowing his friend was right. 

"Yeah, sorry," he apologised, knowing he'd made more than his share of idiotic mistakes, most recently in waking that guard.

"Come on," urged Timothy, peering round the corner, scuttling to the next entrance in which they could crouch and hide.

***

Link felt himself being gently shaken, and his eyes unwillingly opened, yawning. 

"Your majesty, 'tis just before dawn, I would very much like to take you into Conim, there is someone I think that thou shouldst see," whispered Sentri. Link sat up, stretching. He was inside the modest abode of Sentri's, and he had to admit it was the easily most comfortable night of sleep he'd had for a while. Once Sentri had brought him here, he had been fed a nourishing stew of woodland roots and hers and meats, and the two had conversed deeply into the night. Sentri had been very distraught to hear of what Link had been witness to, the death of his own good friend Tseremed, and the turning of Leigh. He had not even heard of the arrival of Leigh due to his isolation, and he cursed himself for he had some thoughts that he may have been able to help or even prevent the tragedy that had befallen both of his friends. Sentri rested a plate before Link, equipped with a fresh loaf and a cutting of meat. "The journey is not long, it will take us no longer than an hour to arrive, but during midday the town is rife with soldiers of the king, and not only do they take hostile to any stranger, but especially to me. Link nodded, breaking the bread in two and beginning to eat. He paused, remembering the words of that patrol guard inside Dew forest, something about the rest of the Avatar's cohorts being no longer alive. Or something to that effect. Tseremed had been spared, for a reason he had never revealed, Link wondered if this was the case with Sentri. Sentri noticed his pause, and questioned it. "I fear there is something on thy mind, pray, doth thou wish to inform me?" asked Sentri. Link shrugged, raising his eyes to the warrior.

"You were a companion of Leigh's, weren't you?" he asked. Sentri gave a sad smile.

"Indeed I was. And know I do know what weighs thine mind so. You wish to know how I didst escape the blade of British?" guessed Sentri with a sigh. Link nodded.

"You don't have to say if you don't want to, it's just one of the patrol men I met when I was with Tseremed, well...he mentioned something about tasks for British, that no other companion would carry out," said Link.

"It is true. Tseremed did agree to return a favour to British for his life, but the last time I did see him were in happier times. I know not what Tseremed agreed to do, but I doubt I would hold it against him even if I didst know. He was a fine man, honourable," said Sentri wistfully. He looked back to Link. "But I am avoiding the question, I see that. Your question was why did I escape the blade? I am a trainer by trade, and I agreed to train the community of Conim into fine warriors for the price of mine life. I have so far fulfilled this bargain, but..." began Sentri, lowering his voice, "only for the aims of training them into future opposers of British and his cruel regime, and not for more members of his vile army," finished Sentri. He stood. "I will leave you in peace to prepare our horses, come out when thou do be ready," he said, before leaving. Link sat thoughtful for a moment, then quickly finished his breakfast, before changing back into his clothes and hauling up his pack and walking outside.

"There is a stream nearby if thou do desire to wash," called Sentri as he saw Link emerge. He pointed off to the east. Link smiled gratefully and followed a worn track through the trees to the stream, which rounded off in a still pool. He knelt there, shedding his pack and dousing his weary face with water. It was cool and refreshing, and sitting there, Link could see his reflection clearly in the crystal liquid. He looked older, tired, than he had when he had last glanced at his image. He found himself thinking back to Hyrule, and to his son, and wife. Then his thoughts turned to his young, naive daughter. He closed his eyes, giving a prayer to the goddesses, to watch over them all, and himself. Shortly after, he rose, and followed the track back to Sentri's home, where the man was standing, ready and waiting.

The two mounted up, and Link followed Sentri's lead through the tangled woods.

"Who is this person you want me to see?" asked Link.

"Thou wilt know as soon as we arrive," said Sentri quietly. Link let out a short sigh. They continued through the woods, following the worn track that wound from tree to tree, their only company the chirping of various insects and the seldom singing of the birds. There was evidently a river nearby, as Link could hear the rushing of water through the trees.

"An hour you said?" asked Link after a while. Sentri, who was in front, nodded.

"Yes, obviously less than that now, do not fret sir, 'twill not be long," assured Sentri.

"So, what can you tell me of Sosaria? In fact, do you know of any healers in this Conim?" asked Link. Sentri continued riding forward.

"Sosaria is now the pit of despise that Leigh had always tried to prevent. There will be no-one in Conim who can help your son, save the person that I am taking thee to see," said Sentri.

"So they are a healer?" questioned Link.

"Perhaps, but she will be no more accomplished than the greatest healer in your own land," answered Sentri.

"Then what use is this woman?!" demanded Link a little sharply, halting his steed. Sentri halted also, turning in his saddle.

"Although her hands do not possess the skill of healing, I feel that another skill she possesses will be of great use to you," said Sentri in a low voice. Link glanced across at him, his face caught in shadow of leaf, his expression stern. Link finally relented and nodded, apologising.

"Sorry, it's just, well, there's no excuse..." he mumbled, his head hanging.

"I do not think ill of you for worrying of your family, in fact, I admire you for it good sir. These days thou wouldst be pressed to find any good man in these lands who think of anyone but thineselves," said Sentri, his tone wistful. Link showed a rueful smile, then eased his steed into movement again. "Anyway," continued Sentri, urging his horse forward also, "you will soon see why I doth bring thee to meet this woman," promised Sentri, before falling back into silence, and leading the way through the wind-torn trees towards the town of Conim.

***

Leniarala woke Brianna at first light. The young girl sighed uneasily, as Leni prodded her gently, waking her.

"Come, Princess, we must begin to prepare you, and it shall take a lot of time," Leni said. Brianna rubbed her eyes, and yawned. She wasn't used to get up early at all. As she glanced out of the window, the sun was only just beginning to rise.

"Oh Leni, must I? Only I'm so tired..." she started, yawning again.

"Lazy girl! Why, I am up at dawn every morning, I have many jobs to do!" Leni remarked.

"In Hyrule, I..." Brianna started.

"You royalty are all the same. You rise and sleep when you please. Us peasants are less lucky. You are waited on hand and foot, but we have to wait on ourselves," Leni interrupted. Brianna bit her lip, feeling guilty.

"I'm sorry. I always felt sorry for the servants at the castle, but my mother treats and pays them so very well, they are better off than those who live in the villages," she explained.

"Then your mother must be a kind hearted ruler. We need one of those round here, for His Highness is harsh, like all men. A woman's touch may soften him," Leni said, helping Brianna get up out of the bed.

"Why, Molasar is not harsh! He is very kind," Brianna defended.

"Maybe you do not know him as I do," Leni stated.

"I know him well enough to love him," Brianna said firmly. Leni nodded, understanding.

"You shall make a good queen, I'm sure," she smiled warmly.

"Thank you, Leni. I shall be as good as my mother, I should hope," Brianna replied. 

"You really look up to your mother, don't you? I hated mine, she couldn't wait to send me away from home to work," Leni said, looking angry for a second. Brianna remained silent for a while, as her lady-in-waiting gently brushed through her tousled golden hair.

"You shouldn't hate your mother," she finally said, quietly. Leni ignored her.

"Come, we should not stand around in idle chit chat. You must be washed, bathed, your hair done, your make-up, and put in your dress before noon. That is a lot to do, so we must get started," she said.

"It shouldn't take that long," Brianna remarked.

"No, but you must look perfect for His Highness. He requires it," Leni replied, as they walked into the bathroom. The young Gerudo had already filled the tiled plunge pool with water earlier. It looked cool and inviting to Brianna, who was hot already. She turned to look at Leni, slightly haughty.

"I should think he would love me, whatever I wore. I am beautiful enough!" she commented. Leni looked surprised.

"I would think you would want to please your lord by looking you best," she said. Brianna stripped down from her night clothes, and climbed into the pool, enjoying the invigorating feeling of the water.

"I do wish to please him," she said, taking hold of a bar of scented soap.

"Then if you do not need me, I shall work on finishing your dress next door," Leni said.

"I shall be fine," Brianna said, wondering what had come over her for a moment. She hadn't meant to sound so supercilious; she had sounded too like her mother, when she was angry. She sighed, as Leniarala curtsied, before walking out of the room. For about the millionth time since Brianna had arrived there, she wondered if she was doing the right thing. True, she loved Molasar, and true, she didn't want to let him go. But there was a whole world waiting out there, full of people she hadn't yet met. Not to mention she missed her friends; Alyssand, Renee, Timothy, Aden... even her older brother, her cousins, and of course, her parents. Gently, she washed her skin, smoothing the oil into it. She was going to look her very best for Molasar. She was going to look... beautiful. She had never considered it before, but that night at the party, when she had left her hair loose... She had looked like a completely different person. But is that person me, she wondered to himself, picking up a small hand mirror that lay nearby. She gazed at herself, and the girl that gazed back in the mirror looked older, self assured, and happy. This is it, this is my life, she thought. She and Molasar would be wed, and Hyrule would have a new ally, however small. She had her own piece of land, her own palace. She was making something of her life. I'm marrying royalty, she thought to herself, smiling. Molasar was a king. It was better than Ewan, who went after peasant girls. Not that there was anything wrong with that, but a royal family should really always marry into royalty to increase its holdings, after all. She would be the first in the family to marry royalty for two generations. It's not just for me, it's for my county. Besides, Ewan will gain Hyrule's crown, so I should have my own land anyway, Brianna thought. She sank lower into the water, letting her hair get wet. She wanted it to dry curly, in big, thick waves. The way she had had it the night of the party... The night where she had realised that she was indeed, as beautiful as her mother. I shall have Leni tie it up in a beautiful, intricate style, she decided.

A few hours later, Brianna's hair was fully dried, and she sat, in a light robe, in front of a large mirror. Leniarala was applying her make-up.

"I can do this myself, you know," Brianna said.

"I must do it," Leni stated firmly. Brianna smiled to herself, thinking how funny and stubborn these Gerudo were. "What is so funny?" Leni asked.

"Nothing. I am just so happy today, that's all," Brianna replied, still smiling. Leni squinted a little, eyeing Brianna's face carefully.

"There. You look so much older, and so pretty. How lucky you are to have such a perfect complexion, and that any colour will suit you," she said. Brianna nodded.

"I know," she smiled. Then she looked in the mirror. "My gosh, is that really me? Why Leni, you have done wonders in such a short time!" she exclaimed, pleased at what she saw. Her maid-servant had used the sort of colours that she wouldn't normally dare try, and the result was simply amazing. Her blue eyes were enhanced by the shimmery blue-green eye-shadow, and her eyelids rimmed with a dark coloured kohl. Her skin seemed to shimmer, and her cheeks were dusted with a light blusher, and her lips with a goldy-red lipstick.

"You are naturally beautiful, you do not really need make-up," Leni said. Brianna chewed on her lip slightly. That had been one of her mother's philosophy. Her mother always looked pretty, whether she wore make-up or not. "It only saves to enhance," Leni added solemnly.

"Thank you," Brianna replied politely. Leni nodded, and stepped away.

"Now you shall see your dress. Your hair, we shall do last," she said. Brianna stood up, and looked over to where Leni was stood, holding the most astonishing dress Brianna had ever seen. It was made of a creamy-gold material, was revealing yet not revealing, and decorated in all manner of amazing stitch-work.

"Oh... oh, it's lovely!" Brianna exclaimed, hardly able to believe that she would wear it. It was so incredibly different to a Hyrulian style gown, which were traditionally either white or cream. But Brianna loved it. "Leni, you are so talented!" she added.

"The stitch-work is not mine. Many women have worked quickly on it, for it to be done so soon. But the cut is mine, and the design," Leni replied. Brianna, overcome with joy, rushed up and hugged the young girl.

"Thank you, thank you!" she exclaimed. Leni stepped away, slightly embarrassed, yet also pleased.

"Come, you'd best try it on, we need to see if it will fit," she said.

"Of course it will, it's perfect!" Brianna replied, smiling widely.

"Then, we shall prepare you hair. As beautiful as it is loose, it must be tied up, else you shall get too hot!" Leni laughed.

"Of course, of course," Brianna nodded happily. She looked down at the heavy ring on her finger, then back at the dress. "This day will be perfect..." she sighed.

"A new age has come for the Gerudo," Leni agreed.

"Their greatest age..." Brianna said thoughtfully. 

***

Timothy glanced around the corner, and quickly motioned to Aden, and they quickly jogged down the passageway, rolling behind a crate, just as a Gerudo patrol of two walked by. They sat there, breathing heavily for a moment. Once Timothy had caught his breath, he dragged the map Faykantra had given to him out of his pocket and studied it. 

"Do you actually know where we're going?" asked Aden.

"Not really," admitted Timothy. The map was a poor scrawl, and he wasn't really sure where they were, and where they needed to be. He pointed to the room on the map that was intended to be Brianna's room. "That's Bri's room, and I reckon this is another prison, so if we just follow that corridor down there," muttered Timothy. Suddenly, the two felt a shadow loom over them.

"Ah, prisoners," they heard one female voice mention.

"Ah, men," said a different voice. They both turned their eyes up, just in time to be both met with the hilt of a sword between the eyes. They both slumped to the ground out cold, before the woman grabbed them by their shoulders and hauled them off down the corridor.

Sentri turned to Link as they approached the outskirts of Conim.

"We are almost there now," he said. Link nodded. He had to admit, it had felt longer than an hour since the two had set off from Sentri's home in the woods. There was a river to Link's left, and it ran slowly past them and into the village. In the distance he could spot a wood mill, and more buildings. As they rode on, they passed a large solitary stone building, which Sentri informed him was the Sosarian mining head quarters. As they pushed on, they soon came to a camp, just outside the town. Sentri halted, and left his mount, motioning for Link to do the same. Two small children ran past them, calling and screaming in some childish game. Sentri led his horse to a small wooden gate and tied his horse there, Link did the same.

"Who are we here to see?" asked Link. Sentri remained silent and trudged to the centre of the camp, receiving greetings from men and women alike who were going about their daily chores. Link recognised these people as Gypsy's, and they nodded to him politely, to which he did the same. When they reached their destination, Sentri stopped before an ancient looking woman, who was hunched over a wooden table which was under the shelter of a large Gypsy wagon. She did not look up, but instead held up a hand as a greeting.

"Greetings to thee kind sir Sentri. And to thee Lord of Hyrule. Please, seat thineselves, I have matters of great importance that both of thee must hear of," said the woman. Her voice creaked and twisted as she spoke, but it was not a cruel voice, it was a kind one. Link sat down after Sentri, folding his hands upon the table.

"Your son..." murmured the woman, her hands wrapped over a small glass ball. She wore a long hood, drawn over her face, and her head was bowed so that Link could not see her. The woman seemed totally absorbed in the ball as she rolled it in her hands, tilting it and sliding it with fascination. As Link heard her mention Ewan, he leaned forward.

"You have news of him?" he asked hopefully.

"Yesss," replied the old women, her tongue curling the 'sss' sound with care. Link waited. "The thorn in his side, it is turned black. She hath healed your son, but beware," hissed the woman, throwing back her hood. Her face looked centuries old, lined and creased beyond recognition. Two milky white pearls gleamed as her eyes, and long white hair adorned her head. Link could tell by her eyes that she was blind.

"Beware?" asked Sentri.

"The thorn it is black, no longer in his side," murmured the woman, holding the glass ball to her face. Sentri turned to Link. Link just gave him a puzzled expression.

"When you say his, do you mean my son's side?" asked Link. The woman held the ball aloft, murmuring to herself. 

"No. His side. He. Him. Forsaken is our world alone, without this Thorn," said the woman. Sentri nodded.

"She is speaking of Leigh, Leigh was the thorn in British's side. Or, as we know him now, the Guardian's side," said Sentri in a hushed voice. Link smiled.

"So my son is well?" he asked.

"Well indeed my Lord, but the world is not. The thorn has turned, it is no longer white, but black," said the Gypsy woman almost cryptically.

"Leigh is evil?" asked Sentri, his eyebrows creased.

"He made her that way. Shrine of Sacrifice, oh how forsaken we are!" cried out the woman sadly. Sentri hung his head.

"She killed Tseremed," reminded Link. He turned to the woman. "Then why did she heal my son?" he asked.

"A trade, a trade, a foolish trade! Naive is the ruler, desperate to see her son again, the thorn is black under the mountain!" said the woman. Link leaned back, trying to comprehend the words of this old woman, not sure if there was any meaning, or just babble, careless tongues running away with themselves. 

"Zelda made a trade with Leigh to heal my son?" guessed Link as he mulled her words about.

"He likes it not. War will follow as he slinks to the mountain to regain his precious little trinket," gurgled the woman. Link couldn't understand what she was talking about. For a moment he wondered if she was mad.

"Mad? Merely distracted, she is," suddenly hissed the woman, turning her blind eyes upon Link. Link shifted in his seat uncomfortably. Suddenly, the woman let out an ear piercing scream, and she hurled the glass ball away from her, smashing it upon the ground. She fell face first to the table, weeping. Two men appeared, looking worried and went to her side, trying to soothe her. They looked to Link and Sentri.

"Perhaps thou had best go," said one of the men. Sentri rose from his seat, placing down a small pouch of gold before the old woman. The second man nodded. 

"Thank thee kind sir," he murmured. 

"Thou must leave, leave our forsaken land or thine land wilt be lost to the black night, if not to Him!" wept the woman as Link turned to leave. He looked across to the woman, pausing to see if she would say anymore. "All is lost, all is lost, never to be returned," wept the woman, and Sentri placed a hand on Link's shoulder, turning him away and leading him back through the camp.

"Did you understand any of that?" asked Link, untying his horse. Sentri nodded.

"Yes, or at least I like to think. Your son was healed by Leigh, but the Guardian has turned her in some way, bent her to his will, although I do not like to believe it. She has taken something in trade of your son's life, though what I do not know. She has taken it to a mountain, if you know of any, and what she has the Guardian also wants. He wants it so much, he is willing to start a war over it. Can thou think of such a thing?" said Sentri. Link shrugged, mounting his horse. 

"The Triforce?" he asked, it was the only thing he could think of. But Leigh, despite all her powers would never be able to use it. Not well in any case. Only he, Ganondorf, Zelda, Brianna and Ewan could use the object of power as far as he knew of. Sentri shrugged.

"I know not of thy artefacts sir, but I do know that thou must return to Hyrule. Thy son is saved, she would not lie, so therefore thou have no need to stay," said Sentri.

"But how can I get back? Sal isn't here, and the only other way is by ship," said Link.

"Sal, Sal is thine dragon, am I correct?" asked Sentri. Link nodded.

"Yes, but I told her to fly back to Hyrule. There is no way of calling her back," said Link.

"But thou couldst ride a dragon?" asked Sentri. Link nodded.

"Well yes," replied Link. Sentri nodded.

"I wouldst give thee mine moon pearl, but it was confiscated by British. But there is another way. Every third day, one of British's Preceptors arrives in this town upon a great red dragon. They are the Guardian's law upholders, they make sure his will is carried out in every town in this damned land. If thou couldst slay this Preceptor, then thou couldst take his steed and fly back to thine own land," said Sentri. Link paused then nodded. "So thou doth agree?" asked Sentri.

"If it's the only way," said Link.

"I assure thee sir, it is. I wouldst not tell thee otherwise," said Sentri sincerely. He looked to the sun in the sky. "The Preceptor will not arrive for another two days, so thou dost have time to prepare and hone thine skills. We shall get thee a room in the local inn, where thou shouldst remain for the rest on thy stay. In two days time we shall ride to the town hall, where the Preceptor always makes his foul tongued announcements straight from the mouth of British. Once he leaves, follow him and slay him," instructed Sentri, his voice low. Link nodded.

"That I will do," he agreed before following Sentri into the town of Conim. 

***

Tim forced open his eyes, his head throbbing. He could remember nothing. He struggled to get up, for he was lying down, when he realised he couldn't. Thick ropes bound him down, across his chest and legs. He blinked a few times, straining his muscles under the ropes, trying to free himself. He looked around the dim room, and saw Aden, also lying tied down to a bed.

"Aden!" he hissed. Aden wearily turned his neck.

"What?" he asked.

"Where are we?" demanded Timothy, struggling to free himself.

"I dunno," replied Aden, his voice slightly slurred. Timothy looked away from his friend as something caught the corner of his eye. He saw behind a white linen dressing screen, the perfect silhouette of a young woman. Hanging over the screen were the top and trousers of a standard Gerudo guard. He swallowed a little, looking back to Aden. He didn't really like the way this was looking. He had no idea how long they'd been out cold, but he had a feeling it was too long. Just then, the woman stepped out from behind the screen, smiling seductively at Timothy. He smiled back, blushing visibly, realising she wore very little clothing. She was certainly beautiful, in every way, in fact, but Timothy felt more than just a little uneasy. Even more so when another Gerudo female appeared, wearing no more than her companion. "I knew these girls were forward Tim, but isn't this a little crazy. Or am I still dreaming?" he heard his friend ask. Timothy ignored his dazed companions question, and began to struggle even more to break his bonds. The first female he had seen walked over to him, leaning over him and kissing him. She then sat atop him, and began to remove his shirt. She smiled at him.

