
Spa Day

Author’s Note:
      This is based on some weirdly specific headcanons that grew out of control but Mipha deserves interests goddammit. I’m considering her something like a med student, she knows her anatomy and has that scientific passion and curiosity. They’re both learning so much about each other and I’m proud of them. 

Not pictured is Link helping Mipha with her own spa thing, but I promise it’s reciprocal. He insisted on helping her instead of always just taking her help with nothing in return because she deserves it. 

Also, Link may be stressed enough by life to not be speaking out loud, but he’s still a goofball in private.

Hope you enjoy!

    


    
    “You know… I never imagined I would be able to touch a hylian’s hair.” 


 

Mipha’s fingers delicately separate another section of the young hero’s blond locks, watching as every strand moves against one another, and she sets to freeing them from their tangles one by one.


 

“Ever since I was a little girl, before I even met you, it fascinated me so. But it always felt much too… personal, to ask about.” 


 

The princess takes special care for a particularly difficult knot that had formed beneath Link’s hair tie, through no fault of his own. Picking at it with one tooth of her ornately carved comb, it’s like magic the way she is able to carefully separate each entangled hair without damage to any. And perhaps a small amount of magic could have been involved, but not a soul in all of Hyrule would ever witness Link complain about such.


 

Mipha had a kind of patience that so rarely graced the world. And especially when concerning Link, her patience and fascination were seemingly never ending, something that Link could never have even dreamed of before meeting her. Years upon years of the unintentionally rough treatment at the hands of those around him trying to untangle knots he couldn’t manage, it was the first time that he had ever seen inexperience be a 
  
    good
  
   thing.


 

But this was all tradition and habit, by this point. Today, they had all the time in the world to relax. After an afternoon spent exploring the Veiled Falls, they’d gone back to the palace to rinse off, and the two were able to revisit their little ritual. 


 

Link leaned against the familiar cushions, having untied his still-damp hair for her, with the princess seated behind him to watch it gently lay across the pillow in her lap. In the past, it had been all too easy for him to simply fall asleep listening to her soft voice; his head tipped back in the quiet, cool air, safe and comfortable, feeling her methodically take care of everything without a single rough or sudden motion. 


 

The tradition had really only begun from her curiosity. In all her time spent healing, Mipha would notice that her rare hylian patients’ hair would become disheveled in the process of injury, but as it was a lower priority, she was told not to concern herself. Someone else would take care of it. A princess always had many more important duties to attend to than some soldier’s messy hair.


 

It was only when she began getting closer to Link - being allowed not only to heal her acquaintance’s common cuts and bruises, but to spend time enough together to become 
  
    friends -
  
   that she then discovered hair liked to misbehave  whenever it encountered swimming, as well. And being friends with a zora, it was nearly impossible not to spend most of their time in the water, catching frogs and fish and getting up to mischief.


 


  It broke Mipha’s heart to hear the horrible crunching noise of his brush, or worse yet see the wince on his face when Link had to enlist his father to help. They both tried to assure her that it was nothing to worry about, that he wasn’t in any real pain, and that this was normal. But in her heart, she felt an amount of responsibility for it. If it wasn’t for her, he wouldn’t be sitting there suffering, no matter how minor it actually was. 


 

One day, when she’d finally had enough of idly sitting by, she finally asked to try her hand at it. She didn’t get very far for the first few minutes, being too afraid of breaking any hairs (despite so many already being caught in the brush’s bristles). But the next time, she was adamant about trying it again. Link was taken aback by her determination at first, but now, they both always looked forward to the quiet time they get to spend together, with Link almost refusing anyone else’s offer to help with his hair even outside of the domain.


 


   Mipha later found that she much preferred the precision of a comb to a brush, and after a few times of using one of the battered and disused combs that Link brought from home, she decided that she could use her status to have a new one made just for them. Perhaps one of the finest zora combs ever made, even if there was little competition.


 

“I can’t help but consider myself lucky. I didn’t know it would feel so soft. There is nothing much like it anywhere in the Domain, so I think that makes it even more special.”


 

The back of Mipha’s fingers brush against his neck as she lifts a few of the previous sections to comb them out together. Her hand slows, watching the smoothed layers gently separate from one another as they are freed from the comb’s teeth.


 

“It’s not exactly like fur, so much more fine, but it flows a bit like it. Though it’s not like gill filaments, either. It doesn’t need so much protection, though it clings and flows just like them when wet. But you can’t… feel it?”


 

As near as he could have been to sleep, the question coaxes him from his drifting to hum in the negative before continuing with his hands. “Only from the skin on my head. It still hurts when it’s pulled too hard, but not the way gills do, right?” 


