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Link opened his eyes to find himself staring into a red, gold-embroidered canopy. The pillow under his head sank beneath his weight, wrapping him with gentle softness. The sheets covering him seemed to be made of the finest cloth he'd ever touched. He stood up and moved his left arm around, happy that it seemed to have healed completely.

He stood up and for a second thought he was naked. The delicate robes in which he wrapped around his body seemed almost nonexistant after his rough tunic and leather boots. For a moment, he thought he was dreaming, he couldn't possibly be in such a luxurious room. He sat back at the bed and started bouncing around on it. The mattress was firm and soft, perfect for bouncing around. Laughing, Link started jumping on the bed, trying to touch the canopy with the tips of his fingers. 

"I see you have recovered," a sweet voice said. Link jumped of the bed, trying to locate the source of the voice. He saw Princess Zelda standing by the window, smiling at him.

"Um... yeah," Link said, pulling at a strand of hair. The mere sight of her made him nervous, he felt as if he had to act as martial as a soldier in her prescence.

"You've been out for too long," Zelda said. She walked over to the bed and sat on it, smiling at Link. "I have been taking care of you. We were all very concerned... we thought you'd never wake up. I had to summon the Six Sages so we could bring you back together."

"What happened to Ganon?" Link asked.

"He's gone for good," Zelda said. "The Seven Sages and I sealed him away, so he can never come back."

"Good," Link said. He knew Zelda expected him to say something else, but he couldn't find anything to say. Zelda kept staring at him, smiling, but that smile only made Link uncomfortable. Did she expect something from him?

"We have begun rebuilding the Kingdom," Zelda said. "I managed to rescue my father from the Sacred Realm, where Ganondorf had imprisoned him. But it was you who saved this land, Link. You're a hero."

"That's not true," Link said, blushing. "I just... did what needed to be done." Zelda laughed.

"If it weren't for you, none of us would be here right now," she said. "I'd probably be dead by now, as would be Hyrule." Link blushed again, and lowered his head so Zelda wouldn't notice. "Which reminds me, a banquet is being held tonight, in your honor." This time, Link paled. He did not like to be around a lot of people, and it seemed as though he would be the center of attention at the banquet. He did not want that.

"I... don't think..."

"That you want to go?" Zelda asked. "I understand that. But there's something I need to tell you first." She no longer seemed sure of herself, as if it was too much an effort to say what she wanted to say. "Link... I'm sorry."

"For what?"

"For all this... all of this was my fault. I was so young I didn't understand the consecuences of opening the Sacred Realm. And I drew you into this... I made you go through such horrible trials, and all because I was too young to understand."

"Zelda..."

"No, wait. I robbed you of seven years of your life. I... I want to give them back to you." Zelda reached into a pocket concealed in the folds of her dress and showed Link the Ocarina of Time. "Link... as a Sage, I hold the power to take you back to your original time, to give you back what I took away from you."

"But Ganondorf..."

"There will be some things that cannot be undone," Zelda said. "Even if I turn you back, Ganondorf will remain sealed, and all of the Sages will remain in the temples. But you will have the opportunity to rebuild your life."

Link's mind wandered back to his childhood, to the moments he spent beside Saria. He could not imagine a life without her. If he went back, the other Kokiri would be sure to make his life even more miserable than it was before, since he no longer had the support of Saria. Would they blame him for Saria's disappearance as well as the Deku Tree's death? Link cried in silence, remembering the only father he'd ever known, remembering how his bark became gray as life left the Deku Tree. No, he did not want a life like that.

His gaze wandered around the room. Many flowers adorned the table, sending off a beautiful scent. When he thought about it, he liked the idea of being a hero. He liked the fact that they were holding a banquet in his honor, that people now appreciated him. How could he go back to being a reject after knowing he had saved everyone?

"No," he said. "I'm sorry Zelda, but I cannot go back."

"Are you sure about this?" Zelda asked. "I... I feel bad..."

"Don't." Link smiled at her. "It was worth it." Zelda smiled and tucked the Ocarina away with a sigh.

"It is your choice," she said. "Do you understand you need to assume all the responsibilities of that choice?" Link nodded. "Then you must attend the banquet tonight, and you must come with me now to meet my father." Link became pale once again upon the prospect of meeting the King of Hyrule.

"I don't think..."

"He'll want to meet you Link," Zelda said. "You're a hero now, and you will be treated as such." Link nodded. He'd made a choice, although he started wondering if it would have been a better idea to go back to his life as a Kokiri reject. He shook his head, and tried to convince himself he made the best choice. After all, he was now a hero, and he would be meeting the King soon. What else could he hope for?

"Okay," Link said.

"Here, put this on," she said, giving Link a  white shirt with golden embroidery and white trousers. Then, she pushed elegant black boots at him. Link winced at the clothing.

"I'd rather wear my old clothes," he said.

"You can't wear that," Zelda said. "My father will turn you into a Hylian Knight. You can't wear those old rags of yours." Link's eyes lit up at the prospect of becoming one of Hyrule's elite warriors. He'd heard many legends as a kid in Kokiri Forest, and had spent most of his life daydreaming of what it would be like if he was a Hylian Knight.

"Fine," he said.

"I'll wait for you outside while you put that on," Zelda said, smiling at Link. She leaned over and kissed him on the cheek before leaving. Link blushed profusely. Part of him wanted to wash his face in disgust, but another part of him liked the kiss and wanted another one. He rubbed at his cheek, trying to get the confusing sensation off. He felt as if Zelda's lips were permanently glued to his face, but he couldn't decide if it was a good or a bad thing.

He decided to shrug it off and put on the clothes he had been given. The shirt and trousers were no big problem, although the fabric was so light Link felt almost naked, as in with the robe. The boots, however, were a bigger problem. Although they looked very nice, they squeezed his feet in such a way he could barely walk. Also, they looked so fragile Link feared they would break by just walking on them.

He took a couple of shaky steps, trying to get used to the high heels. He looked at himself in the mirror, and his spirits fell. He did not feel like himself anymore, the young man staring at him in the mirror was not Link. Link would never wear elegant garments. He touched the earring on his left ear, a tear escaping his ears. It had been a present from Impa for becoming a man, yet Link still felt like a little kid.

Wiping his eyes, Link walked away from the mirror, unable to bear looking at his image any longer. He limped to the door and opened it. Zelda stood in front of a mirror, tucking loose strands of hair behind her ear and humming a song. Link stood there for a second, taking in how pretty she looked. She looked even prettier than Saria ever had...

Link shook his head abruptly, as if that would shake the thoughts out of his mind. It scared him to think of Saria as 'pretty', when only grown-ups thought of girls like that. Then it hit him. He was a grown-up already, and it should not be a strange thing he was having those thoughts. Why did he feel guilty of looking at Zelda's beautiful almond-shaped blue eyes?

"Link... are you okay?" Zelda asked. "Maybe it's too soon to have you up..."

"I'm fine," Link replied. "I just had a small headache, but I'll be fire." Zelda stared at him for a couple of moments then nodded.

"Fine, follow me to the throne room," Zelda said. Link stared at her for a second. Her hips moved as gently as the water on a river as she walked, sending her skirt dancing around her slender legs. Link shook his head again, and followed her down the hallway, trying to ignore her presence.
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