"We should have undressed you before we tied you down," she said with a laugh. 

"You can still untie me," said Timothy frantically.

"And let you get away?" she asked him, leaning down to kiss him again. Aden was being put through the same process, only he was less protesting. Timothy pulled away from the Gerudo's searching lips.

"Look, you don't want to do this," he said.

"Oh but I do. I am sure you could provide me with a very handsome child, male or female," she said in a low voice, kissing him once more. Suddenly, the door to the room crashed open, making the two Gerudo women freeze.

"If this is a dream, can I just thank the goddesses right now," breathed Aden stupidly. Timothy craned his neck past the gleaming body of the Gerudo and saw another Gerudo at the door. Rillar. She marched in, and dragged the first Gerudo from atop Timothy, and then the same with Aden. "Aww, it was just getting fun," protested Aden. The two Gerudo cowered before Rillar, but she ignored them and hastily began to untie Timothy.

"How did you find us?" asked Timothy, getting up once he had been untied.

"I saw these two dragging you down the corridor," said Rillar, turning her attentions to Aden, who groggily sat up. Timothy stepped over his captor, and helped Aden up.

"Oh, now I get it," he said, realising what had happened. He and Aden had been caught by these two guards, but instead of taking them back to their proper abode, they decided to put them to their own uses first. "How did you escape?" he then asked. Rillar smiled.

"I am very resourceful, it was just by chance that I saw you two being caught. Now come, we cannot waste another second, for I fear that Molasar is going to make your princess his bride this very hour," said Rillar, leading them out of the room. Aden stopped behind a little, turning to the Gerudo who had kissed him so seductively.

"You know, if you're ever coming through Hyrule, I live in Ruto, you're welcome anytime," he informed her. Timothy groaned and grabbed Aden by the arm, dragging him out behind them.

Faykantra eyed the crowd of women before her, somewhat nervously. These were the common people, the main body of the community. Faykantra had not taken the chance of inviting any of Molasar's faithful guards, else they could be tempted to report back to their King. Faykantra could not afford her cover blown, not when the time was growing so close. She looked at the women again. At least they were listening, though. At least they respected her, despite her young age. They recognised her birthright, they knew who her mother had been. They all agreed that Faykantra, the daughter of the former Queen, Faylita, should rightfully be betrothed to their King, Molasar. She was important. She would be heard. Holding her head up proudly, she held up a hand for silence. The women all immediately went quiet.

"My good people, today dawns the most darkest day," she started. "Our Great King, Molasar, is I fear, making a big mistake. Today, he will wed that Westlander Princess, that golden child from the north!" There were several jeers of disapproval from the crowd, and Faykantra smiled. She glanced over at the palace, knowing that Molasar would be too busy with wedding preparations to bother about what his people were up to.

"He mustn't!" shouted one woman loudly.

"No! That is where I need your help," Faykantra stated.

"Anything for you, Princess Faykantra," they all promised. She smiled again, and then strode closer, a gleam in her golden eyes.

"I had thought of killing the Westlander Princess, but that is too dangerous. For she has come from her country without consent, stolen away by our King. Her country might go to war, when they hear their precious princess is dead," she explained. There were several murmurs of agreement. "So... we must get rid of her another way!"

"Kill her! Send her back!" the crowd chanted.

"No killing! No, she must be left alive. But, something good did reach my ears. Two men, Westlanders also, as you may have heard, arrived in this city not long ago, looking for their princess. They must have been sent by the country's ruler, to retrieve her. If they do not succeed, us Gerudo may face more than just war. And Molasar is not thinking straight in this matter. We are no match for the Western Alliance!" Faykantra exclaimed.

"The Westlander men... they are imprisoned," shouted one woman.

"What? Why I released them my very self!" Faykantra said, looking a little annoyed. "But no worry, that is easily rectified anyway," she added, growing calmer. "Do you want the Westlander Princess as your Queen?" she questioned.

"No!" shouted the crowd.

"I have a plan," she stated, her lips curving into a cruel smile. Pacing, she smiled to herself, thinking. The crowd fell silent. "I, Faykantra, shall release the Westlander men, and guide them to the Temple, as the ceremony begins. None of you shall intervene, when they fight Molasar. I have mixed a little potion, which I shall place in the ceremonious wine, which will slow our King's defences. The Westlanders, without interruption, shall escape, with their princess, while Molasar slumps to the ground, unconscious. When he awakes, he shan't remember a thing... he shall awake in his own bed, as if it were all a dream..." she announced. "But! I must have your implicit trust! Promise me, you shall not intervene!" she ordered. All the women bowed down on the sand in front of her in a gesture of agreement. Faykantra smiled. "Good..." she sneered, glancing back over at the palace. Soon, it would be hers... like it was always meant to be...

A short while later, the gerudo Princess skulked down the corridors of the Royal palace, skilfully avoiding the duty guards. She had sent one of her followers down to release Timothy and Aden, and right now, she was heading towards the room where Molasar would wait, before the ceremony. It was traditional for the Gerudo King to sup some wine to relax him, before the marriage, and he would be attended to by several women. Clutching the valuable vial close to her chest, she dashed down another passage, heading closer to the special room. After some time, she finally came upon it, and luckily, no woman stood on guard outside it. Faykantra slipped into the small haven, and immediately spied the pitcher of golden liquid upon a small table, accompanied by various dishes, containing sweet fruits and other fancies. A chair stood next to the table; here, Molasar would sit, while he was calmed by the wine, and a woman playing soothing music. The other women would clean his face, and brush his hair, in preparation for the upcoming event. The room was empty at present, though. The young girl sprinted over to the table, and quickly poured the potion into the jug. It immediately mixed in with the wine, and would taste of nothing. Faykantra then threw the vial out of the window, where it smashed on the ground far below, leaving little evidence. She smiled, and picked out a sugared fruit from one of the nearby bowls. They were far too tempting, after all. She popped it in her mouth, enjoying the sweet taste it held. At that moment, she suddenly heard footsteps. Heavy footsteps. She gazed around wildly, looking for somewhere to hide. There was nowhere. She dashed behind the large chair just in time. Molasar walked into the room, alone. He closed the door behind him.

"No need to hide, for I saw you stood there," he remarked. Faykantra knew better than to disobey. She emerged from behind the chair, a sultry smile upon her lips.

"Why, King Molasar. I was just checking that all was in place, I did not want you to see me," she remarked silkily.

"What a pleasure to see you, cousin. It has been a while," Molasar said, recognising her.

"I suppose it has. But you have been busy, since you returned from the north," Faykantra stated.

"Indeed," Molasar agreed.

"Such a special day. Mother would have wished to see this," she said. Molasar merely grunted.

"I have waited long enough," he grumbled.

"How interesting your choice of bride is," Faykantra commented.

"She is as cold as that blasted north when it comes to..." Molasar began.

"Well, what do you expect? Of course, your own people can provide for your... needs, quite adequately," Faykantra said slyly.

"I will change her," Molasar said stoically.

"But in the meantime..." Faykantra said, smiling knowingly at him. Molasar let out a deep laugh.

"Ha! You are but a child, cousin!" he exclaimed.

"You have bedded younger, do not deny it!" Faykantra said, looking angry.

"I do not," Molasar said, folding his arms.

"You are but a child yourself, as is she," the princess added.

"She is a woman, but she does not know it yet. And I am a man, I am a great King!" Molasar said loudly. 

"She is not much older than me!" Faykantra pointed out.

"You are still a child, I will have nought to do with you, cousin!" Molasar roared angrily. She was not deterred. She slid up behind him, placing her arms around his neck.

"Ensure your line is doubly made, take me now as a precaution, in case that Westlander Princess does not provide you a heir," she murmured, nuzzling his neck. Angrily, Molasar pulled her away, and pushed her across the room.

"I will ensure that she does, I do not need you for that!" he exclaimed. Faykantra stood up, eyeing him angrily.

"There was once a time when you would not have said no," she commented.

"That time has passed. I only have eyes for Brianna, now," Molasar replied. 

"That is apparent," Faykantra noted, slightly sarcastic.

"You are as bad as you mother, may she rot forever!" Molasar replied, not happy with her tone.

"My mother raised you as her very own, you should not curse her name so!" Faykantra retorted angrily.

"Well maybe cousin, if you let me be, instead of enticing me away from my love, I would not," Molasar said, folding his arms again. Faykantra let out a short laugh.

"Oh, I entice you, do I? I thought you said I was but a child?" she said.

"You are the most beautiful of all the Gerudo, you are almost ready to become a woman, I would take you now, would I not be wedded in a few hours," Molasar said, gazing at her in a way that made her stomach turn somersaults.

"You are not wedded yet, it is no crime," Faykantra whispered, moving closer once more. She and Molasar met in a searing kiss, but a few seconds later, he quickly pulled away.

"No! It shall never be, leave now!" he ordered. Faykantra smiled, then headed towards the door.

"Cousin, you know where I am, should she leave you cold tonight," she remarked.

"I do. But she shall not," Molasar said.

"We shall see," Faykantra replied smugly. Then she walked outside.

Chapter 10 

     Nervously, Princess Brianna of Hyrule waited in the Temple of the Four Winds, for her husband to be to arrive. A gerudo priestess stood nearby, lighting incense burners. 

"He shall be here soon, do not worry," Leni whispered quietly.

"In my county, it is quite different! The bride keeps the groom waiting!" Brianna replied.

"Our King likes to make his entrance always known," Leni said, glancing over at the temple entrance.

"Well, I'm getting impatient waiting!" Brianna said, folding her arms. Leni shook her head to herself, but the princess didn't notice. She was too busy wondering where Molasar was. Several women began to file into the temple and sit down, and more stood at the back, all desperate to see the ceremony that was about to take place. "Where is he?! Is he having second thoughts, or something?" Brianna said huffily.

"I said not to worry!" Leni reminded.

"He is being terribly..." Brianna started. At that moment, the entire temple went silent, and there, in the doorway, stood Molasar. To Brianna, he looked more handsome than ever. She almost swooned, her heart beating wildly just at the mere sight of him.

"Wow..." Leni breathed, also impressed. It was true that their king certainly was handsome. 

"After today, you shall not be able to look upon him in such a way," said Brianna, rather superciliously. Leni hung her head.

"I was not..." she protested weakly.

"He shall be my husband, not yours," Brianna interrupted.

"Yes," Leni agreed. Molasar turned to look in their direction, his eyes meeting firmly with Brianna's. They gazed at each other longingly, then the Gerudo king made his way towards the altar. The priestess sprinkled incense around, a sweet smell permeating the otherwise stuffy air of the darkened place of worship. Brianna exhaled softly, eagerly anticipating the ceremony. Molasar arrived at her side.

"You are so beautiful," he said, his gaze penetrating her very soul. Brianna felt herself quiver slightly in excitement. She gazed back at him, her blue eyes shining. "You are so special, you are a goddess," he continued, taking her hand, and bringing it to his lips.

"Oh Molasar..." she breathed. He tore his eyes away, turning to now face the expectant crowd.

"Let the ceremony begin! I shall wed my beautiful Westlander princess, and together we shall rule as King and Queen!" he announced. He nodded at the priestess, who withdrew a cruel looking dagger from her belt. Brianna flinched a little, upon seeing it.

"What is that?" she whispered to Molasar.

"Do not be frightened, you shall understand soon enough," Molasar replied. The priestess held up a book in the other hand.

"As in the eyes of the Great Goddess, two shall become united in her great house," she announced. Brianna looked directly at Molsar, who smiled at her reassuringly. The ceremony went on...

Timothy, Aden and Rillar rushed across the plaza, weapons in hand. Faykantra ran behind them. "You must hurry, the ceremony is taking place!" she shrieked. 

"If you had ensured we weren't captured again..." Timothy started.

"Enough! We waste time with such arguments!" Rillar said sternly.

"But..." Aden started.

"No! What is done is done, and we must finish what we started," Rillar said in a firm tone.

"Jeez, I just hate it when girls get all bossy," Aden complained.

"Well, with an attitude like that, we'll never get anywhere!" said Faykantra in an annoyed tone. 

"You keep out of this, you're just a kid," Aden said. 

"Ahem! I just rescued you, and I'm helping you out!" Faykanta protested, her golden eyes flashing angrily. "I didn't have to..." she added. 

"Rillar is right, lets stop this immature bickering," Timothy said, annoyed.

"Well you did start it..." Faykanta pointed out.

"What did we agree?" Rillar demanded, annoyed. Faykantra pouted, looking equally annoyed, while Timothy and Aden shut up. They ran into the temple, then stopped in horror, as they saw what was taking place inside. The Gerudo priestess handed Molasar the dagger, and he slit Brianna's wrist, squeezing a drop of blood out onto the ground below. She let out a small shriek of terror. Timothy remained frozen, seemingly unable to do anything. Then, the next minute, Brianna was doing the same to Molasar, their blood mixing in tradition of the Gerudo.

"I conclude this ceremony complete," said the priestess. "Honour your king, and his wife!"

"No!" Timothy cried, finally leaping forward. Brianna and Molasar did not notice him, they leaned forward in a passionate embrace instead.

"Tim..." Rillar started, the sympathy evident in her eyes. Timothy ignored her, running towards the newly wed couple, his sword drawn. 

"Die, traitor!" Timothy cried angrily. No-one in the temple moved, at once bound by Faykantra's orders. Molasar pulled away from Brianna, looking faintly agitated.

"Ah, so the would-be westlander hero has escaped," he remarked coolly.

"Timothy!" Brianna exclaimed, shocked. 

"Brianna! You have to come home, you..." Timothy started.

"I shall not!" she replied, turning to look at Molasar. He too, had drawn his sword. "Do not fight..." she whimpered, looking distraught at the scenario that was unfolding. Timothy charged forward, his sword meeting with Molasar's. Steel on steel, their blades crashed together loudly. "No!" Brianna screamed, clutching hold of Molasar's arm. He pushed her away, and she went stumbling back against the nearby altar. 

"You shall die, for the blood you have already spilt, you evil fiend!" Timothy exclaimed, blocking Molasar's attack skilfully.

"No, it is you who shall die, for trying to take away my beloved bride!" Molasar retorted. They resumed battle, parrying fiercely. Brianna began to weep, and suddenly hands were upon her, dragging her away, out of the temple.

"No!" she screamed, "no!". 

"It is for the best," said a familiar voice. That was the last thing she heard, as she then blacked out from a blow to her head.

Timothy barely had time to wipe the sweat from his brow as he lunged forward once more, his blade jarring resoundingly against Molasar's. He had been trained well, with only Ewan being able to rival his skill in Hyrule, and of course, Link. Molasar indeed, was good, but the young Triforce Protector knew that he was better. He was far more dextrous, lighter and quicker than the Gerudo, his moves lightening fast. Gritting his teeth, he let his fury fly with a series of vicious parries, which took Molasar by surprise. 

"I shall avenge my dear friend, be sure of it!" he exclaimed, his voice vehement. Molasar's eyes flashed with anger and malevolence as he thrust his blade forward heavily, almost throwing Timothy off balance. 

"I am avenging my father and no-one, not even you, enervated Westlander, shall stand in the way of my plans!" he exclaimed. 

"Think again, for it is you who will not stand in my way, evil murderer!" Timothy retorted, his blade moving quickly through the air and cutting cleanly into Molasar's right arm, clearly drawing blood. The Gerudo recoiled from the blow, shock etched upon his usually smirking face at Timothy's challenge and fury and hatred burned in his eyes as he wiped the blood aside, sending drops smattering to the stone floor of temple. 

"Curse you, Westlander!" he exclaimed in a rage, suddenly launching himself forward, his blade aimed squarely at Timothy's chest. Timothy was too fast, rolling neatly out of the way, nicking Molasar across the shins as he did so. Leaping nimbly to his feet before the Gerudo could recover he swung his sword in a sweeping motion, attempting to disarm him. Molasar was screaming in furious Gerudo by now, cursing and spitting, his attacks clumsy and desperate. Timothy shook his head to himself, wondering however the prince had managed to beat Ewan in a fight. He was going to pieces over Timothy's attack, beginning to make mistakes. In another quick motion, the young adventurer tore the cloak from Molasar's back with his sword, the red material floating to the floor in a pure move of contempt. "You will die, you are foolish!" Molasar screamed, flinging his sword down and jumping towards him, punching him squarely in the jaw. Timothy felt red hot pain rushing through his skull at the blow and stumbled backwards, momentarily disorientated. Clearly Molasar did not care for honour, that was obvious. 

Everything seemed to happen in a blur. He heard shouting and yelling, and the temple rapidly emptied, leaving only himself, Molasar, Aden, Rillar and Faykantra. Brianna was out cold upon the floor. Molasar threw another heavy-handed punch, knocking him down to the floor, his sword flying out of his hand. 

"You cheating fiend!" Aden suddenly yelled, pulling out his own sword and rushing forward to join into the fight. 

"You!" Molasar roared, turning his attention to his new attacker. Timothy scrabbled to retrieve his sword, only to meet with Faykantra.

"Leave this to me, Westlander," she smirked, picking up a heavy-looking urn from the altar. "I hate an unfair fight." Aden valiently attempted to rush forward and strike Molasar, but his fighting skills were not as polished as Timothy's and Molasar dealt with him deftly, blocking the blow with his own sword, sending Aden reeling backwards. Suddenly, Faykantra leapt as if from nowhere, sending the urn smashing upon the Gerudo Prince's head and he stumbled down onto the floor, biting his lip as he fell unconscious. Faykantra gave a small shrug.

"One cheap shot for another," she grinned, before sidling up to Timothy and touching him on the arm. "You owe me, Westlander." He stared at her for a few minutes and then grabbed her, pulling her forward for a clumsy, but passionate kiss. Rillar rolled her eyes and Aden looked annoyed but as they stepped apart, Faykantra was grinning from ear to ear. 

"Is that enough?" Timothy asked, blushing hotly as he noticed the stares from his friends. Faykantra touched her lips with a finger, looking happy. She nodded.

"Yes. Now go, quickly, before he wakes!"

"We must do as she says!" Rillar said, moving forward. Aden and Timothy nodded, both sheathing their swords and turning to lift the unconscious Brianna. There was no time to wast in leaving this forsaken place.

***

After Link had managed to secure himself a room for the next two days at the local inn, he met with Sentri, who was taking a walk along the coast.

"So didst thou manage to get a room?" inquired the trainer. Link nodded.

"There's no one else staying there, I had my pick of the rooms," replied the King. 

"It hath always been the same. Expect a call from the local constabulary, strangers here are frowned upon. Like I didst say, no one travels through this country anymore, unless it's for a very important reason," said Sentri.

"And all this change, it occurred in the last fifteen years?" asked Link. Sentri nodded again.

"I expect the fifteen years have flown by for thee and thine country. But here in Sosaria, time has worn us all down like an age. We are all twenty years older under this regime, twenty years nearer to our own demise," Sentri murmured.

"And we never even knew, but how could we, with British isolating himself like he has," commented Link. Sentri paused. Link stopped also.

"We should not converse of such things in the open. Come, I know of a place where we shall not be interrupted, or spied upon," said Sentri quietly. Link nodded.

"If you think it's necessary," he agreed. Sentri nodded.

"It certainly is."

A short while later, the two were seated in an old mine cave. It was empty of almost anything, and cold. There were a few wooden crates scattered about, and a half burnt candle, which Sentri had now lit. They seated themselves on the crates, hugging themselves in a bid to keep some warmth.

"When you dispose of the Preceptor, thy wilt be taking his place. I am not sure of the Guardian's plans, but thou mayest be required to travel with them," murmured Sentri. Link looked a little surprised.

"Travel with them? They'll spot me a mile off," he protested.

"Not necessarily. Their vision is not good, they are the eyes of the Guardian, their true sight is impeded by those masks they do wear. If the Guardian is not looking, they do not see. Keep a slight distance and thou shouldst be okay," assured Sentri. He went on. "In any case, thou shouldst know a few words of their black language, just in case. Our Preceptor is a lower Preceptor as this town is a small one. He is not expected to speak much in the other Preceptor's presence, nor the Guardian's. But in case thou art issued an order, it wouldst be wise for thee to carry it out, an thou wilt only be capable of that if thou doth understand what is being said." 

"I guess it would be a good idea," conceded Link.

"So, let the lessons begin," said Sentri in a good-natured voice. Link could hardly believe how the man could smile. He himself was already feeling crushed, suffocated by this land's rule, and the presence of evil. He wasn't sure if he could cope a few mere days, never mind the fifteen years Sentri and his fellow country men had had to deal with. 