 

No matter how long it had been, she would always worry about hurting him. It was only when he wanted to start helping her with her scales in return that he began learning about how deceptively delicate the zora were themselves. It only took a few clumsy touches to her gill slits for them to need to get over their shyness and talk about them.


 

“That’s right. It would feel like touching your eyes, I think.”


 

Link grimaces in playful disgust and makes a noise before giggling. “Gross! You guys are so lucky to have that second eyelid, I’m 
  
    so
  
   jealous.”


 

She raises a hand to try and cover her own giggles, “It is quite useful, yes. But like our gills, they are not much help when we are outside of Zora’s Domain.” 


 

“Still really cool. And breathing underwater. Hylians aren’t so good at that. I’ve tried.” He signs with a confident grin, making Mipha’s giggles turn into tinkling laughter above him. 


 

“I don’t know if you’re lucky that I wasn’t there, or not - you would have scared me half to death!” 


 

With her laughter feeding back into his and vice versa, it’s another moment before they’re able to collect themselves enough to continue. 


 

“I won’t try again, I promise.” Link rests his hands on his chest again while he looks up at her, the fond smile still stuck on his face beginning to ache.


 

Mipha finally allows herself to return her hands to her work, but not before sharing his smile. “Thank you. One less thing to worry about,” she says with a little chuckle as she speaks.


 

Link hums in confirmation, and they settle comfortably back into their silence. The distant sounds of water falling all throughout Mipha’s kingdom fill the air around them once more. 


 

He takes a deep, relaxing breath, bringing his focus back to the feeling of his Princess’s careful hands methodically working their way through his hair. Something about it was completely unique to her, and he wanted to truly appreciate the gift she was giving him each time she sat down with him for this; wanting to commit it to memory for his times away, when this kind of softness was so difficult to find.


 

After a while, when he realizes he’s drifted a bit too close to sleep, Link reaches up to gently tap her forearm for her attention. “…Mipha,” he signs, “Thank you.”


 

She looks up to his eyes, her thoughts having drifted far away as well. “Oh?”


 

He hums in agreement, not wanting to nod and disrupt her more. “Thank you for helping me so much. And for having me over all the time. It means a lot.”


 

She looks a bit surprised, but her expression soon softens as she sets down the comb to brush some of his bangs away from his face. “Of course, Link. It’s always a pleasure.”


 

His hands flex as if he’s about to continue, but instead, Link reaches up to lightly cup her cheek. The fin to the side of her face rests on his fingers, and he can feel even more clearly those few degrees of difference between their body temperatures as he slowly runs his thumb over scales so small they’re easily mistaken for bare skin. He looks at her with warmth in his chest, and eyes that want to make certain that she knows just how much he loves her.


 

Mipha leans just a bit into his touch, acknowledging it with a kind smile to match the warmth from his hand and his look, before leaning forward to place a soft kiss on his forehead.













  –—












Tonight is far more still. 


 

The sounds of water have long been replaced with the crackle of a campfire, though they are an occasional visitor. 


 

The Hero of Courage stares at the comb in his hand. The handle is made of silver, forged into the signature smooth arches and precise angles of zora smiths and inlaid with three small sapphires, the teeth carved from some kind of bone or horn that was more gentle than any comb he’d ever used before, and it’s decorated with the same sharkskin leather used in the armor he’d been gifted months prior by the father of a girl he barely remembers. 


 

Her brother was kind when they’d met and worked together, and her father so trusting of Link’s heart and abilities, but it was clear that everyone in Zora’s Domain missed her dearly. To the point that until his grand defeat of Vah Ruta, half of them seemed to hate the very air he breathed, blaming him alone for the fact that their Princess breathed no more. And those who didn’t despise him were almost as awkward; remembering vividly the friendships they shared, and smiling expectantly at him as they spoke to him like he was the same old friend that they had known before.


 

He’d seen her statue, met her friends and family, heard her voice and even finally remembered her smile, but it wasn’t enough. These memories weren’t someone he could meet, not truly. Her gifts could never mean as much as she meant for them to, he thinks to himself. Not as much as to the person he had been a century ago, the person she presumably had known well enough to intend to marry.


 

A few of the comb’s teeth were already lost, but he couldn’t be sure when or where. He didn’t remember his hair being so difficult that it broke one, but he knew it had been perfect when it was given to him, perched above the pendant that looked like the one she wore in her tiara, matching the design on the comb itself. Something like shame weighed heavily in his chest that he wasn’t able to keep it in perfect condition, but the last comb he’d bought from Hateno was broken, and he couldn’t afford the nicer ones sold in Kakariko - which still weren’t nearly as nice as this one. Not to mention that using it felt more respectful than putting it away forever.


 

For tonight though, it went back into its case. 


 

Wrapping himself in his blanket, he wonders what had been so important about combs that it made her want to include one in her gift.


  


