The Legend of Zelda: Balance of Power
Chapter One: Fantasy and Reality 

He looked around at the darkness that fell all around him. The stillness in the air was heavy and wet. His eyes watered from the haze that filled them and his body dripped with the sweat of an unfinished battle. To his right lay his comrade, brutally slaughtered, and to his left another, still barely clutching onto the life that was quickly fading from him. 
His eyes grew wet again, this time not from the mist that veiled his enemy from sight, but from the fury and desolation he felt right then. Behind him, his only remaining friend stood apprehensively waiting, wondering what the next move would be. She was covered in dirt and blood, and yet to him she still seemed flawless and beautiful. As his gaze stretched across the almost barren landscape, he promised, or rather already knew, that he would prefer to die than let IT, the monstrosity, the wicked force that was out there still, strike her down. 

A flash of lightning in the distance illuminated the field of battle of a split moment. A shadow. An image. A feeling that wasn’t even real, all pointing in one direction. He turned swiftly, holding the celebrated blade in his hands. 

“Get out of my sight once, that was my fault,” he spoke hoarsely, barely above a whisper though he knew he’d be heard. “But you’re not going anywhere. Not now……” His voice trailed off into the distance, as his eyes blinked away sweat. He couldn’t hear the creature’s movements, but he could feel them. Off to the right…picking up speed, turning…Closer…… 

There. 

“So get used to it!!” he roared. There was a snarl to his right, and he instinctively turned to his left, knowing better. To his surprise, the haze was absent from the air. 

And It was watching. 

It almost smiled. Squatting on the ground, hair flailing behind It as though it had a mind of its own. Its face wasn’t human, its nose sloped forward like a hog’s, but Its torso and lower body were definitely human. It rested on hoofed feet, and wore shards of torn clothing. 

<YOU GET USED TO IT MORTAL.> The voiceless words rang in his head. The Triangle mark on Its hand flashed. 

Then in an instant, It leapt. 

/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/ 

“Link!!!” 

“No! I can’t! I won’t let you—huh?” Link opened his eyes. 

“Link, get your butt out of bed or I’m going to come in there and give you a reason to complain!” 

Link sat up. He was in his bed at the inn. He wasn’t the mature young man he had been a moment ago. He was still 15. There was no battlefield. There was no beast. There were no dead friends on the ground. 

But there had been. Hadn’t there? No, it had to be a dream. Another dream… 

“Link!!” 

“Coming Mom!”