***

Brianna tried to struggle free from the tired grasp of both Aden and Timothy for the umpteenth time that day. They had fled from the city without a second glance, Rillar leading the way, and Brianna protesting and bawling with all her might. They had stopped for the night, they had run all the way without stopping, and there appeared to be no-one giving chase.

"How can you do this to me?!" demanded Brianna.

"Quieten down girl, do you wish to see us caught?" demanded Rillar impatiently. She could not believe that this was the woman that sweet, kind Timothy had fallen for. But it was always the same. The nice men of this world always had their hearts stolen by some spoilt little princess who had none of the same feelings at all.

"Yes, I would rather that we were caught. That man is my husband, and you can not drag me away from him," cried Brianna angrily.

"That man is a murderer, he is cruel and wicked and lustful, and he is not the kind of man you would wish to name as your husband," said Rillar, glaring at Brianna. Brianna glared back at her.

"You Gerudo, you were just jealous because he picked a Westlander, and not one of his own," spat Brianna. Rillar smiled.

"If you think I am jealous over your marriage to Molasar you could not be more mistaken. I am ashamed to be even the same race as he," sneered Rillar. Brianna scowled at Rillar, looking at Timothy.

"How could you Timothy? You are my friend, why, wait until my brother hears of this!" said Brianna. Timothy looked to the ground. He had not yet had the chance to break the news of her brother's health to Brianna, nor was he looking forward to it.

"I'll be surprised if your brother is around to hear it," said Aden. Brianna stared at Aden.

"Explain your words!" she ordered. Timothy looked to Aden, who stared back. Timothy stood.

"Brianna, come with me, we should talk, alone," he said quietly. Brianna stood with him.

"I hate you for this," she whispered. When she saw the look of hurt across Timothy's soft features, she immediately regretted her words, but that did not stop her from meaning them.

"Please," he said. Brianna nodded, and followed Timothy quietly to a clearing not far from their chosen camp site. Once they were there, Timothy sat down, motioning for Brianna to join him.

"Tim, I love him," said Brianna softly. She looked upset, and Timothy felt terrible for what he had done.

"I am sorry Brianna, but that man, that man you call your husband, he has done something terrible," said Timothy. Brianna stared at Timothy, waiting.

"When you ran off to join him, had you forgotten all about your brother? The brother in which you had sensed something wrong," continued Tim.

"No, but he is 21. He is able to look after himself," said Brianna, feeling a little guilty. It was true that she had forgotten all about Ewan, and the reason why she had been out that morning.

"Your mother is mad with grief over your disappearance. You may love him, but what man takes a mere child from their mother without consent? There is another reason for your mother's grief, it is Ewan. I believe that Molasar tried to kill him. It has been a few days since I last saw your brother. Molasar may have even killed him," said Timothy. Brianna sat there silent. Then she stood.

"I will not listen to your lies. Why do you do this to me? Don't you believe in love? Or me?" asked Brianna, her voice wavering. Timothy stood, taking Brianna's hand. She snatched it away from him. 

"Do not touch me Timothy Westley, do not try and soil me with your lies, because Molasar would never harm another man, unless to protect someone he loved!" said Brianna. She stalked past him, But Timothy grabbed her roughly, holding her tight.

"Brianna! What has he done to you? Where is the girl I knew? The girl I..." asked Timothy, his voice trailing off.

"You destroyed her Timothy when you snatched her away from her true love," said Brianna sharply. Timothy gazed into her eyes sadly.

"Your brother could be dead Brianna. Does that not mean a thing to you?" he asked.

"I do not believe you," stated Brianna simply. Tim let her go.

"I saw him with my own eyes Brianna. While I left you alone with Molasar, I saw your brother. In the mud, a blow to the stomach and the skull. He barely had a pulse, and someone had poisoned him with an untreatable poison. I fetched your mother and your father to his side, and I rode after you and Molasar, to the coast where you had left your horses. I swam in after you, calling your name, but my cries fell on deaf ears. I returned to your mother to tell her of my failure, and she told me I had tried my best, but with tears in her eyes. I sat by your brother's bedside and promised to him that who had put him there would pay for it. But first I promised that I would return his sister, safe and sound, but perhaps I have failed that promise already," said Timothy. His voice was even, but inside he was weeping. Brianna looked into his eyes, and she realised it was Timothy, the sweet and kind gentleman who was her brother's brother, and her friend. Her best friend. He would not lie, not to her, never. 

"Do you speak the truth?" she asked with a sniff. Timothy nodded.

"I wish it were all I lie. It pleasures me not to tell you any of this," said Tim solemnly. Brianna felt her heart breaking in two. She'd always thought it was just a poetic phrase, but to know that her brother was dying, because of her love, it broke her. She fell into Timothy's arms, burying her face into his chest.

"He would never hurt anyone, I know him," she murmured, tears soaking her face and Tim's shirt.

"Maybe I am wrong. But it was also wrong of him to take you away like he did," said Timothy. He did not believe one word of his first sentence.

"He did not take me. I followed him," said Brianna.

"Then he should have not allowed you to join him," said Timothy, leading Brianna back to where Aden and Rillar were encamped. 

***

As Link left the inn that morning, he reflected over what he had done over the past few days. Sentri had tried to teach him the basic language of the Preceptor's, and helped Lin to train. No one had really spoken with Link, but then he had avoided speaking with anyone anyway. Sentri had warned him that there were several loyal followers of British, who were keen to report any odd happenings to the local town guard. Link glanced around, and spotted Sentri walking towards him. The fighter stopped and nodded over to a large crowd gathered around the town hall. He frowned, and pulled out his pocket watch, staring at it critically. He finally snapped shut the case and replaced the watch, his forehead creased.

"Looks like he's started early," murmured Sentri as they drew closer to the crowd.

"Who? The Preceptor?" asked Link in a low voice, halting short of the back of the crowd. Sentri nodded, his face grave.

"Something is happening," he said quietly, his eyes fixed on what the rest of the crowd was watching. Link leaned forward, squinting a little at the figure that seemed to be addressing the crowd.

He was a tall and formidable looking character, and there seemed to be a presence about him, a presence Link knew only too well, a presence of evil. The Preceptor's face could not be seen, for it was hidden behind a twisted mask which hid the upper part of the face, and housed only one sole eye. Link got the feeling that the mask was there for a reason, the bottom half of the Preceptor's face was red and scarred, a thumping knot of veins lacing around the jaw. Cruel and ugly teeth protruded from the gums, sharp like an animals, and not of any human.

"Ark laech fruegkl vremadk!" cried the Preceptor, its tongue being one that Link recognised in the least, despite the fact he was learned in every language in the Demiari. Apparently not, so it now seemed.

"What is he saying?" whispered Link, hardly daring to even speak. Despite Sentri teaching him a few words of the language, he had not been prepared for the manner in which it was spoken, a particularly hideous manner at that. Sentri watched the Preceptor carefully as he paced, his crimson red cloak shrouding round him as a disguise of his true form.

"The opposition is weak, we must strike now, you are all prepared..." translated Sentri even as the Preceptor uttered the foul words from its black mouth. The fighter's expression grew graver as the Preceptor continued to speak, the crowd growing seemingly more restless with each word, every syllable spoken.

"Anghk sfekdk bludk kraken argufuk!!" cried the Preceptor, raising its weapon, a blade of pure obsidian, or a similar material. Link realised as he looked at it he knew what it was.

"The Black Sword!" he gasped, fear tearing at his heart. Sentri pulled Link back, holding his shoulder firmly.

"No, a replica," whispered Sentri harshly. Link paused, looking back to the raised weapon.

"Why?" he asked.

"People knew the sword's power. They also knew who it belonged to," whispered Sentri.

"Who? The Avatar? I thought you said there were many of these Preceptors, won't they all have one?" questioned Link.

"Yes, but not many travel from the borders of their towns, none will know the others secrets," said Sentri. Link nodded, beginning to understand.

"It doesn't have the same powers then? Or Ganondorf?" asked Link, the latter question asked in a lower voice. 

"No, or at least I have never seen them displayed. If it did have those powers though, we would have been surely a witness by now," assured Sentri. Link nodded, taking a deep breath.

"Are they human?" he asked as the Preceptor continued to rant in its hideous language, its harsh voice virtually tearing and Link's eardrums. He winced a little when the creature hit a particularly hideous note, as he waited for Sentri to answer.

"No-one knows. They could be gargoyles, the skin, its hue is the same, but I don't know. My guess is that it is some foul creation created by the Guardian while he resided in the other realm," said Sentri, answering whilst the Preceptor was silent, his voice quiet and the words were rushed.

"Argufg Hellska nedrig gardrikal fakakil!" suddenly roared the voice of the Preceptor. 

"By the goddesses! What does that mean?" asked Link, the volume of the Preceptor's voice shocking him. Link didn't have to wait for the translation as the rest of the crowd roared in apparent approval, clattering weapons and shields together. Everyone began to mill away from the Preceptor, murmuring amongst the Preceptor's screamed orders.

"This isn't good," said Sentri, shaking his head, turning his horse to one side to let people past.

"What?!" asked Link.

"War, my Lord, Sosaria is declaring war on thine own country," said Sentri, looking Link in the eye for the first time since they had arrived in Conim. 

"War?! But why?" asked Link.

"I'm not sure, but what I do know is that you have to get to Hyrule quickly, It will take but a day for Sosaria to organise its troops, we will be on thy shores by the breaking of the next dawn!" said Sentri.

"You mean you've been preparing?" asked Link.

"Yes, for years. It was waiting for the right moment. I thought something would happen before it got to this. I was apparently wrong. Now go, kill that damned beast and take flight to thy own lands. You are the only one who can save thy land now, or at least warn them from this dreadful attack," said Sentri. Link looked at Sentri, before grasping his hand firmly.

"I wish I could give you more. One day I'll repay you, if I can," said Link. He let go of Sentri's hand, then leapt from his horse.

"Farewell my Lord, and wishing thee power and luck," murmured Sentri, before turning and riding off into the departing crowd. Link turned and saw the shadow of the fleeing Preceptor as he ducked around the corner of the town hall building. Link placed his hand on the hilt of his sword, looking to the skies.

"I don't know if you can hear me Zel, but if something happens to me, I love you and my family," he whispered before quickly dashing after the inhumane beast before it ever got a chance to leave.

***

Leigh seated herself on the hill which famously overlooked North Castle, laying the great sword across her lap. She leaned back, closing her eyes, a pain in her throbbing relentlessly. 

Something was not right, in fact, it was quite incorrect.

"Avatar," whispered a voice, it sounded faint, far away, like the echoes of a long ago conversation. "Avatar," it called again, thin and fragile. Leigh sat up, looking about her. Then she looked to her lap, seeing the great gem of the sword glowing and swirling, crease upon crease of shadows and light. She held the sword aloft, eyeing the gem. "Avatar...'tis good to see thee again," commended the voice. A form filled the gem, a face, burning golden eyes, olive green yet transparent skin.

"Ganondorf," murmured Leigh, a flake of memory revealing itself.

"He will slay you with the sword if you present it to him," said Ganondorf, his voice almost lulling.

"He? He will not receive any blade from me, save in his belly," promised Leigh, speaking of British. The weapon was hers, no-one else's.

"Good," crooned Ganondorf, his thin lips spreading back, revealing a smile.

"But then, why should I listen to thee. The spirit of the sword only speaks when spoken to," murmured Leigh.

"Go to the realm of the Underground, beneath the Mountain of Death. You should rule this place, not the Guardian. Raise my army again, assault this place before the Guardian does. He wants it for himself, you are nothing but a catalyst for his plan of dominance," advised Ganondorf.

"Why dost thou advise me?" questioned Leigh suspiciously.

"I fell that you shall make a far more worthy captain of men than the Guardian could ever claim to be," whispered Ganondorf. Leigh stood, invisible arms guiding her. "Go now, to my former abode and prepare, for he shall soon arrive on these shores once he knows that you are not returning. Meet him upon the coast and accost him, his men shall not claim this land for him, it shall be yours, and yours alone," whispered Ganondorf his voice steadily fading. Leigh replaced the sword to her side, then strode forward, towards the path that would lead her to her new home.

"Is that who I think it is?" asked Felicity as she and Queen Tamara of the Fey flew over the plains to North Castle. They had set off as soon as they had heard that Prince Ewan's health was once again restored.

"It must be, she was the only one who could've healed Ewan," said Sprite. They made their way towards her, hovering before her eyes.

"Leigh! Where are you going?!" exclaimed Sprite as she flew before the heroine. Leigh glanced at her, confused by the faces that knew her name.

"None of thine business," she said, walking forward, attempting to ignore the strange creatures.

"But you healed Ewan didn't you?" asked Sprite.

"I did so. News here spreads faster than fire in the night," commented Leigh, walking alone. Felicity flew behind, noticing the sword across Leigh's back.

"You have the Black Sword?" she asked curiously. Leigh turned to stare at Felicity. 

"And what of it?" she demanded. Felicity gazed upon the fair face of Leigh thoughtfully and suddenly noticed a flicker in her eyes; inhuman like. She glanced at Sprite.

"Come on Sprite, we should go and see Ewan," she said quietly. Sprite gave Leigh one last glance before reluctantly catching up with her friend. 

***

Link stealthily followed the Preceptor as he wound his way through the back streets of Conim. His sword was drawn, and Link had never been happier to possess a blade as fine as the Master Sword - well, perhaps with the exception of whenever Link had had to face Ganondorf. The Preceptor hissed under his breath, his crimson cloak swaying by his sides, rustled gently in the wind. Link began to edge nearer, surprised he had not yet been detected. Link continued to track the monstrosity, until he was close enough to strike the Preceptor from the back when the creature turned, his sword upheld, to face Link. Link stepped back, the Preceptor was even more horrific to view close up. 

"So, you, a mere mortal would challenge me?" it questioned, its voice thick and harsh. Link was doubly surprised to hear it speaking his own language, and he took another step back. He quickly braced himself as the Preceptor allowed itself a moment of laughter and then Link leapt forward, aiming for the heart of this evil being, or at least where the heart should be. He was batted aside in one powerful stroke by the Preceptor, and Link fell to the ground, his sword flying from his hand. The Preceptor laughed even more, and went over to retrieve Link's sword.

"What is this little trinket?" it asked, bending over to pick up the sword. Link glared at the Master Sword, and to his relief, it slid into his outstretched hand, upon which he leapt up and plunged the blade deep into the Preceptor's back.

"It's mine," snarled Link viciously. There was a howl of agony, and a bright light split around the blade before the whole body of the Preceptor exploded. Link was showered with wet flesh and blood, among other things, as was the alley around him. He shuddered in disgust, opening his shut eyes and surveying the mess. He noticed among the remains a pair of gauntlets, black studded ones, which Link recognised as belonging to the Preceptor. There also lay the crimson red cloak among the remains, the obsidian sword, as well as the twisted mask that had hidden the Preceptors presumably foul face. Link quickly picked up the four items, despite the gore, then emerged from the alley and out into a main grassland which was headed off by a tall cliff and grass. He was shaking clean the cloak when he noticed a huge presence before him. There, tethered in the middle of all this grass was a huge mount, a great red dragon that made Link suddenly feel very small and insignificant in comparison. Link looked at the gauntlets before slipping them over his own gloved hands. He didn't know, but he had a niggling feeling that within the gauntlets there may be the power to control the huge beast before him. Then Link draped the red cloak about his shoulders, pulling the hood over his face to disguise himself, and walked boldly up to the dragon. At first the huge creature seemed prepared to quite happily toast Link without a second thought, but as it stopped to sniff the air, it caught the scent of the Preceptor on him, and hesitated. Link didn't give it a chance to change its mind, and he quickly leapt atop the saddle and grabbed the reins of the dragon.

"Time to go to Hyrule," he whispered, before pulling the dragon into the air and flying triumphantly over the town of Conim. 

As Link soared over the land of Sosaria, he noticed other forms in the sky. Other mounted riders, whose steeds were the same red dragon's as Links. He began to feel a little uneasy at their presence, and faintly recalled Sentri mentioning there being a Preceptor for each time. If his deception was spotted, he would stand no chance against the rest of them. He could hardly fly away from them, but at the same time, joining them would be extremely risky. Link took a deep breath, slipping on the mask that he had taken, and flew towards the group.

"Breadeak!" called one of the Preceptors as Link flew towards them. Link, who Sentri had attempted to teach him a few words of the black tongue spoken by these creatures, recognised the word as a greeting. He kept his head low, the hood of the cloak long over his face. The Preceptor who had greeted him decided to ignore him, flying in a small circle around the group. Link dared a glance up, doing a quick count. There was seven of them, which meant there were three more to arrive. Link guessed after that, they would all head off somewhere together, but where, he did not know. After a short wait, three more flying figures decorated the horizon, and they gradually became closer and closer, before joining the rest of the Preceptors. The Preceptor whom had greeted Link, then began to speak to the group, and was answered with just nods and grunts. Link barely understood a word, despite Sentri's fine tutelage, but it appeared not to matter, because as soon as the seemingly 'head' Preceptor had finished, he swooped down, leading the rest of the Preceptor's towards their next destination. 

Chapter 11 

    Sprite and Felicity soon arrived in Hyrule Castle, flying past the guards who nodded to Sprite in respect.

"You know, I should've gone to Sosaria with Link," murmured Sprite. Felicity shrugged.

"You could've, but you have more responsibilities now than you did a few years ago. Link may be older, but he can still handle himself. He's probably coming back to Hyrule right now," assured Felicity.

"But how can he be? He wouldn't leave until he found Leigh, and she isn't in Sosaria is she? Of course, he won't know that, so how's he to know that Ewan's okay?" reminded Sprite.

"You have a point, but these Hylians, they have a way of sensing stuff don't they? You know, Link might have felt that Ewan was healed," suggested Felicity.

"No, not Link. He isn't confident enough to go on just feeling, he won't leave Sosaria 'til he knows Ewan is okay, or til he's found Leigh," said Sprite. 

"Well I can't see that there is much you can do. Link could be anywhere in Sosaria by now, and that place is a lot bigger than Hyrule," said Felicity. 

"Mmm, isn't there a spell you could cast or something? You know, detection or something?" asked Sprite hopefully.

"I don't really see how you'd think that would work. Sosaria's too big for a spell like that, there's too much land to cover," said Felicity.

"It was just a suggestion. Where do you suppose Ewan is?" said Sprite, changing the subject.

"He'll be with Zelda probably, I don't expect she'll be letting him out of her sight," replied Felicity. 

"It's just gone noon, so I suppose they'll be eating," reckoned Sprite, flying into the dining hall. Sure enough, they spotted Zelda and her son sitting at the table, eating something that had been prepared by the castle cook. Sprite flew straight over, still unable to believe that Ewan was okay. Felicity on the other hand hung back. It was only right that Sprite had her time with them first. She was Link's Guardian faerie after all, and Zelda and Ewan were part of his family so it only made sense, it did to her at least.

"Oh Ewan, thank goodness you're okay!" exclaimed Sprite. She had to admit to her uselessness in aiding her godson during his illness, and the fact he was now well again was a huge weight off her shoulders. Ewan looked up to Sprite and smiled.

"Well, long time no see," he quipped. Zelda glanced across to Sprite.

"I saw Leigh, she healed you didn't she?" asked Sprite. Ewan nodded.

"Yeah..." he replied, his head turned to his plate.

"She has the Black Sword," continued Sprite. Ewan looked up at Sprite and then to his mother.

"I know," replied Zelda, ignoring the glance of her son.

"How come, I thought it was supposed to remain firmly under lock, key and magic," questioned Sprite.

"It's her sword. She's probably going to destroy it," said Zelda avoiding Sprite's eyes.

"Probably going to destroy it? Probably? Well what's that supposed to mean?!" demanded Sprite.

"The Black Sword? Isn't that what...?" began Ewan. He was ignored by both of them.

"Look, probably? What if she gets ideas? You know, there was an incident down at Mido pier today, people were killed," began Sprite. Zelda glared at the faerie. 

"And what of it?" asked Zelda, getting up. Sprite glanced warily at Ewan, and then quickly looked back to Zelda.

"Well Leigh arrived this morning didn't she?" said Sprite rather pointedly. Ewan also rose from his seat, frowning at Sprite.

"You're worse than my mother. Why is it everyone round here has to attribute anything bad that happens to Leigh? She healed me didn't she?" demanded Ewan.

"At a price," murmured Sprite.

"How do you mean?" asked Ewan.

"That's why she has the sword isn't it? Ewan's life for the sword?" guessed Sprite, staring at Zelda.

"It was a fair trade," said Zelda quietly. Ewan looked at his mother, his frown growing deeper.

"She had a price?" he asked, confused. Sprite looked desperately from mother to son.

"If I might interrupt," said Felicity suddenly. Everyone turned to look at the head of the faerie council. "When me and Sprite saw Leigh, I noticed something odd about her," began Felicity gingerly. Zelda frowned.

"Selina said..." she began, her words trailing off, a nauseous feeling forming in the bottom of her stomach.

"Come on Flis, I wouldn't go so far as to say she was odd, just, anti-social," said Sprite.

"No, something, something in her eyes, like a flicker. You're probably going to think I'm mad, and this is just a wild stab in the dark but it's very possible she could be possessed, or under control, of the mind," said Felicity. Ewan's brow creased.

"But she's the Avatar, surely she wouldn't be susceptible to such an attack," he said, although the theory was sounding likely already.

"But she had been weakened, considerably," reminded Sprite, remembering that day when she had set her eyes on the Avatar for the first time in a decade and a half.

"You don't think she's been possessed by..." began Zelda, the thought that crossed her mind was unacceptable.

"She wanted the sword? Ganondorf is in that sword. It's entirely possible he's managed to get to her, by whatever means. Which means," began Felicity.

"Ganondorf?! Surely not!" interrupted Ewan. He began to make his way to the door. The three woman watched him.

"Ewan, where are you going?!" demanded Zelda following him. Ewan turned, stopping short of the door. 

"He'll be taking her to Death Mountain," he said.

"You can't go, you don't even know if that's the case!" protested Zelda.

"I can't sit around doing nothing. Especially if Hyrule is at risk!" argued Ewan. Sprite and Felicity flew towards Ewan.

"We'll come with you," assured Sprite.

"Thanks," said Ewan.

"Well what am I supposed to do? Sit and wait for you to be killed again?!" demanded Zelda, her voice pained. Ewan stepped forward towards his mother and embraced her.

"It won't happen again, ever," he promised, stepping back.

"I'm coming with you then," declared Zelda, her voice determined.

"No, you need to stay here, in case anything else happens," said Ewan sensibly. Sprite glanced at Zelda.

"He's right," she said. Zelda turned her gaze to the floor, letting out a sigh. Finally she looked up.

"You're right I expect, but I'd just feel better if Tim or someone was going with you," admitted Zelda. Ewan broke out into a small smile.

"Hey, I've got two faeries to protect me, you've nothing to worry about," he said confidently. Zelda nodded and stepped forward, kissing her son on the cheek before stepping back again.

"Be careful," she murmured.

"I will," said Ewan with a firm nod, before leaving. Sprite and Felicity followed.

"Just like his father," commented Felicity.

"And just as handsome," added Sprite. Felicity gave her friend a sceptical glance before quickly catching up with the young prince.

***

Leigh marched in through the yawning entrance of the deserted Death Mountain, glancing disdainfully at the drab interior. Grey and dripping with stifling heat, it was hardly impressive. Perhaps the scale of it was, in the fashion that it burrowed both into the mountain as well as its roots, but Leigh was not particularly interested any way. 

"This is your Underworld?" she asked, talking to herself as much as the sword that lay across her back. She had no answer, but as she went deeper into the mountain, it began to grow darker, and the stench of rotten nothingness filled her lungs. Following passage after passage, driven by some strange force, Leigh eventually came out into the former throne room of the Prince of Darkness. As soon as she entered, there was a hollow rattling, and a stone door slammed down to the earth behind Leigh. She turned, seeing any escape was now blocked. She turned her attention back to Ganon's former domain, seeing bones littering the floor, waste and filth and dead creatures. An ornate frame, which at one time cradled Ganon's evil jar, now lay desecrated and twisted upon the floor. But what interested Leigh was that she was no longer alone. Many cages had been carved into the walls of the room, barred now by metal grilles, but Leigh could hear breathing and movement coming from these darkened cages. But this was not the company she was now referring to. Two figures sat by the throne, tracing their fingers through the waste. They looked up as Leigh entered, standing and squinting through the darkness at her.

"Eh, okay, frow down yer weapons intruder. This is the domain of King Molasar now, so bugger off!" demanded one of the figures, stepping closer. The skeletal warrior that confronted Leigh seemed familiar, yet not in the same instant. 

"Erm, Skoll, int that..." began the other figure, a fat Moblin, whose red eyes wavered in the darkness. Skoll turned to his friend.

"Wot?" he demanded. Leigh drew the Black Sword from her back. 

"Int it that wotsherface? Zelda?" asked the moblin.

"Don't be stupee-d Aspete, it ain't 'er royal 'ighness, it's..." began Skoll, slowly turning back to Leigh in realisation. He took a rapid step back.

"Oh, now I's remember, it's that other one innit? The one who..." began Aspete, who also cut his sentence short in realisation. The both fell to their knees simultaneously.

"Please don't kill us oh wise one, we's don't mean no 'arm, we's was only followin' orders see, of Prince Molasar, 'ees Ganondorf's son yu see," said Skoll quickly.

"Aye, 'ee's right y'know. We wuz only followin' Prince Molasar's orders we was, we 'ave nuffin against yu we don't," agreed Aspete hurriedly. Leigh smiled, and walked past the two, ignoring them. She dusted off the grand throne and sat in it, looking into the sword. There she saw Ganondorf, smiling at her.

"Home at last," he murmured.

"Yes, and now I shall prepare to release thee from thine damned prison," said Leigh, getting up and turning, plunging the blade of the sword into the seat of the throne.

"Yes, that is what must be done, if the Guardian is to be destroyed," whispered Ganondorf seductively. Meanwhile Skoll and Aspete cowered in the corner, wondering what was going on. They had clearly heard their former master's voice, yet could see him nowhere. 

***

 

"So, my pawn doth wish to keep that trinket for herself doth she? That black-tongued Ganondorf has challenged me, and I shall in return challenge him back," muttered Lord British as he paced about his hall, peering into his crystal ball. He had seen everything that had undergone between Ganondorf and Leigh, and he knew where they were. He turned to his 10 Preceptors, who all stood firm before him, cloaked in crimson red. They were his disciples, his doers of destruction, his mouth to the ears of the peasants. "The time hath come mine friends, this is the day we shall invade the pitiful land of Hyrule and claim it as our own. Take thy dragon steeds and fly to thine town, we must set sail within two hours," instructed British. This was the signal his Preceptors had been waiting for, and they kneeled upon one knee in respect, before filing out, preparing to carry the signal across the nation. They were each assigned to their own town, and had been preparing for years for such a signal. Everything would be ready, and the entire army of Sosaria would be upon the south coast of Hyrule before midnight. British smiled as they left, then settled back into his throne chuckling. He would be ready as soon as his men were, and then Ganondorf and the Avatar would wish they had never come back to the forsaken world of the Demiari. 

Link didn't utter a word as he mounted the dragon, along with the rest of the Preceptors. He was amazed he had got this far. Now all that he had to deal with was the fact that he was supposed to get Conim ready to wage war against his own country. And when he could barely speak the tongue of these foul creatures, he knew it was going to be a slight problem. He would have to find Sentri.

***

Link didn't know how he had managed it, but somehow, he found himself separated from the rest of those foul Preceptors, and hovering once more over the town of Conim. He supposed his dragon steed was used to travelling this way, or something like that anyway. He guided his steed down to the ground, landing in the same spot as where Link had first seen the beast. He slid off its back, and looked at it. It knew. It knew he wasn't its master, but it wasn't doing anything about it. He supposed he should feel lucky. But he didn't. His own country was about to be attacked by possibly one of the most powerful countries in the Demiari. There had been no warning, and to be quite frank, he was Hyrule's only hope. He half smiled to himself. He hadn't felt that kind of responsibility for well over fifteen years. His smile turned into an expression of stern resolve. He'd never failed yet for Hyrule, and he wasn't about to start. He glanced back to the dragon. It was still watching him. Link shook his head, then walked back through the alley, making his way towards the town.

When Link arrived, he saw a few people darting in and about the town, but as soon as they say him, or rather the Preceptor, they stopped. Link ignored them and strode forward. He wondered were Sentri would be. He had to be in the town, but where he din't have a clue. He supposed the first place he could try was the inn. He walked forward, people watching him carefully, not daring to move in his presence. He marched into the inn, pushing open the door and walking inside. As he entered, people turned, their conversation halting. Link glanced around, his vision slightly impaired by the mask that he had to wear. Sentri was nowhere to be seen. He let out a disgruntled sigh, suprised at the sound he made. The owner of the inn, watched him warily.

"Is there anything we can do?" he finally asked. Link paused, wondering if he should speak.

"Doth anyone know the whereabouts of Sentri..." he began, his voice sounding dry and harsh. He had no idea of Sentri's surname. "The betrayer," he finished. People glanced around at each other. 

"Last I saw of him was this morn, sire, he may have gone to Anderson the trainer," ventured the bar master. Link waited. He didn't know of any Anderson the trainer. "His home is north of the town hall," reminded the bar master. Link nodded.

"You do not need to tell me that!" said Link, feeling a little bolder.

"My apologies," said the bar keeper humbly. Link let out another snort, then left the inn. He knew where the town hall was. Hopefully, Sentri would be near by. 

 

"Don't look now," muttered Anderson to Sentri as he pulled a fist of arrows from the archery target. Sentri looked, his heart sinking to his feet. It was the Preceptor. Had the King of Hyrule's attempt failed? Sentri keep his hand on the hilt of his sword and waited as the Preceptor approached.

"There's two of us, we could take him on," whispered Sentri. Anderson laughed.

"Art thou mad?" he questioned. Sentri shook his head.

"Serious," he said quietly. Anderson shrugged.

"British would have us killed," he reminded. Sentri frowned.

"We will die anyway," he said. The Preceptor arrived. He walked up to Sentri and grabbed him by his collar. Sentri unsheathed his sword.

"Don't," warned Link. But Sentri still did not realise. His sword came out, flashing by Link's side. Anderson stepped back, unsure what to do. Link threw Sentri to the ground, placing his boot on his chest, turning to Anderson.

"I want every member in this town by the town hall, now!" he ordered gruffly. His voice was muffled and distorted by the mask, and the result was a voice as harsh and ugly as the Preceptor Link had killed. Anderson nodded, backing away before running off to the main part of Conim. Link waited until the man had disappeared, then he ripped off his mask. Sentri stared in surprise, and Link leaned down, offering a hand to help him up.

"By the Virtues! It's you!" said Sentri. 

"I'm sorry about that. Now listen, British wants every town to have set sail in two hours! I can't tell the crowd because I'm not fluent enough in that foul language, so you're going to have to do it," explained Link. Sentri was still overcome with shock and surprise. He finally nodded.

"Of course, of course. But, did British not see?" questioned Sentri, sheathing his sword. Link shook his head.

"No, but I don't know how long this luck will last me. Hopefully to my own shores at least," said Link. He looked down at the mask. It wasn't right. When he wore it, he felt different, spoke different, acted different. He didn't want to replace it. He looked to Sentri. "You will do this, won't you?" he asked. Sentri nodded.

"Good luck, I...I hope thy luck lasts, but I need something to prove the crowd of mine authority" said the fighter sincerely. Link nodded. He drew the black obsidean blade from his belt and handed it over to Sentri.

"That should convince them," he said. Sentri nodded, examining the blade. "Thank you. For everything," said Link. He turned and strode away, unwillingly donning the mask. Sentri watched a moment, then quickly made his way to the town hall. 

***

"What is that?" asked Aden as he spotted a huge ship on the horizon. They had made it through Benlucca without being caught, or too sidetracked, and now they were in a small boat bound for Hyrule.

"It's a ship," said Rillar dryly. Aden looked at her.

"I know that," he said pointedly.

"Then why did you ask what it was?" demanded Rillar. Brianna eyed the pair coldly. How could the talk so casually before her after what they had put her through.

"It bears a flag...of Sosarian colours," said Timothy, dismayed. Had they come so far to fail at this point? 

"Oh brilliant," muttered Aden.

"It looks like a war galleon," continued Tim. Aden sat up, looking across the water.

"It's heading for Hyrule," he observed, the cool feeling of realisation creeping over him. Tim nodded. "You don't think Sosarai are attacking Hyrule do you?" asked Aden meekly.

"That's exactly what it looks like," said Brianna, sounding none to bothered by the situation. Aden rolled his eyes at her comment, it was so annoyingly similar to everything else she seemed to spout these days, negative.

"Yes, well I think it's safe to say we all figured that," said Rillar coolly, glaring at the princess. She was also tired of Brianna's attitude. It seemed that only Tim was capable of tolerating her. 

"It's heading towards us, there's no way we can outrun it," said Timothy miserably.

"We can try," said Aden hopefully.

"And fail," added Brianna cruelly.

"If you have nothing useful to say, do not speak," said Rillar harshly to Brianna, sick of her comments. Brianna glared at her.

"I shall say what I please," she said curtly.

"Not on this boat," said Rillar, narrowing her eyes.

"Just who do you think you are, speaking to me in that manner. Not only am I princess of Hyrule, I may also remind you that I am the Queen of your race," snapped Brianna. Aden and Timothy could only watch as the exchange of words between the two women unfolded.

"I disowned the race that you so willingly married a long time ago, when the father of your husband had my mother killed," said Rillar. Aden and Timothy stared at each other, wondering if Brianna knew who Molasar's father was.

"So this is what it's about is it? You are making Molasar suffer for something his father did!" said Brianna furiously. A callous expression took hold of Rillar.

"Do you know who fathered Molasar?" she asked. Timothy wondered whether he should intervene, but he decided against it, it may be better for Brianna to know.

"It does not matter," maintained Brianna.

"You know his mother? Balayna Anacreon, the greatest Queen of our race?" questioned Rillar.

"Yes...I knew that," said Brianna, suddenly subdued.

"She was in charge of our race when Ganondorf Dragmire returned to rule," said Rillar. Brianna's eyes widened.

"What are you trying to suggest?" she demanded.

"Ganondorf Dragmire is the father of your husband. You have joined two mortal enemies, whose arguments stretch back more than a thousand years in less than holy matrimony," informed the Gerudo. Brianna rose to her feet in an attempt to strike Rillar, but Rillar caught her wrist. "Molasar is as evil as his father ever was. Why do you think he wanted to marry you? Why do you think he was in Hyrule? He is driven by a millennia old obsession, inherited from his father, to obtain that trinket you call the Triforce!" hissed Rillar. Brianna jerked her wrist away.

"No! You are lying!" denied Brianna.

"Look, what does it matter, we have other problems slightly more prominent at the moment," reminded Aden as he desperately rowed with Timothy as the Sosarian ship drew nearer to them. His comment was ignored.

"You know I speak the truth! Why do you persist in denying it?" demanded Rillar.

"He loves me!" insisted Brianna. The shadow of the war galleon fell over them. Aden and Timothy stopped rowing. They both stood as the captain of the ship addressed them. 

"Thou wilt discard all weapons thou dost have aboard," ordered the captain. A small lifeboat crashed into the water as Timothy and Aden dropped all of their weapons. The life boat approached them, four men rowing and one man standing at the bow of the boat. They boarded and searched all four of them, before dragging them aboard their own boat. 

"You have no right to do this!" said Brianna, outraged. They ignored her. 

As the small boat was hoisted up to the deck, Timothy and the rest of them were pushed out onto the ship. Before them stood a man, who probably was the captain, due to the way he was giving orders. However, he didn't seem like any Sosarian Tim had heard about. His face was gentle and set with kind eyes. He looked at Tim directly, and gave him a reassuring smile. He looked away to one of the men who had brought them aboard.

"Take them to my quarters...I shalt be down shortly," ordered the captain. The men looked at him.

"But sir, these are Hyurlian's to be sure! They shouldst be taken to the..." argued one of them men.

"Do as I say Hendy," ordered the captain. Hendy gave in, and along with a few of his workmates, they quartet were led into the ship.

They hadn't been there for more than a few minutes when the captain arrived in his quarters. The room was quite luxurious, with beautiful carved wooden furniture, gold trimming, the lot. The captain close the door behind him, and looked at the four.

"You have no right to do this!" snapped Brianna. The man smiled.

"Yes, thou art quite right to be sure. But thou may not have lasted long in those waters without mine intervention, there is a storm coming, a fearsome one at that. This is solely for thine safety," assured the man.

"But why, you're Sosarian. And surely in such a vessel you're heading to our shores for war?" said Timothy. 

"I have no quarrel with thy nation, nor do most of the men who head for thy shores now, but unfortunately we are held under the grip of an evil tyrant. We have no choice," he explained.

"What? You're talking about that Beast British?" asked Aden. The man nodded.

"Yes, thou couldst say that," he agreed. He continued. "Fortunately, all may not be lost for thine country, for thy ruler doth have knowledge of British's evil plans." Brianna's eyes widened.

"My mother knows?!" she asked. The man looked at Brianna, surprise evident in his face.

"Thou art the daughter of Hyrule's ruler?" he asked. Brianna nodded.

"Yes. Which is why I demand an explanation," said Brianna smugly.

"Of course, of course. It is not thy mother that knows, but thine father. I met him travelling in Sosaria, and helped him escape..." said the man quickly, kneeling before Brianna. 

"Oh please," muttered Rillar, rolling her eyes. The man rose.

"Sir Sentri I'shtel milady," he introduced. 

"Interesting I'm sure, but what're you going to do about this?" demanded Brianna. Sentri had to admit he was a little surprised by her manner, it was nothing like her father's, but he supposed Link did have lesser roots than his daughter.

"Thou shalt all have to remain under deck for the time being, not everyone aboard is as keen to preserve thine life as I, when we reach thine shores, I shall release thee, that is all I can do," said Sentri. And with that, he made a short bow, then left the cabin. The sound of a key turning in the lock could be heard. Rillar turned to Timothy.

"Do you think he can be trusted?" she asked.

"Of course not! All Sosarian's are evil!" exclaimed Brianna. Everyone turned to stare at her.

"Isn't your aunt a Sosarian?" asked Aden. 

"I meant all Sosarian's who lived in Sosaria for the last fifteen years," snapped Brianna patronisingly.

"Well, we don't have much choice either way whether we trust him or not," sad Tim slowly. 

***

As Link soared over the country of Sosaria, he kept his eyes open diligently, watching for anything that could be amiss. From what he had gathered, all the Preceptors would remain with their town until the men were ready to leave. Then they would oversee the men's movement's to the coast, and forward onto Hyrule. He should be the only thing in the sky, but he was holding his breath. If he was spotted by any of the other Preceptor's, they would surely investigate, and his role as Preceptor of Conim would be over. If he could make it over Sosaria without being seen...he just hoped his luck would serve him for that long.

Far down below him, Link could see the golden sands of the Sosarian desert. He should be crossing Geyser not far from now, he paused, wondering if he should navigate around it. He decided it would probably be the best thing to do if he did not want to be spotted. He ragged at the reins of his dragon mount, veering to the west. He soon saw the glittering waters of the Sosarian sea, which was punctuated with many small islands. But not before he heard a deafening shriek approach him from behind.

He snapped his neck around to see what had made the noise and his heart sunk like a stone in water. He had been spotted, despite his discretion, and his luck had upped and left. 

"Human!" shrieked the Preceptor in its hellish voice, pointing an accusing, gauntleted finger directly at Link. Link reached to his belt, drawing the obsidian sword he had obtained from his predecessor. He tore off his mask, throwing it to the sea far below.

"Observant, aren't you?" he questioned sarcastically. His foe screamed in fury and swept towards him, screaming in a language Link did not even want to have heard. Link dragged his steed to the left, avoiding the Preceptor's attack. He left his sword pointed out to his right however, hacking a gaping wound into the dragon steed. It shrieked in pain, its wings flapping wildly, and the Preceptor had to work hard to regain control. Link took advantage of the situation by flying in close and striking the Preceptor against the flesh with his sword. There was a hiss and Link glared at his blade as it melted and warped to the hilt. He looked at the Preceptor, who was now displaying an amused sneer, but Link didn't let him keep it for long. He hurled the blade at the dragon his enemy rode, and it embedded itself in the creature's flesh. Link drew out his Master Sword. "Evil cannot always penetrate evil, but good never fails," he muttered, swooping in a second time and lopping the head from the Preceptor's neck. He didn't even get the chance to scream. The dragon he had rode was twisting and writhing with pain, so much so, it was spiralling down towards the same watery grave as his master. Link gave a rueful smile then steered his own steed back to the direction of Hyrule, back to home. 

Chapter 12 

     As the coast of Hyrule drew nearer into Link's view, he began to feel that something was very wrong. Apart from the small fact that Hyrule was about to come under attack un-warned and unprepared against perhaps one of the most military advanced nations in the Demiari. Link shielded his eyes against the sun, as he laid gaze onto Hyrule.

"Death Mountain," he murmured. He knew he should get back to North Castle, but he
felt a strange pull coming from the former home of Ganondorf Dragmire. He touched down near the old not so secret entrance of the mountain and slid from the dragon's back. He turned to look at his ride, and he could have sworn he saw a grin on its face. He shook his head, walking away, throwing the Preceptor gauntlets to the ground, along with the cloak. He felt much better for discarding those items of doubtlessly evil design, but he knew the relief would not last for long. He was drawn into the mountain by a force he knew to be far from good, a force that he associated with none but his and Hyrule's old nemesis. Ganondorf.

Leigh paced towards the throne, glaring at the sword that held the spirit of her master. He had explained everything to her. The Guardian, the one who assumed he was her master, had taken her soul from her. Of course something was needed to fill its place and a former spirit cohort of Ganondorf's had employed itself. She was to obey his rule and no-one else's. She stopped at the throne and looked at the sword, the gem in the hilt glowing malevolently. She grasped the hilt with one hand and withdrew it.

"It is time," whispered Ganondorf.

"It is time," agreed Leigh. She withdrew the gem from the hilt and smiled into it. Then she threw it to the ground, the smashing of glass echoing through the cavern. "Welcome home...master," she greeted. 

Purple smoke coughed from the smashed gem, swirling around trying to establish a form. 

"I have no form," complained Ganondorf.

"No, thy spirit was trapped in the gem, but thy body has long since rotted," explained Leigh. A snort of anger split the cavern.

"Then what use am I?" he demanded, the smoky form floating towards the pedestal where the Triforce of power had once stood. 

"Thou canst take on any form thou wouldst like, that is available of course. For example, thou could inhabit the body of one of thy worthless cohorts," suggested Leigh, smiling a little at the thought.

"WHAT!?" demanded Ganondorf.

"Thou didst hear my words," said Leigh, stalking off.

"But, then that means that I could take on your form..." began Ganondorf. Leigh turned to stare, but his form had shifted. 

"I think not," she snorted. Ganondorf growled. He was loosing his grip on her, this defiance was not expected.

"You have no choice in the matter," he snarled.

"Thou wilt find that I do," she replied. She stepped back in shock as Ganondorf tried to invade her mind, but he had no success, well, maybe he did. She fell to her knees, shaking her head, all of her power draining from her. What was happening? She leaned forward as a wave of nausea crashed over her. Ganondorf cursed. He had only resulted in ridding her of the soul he had planted there. He slowly smiled as he suddenly registered the information he had just gathered as he had briefly invaded the Avatar's mind. He could take Link to the void, and battle him there. 

"Aspete, Skoll!" he demanded, the two crawled out of their hiding.

"Er...yes master?" they asked in unison. Ganondorf looked at them carefully. What had ever possessed him to create and employ such fools, they were both incompetent idiots. He glanced back to Leigh. He had almost killed her in his attack. It was no sore loss to him. The destined hero would never stand a chance against him in the void. He began to laugh at the thought of the hero trying to harm him. It would be impossible. Aspete and Skoll stood staring at each other.

"Er..." they began. They began to slowly retreat. Leigh meanwhile, was trying to stand, but with limited success. She made her way to the throne, where the sword lay. She tried to get up, but she fell back down, slamming against the cold, stone throne and slipping into unconsciousness.

***

Link followed the corridors of Death Mountain to the very centre, amazed that he could still remember the exact route. As he drew nearer and nearer, he could feel the invisible, almost choking force of an evil presence. He began to wonder whether this had been a good idea, especially considering that Hyrule could be invaded any hour now. Suddenly, he heard an echoing laughter ring through the mountain, and deep in the pit of Link's stomach, an uneasy feeling stirred. Ganondorf. He swallowed and wiped a bead of sweat from his brow, his palms becoming damp. So his instinct had been right, but what puzzled Link was how he had escaped, if that was indeed the case. Then he remembered Leigh, and her new attitude. If she had gone to the castle to retrieve the sword, she could have released him, but he couldn't fathom why she would do that in the first place. At the moment it was the only explanation he could think of, but he prayed to the Goddesses that it wasn't so. He gingerly stepped into the old throne room of the mountain, keeping to the shadows. He saw a figure slumped against the throne, and realised that it was Leigh. By her side was the Black Sword, and scattered about her were the broken shards of the gem prison. Ganondorf was nowhere to be seen, and there were no other signs of life. Sword still in hand, he stepped forward out of the thick darkness and into the dull light provided by the many lit torches. He idly wondered if Skoll and Aspete were still around, he hadn't seen them in years. Still keeping an eye out for any signs of danger, he slowly reached the throne and leaned down to take a look at Leigh. She was out cold, but she had a pulse. Link stood up looking around.

"I know you're around here somewhere!" he yelled as loudly as his lungs would permit. There was a deep, booming laughter as a cloud of purple mist materialised around him. "What in the void?" asked Link, stepping back. He saw nothing but purple smoke.

"So we meet again hero! Really, nothing could pleasure me more. Of course, while you have aged into an elderly weakling, my powers have done nothing but grow in force. This time you will die," promised Ganondorf, or rather his voice. Link coughed at little as the smoke filled his lungs.

"I doubt it," was all he could say. Ganondorf laughed, amused.

"I see that you are as foolish as ever, Link," he observed.

"And I see that you still possess the exact pig-headed attitude," muttered Link, referring back to the form Ganondorf had once been.

"Well...it seems that I still have a link with the spirit world, so come hero, and fight me in my own dimension!" beckoned Ganondorf. Link had no opportunity to refuse, and he watched in a mixed feeling of confusion and horror as the smoke dissolved, leaving behind their new surrounding. 

***

Aden let out a sigh as they four of them felt the ship crash against land, and they all broke their silence at once.

"Thank goodness we're back in Hyrule," commented Aden.

"What makes you think the situation is any better now that we've landed? They could release us and shoot us down as we left," said Brianna rather haughtily. 

"That's if they do release us," murmured Rillar, eyeing Brianna in an annoyed fashion. Timothy was the only one not to say a word, and they all fell quiet again as they heard the sound of footsteps approaching the cabin. The door was flung open, and there stood the captain of the ship. 

"We have landed, so now is the best time for you to leave, before the Preceptors arrive to signal our attack," he said in a lowered voice. Brianna looked slightly irate at this comment.

"Attack? What makes you think that your puny hoard of warships and amounts of men will even make a mark against Hyrule?" she asked. 

"Perhaps because Hyrule has no notable army," said Rillar slyly. Brianna shot her a look of displeasure.

"Please, you must leave now. An attack may not even take place, but if it does...come, follow me," motioned Sentri. The four stood and followed Sentri through the cramped corridor of the ship until they reached a ladder that led up to main deck. "I hope all of thee can swim," he mentioned as he pushed open the hatch above him. He climbed out on deck, where he and the rest of them were met by a mix of rowdy cheers and whistles. 

"Are they going to swim home sire?" demanded one sailor, brandishing a sword. Sentri gave the man a small smile and helped the rest on deck.

"Indeed they are. These waters are infested with creatures most foul, but I am sure they shall not be much of a problem for our four friends," said Sentri, whipping a small dagger from his belt. 

"Can't we keep them lasses?" asked one voice from the crowd.

"You most certainly shall not. I would rather be eaten by the creatures of the deep than even spend another moment with any person on this damn ship!" proclaimed Brianna furiously. Sentri reached forward and pulled Timothy towards him, pulling back one sleeve on the young man's arm and pressing the blade against it.

"Do not take offence sir, this is the only way," whispered Sentri, before shoving Timothy away towards the edge of the ship. There were more cheers and grins from the other sailors aboard, and the sound of metal against metal could be heard as several drew their swords.

"Now dear sir, you can either walk home from here, or perhaps thou wouldst like to test the mettle of mine crew," suggested Sentri loudly. He jabbed his sword into Timothy's back. "I think it very reasonable of mineself to give thee a choice," he added. Timothy took a deep breath and stepped forward over the rail of the ship and into the water. Sentri quickly turned as he heard as Timothy hit the water below, and held his sword up again.

"Wouldst any of thee like to join him?" he invited. 

"I certainly will, I'm not spending another moment on this ship," said Rillar. There were a few laughs at this remark and Rillar dived overboard, leaving only Aden and Brianna behind. 

"Erm...can't we come to a different kind of compromise, my swimming isn't all that good," asked Aden. Sentri grabbed Aden and swung him overboard. A faint yell of surprise could be heard as he fell over the side of the ship and into the water with a resounding splash. Sentri turned to Brianna, his eyebrows raised.

"And thou?" he questioned. Brianna looked over the edge of the ship tentatively. She turned back.

"As I have already mentioned, I would rather perish to the creatures of the deep than to any Sosarian ever!" she announced before walking off the ship. The last thing she heard before hitting the water were the jeers and calls of the crew of the ship, then she was submerged in freezing cold water.

It wasn't long after when Brianna found herself ashore, cold and shivering, Timothy kneeling over her. A look of relief passed his face as she came to, which soon turned into a smile.

"Come, we can't waste much time. The nearest place of shelter is Death Mountain, we've all agreed on it. We can stay there while one of us heads to North Castle to warn your parents," explained the young Triforce protector. Brianna managed a faint change of expression, but it was little more than a frown. Tim helped her up, Aden and Rillar were already standing, both dripping wet and soaked to the bone. "It shouldn't take that long to reach the mountain, then you can rest," said Timothy kindly to Brianna, helping her along. Aden an Rillar began walking ahead, Rillar still astounded as to why such a nice, gentle man such as Tim had fallen for a woman such as Brianna. 

***

Ewan marched through Death Mountain, hoping he wouldn't be too late, but he knew he could hope all he wanted, it had already happened.

"I can't believe Zelda, giving the sword to Leigh like that," muttered Sprite.

"She had to," reminded Felicity as the two faeries flew behind Ewan. He tried to ignore the two of them. Something had happened to Leigh, and he had done nothing. He could've stopped her, or he should have at least tried.

"Ewan, do you know where you're going?" asked Sprite suddenly. Ewan stopped. He had only been in Death Mountain once or twice, with Timothy and Aden as some immature prank. That had been well over five years before.

"Yes," he finally answered, even though his memory of the place was foggy.

"It's just, I can always remember going down that corridor," pointed out Sprite as they passed the opening.

"Well uh, so did I," said Ewan, retreating back a few steps and following the new branch. It turned out that Sprite had been right. Less than ten minutes later, they stood at the thresh-hold of the Throne room of Death Mountain. Ewan regarded the room with surprise as he saw there was a small group, standing in the middle of the cavern, talking heatedly. He recognised one of the voice's immediately, that of his sister. "Brianna!" he called, racing forward into the open. The group ceased conversation and turned to see the newcomer.

"Ewan, you're okay!" said Timothy, surprised, yet relieved at his appearance. If anyone could talk sense into Brianna, it would be him. Ewan stepped forward and nodded.

"No, thanks to that bastard Gerudo," said Ewan angrily. Timothy nodded. So he had been right. Molasar had tried to kill his friend. Ewan turned to regard his sister.

"Thank goodness you're okay! I've been worried sick about you," said Ewan, hugging her. She pushed him away. "What is it?" asked Ewan. Rillar stepped forward.

"You are this girl's brother?" she questioned. Ewan turned his attention from Brianna, and nodded.

"Yes, and you might be?" he asked.

"Names do not matter. What matter's is, is that that foolish girl who stands by your side is infatuated with the very man who tried to kill you," stated Rillar. Ewan's gaze snapped back to his sister.

"What? I thought you'd been kidnapped by him or something!" exclaimed Ewan.

"Actually, I don't think that's the problem," murmured Aden, speaking for the first time since Ewan's arrival. They all stepped away to reveal Leigh, who was slumped on the floor, barely alive. Ewan rushed over to her, but she could not hear or see him.

"What happened?" he demanded.

"She came round a minute or so after we arrived. She said something about Ganondorf being released," said Rillar. Ewan felt her neck for a pulse. It was barely there. He stood up.

"Then where is he?" he asked loudly, drawing his sword. 

"We haven't seen him," said Timothy. Felicity and Sprite appeared in the crowd, having already heard most of the conversation.

"This isn't good," said Sprite.

"If his spirit was released, he won't have any solid form, he could be anywhere, as anything," said Felicity.

"Where's Link when we need him?" asked Sprite, obviously distressed. Ewan turned to his friends.

"Aden, Tim, get my sister out of here," he ordered. 

"We came here for shelter," said Aden.

"Shelter against what?" asked Ewan.

"Hyrule is being invaded by Sosaria," retorted Aden. It wasn't an answer. Ewan stared.

"Well then you must get back to North Castle at once and warn them!" he stated, wondering if this day could get any worse.

"Molasar is in Hyrule," added Timothy. 

"Yes, he is," added a new voice. They turned. Molasar stood there, glaring directly at Ewan. 

"Molasar!" cried Brianna, running forward. Rillar grabbed her arm, pulling her back.

"He will kill you," she warned. Brianna tried to struggle from Rillar's grip, but she wasn't as strong as the Gerudo hunter.

"She wants to be with me, so let her," said Molasar. Ewan leaned towards Timothy.

"Get her out of here," he said. Timothy nodded.

"Should I stay, I could help," asked the young fighter.

"No, I have to see this out alone, I need you to make sure Brianna gets home safe," said Ewan. Timothy nodded and walked over to Brianna, taking her by the arm. He spoke softly to her, then he, Aden and Rillar led her out of the cavern, despite her objection. Molasar watched her go, but he didn't move. He turned his attention back to Ewan.

"I thought I'd finished you off," he said. Ewan shrugged.

"Sorry to disappoint you," he apologised, but he didn't mean a word of it. 

***

The feeling of this place very much reminded Link of his time in Nagul's tower, fifteen years ago when he had been there with Leigh. It was not real, he knew, but it felt so damn real he was fooled into thinking and feeling everything despite it being no more than an illusion. He suddenly realised that he no longer had the Master Sword in his grip. There was a deep, mocking laughter as Ganondorf saw Link's reaction, and he took a form before the hero's eyes, his own form.

"Are you ready to die?" questioned Ganondorf. 7ft tall, or so he seemed, Ganondorf towered over Link, dressed in the black leather Gerudo uniform of kings. His flaming red hair, his olive skin and his burning red eyes, they were all too familiar to Link, despite the fact he had not set eyes on Ganondorf in a long time except in dreams. 

"Never!" said Link. 

"Well it's a pity, because I do have the obvious advantage," sniffed Ganondorf as he glanced down. "It's hard to be a hero wrapped in chains, I think you'll agree," snickered Ganondorf gleefully as he paced about, looking down upon Link, who was bound to a stone altar with dagger-sharp chains, that cut across his wrists, legs and bare chest. Just to breath was enough to draw blood from Link. A rancid stench caught Link, burning his nostrils with the smell, making him almost want to wretch. It was a foul moxture of freshly cut meat, the sweet stink of blood and another scent was mixed in, one of decay. Ganondorf had drawn his trademark black, obsidian knife, which sharp lines glinted gleefully in the painfully bright light of the sulphur stinking fires that surrounded them. As the Gerudo Lord proceeded to run the knife across Link's bare skin, the hero tensed at the cool touch of the blade as if to escape its scathing kiss, but this resulted in far more pain for him as his slight movement caused every finely sharpened chain that lay over his skin to shift and bite into his flesh, like the thousands of razor sharp teeth Link had been subject to when he had fought dozens of hungry bagu-bagu's who held delight in the mere taste of human scent in the air, never mind the taste of human flesh on their skinless lips. "You really do disappoint me, Link. You have grown lax in your last few years, and you have failed to teach your son how to duel to the death," murmured Ganondorf, taking delight in seeing his old enemy suffer. Link gritted his teeth, dreading to think of his bed bound son, but remained wordless. "Of course I can hardly scold you for that. I suspect you didn't even know I had a son who would one day take on your own," continued the Gerudo. Link felt him twist the knife into his side and he arched in pain against the stone alter, the sharpened chains feasting at his flesh once more. Ganondorf sniggered, and leaned close to Link's face, eye to eye. Link met his challenge, holding his stare, the pain he was enduring served nothing but to spurn him on. Ganon's lips twisted into an amused smile. "The ever present hero, I have dealt with every generation of your family, I hoped you would be the last, but it was never you who was the weak link in the chain was it? It was your son, Link, and you know it," said Ganondorf grinning. Link did not know how Ganondorf had got his form back, but he suspected they were not in Link's dimension any more, but another. How else had he come to be in such a position? If he had been knocked unconscious he certainly did not recall it. 

"You are desperate Ganon. There will never be any weak link in any generation of my blood. You know that. While my line still lives you will never have this world," said Link sternly. Ganondorf laughed.

"So true, so true. But your son is the weak link. He will not continue your line," smirked the Gerudo. Link glared at him.

"You have no idea," he muttered, the chains still cutting into him. His pain was unique, excruciating even. He couldn't recall a time where he had physically suffered so much, but he was relieved in a way. Mental torment was so much more painful. Ganondorf again appeared amused by Link's words.

"I have no idea?" he asked, sounding quite surprised by Link's accusations. He continued. "Your son, so torn he will be at losing the love of his life, will vow never to love another woman in quite the way he loved his first." Link stared at Ganondorf, the words slowly taking sense in his own mind.

"Leigh...?" he half asked, his voice a scratch strained compared to his normal tone. Ganondorf smiled at Link, nodding.

"Despite your Kokirish blood, you still have some mind apparently," he observed. 

"You're lying," muttered Link. Ganondorf laughed aloud, then took a step back along the altar, poising his knife over Link's heart.

"They say that the courage of the Triforce is harboured in your heart. I've always wanted to find out if it was true," mused Ganondorf, grinning evilly at Link. Link took a breath, the heat of the fires burning down his face.

"You can try Ganon, but you probably wouldn't be able to face raw courage," Link said sharply, his wrists beginning to strain against the chains. They cut his skin savagely, but he didn't care, if he could break the chains that held him... Ganondorf inhaled deeply, turning away from Link.

"It's a good job for me that you met that damned princess of yours before you did the Avatar. The children you could have had with that woman would have been far more of a handful."

Ganondorf sniggered at his words, or rather at what he was about to say, "Like father, like son, I suppose. Good thing she did die I suppose, I would dread to imagine what the children of her and your son would have been like. Possessing the power of all three Triforces and the blood line of an Avatar, that would have made my ambitions in life rather hard indeed," mused the Gerudo King. Link let out a silent cheer as he tore the chains apart from his wrists. He pulled the rest off and stood, regardless of the sharp edges tearing his palms to pieces, and faced the back of Ganondorf. He clenched and unclenched his fists, blood pouring from hundreds of scratches inflicted by the chains. Ganondorf was still faced away, still unaware of the hero's escape. Link paused, wondering whether to attack now, or to wait, fight the man face to face with true courage. He smiled ruefully, then raised his bare foot and kicked Ganondorf squarely in the back, sending him hurtling forward and to the floor. He let out a roar of anger and leapt up, turning on Link.

"Foolish boy!" snarled Ganondorf, as a sword as tall as Link materialised in his hand, barbed like the snout of a swordfish. Link gulped a little, but still did not let his fear show. Ganondorf swung the weapon towards him, and Link side stepped, desperately grasping for some way to make this a fairer fight. "This is going to be so much fun, I think I shall play it out slowly, savour the moment," continued Ganondorf. Link gritted his teeth and stepped backwards again, curling smoke tendrils grasping at his boots. He glared at Ganondorf, wondering perhaps if he could bring forth his own weapons, as his nemesis had done. He stared at his hand, envisioning his Master Sword, pleading it to appear. Something flickered between his palm and fingers, and before anymore could occur, Ganondorf swiped down upon Link with his weapon. Link leapt back as a crack of electricity split the air, the weapon appearing in his hand. He looked up at the infuriated Ganondorf, smiling.

"You shall not harm me with that puny thing!" snapped Ganondorf, trying to cut Link in half. Link again nimbly evaded Ganondorf's attack, glad for the practice he had had in Sosaria.

"Why do you try Ganon? Every time you do, you fail! You've been trying for over a millennia now, but still, you are thwarted by some puny Hylian whose body is now worn by time!" taunted Link, slashing Ganondorf across the hand. There was a hiss as the blade glanced off him, but no mark was left. Ganondorf looked down at Link grinning.

"This time, it will be different," he promised. Link tried to strike him again, but the sword just glittered and faded, the hiss of steel against stone filling his ears. For some reason, it wouldn't penetrate the armour Ganondorf wore. Ganondorf just laughed, taking another clumsy shot towards Link, who fended off the blow with his sword.

"Only my rules apply here hero. I am invincible!" proclaimed Ganondorf. Link grunted and pushed Ganondorf's blade away with his own. 

"Don't be too confident about that," he warned, delivering a crushing blow to Ganondorf's chest. The grin disappeared from the evil prince's face, and Link displayed one of his own as Ganondorf staggered back from the blow.

"I see that you still have strength in those bones I have yet to break," observed Ganondorf.

"More than you could know," promised Link, hitting him again. Ganondorf batted Link's sword away and cleaved down with his own sword, ripping through Link's shoulder. Link gasped in horror as he fell to the floor, the wound was closer to his neck than shoulder, but it still hurt like no other injury Link had ever endured. Perspiration began to break out, smarting at his back, his face, under his arms. Blood flowed freely, and Link began to feel faint. He staggered up to face Ganon, his sword now held by the hand of his undamaged arm.

"Does that hurt?" taunted Ganon. Link glanced at his arm. This wasn't real, none of it. He turned back to Ganondorf.

"Not as much as this is going to hurt you," threatened the King, before swinging his sword against Ganondorf's chest, against his arms, his legs, his shoulder. Ganondorf staggered back with each blow, but he still bore not one scratch. As Link stood, exhausted by his efforts, Ganondorf began to snigger, then laugh. He threw up his arm clutching his sword, then crashed it down against Link's weary body. Link gritted his teeth as metal bit bone, and blood spewed from the new wound, that stretched from his shoulder to his naval. He was lucky, the wound was only a scratch, not deep enough to send forth his vital organs spewing, but it still bled. Link fell forward on his knees, letting out a strangled cough, and plunging closer to the floor, he only stopped himself by pressing one hand against the ground. A shadow fell over him, and he raised his eyes upwards, to see Ganondorf standing over him, a smirk forming across his bitter lips. Maybe Ganondorf had meant it when he said he was going to savour the moment. Ganondorf was the only thing keeping him alive. 

***

Ewan stared at Molasar hatefully.

"But how...?" began Molasar, staring at Ewan. Ewan frowned.

"You thought you'd finish me off that easily?" he asked. Molasar touched the tip of his blade thoughtfully.

"Yes, I suppose it was an easy fight," he mused. Leigh was stirring.

"You caught me off guard, besides, this time you won't find it so easy," growled Ewan in a low voice. He wanted to go and help Leigh, see that she was okay, but he got the feeling Molasar was not about to sympathise with his situation.

"We shall see," murmured Molasar, taking a step forward. Ewan followed suit. Their swords crashed together angrily, but it was Ewan who stepped back with the recoil. He stood there, smarting for a moment. He was out of practice, he hadn't realised how long he had been ill for. Molasar stepped closer wearing a smug grin on his lips. Ewan stepped back, shaking his head.

"Good always prevails," he reminded himself. Of course it did. In his father's time anyway. The grin upon Molasar's face grew wider.

"History doesn't always repeat, it is our time," contradicted Molasar proudly.

"I don't think so," muttered Ewan, lunging forward and striking towards Molasar, steel meeting steel. He parried furiously forward, forcing Molasar into retreat, but the evil son of Ganondorf Dragmire was a learned swordsman. Maybe even more so than Ewan. Just as Ewan tried to catch his breath, Molasar began to attack, Ewan stepping back, swinging his sword to the left and right, deflecting the fearsome blows of the Gerudo King.

"If you give up now, I would grant you a clean death," promised Molasar, his voice patronising as he attacked the prince of Hyrule once more.

"I would rather bleed to death on my own sword than ever surrender to you!" spat Ewan, deflecting another blow with his sword. It was time to turn the battle to his advantage. They fought diagonally across the floor, striking again and again their metal with one another. It was just a matter of who would make the first mistake. Their eyes blazed and they drew their breaths raggedly, but neither man was about to give up.

"Before I kill you, do you have any last requests?" asked Molasar snidely. Ewan glared at Molasar.

"That I kill you first," he grunted, before glancing his sword across Molasar's left wrist. Molasar snapped backwards just in time, stumbling backwards for a moment. Ewan advanced upon Molasar, no emotion but pure hate filling his heart. As he was about to bring a deciding blow to Molasar, he heard voices from above.

"Watch out Ewan!" they cried. Ewan turned, just in time to dodge a blow from Aspete, who up until now had been lurking, hidden in the shadows. Ewan turned and delivered a crushing jab to Aspete's ribs with his sword. The moblin tottered backwards, gasping for air, when Ewan sensed Molasar approaching. He dropped to the ground and rolled to his left, missing what could have been a deadly strike if it had been struck. He scrambled to his knees, and aimed a one handed smash towards Molasar's vulnerable self. Molasar cursed in pain as the sword tore through his flesh, and he stepped away, holding his side. At that moment, more company entered the great hall. 

Leigh, who was sitting by the throne, feeling washed out and weak, raised her head to see who had arrived. Lord British. She clutched the Black Sword in her hand, sweating profusely. She felt nauseous, and confused. She didn't even recognise where she was. She couldn't even remember who she was. When she had released that daemon from the sword, something had left her along with that spirit. She screwed up her forehead in effort as she rose to her knees, using the sword to support her. It was a massive weight, barely even liftable. British looked around in interest, then headed straight towards Leigh. She let out a dry cough, surveying the scene. She didn't know where she was, how she had got there, but it did not matter. Faint images remained in her mind of the terrible acts she knew she had committed, though they seemed like the left over residue of a bad dream. She knew they were not images of some nightmare however, and that they were terribly real and they weighed down upon her, crippling her soul. Then she realised where she was. And who she was, and what she had done. She let out a short gasp in realisation.

"Oh God," she whispered. Lord British strode up to her. 

"Ah, I see thou doth have the sword," he said, seemingly pleased. Leigh took a sharp breath.

"You're here?" she asked dumbly. She couldn't remember a thing at first, but it was all flooding back at an alarming rate.

"Indeed Avatar. Here to claim what is rightfully mine," said British smoothly. Leigh looked at his outstretched hand, and then to the sword.

"You want the sword?" she asked. He smiled at her in a patronising fashion.

"Yes, the sword Avatar, give it to me," he commanded. She looked at him again. She knew that he couldn't have the sword.

"Perhaps I don't think you should have it," stated Leigh bravely. British smiled.

"Is that so?" he asked, laughing, his eyebrows raised. Leigh nodded, although she wasn't feeling entirely confident about doing so. "You wish to have a duel?" he questioned.

"Richard, are you still there?" she asked hopefully, adopting the man's first name. He smiled and stepped close to her.

"Some part of thou dost vainly hope that thou shalt be able to reach him, truth is, he left a long time ago Avatar." A sly grin formed across her old leige's face. "Dost thou think thou can kill me with a clear conscience now?" 

"Do I have a choice?" Leigh asked weakly. British gave out a loud laugh. 

"No, I think thou dost not," he whispered, stepping close to her. Then he stepped back, as Leigh watched in horror as he transformed from the familiar Lord British to his true, original and horrific form. 

Leigh glared at the Guardian, it was the first time she had laid her eyes on him, in full form. The facade of Lord British had melted away to reveal a great red brute, seven feet tall and nothing but muscle and skin. Leigh gripped her sword in both hands, steadying herself. She wondered where the strength had come from for her to be able to hold the thing. The Guardian sneered at her, his thin lips peeling back to reveal jagged rows of broken, yellowed teeth.

"Thou doth know that thou canst never defeat me Avatar, so why doth thou persist in wasting thy precious little time?" demanded the Guardian, his flame yellow eyes burning into her own. Leigh's lips formed a grim smile as she slid one hand past the hilt and onto the blade of the sword in a tender caress. The Guardian stared at her questioningly. 

"And let it be known that the blood of the hero sent forth to vanquish the evil Protector is the only tool possible that should truly destroy him. Soaked upon the hand and the hilt of any item fashioned by the eternal hero, 'twill be the weapon to send the daemon to his final doom," spoke Leigh, her voice loud, clear and unwavering, as if read from a book. She split open the palm of her hand on the black blade, blood springing from the wound like a crimson river. She grasped the hilt of the sword once again with both hands, blood soaking the hilt.

"And unto the demon the fatal blow shall be dealt, burning away the sins of both the daemon and the hero, thus destroying them both," finished the Guardian smugly. Leigh swallowed, licking her dry lips, knowing if she went through with this, her life would be ended as would his.

"I have no sins to kill me," she stated, even though she knew the truth. She remembered things, things she knew she herself could have never done. So why had she done them?

"Dost thou not remember? Thy exploits whilst I had possession of thy soul?" sneered the Guardian. She blinked. So that's what happened. At the Shrine, he had taken her soul. That had not been her, someone else had done those things. Yet it did not excuse her, she, as the Avatar, should have been able to fight his grip. She had no choice but to make amends for what she, or her body had done, even if that meant death. She stepped bravely forward, eyeing the Guardian carefully. "You can not do it Avatar, it will mean my end as well as thine. Why not side with me, then we shalt both be immortal, threatened by none, rulers of all," tempted the Guardian. Leigh stared at him, her heart wrenched. She had thought she had foreseen her death a long time before, but what she had seen had not been death. Now she knew her life was going to slip away from her, and here the Guardian was, offering her a chance to live.

"I'll see you in the void," retorted Leigh, letting out a cry and leaping forward, preparing to strike with the weapon. The Guardian stepped back, producing a weapon of his own, and deflected the blow of the Avatar. She staggered away queasily, her heart pounding. Her first attack had failed, her first chance, perhaps her last. She didn't know if she had the strength to fend him off much longer, and if she died before killing him...it wasn't even worth thinking about.

"No Avatar, for I shall never return to the void, whereas thou, thou wilt spend thy eternity there!" stated the Guardian, lunging at Leigh. Despite her weakness, Leigh still had the strength to fight back, and fight she did, striking and clashing her sword against his repeatedly. He caught her side with his own weapon, tearing through her flesh, pain flashing through her causing her to fall back, clattering against the ground. She watched in desparation as the Black Sword flew from her hand and away from her, before she was distracted by the looming shadow of the Guardian.

Leigh turned her eyes upwards, her heart slowing as she glanced momentarily to the ugly wound across her side. The Guardian smiled down at her, his amber eyes glowing in anticipation.

"Thou couldst have had so much," he murmured, his voice in its usual thick tone, with the usual smugness in there too. Leigh's eyes dared to wander back to her weapon, which was sticky with her own blood. Her own hand was hurting, but it was nothing compared to the pain in her side. "It never was really fair was it, Avatar? Here I am, a daemon granted with many powers, and what did the gods pit me against? A human from another dimension who, granted, is better at sword play and magic than the average Sosarian, but what else? Thou art powerless compared to me and the gods expect you to lose your own life in order to kill me. But why shouldst thou do that when they have done so little for thee, Avatar? Join me, join me and live, experience powers thou never couldst have imagined!" beckoned the Guardian once more. Leigh cringed as a wave of pain overtook her. Why did he want her to join him so much? Perhaps he was afraid. Why hadn't he killed her dead that very moment? He certainly could have.

"Okay," she croaked in a thin voice, "okay." The Guardian looked surprised at her submission, but equally as pleased.

"Finally, I wilt be able to help thee realise powers thou never even knew thou had," he promised. He pointed his sword over her heart, then snickered throwing it away. Leigh watched, confused as he walked to the Black Sword and picked it up. Leigh tried to ease herself up, but the cut across her side wouldn't let her. The Guardian turned grinning at her.

"This is what I needed," he murmured, walking back over to her. He poised the black tipped blade over her heart, and Leigh stared.

"What..?" she began. The Guardian smiled.

"I don't want thee turning on me at the last minute," he explained. Leigh watched, frozen, as he cleaned her blood from the hilt of the sword, still grinning down at her. "Changed thy mind?" he questioned. She let out a shaky breath, wincing again as her side reminded her of the battle they had had minutes before. She closed her eyes, trying to collect her thoughts. "Avatar?" her thoughts were intrupted and she opened her eyes. The black blade of the sword was poised over her heart, the Guardian gleaming down at her. The sword was raised, and as it plunged towards Leigh, she let out a scream of protest, rolling away, the blade galncing off her arm as it did so. She bounded to her feet and turned to face the Guardian, weaponless, but also strangely fearless. Perhaps she had accepted she was going to die. "I doubted you would ever see it through, it was just as well you escaped then, or had you come to the other side, you would have been a lot harder to deal with," murmured the Guardian darkly, throwing the sword to one side and striding up to her, seizing her by the neck and lifting her into the air.

"Where is thy strength, Avatar?" he mocked, his eyes staring into her own. Before she could even attempt to answer, he smashed her against the ground, a whimper of pain escaping her lips as every bone in her body shook on impact. The Guardian stood before her, one long-nailed index finger pointed at her, a bubble of electricity forming at the tip. "Such a disappointment. If thou wert going to fight me, thou shouldst have checked thou hadst the means, Avatar. But now, as all will, thou shalt pay for thine mistake," promised the daemon, before releasing the bolt of energy towards her at a frightening speed. Leigh tried to move, get out of the way, but it hit her too fast, in the chest, and all she saw was the eruption of the impact as it smashed into her. Gasping in pain, her hand flew to where the bolt had struck, and in utter disbelief, she realised she was still alive, despite a gaping wound left by something that surely should have killed her. Her eyes shot to the Guardian, who loomed over her, glaring insanely at her.

"What?!" he croaked, and in a fluid motion, the Avatar leapt to her feet, and laid her hands on the Black Sword which the Guardian had so carelessly neglected. She turned just in time to deflect one final blow from the Guardian who was still regarding her in utter amazement. "No mortal could have survived that!" he shrieked angrily. A thousand thoughts ran through Leigh's mind, but she couldn't find it in herself to pronounce a single world, and she plunged the sword, which hilt was still sticky with blood, into the awed daemon.

The Guardian staggered back, clutching at the wound as thick, black blood inked from it. He scrabbled at the blade, trying to remove it, but she held it fast. "No," he whispered, staggering back a few more steps. "No! Damn you Avatar! Damn youuuuuu!" he screamed, rays of light erupting from around the blade. Leigh kept a firm hold of the hilt, the skin on her hands beginning to burn. The daemon's eyes rolled over, focusing upon her own, the embers in his eyes burning into hers. "DAMN YOUUUUUUUU!" The ground beneath them began to shake, and the Guardian exploded, the blow sending Leigh flying across the cavern, slamming into the wall before falling to the ground on her back. The bitter taste of blood engulfed her, she had bitten her tongue. She tilted her head to one side, spewing the vile taste onto the cavern floor. 

As the explosion shook through the cavern, Ewan turned to see Leigh on the floor of the cavern. His momentary distraction cost him as Molasar caught him across the shoulder. He winced and turned back to Molasar, slashing ferociously at him with his own weapon.

"Aren't you going to attend to your lady love?" jeered Molasar, parrying the prince's blows.

"Yes, but first, I have to deal with you," snarled Ewan, knocking Molasar's sword from his hand, and kicking him in the chest. He dropped his own sword, punching Molasar's face, and pushing him to the ground. He kicked him in the stomach, once, twice, before leaving him coughing and spluttering. He ran across to Leigh, falling to his knees by her side.

"Leigh!" he called. Her eyes were open, staring to the roof, and her chest was steadily rising and falling. Blood leaked freely from the flesh wound inflicted by the Guardian in her side, and the more horrific wound in her chest, but she could not even feel the pain of either wound. Blood and perspiration smeared her face, and she was shivering. A horrendous pain was creeping through her, every breath she took drew her nearer to her demise. Ewan grabbed her hand, shocked by the coolness of her skin. Leigh closed her eyes as she felt Ewan's warm skin against her own. She had killed the Guardian, but not without consequence. Her life was slipping away, and there was nothing she or anyone else could do. She began to breath slower, trying to delay the pain. She turned her face towards Ewan, her eyes half open. He stared at her, his handsome face cut with concern and grief. She gripped his hand, an indescribable pain ripping through her. Ewan felt her flinch, and he gently brought her hand to his lips, trying to coax some warmth back into her.

"Is he...dead?" Leigh finally asked, pausing as she spoke. Ewan dragged his gaze from hers and looked across to the spot where the Guardian had last remained, there was nothing there now but a pile of black, charred ash.

"He is," said Ewan hoarsely. He grabbed his cloak, draping it over her, trying to make her feel a little more comfortable. 

"Ewan, this is the end for me," confided Leigh, her voice so painfully strained, raising her hand and tracing Ewan's jaw line tenderly. 

"No, you can live through this," insisted Ewan, shaking his head, a painful lump forming in his throat.

"No, I deserve this, all those things I did - he had to pay, so did I," gulped Leigh, trying to lick her lips to bring a little moisture back to them. Each breath she consequently took began to cause her greater torture.

"It wasn't you," said Ewan in a low tone.

"Yet it was. I..." began Leigh, but her sentence was interrupted as another wave of agony crashed over her. She clutched at Ewan's hand. "Don't leave me," she begged, the last thing she ever wanted was to die alone.

"I will never leave you," promised Ewan. Leigh looked up at Ewan, smiling despite her pain.

"I never loved any man, save you," she whispered hoarsley. Her hand dropped from his face, but he caught it, grasping it to his heart.

"I'll never love any woman as I love you," he told her, leaning down and tenderly brushing his lips against her. As he drew back, Leigh gazed at him.

"I'm so sorry," she apologised, murmuring softly.

"No, don't be," said Ewan. He grasped around his neck, tearing away the ankh that Leigh had given him when they had last parted. Leigh gazed at him questioningly. She could feel that her end was near. "You said... you said that you didn't deserve to wear it. That you would return for it when you were worthy. To me you always were, but now, you know in yourself that you are," explained Ewan, he pressed it into her hand. Leigh looked at him.

"Keep it Ewan, keep it and remember me." Her grip on his hand loosened, and her eyes slid shut for the final time. Ewan felt the life bleed from her, he watched as her chest rose and fell slower and slower but before she finally passed on, away from all of her pain and misery, she managed to breath a handful of words.

"There is some good in this, you just don't know it yet..." she promised, before her own voice failed her, as did her heart.

"Leigh no," murmured Ewan, half choked with grief and tears. He leaned down, pressing his lips against hers for all too a brief, bittersweet second. He drew back from her, letting out a shaky breath. He clutched the ankh in his hand. "Somewhere there's a place where we can both be together, I'll meet you there," he vowed, stroking back her golden hair from her forehead with a tender hand.

Chapter 13 

     As Ewan was about to stand, he felt the cold prick of steel pressed against his neck. A sickly feeling enveloped him.

"Too bad about the Avatar, but let's face it, she's already well outlived her welcome," sneered Molasar. Ewan swallowed nervously. He closed his eyes, anger filling him, pain filling him, remorse, regret, fury, hate all filling him at once. He stood slowly.

"As have you," he stated, drawing his own sword and whirling around. He surprised Molasar with his suddenness, and caught him off-guard. He charged forward attacking Molasar with furious swipe after swipe, Molasar powerless to do anything but to defend himself. "You will pay for everything! You dirt, you callous, evil, vile, foul creature whom calls himself a King and a man. How dare you try and kill me? How dare you steal my sister and try to corrupt her to your ways, you will die for your sins, because you shall truly receive the fate that you so sorely are entitled to!" snarled Ewan so viciously, he not only gave Molasar cause for fear, but also for himself. But Molasar was a strong fighter, and he managed to withstand the barrage of Ewan's attack. 

"Your sister came with me of her own choice, brother-in-law," retorted Molasar. Ewan glared right back at Molasar across the flying sparks produced by their ever-clashing swords.

"Lies!" yelled Ewan angrily, smashing his sword against that of Molasar's. 

"Nothing but the truth," Molasar sneered, glad to see Ewan loosing his grip on his feelings.

"No sister of mine would ever have succumbed to you!" growled Ewan, his iron stare holding to that of Molasar's constantly.

"Then perhaps Brianna is not your sister," bit back Molasar, his blade skipping close to Ewan's throat.

"One thing's for sure, you won't remain married for long," vowed Ewan, stepping back to avoid Molasar's strikes, before lunging forward to deliver his own.

The two fought for further minutes, exchanging angry stares and blows, neither gaining the upper hand. "This meeting is far more interesting than our last," commented Molasar over the clash of metal. Ewan just glared, his mouth a line of grim determination.

"This time it's my turn," he finally spoke to the son of his father's nemesis, and with one powerful swing of his sword, Ewan knocked Molasar's own weapon from his hand, leaving him defenceless. Ewan pushed Molasar roughly against the wall, his sword at his throat.

"Ewan, no!" suddenly screamed a female voice. Ewan turned to see his sister. She had returned to the cavern, having broken from Timothy's and Aden's grip after they had dragged her away. Molasar let out a half laugh, half choke. Ewan turned back to him.

"While her love still lives on for me, you can not murder me," sneered Molasar callously. Ewan looked back to his sister, who stared at him pleadingly. Molasar took the prince's moment of indecision to turn the situation to his advantage. He kicked Ewan to the floor and drew his dagger, plunging it towards Ewan. Ewan looked to his side, seeing his sword inches away, and in one swift motion he grabbed it, arching it through the air and cutting through Molasar's stomach. He rolled away just in time as Molasar collapsed to the floor. Ewan stood up, surveying the scene as blood spilled out from underneath Molasar's body. Brianna let out a cry and ran forward, turning Molasar over to see his face. Molasar snatched at her hand, staring into her eyes. "Never...forgive...him," he managed to half say, half croak before he let out a strangled gasp, blood bubbling at his throat. Brianna let out a cry of horror, stepping back, her hand over her mouth. She turned to Ewan accusingly.

"You..." she gasped harshly. "You killed him!" Ewan stared at his sister.

"Would you rather your brother dead?" he asked, for it was truly obvious to him that if he had not killed Molasar, it would be him there lying in a pool of blood. Brianna eyed him hatefully.

"Yes." 

Ewan stared at his sister, shocked and upset by her plain answer. He shook his head in disbelief and rushed towards her, grabbing her by the arms.

"You... you don't mean that!" he insisted. Brianna shrugged free of his grip.

"I loved him," she said bitterly, glaring at her brother hatefully. Ewan followed her gaze to Molasar's limp body. 

"He would have killed me," said Ewan, his eyes never leaving his sister. How could she be so blind? Brianna glared at him.

"He was defending himself," she stated. Ewan raised his eyebrows.

"He attacked me, Brianna, he already tried to kill me once, he left me for dead. He is Ganondorf Dragmire's son!" Ewan told her, staring her in the eye. 

"You could have let him live," she muttered.

"Why? So he could try and kill me again. What's wrong with you Brianna? Has he possessed you or something?" demanded Ewan.

"What? Like your lover do you mean?" asked Brianna scathingly. Ewan took a step back. 

"Don't even bring her into this. She died to save her country, this country, this world," said Ewan. Brianna smiled slyly.

"She released Ganondorf Dragmire, she has as good as destroyed this world!" she said. Ewan frowned.

"I'm not going to waste a second's more breath on you," he muttered, turning away from his sister, disappointed, hurt and confused by her behaviour. Timothy and Aden suddenly appeared, breathless.

"Brianna!" called Timothy. He ran over to her, ignoring Ewan. Aden joined Ewan.

"You killed him?" he asked the prince, speaking of Molasar.

"Yes, much to her highnesses disappointment," said Ewan dryly. Aden noticed the distracted gaze in his friend's eyes and followed it. 

"I'm sorry," he murmured, when he saw Leigh's broken body.

"So am I," spoke Ewan softly, he looked towards his sister. "How did she escape you?" he asked.

"She sort of slipped out of our hands. She ran down another corridor, and we couldn't find her, then we sort of, um, got lost..." explained Aden, looking to the ground. Ewan looked around the cavern. Three were dead, but only two had deserved to die. He walked over to Leigh, his head bowed. He still couldn't believe that she was gone. He kneeled by her side, a lump fast forming thick in his throat. Staring down at her blood-stained body made his heart feel heavier than the mountain he knelt in. Blinking back forming tears, he took her hand, stroking it softly with his own.

"Where are you now?" he murmured, watching her grief torn face. She had died in so much pain, even in the end, it had not been easy. Never had Ewan dreamed that love would be this way. It was all about courting and gifts and marriage. Not about this. Not about pain and grief and death. She was still young, like him, but now she was dead, dead because she had valiantly killed one of the evil entities of this world. Justice, Ewan thought dryly, there was no such thing. He knew his feelings for the woman before him had been no infatuation. He had loved her with his heart, his mind, his soul, he would have died for her in a heartbeat, he would have taken her place without a second thought. He turned to look at his sister, who was being consoled by Timothy as she knelt by Molasar's body. He shook his head. Surely his sister had not loved Molasar. But if she had...Ewan looked back at Leigh, his heart wrenching at the sight of her. He had had to kill Molasar, or he himself would have been dead now. He idly wondered if his sister would have mourned for him? He sighed. Perhaps he should've let Molasar take his life, for he had not much to live for now. His first love, perhaps his only love was dead, and the sister he adored more than anyone in the world was a stranger to him whom hated and loathed him.

***

Link swayed uneasily on his feet, trying to avoid the cackling Ganondorf. He should be dead this very moment, even though he had struck Ganondorf more times than he could count. The sword had no effect but to tire Ganondorf, and at the moment, it wasn't much use to him. Ganondorf had not struck him again, not like he had before, but Link was in enormous pain, more than his body was capable of withstanding.

"You're doing well hero, your courage is lasting, but your time will come when you beg me for mercy, and for no more pain, then you will bend to my will and do as I say without question!" boomed Ganondorf proudly. Link blinked, swinging his sword against Ganon's solid form. It did nothing more than harmlessly skip away, and make Ganondorf pause from his mockery for a moment. Link did not know how long they had fought, but it felt like more than an eternity, and he didn't know how much longer he would last. One thing he knew was that he would rather die then ever beg for mercy from the evil wizard. "Your intentions are valiant as they are courageous hero, but you are a fool to think you can last for much longer. I will crush you like an insignificant insect once I have had my fun, then I will continue to crush your world," informed Ganondorf with great pleasure. Link struck again with a one-handed strike, the sword almost slipping from his hand this time, lubricated by the sweat and blood that soaked his palm. This time, the recoil of the sword sent Link stepping back, but Ganondorf paused again, amazed at the stamina of the Hylian. He shook his head, wondering how much longer it would take Link to break, if at all. There was a sudden ripple through the arena, and a bright light shone in one corner of the cavern, the smoke receding away from it. Link turned to stare at the light, shielding his eyes as he did. He suddenly felt an ice cold chill grip him, and noticed that Ganondorf was stood, motionless, an evil sneer about to form across his face. Out of the light stepped a figure, dressed in pure white, a white aura surrounding them.

"Leigh?" asked Link wearily. It was indeed her, looking more beautiful, more radiant than she ever had at any time that Link had seen her. He tried to step towards her, but found himself as motionless as Ganondorf. She walked up to him, and laid her hands on him, a warmth infecting his body, his weariness and pain evacuating him, his wounds sealing up and vanishing.

"You can defeat him Link, if you can leave this place, you can beat him," she promised, her voice barely a whisper. Link stared at her.

"How...?" he began.

"Use your virtue Link, use it and you will master him," she advised, before beginning to retreat.

"No! Wait...are you still alive?" asked Link before she left. She turned to look at him.

"I am here because of my death, but you are here as a guest. Keep it that way Link..." her words trailed off and she vanished into the light. Link stood silently still as it dawned on him as to where he must be. The Void. He looked down at himself, still smeared with blood and drenched with chilling perspiration, but every wound Dragmire had inflicted had been healed. There seemed to be a strange ripple about the arena, and Link noticed Ganondorf was back in business.

"What happened?" growled Ganondorf in confusion, staring at Link's healed form.

"Something for you to think about!" Link grinned, focusing all of his courage at the tip of his sword, before throwing a two handed blow into Ganondorf's stomach. Instead of the sword bouncing off, it sunk deep within, and Link was surprised at the softness of Ganondorf's belly. He pulled out the blade, examining the black blood that coated it. Ganondorf looked down at himself, blood slipping up his throat. Link struck him again, pushing him back. "Your rules only?" he questioned with a grimace as the sword tore through Ganondorf's side. Ganondorf let out a growl of fury, and plucked the sword from his side, flinging it away.

"You may have your courage and your strength, but you will never possess the power that I behold!" screamed the Gerudo, throwing his weapon aside and raising his fist, a red glow of power forming at his fingertips. He let out a growl of triumph as he hurled the red ball of electricity towards Link, but the Hylian was quick to react and he skipped to the side, rolled to the floor just in time to avoid the huge bolt of magic that sent shock waves through the arena as it crashed into the point Link had seconds before stood at. Link grabbed his sword from the ground and began to watch Ganondorf carefully. And that he did, Ganondorf reached out his hand, and his weapon flew back to his palm, and he strode over to Link, delivering a furious barrage of attacks at every angle and place he could possibly strike. Link could do nothing but defend, his sword becoming an object of defence rather than offence. He staggered backwards, gritting his teeth every time Ganondorf struck him, but to his relief, he remained unharmed. His bones and body may have been bruised by the force of the blows, but as yet, Ganondorf had failed to injure Link as he had before. Despite the attack never seeming to end, Link eventually found himself falling into Ganon's pattern of attack, and as he slowly mastered this, he found himself sneaking in a few deft and sly blows of his own. 

Ganondorf cursed under his breath, infuriated by the weariness that was beginning to take hold on him. His power was being worn down by this mere mortal, and this was not the way the script had been written. As Link scathed across his abdomen with the tip of his sword, Ganondorf let out a cry of rage, crashing his own sword against Link's. Link fell backwards, shook through to his very soul, and he had no action but to watch as Ganon prepared to bring his weapon crashing down towards his chest. He closed his eyes, drawing up all his courage, remembering the Avatar's words. 

"Use your virtue," he murmured, opening his eyes. He felt the sword strike him, but it did not tear through him as he had expected. He felt no pain where he should have, his chest was not ripped and churned by the serrated edges of Ganon's blade. He was not even scratched. He met eye to eye with Ganondorf, and the Gerudo Lord drew back in confusion, preparing to finish Link as he deserved. Again, Link felt that blow, like someone was striking his chest with a hammer, but he was not crushed under the blade as he surely should have been. Link grinned at Ganondorf, who now gazed at him with hatred, fury and utter contempt. "Someone up there likes me," mused Link, before pushing himself up and rolling away from another attempted death blow. He reached out his hand and his trusty blade flew snugly into it, just in time for Link to turn and deflect a rage filled blow from his enemy.

"Yes hero, but someone right here wants you dead," reminded Ganon, sweeping his weapon towards Link. Link barely had the time to react in order to defend himself, but thankfully his reflexes were as swift as they ever had been, and he was able to save himself from any serious injury, but he was left shaken by the attack. Ganondorf sneered.

"Where is your courage now, boy?" he demanded. Link frowned at the adoption of his old name, the one that Ganondorf had created many years former to this moment. 

"At the tip of the blade in my hand, about to be planted into that foul heart of yours!" declared Link, who grasped his sword in both hands and sunk it deep into Ganondorf's startled chest. The Prince of Darkness staggered backwards, emitting a strangled cough.

"No!" he wailed gruffly, trying to tear the burning blade from his throbbing heart. Link twisted the blade grimly, watching as Ganondorf tried to extract the blade.

"Yes," he contradicted. The expression of agony that had drawn itself across Ganondorf suddenly took on a different form, as a dry laugh began to escape his lips. 

"This is not, and will never be over..." he warned, before shattering from the tip of Link's sword, dispersing into a thousand pieces that simply faded away. 

Link looked around in surprise, his sword dropping to the floor, wondering if Ganondorf was defeated or not. Hyrule's Hero stood there silently for a moment, running one hand across his brow, waiting, waiting for something, anything, a sign. 

"This...will never be over..."

Link jumped at the voice, the echoing whisper that could not be defined as real or unreal. Had he heard it in his head, in his mind, had it been an echo? Or was it Ganondorf, the enemy of not now just Hyrule, but this entire Demiari, still here as he had threatened. Link hung his head, it was always the same. Ganondorf would be here a long time after Link was gone, every other hero before him had had to live with it, but he had never dreamed that he would. 

"You'll lose Ganon, every time, no matter what, you'll never win," called Link, before pausing, waiting for an answer. Nothing replied but silence. Shaking his head, Link sheathed his sword and walked over to the blue light portal that had formed in the corner of the arena. He gingerly stepped into it, and gritted his teeth as the scenery poured away from him and reformed back inside the bowels of Death Mountain.

Everyone turned as they felt a disturbance wave through the cavern, and Ewan gaped in surprise as he saw his father. He ran forward, steadying his father, who looked dead on his feet.

"Father?" he asked, concerned. Link grasped hold of his son's shoulder, hardly believing the sight before him.

"Ewan?" he asked, spluttering the words.

"Yes, but how...?" began Ewan as surprised as his father. Link suddenly remembered Leigh, and threw his gaze across from his son, around the great cavern. He saw her, lain across the floor, and he slowly returned his gaze back to Ewan.

"She's dead?" asked Link, his forehead creasing. He still couldn't believe it. Emotions that he had buried long ago sprang back up, threatening to engulf him. Ewan followed his father's gaze and slowly nodded.

"She, she helped me..." whispered Link.

"Helped you?" questioned Ewan. Link paused. Had they known about Ganondorf? They must have, or why else would they be here.

"From Ganondorf. He won't be bothering us anymore..." said Link vaguely. He hoped there was more truth to those words than he felt. Link turned and looked at the faces around him. He looked at Ewan. "Did she save you?" he asked. Ewan hung his head.

"Not directly, but she saved this damn place, I could do nothing to repay the favour," admitted the prince.

"Who killed her?" asked Link. 

"She died killing the Guardian. He is dead too," said Ewan. Link nodded, not sure what to say. He saw Brianna, sobbing and on her knees by the body of some other soul he did not recognise. He left his son and crouched by his daughter's side, laying one hand soothingly on her back and speaking to her softly. Ewan watched, wondering if his father even knew the man his sister mourned. Timothy approached Ewan, a sad gleam in his eye. Ewan cleared his throat, not wanting his voice to break as he spoke to his friend.

"There is no consoling her," said Timothy sadly. Ewan looked across to his sister.

"No. I will never forgive myself," said Ewan, looking to the ground. Timothy looked at Ewan sternly.

"You can not say that. He had to die Ewan, you know it," said Timothy.

"Yes, but so did Leigh. That doesn't mean I should accept it. If my sister truly loved that man, then perhaps it would have been better to spare his life," said Ewan.

"He was evil Ewan, pure and utter evil! He wanted your sister for nothing more than to take the throne of this country, why on Demiari would you spare his life?" demanded Timothy. 

"Because my sister loved him, why, if she could find something to love about him, she of all people, then surely he could not have been that bad," explained Ewan.

"Brianna always saw the best in people, Ewan, and you know it. Sometimes, she was too forgiving," said Timothy, his voice trailing off. Ewan merely shrugged.

"Yes, well perhaps I was too rash in my decision, the blow I struck need not to have been fatal, but it was," said Ewan.

"It is too late now Ewan, what is done is done," said Timothy rather sharply. Even he was surprised at his statement, but the way he felt about the whole situation didn't leave him feeling his normal, calm self. Ewan looked at Timothy.

"That doesn't mean I have to accept it," repeated the prince darkly. He turned away from his friend and walked over to Leigh's body, picking her up in both arms. Then, without a further word, he strode out of the mountain. Timothy paused then called to him.

"Ewan! There are Sosarian's out there ready for war! Wait!" he yelled, before chasing him out of the cavern.

Link looked at his daughter, who sat deep in thought, tears staining her pretty face. He looked back to the young man that she seemed to be upset over, but he couldn't say that he recognised him. He suddenly felt a presence behind him, and he looked up to see a beautiful Gerudo woman looking down upon him. He stood up, greeting her.

"Who are you?" he asked.

"Rillar, I was a companion of Timothy's and Aden's during their stay in my country," she explained. Brianna stood.

"Father, can we leave?" she asked, cutting off any further conversation the two may have had. Link turned to his daughter and nodded.

"Of course," he assured. Hugging his precious daughter tightly, he took her arm an led her from that place. Rillar, unsure of what to do turned to Aden, who looked paler than his usual self. She saw him swallow as he looked to her.

"This is unreal," he murmured.

"Yes...yet every inch of it is real," acknowledged the Gerudo.

"Poor Ewan...and his sister too," said Aden sadly. Rillar let out a short snort.

"Perhaps it will do the royal children good to learn of a little hardship. What does not destroy the soul can only make them stronger," said Rillar. Aden looked at her.

"If you'd known Brianna...before, you might feel sympathy for her too, and as for Ewan, well he never intentionally hurt anyone, even if he was a jerk at times," said the Hylian. 

"Come, we should leave this place, I feel a great evil hides within these walls," whispered Rillar. Aden took one last look around then nodded.

"Yeah...it doesn't end here though does it...outside, those Sosarians," remembered Aden.

***

 

The newly appointed lord quickly spurred his mount on, approaching North Castle. The Guardian was dead, he knew it. Every man had suddenly been released from the awful spell cast by that awful being, and realised what had happened. He had been made lord there and then, and it was his task to convince Hyrule to renew the countries alliance. Sentri was almost mesmerised by the sheer beauty of it, it was indeed the most magnificent castle in the Westlands. The moat shimmered in the late afternoon sun, while the tall, white turrets rose up high across the skyline, capped with blue slate roofs. The purple and gold flag of the country fluttered proudly in the breeze. Sentri felt sad, as he remembered his country's own castle. Once the finest landmark in Evian, now little remained but the ruins, a blackened fort built on top. As he came towards the drawbridge, he slowed down his horse to a trot, and headed on to the gate. The portcullis was down, two guards sat in the guardhouse next to it.

"Please, let me in, I must speak to thy queen at once!" Sentri said. One of the guards peered closely at him.

"You speak with a Sosarian tongue! We will have none of your sort here, be gone!" he said angrily.

"Please, it is urgent. I have news, we art no longer at war with thine fair country!" Sentri replied.

"Word was sent from Saria that your men had landed on our shores for battle!" the guard replied.

"T'was a spell, a spell! Mine men shouldst never have been there, but Sosaria has been a prisoner for years, its people under the control of a vicious daemon! But now he is dead, and we are free!" Sentri exclaimed. The two guards looked at each other, and started muttering. "Please, let'th me speak to thine fair queen!" Sentri pleaded.

"If what you say is true... but we do not believe your accursed country!" the other guard said.

"It is important!" Sentri said. Eventually, one of the guards left, and heading towards the castle. Sentri waited quietly, until he returned, the other guard keeping a very close eye on the Sosarian. After what seemed like ages, he returned.

"Her Majesty will speak, but on the condition that you go into our hall weaponless," he said.

"Yes, yes, but of course! Gladly!" Sentri said, hastily dropping his sword to the ground, along with his bow, shield and a concealed dagger. The guards checked him for further concealed weapons, and seemingly satisfied, they escorted him to the Throne Room at the back of the castle.

The room was long in shape, with a large, leaded window at the far end. The room had little furniture, but was richly decorated, and contained many portraits of previous rulers. A red carpet led right to the far end of the room, straight down the centre of the grey flagged floor. Two thrones stood on the a platform there, but only one was currently occupied. Queen Zelda of Hyrule was sat in it. She rose, upon seeing Sentri, and he gazed at her, amazed at her beauty. There had always been rumours that the Grâtia-Illustrísquídams were one of the most beautiful looking families in the Demiari. Their line was one of the oldest in the world, and so pure that they retained the god-like looks of the original Hylians. It was evidently true. Not only that, but Zelda commanded a sheer presence of great wisdom and power just with her expression alone. Sentri had a feeling she could be difficult to convince. He quickly knelt before her, removing his hat.

"Your Highness..." 

"And you may be?" she questioned.

"Sir Sentri I'shtel, fair Queen. I have been appointed the Lord of Sosaria, now our old ruler is dead," he introduced. Zelda narrowed her eyes, looking displeased.

"A Sosarian? So it is you who leads the unwarned attack upon my land!" she exclaimed angrily.

"No, no! That is over, we art freed!" Sentri tried to explain.

"I should have you all hung for your foul deeds! Sinking my ships, killing my men, attacking my country..." Zelda said, ignoring his words, and counting off on her fingers.

"T'was an evil daemon, who didst possess the mind of our good Lord British!" Sentri replied.

"Oh, really? And do you really expect me to believe you?" Zelda asked coldly. Sentri sighed.

"I'm begging thee, Your Highness," he said. "Thou art well known in this world for thine fairness. I hope thou shalt giveth me a chance to explain." Zelda bit her lip, obviously in two minds.

"Sosarians are born liars!" she finally shot back.

"Please, my lady... I know people here, they shalt vouch for me. Your husband for one..." Sentri started. Zelda stared at him.

"You know Link? How?" she demanded.

"We didst meet many a year ago, at the funeral of our Avatar, but in his recent journey to Sosaria to find aid for his son, we didst meet again. Last time I saw him, he was well," Sentri said.

"And how long ago was that?" Zelda questioned. The anger in her face had melted away, now showing plain worry. 

"T'was not long... he was heading back to Hyrule... but I do not understand why he is not yet arrived," Sentri replied. He watched Zelda swallow, realising that she was obviously very worried indeed. Her imposing attitude of earlier had all been a facade, employed to disguise her anxiety. "I am sure he doth live," he tried. Zelda shook her head.

"Who knows what could have happened to him in your cursed country!" she said angrily.

"Fair Queen, this is Link that we doth converse of! The greatest hero in Demiari!" Sentri said.

"Tell me more of this daemon you talk of!" she said, suddenly changing the subject. A shadow passed over Sentri's handsome face. 

"The Guardian. Never before hath there been a more fouler being, save thine enemy, Ganondorf," he said. Zelda winced at the mention of her old nemesis. 

"And he possessed British, but how?" she asked.

"To this day, I shalt never know. But it all didst start over fifteen years ago..." Sentri said darkly.

"Of course! When Leigh fell from the tower... and then British declared our alliance was over!" Zelda said, nodding.

"We didst not know back then... and without our Avatar, who hadst travelled to Serpent Isle which lies beyond the realms of thine world, we wert powerless to stop him," Sentri said sadly. "Corrupted our fair land became, as the Guardian turned the minds of the weak. T'was too late to cry for help, we wert stranded in an isolated land," Sentri explained. Zelda shuddered slightly, wondering if Ganondorf had ever got power, that they could have ended up like Sosaria.

"I'm sorry," she said quietly. Sentri continued.

"Great toll roads he didth impose, and watchers, spies... T'was lucky I foundeth thine husband when I did... his accent was not the best of imitations," he said, laughing a little. 

"Your tongue is hard to master," Zelda said simply.

"Not as difficult as thine ancient one, my lady," Sentri replied, referring to Zelda's second language, Hylian. 

"It is easy, but no-one cares to know it these days," Zelda said. "But... you say you are the new lord? How can that be?"

"The Guardian is gone, but he took British with him to the void. The men chose me to be the new leader, tis as simple as that," Sentri said.

"Then forgive me for my bad manners, Lord," Zelda said.

"No, please my Lady, I am honoured just to be in thine presence," Sentri said politely.

"Sosarian charm," Zelda muttered.

"What is that?" Sentri asked, puzzled. Zelda smiled wryly.

"Something and nothing. But we should not talk of such trivial matters. We are straying from the subject," she said.

"Sorry, my Lady," Sentri apologised, touching his cap in respect.

At that point, the double doors suddenly banged open, and the two turned from their conversation in surprise. Stood in the doorway was Link, looking absolutely exhausted. Zelda let out a cry of joy, and in a most undignified way, dashed across the room, almost tripping on her silken skirts. Sentri smiled, watching the scene, glad that his friend was back safetly.

"Oh Link... Link... I thought..." Zelda said, the tears falling freely from her eyes. Link pulled her close in a tight embrace. "I missed you so much, it's been so hard... So many things to say... to tell you..." she said, her words all coming out in a rush. 

"Me too," Link agreed. They met in a gentle kiss, then drew away quickly. "Brianna and Ewan are safe, they are in the Great Hall, if you want to see them," he said.

"Oh, yes, of course!" Zelda replied. They turned to look at Sentri, and Link motioned for him to come over.

"I thank the virtues that we art rid of the Guardian," he said.

"At a price," Link said solemnly. Sentri gazed at Link in concern.

"The Avatar?" he questioned. Link hung his head, and Sentri nodded. "Her fate was pre-determined. She was created to destroy such a being, and that she did," acknowledged Sentri. Despite his words, it could be told that he was suffering to have heard such news.

"But never-the-less, it is all over now," said Link with a wan smile, the words of Ganondorf still plaguing his thoughts. Zelda looked at the two men, finally realising the Sentri had indeed, told the truth. It was all over. Hyrule and Sosaria weren't at war, and her children were safe and well.

"Thank the goddesses it's over," she whispered to herself, the tears still falling. Link wrapped an arm around her waist, and reached up to kiss her on the forehead.

"Come, I think we have much to discuss," he said. She nodded. They all left the room, and headed towards the Great Hall together.

***

Ewan watched grimly as the coffin which housed the body of Leigh Temple was lowered into the dark earth of Dew graveyard. He could barely bring himself to watch, so torn was he with grief. He felt a comforting hand on his shoulder, one which he knew belonged to his father. He looked to his father, who held only sympathy in his eyes, and turned away again. It had been a mere week since her death, but each day had passed as slowly and painfully as it possibly could have done. But at least during that time, Ewan had not had to bring himself to accept that she was gone, whereas now, seeing her sent into the earth, now he knew that he had lost her forever. Never again would he lay eyes upon her beautiful face except in dreams, never would he hold her, touch her, converse with her under the stars or the sun. He could not even bring himself to think her name. 

"And as we consign thee, Leigh Temple, Sosaria's Champion, Avatar, we do pray that thou dost find peace with thyself, and eternal contentment, wherever the gods do deem to send thee," spoke the monk who was performing the ceremony. Ewan felt his features crumple as he strove to contain his emotions, but he knew he would fail. As he had failed at everything in life. He had failed to defend his sister from the monstrosity that had been Molasar Dragmire, he had failed to defend himself, and allow himself to slip into such an illness he surely would have never come out of, had it not been for the woman in the ground now. But most of all, he had been unable to do anything to help Leigh in her final moments, but perhaps he would not have had to, if he had convinced her never to leave for Sosaria. Swallowing, he raised his eyes to look at that hole in the ground, but he could not keep his gaze there. He dug his hands deep into his pockets, his fingers brushing against a small item stored there. He withdrew the object and looked at it, an ankh, her ankh. She had wanted him to keep this so he would never forget her. As if he ever could. She would remain with him for the rest of his living days, and beyond. He lifted the item to his lips, and pressed the cool, smooth surface of the icon against them. He pulled the ankh away, gripping it iron-like into his palm. As Lord Sentri stepped forward to cast the first handful of earth down into the hole, Ewan stepped back, and walked away from the crowd that had gathered.

Link looked to Drake who just shrugged.

"Leave him, I think the lad needs to be alone right now," advised Drake wisely.

"I know what he's feeling. When I nearly lost Zelda, after what Mara did to her..." said Link, remembering the moment as if it had occurred only a day before. Drake nodded.

"Still, no matter what you say, he'll still feel alone in this. It'd only be an insult to him if you told him you knew how he felt," said Drake. Link still shook his head.

"This should have never happened," he murmured.

"Fate's way I'm afraid," said Drake as lightly as he could. Despite his dismissive attitude, Drake felt more pain than perhaps anyone, save Ewan. His attitude was the only way he could get through the event.

"You can't believe that," said Link. Drake shrugged.

"Don't you?" he asked. Link paused, looking down.

"This time it's final isn't it? I've attended this woman's funeral twice, but this time, she is down there," said Link. Drake sighed and nodded.

"Don't dwell on it Link, nothing can be done now. She gave her life, full well knowing what she was doing, to save this cursed world, we should respect that. At least now she'll be somewhere where she can be content," said the knight. Link turned and watched as his son paced away.

"He shouldn't have to be going through this, not at his age," said Link sadly.

"Link...maybe it could've been worse," began Drake gingerly. Link looked at Drake.

"Maybe?! How could it get any worse?" demanded Link in a low voice, not wanting to disrupt the ceremony.

"Well, at least we don't have any Guardian to worry about, and Ewan didn't know her for that long, and they could've become a lot closer," said Drake. Link shook his head.

"Let's just not discuss it any further," he finally breathed, returning to silence, as Sentri stepped up to deliver his speech.

 

As night fell, Ewan found himself back in the graveyard. He had done nothing but walk all day, and now he was back here. He knew his father was staying in the local inn, along with Drake, before they were to head back to Evian for Link to sort out some official country business. Then they were returning home. Home, Ewan thought wryly. It hardly seemed that anymore. Brianna had said no more than a few words to him, since that day in Death Mountain, and Ewan had just felt isolated, despite everyone else's attempts to console him. He wandered through the seemingly endless rows of graves, to the back of the graveyard, where Leigh's body now lay. He hated to even think that she was down there, left to rot. He found her grave, it was the freshest one, although there were quite a few recent looking ones. He knelt by the graveside, looking at the tombstone that marked where she was buried. On it was carved two overlapping full moons, within them was set an ankh. The inscription beneath the carving read "Leigh Temple, Champion of the People of Sosaria, and forever within our hearts". He nodded to himself. She would always be in his heart, there was no doubt about that. He covered his mouth with his hand, silencing a sigh of despair. His eyes were cloudy, and he could do nothing but kneel there and consider what could have been. He reflected on what had happened in the last few weeks of his life. He had fallen in love for the first time, then had his heart broken. Then he had been on the brink of death after being attacked by the love of his sister's life. He had been brought back by Leigh, only to be not recognised by her. Then he had seen her slain, and she had known him, and told him she had loved him. Ewan felt as though ice was pouring through his veins instead of blood, and he shivered. He had watched her die, then turned and killed his sister's husband. He shook his head. Why was fate so cruel? He could do nothing, not even avenge Leigh's death, for she had taken the life of he who had taken hers. His life was without cause, and empty. His mother and father had tried to help him, but neither of them could understand what he had gone through. His father maybe had an inkling, after all, his whole family had been killed when he was half the age of Ewan was now, but that had been a long time ago, and time had healed those wounds. No, he had been helpless to save the only woman he had ever loved and he had slaughtered the man who his sister had been married to. Ewan looked to the ground, covering his face with his hands. Where had he gone so wrong? Had he deserved this? He knew Leigh never had, nor had his sister. Letting a sob escape him for the first time since Leigh had been killed, Ewan could no longer contain the emotions that had taken a deep root in his heart. Despair, sadness, worthlessness, loss, all of them seeped out mercilessly choking Ewan with bitter tears. Rain began to drizzle upon his head, as if reflecting his own feelings. He knew his life was changed forever, his attitude and outlook on life would never be the same, his relationship with his family, friends, they were altered permanently, there was no going back. He drew his dagger from his belt, and contemplated the glittering blade in the moonlight. It would be so easy, he thought, just to end it all right now. Too easy. He shook his head. It was dying that was easy, living was the thing that you had to fear. Ewan took a deep breath. He looked at the dagger one last time then slipped it into his belt. Never in his entire life had he ever contemplated taking his own life. Never. He felt sick. Sick with what he had lost, and what he had become. He would return to Hyrule, but he would not stay there long. He could not stay and wait for inheritance of the crown. Leigh had given her life for the cause of this world, and Ewan was willing to do the same. From this day forth, his life would be dedicated to saving this damned Demiari from all the evil that plagued it, that he swore.

***

Timothy trudged along the path to the gazebo, his stomach churning uncomfortably. Brianna, the girl that he loved, was gone. She was alive, but she was changed, somehow. He wasn't the only one to have noticed it, either. There she was, sitting in the gazebo, looking as much as an angel as ever. But all her innocence was gone, and she had been forced to grow up, so, so quickly. He swallowed, and paused. She looked up, hearing the crunch of his feet upon the crushed stone path. He pretty face quickly dissipated into an expression of anger.

"Shouldn't you be on duty?" she questioned curtly, her current expression not unlike that of her mother's, when she was feeling irate. Eyes narrowed, lips pursed. A strand of curly blonde hair fell across her cheek, and she brushed it away with an irritated gesture. She never tied her hair up now... 

"Your mother does allow me a break every now and again. It is Aden's turn today, we are sharing Triforce duty," Timothy replied, suddenly wishing he'd never come. Brianna raised an eyebrow.

"I see," she said coolly. An uncomfortable silence lingered between them. Timothy placed a hand on the hilt of his sword, fiddling with it. Brianna looked back down at the book she was reading. After a while, she looked up again, still annoyed. "Did you want something?" she asked.

"I..." Timothy started. He trailed off, as Brianna's eyes challenged his. He stepped away. "No... no... I was just walking... that's all," he explained.

"Good. Now perhaps you shall walk away, and leave me in peace," Brianna replied, turning once again, to her book. Timothy hung his head, and took a few steps away from the gazebo. Then he paused. He was such a coward. Maybe not in battle, but in general, he was one. If this had been Ewan, or even Aden... they would have spoken up. They wouldn't have retreated, given up. Timothy envied his friends on that. They were never afraid to say how they felt. He, Timothy, kept it to himself, and that got him nowhere. Now, it was too late. Brianna was lost to him forever. At least, as a lover. And now as friends. He couldn't let it happen. Couldn't let the events of the past few weeks spoil what they had had, and yet, as he turned back to look at the beautiful princess, he wondered if it was what he really wanted. She was not the Brianna he had known... not the beautiful, kind-hearted, innocent young girl he had so admired. Now she was cold and angry, and even her beauty seemed defiled. Molasar Dragmire had changed her, even on the outside. Once upon a time, Brianna Grâtia-Illustrísquídam would not have worn her hair so loose and full, or made herself up to look so much older, or worn dresses that showed off her figure too perfectly. She had dressed as a young girl of 15 should, worn her hair in neat plaits, and kept her make-up light. But she wasn't a Grâtia-Illustrísquídam anymore. She wasn't a proud, honourable Hylian, whose namesake had been around for centuries. She was a Dragmire... A namesake of evil. Timothy shuddered at the thought. Brianna had married the family's worst enemy, but only he knew about him. He, Aden, Ewan and Rillar. It was such a heavy burden to carry. He knew that Queen Zelda was worried about her daughter, wondering why she had changed so much. King Link was worried too, and even his own parents. But they didn't know what had happened. They had no idea... She did not see him looking at her, or if she did, she chose to ignore him. She ignored all of them these days, instead, spent most time out alone, only the goddesses knew where, probably not acting like a princess at all. She spoke only to her parents, and Alyssand, and on occasion, when needed, to Ewan. But she cruelly snubbed both him and Aden. She hated Ewan for killing Molasar, and him and Aden for taking her away from him in the first place. Timothy rubbed his chin, knowing he also, had had no right to look upon her the way he had. A humble castle guard, who had longed for someone he could never possibly have. Someone who he didn't deserve. But now...

He stepped forward once more. "Brianna," he started, his voice almost catching in his throat.

"I thought I told you I did not wish to be disturbed," Brianna said coldly.

"Bri, we need to..." Timothy began again, trying not to let his confidence sink.

"Do not call me Bri! You know I hate it so," Brianna interrupted, her bright blue eyes flashing angrily. Timothy sighed.

"Princess..." he tried.

"You know I am more than that!" she snapped quietly. Timothy opened his mouth, then shut it again, a taken back.

"It can never be, and you know it!" he replied, about her reference to being the Gerudo Queen.

"No thanks to the likes of you, and my brother! My best friend, and my own blood, yet you betray me!" Brianna exclaimed, her cheeks flushing red. 

"We did not! We saved you!" Timothy protested.

"You took away the man I loved..." Brianna replied, pouting.

"You are too young to know what love is!" Timothy said angrily. 

"My mother fell in love with my father when she was just my age, so do not tell me how I cannot know! It is you who does not know love, Timothy Westley, and I hope you never shall!" the princess cried. Timothy felt as if all the wind had been knocked from his body at this comment. He stared at her in shock.

"Oh Brianna..." he started, tears beginning to form in his eyes.

"You have many girls who love you, yet you pay them no attention! Can you not love, is it beyond your pride?" Brianna continued.

"That is because I loved another... someone I could never have," Timothy said bravely. 

"So, so jealous of me, you took me away from the one I loved? Was that it?!" Brianna demanded.

"No, never! But Molasar did not love you, he was evil! Brianna, he tried to kill your brother, he married you to get Hyrule's throne, Hyrule's power!" Timothy argued back.

"I shall never believe that! You lie, Timothy Westley!" Brianna shrieked, her tone much raised, and starting to sound hysterical.

"I speak nothing but the truth, your brother and Aden and our companion Rillar have proof of that!" the young hero retorted. Brianna flung her book down on the ground in anger, and stood up, drawing to her full height. She was nowhere near as tall as Timothy, but still succeeded in making him feel incredibly small. 

"You did not know Molasar as I did!" she stated.

"No... of course not. But you have to believe us..." Timothy pleaded. 

"I shall not!" Brianna replied. Her eyes still flashing angrily, she stepped closer to him, lowering her voice. "I shall hate you all forever, for doing what you have done. Now my beloved is gone forever, and he is given no funeral, because of the lies you have told. I shall never forgive you for that," she said. 

"He did not deserve one," Timothy said, in a brave tone. Brianna stared at him, and as he stared back, he realised that there was no forgiveness in her eyes. There was nothing but cold hatred. A solitary tear ran down his cheek. 

"You weep for yourself, and not for him," Brianna said, noticing.

"No. I weep for you," Timothy said, wiping it away.

"You cannot, I do not wish you to," Brianna replied, her face still hard and distant.

"You cannot stop me," Timothy murmured quietly, looking down at the ground below. 

"You shall leave me alone, I do not wish to continue this conversation," Brianna said. Timothy's heart seemed to sink even lower. He could have loved her forever. But not now. Not anymore. He could not love the woman stood before him. But she had to know. He took a deep breath.

"I loved you so much, Brianna," he started, slowing looking up to see her reaction. But her face was a mask, he could not see her real feelings. Instead, she smiled cruelly.

"As any man would. But as if you would have had a chance. I would have married no less than a Prince, not some poor peasant like you! Princesses do not marry below their rank, so you should stop your lustful fantasies right now!" she said. Timothy almost gasped.

"No! It was never like that!" he protested.

"I should think Ewan would not be pleased if he heard," she continued, toying with a strand of hair. "He would kill you for even thinking about it..."

"You forget about your mother and father... when you say such things, you are disrespectful to their own love," Timothy said, almost choking at her words.

"Times have changed!" Brianna snapped. "It is a new age, and history doesn't always repeat!" she added.

"No..." Timothy said softly. 

"You should be ashamed, but then, what could I expect of someone so low born as yourself? You do not have the honour a noble bred person does!" Brianna continued. Her words were like daggers, an she knew exactly what to say to hurt him. He staggered backwards, wanting to get away.

"You need not worry, for I feel not like that anymore," he managed to say. Then he turned, and ran. Ran right through the courtyard, and towards the Triforce Tower. 

Brianna watched as Timothy left, casting her gaze to the ground. She reached to her throat and pulled a gold chain into her hand, attached to it was the engagement ring Molasar had given her. She gazed on it for a moment, contemplating what could have been. She had loved Molasar, as he had loved her. She couldn't believe he was responsible for the crimes her brother accused him of. She had seen herself the scuffle between her husband and brother, Molasar was prepared to kill, she had no right not to expect the same from her brother. A sob escaped her, a bitter sob of sadness. Her life up until this point had been so perfect. She had had everything. Then for such a brief, short time, she'd had the love of her life, only for him to turn out to be the son of Ganondorf Dragmire, her father's most hated enemy. But he had also been the son of Balanya Ancreon, and she had been nothing but good. Molasar had had some of his mother in him, as well as his father, but she had loved him. And her own brother had taken his life. It had been an eye for an eye. But there had been no-one to save Molasar as there had been for Ewan. Her face crumpled as she sobbed into her hands, wondering if life would ever be the same. 

He had to get away, had to leave this place. Everything had changed, and he had lost the only person he had ever loved. He couldn't stay. Not seeing that beautiful girl each day, so embittered and marred. It hurt far too much. Knowing how she really felt had just about killed him. He couldn't take much more pain, or torment. He reached his room, and walked in. It was time to pack, time to leave. His time in Hyrule was over, it was time to move on. Maybe in time, all their wounds would heal, and they would all be friends again. But until then... Aden looked up as he walked in.

"Hey friend, you're early," he commented, looking up from his watch.

"No. I am leaving," Timothy replied tearfully, grabbing the pack from under his bed.

"What?!" Aden said in shock.

"I cannot stay," Timothy said shortly, walking to his wardrobe, and pulling out various outfits, stuffing them into the bag. 

"Why ever not?" Aden asked.

"Brianna," Timothy said simply, walking up to his beside table, and packing his pencils and notepads, and a few treasured books.

"You didn't..." Aden started.

"Yes. I had to. But now I am sure that I do not love her," Timothy replied, packing some keepsakes. 

"No-one could love that cold-hearted bitch," Aden said, anger showing in his usually placid face.

"No," Timothy agreed. 

"Where are you going?" his friend pressed.

"I do not know. Far away. Maybe I shall travel the world," Timothy shrugged. Aden stood up.

"Then I am coming with you, friend," he said. Timothy looked at his friend gratefully.

"But you have..." he started.

"I have little keeping me here, save you and Ewan, and my parents. No proper job, no commitments to any ladies," Aden replied, grinning a little.

"I suppose you are right. I would be grateful of the company..." he said, smiling back.

"And we could bring Rillar!" Aden continue, his grin widening.

"Oh, you will do anything to be with her, won't you?" Timothy laughed. Aden had grabbed his own pack, putting in his few belongings.

"It will be fun, the three of us adventuring together," he said.

"Fine, I shall invite her," Timothy relented. Aden smiled. Timothy smiled back.

"There's a good man," Aden laughed.

"Too good for Brianna," Timothy joked. But deep down, he didn't really mean it. The beautiful Hyrulian princess would always have a hold on his heart, no matter where he went.

They left late at night, without telling anyone. It was easier that way. Queen Zelda would be angry when she discovered their absences, but they were leaving on a ship bound for Lemmink that very night. They would be gone before she could even investigate. Timothy felt bad about leaving Ewan in the dark, for his best friend was grieving too, grieving the loss of love too. He would miss him very much. But this was the way it had to be. He and Aden met Rillar in Ruto, and they took the boat from the port north of Saria in the early hours of the morning.

"Here's to a new beginning," Aden proposed, holding up his mug of ale.

"Yeah, a new beginning," Timothy agreed. 

"For all of us," Rillar added. They all clinked mugs. Their voyage of self discovery had begun, while meanwhile it had ended for the two royal children of Hyrule...

 

And so it remained,
That life always should be
Laid, as Fate ordained.
The souls we cannot see;
Forever restrained,
Trapped, without the key.

