
A Cabin and a Storm



Mipha held out her hand to catch the rain as it fell. It was a warm rain and she smiled as the droplets slid down her palm and dribbled from her fingernails.

Standing beside her, Link let out a relieved sigh. “I was hoping, after all that awful heat.” He spread out his arm, seemingly happy to let the rain dampen his hair and shirt. “Mmm, I happen to know the perfect way to celebrate this, you know.”

Mipha had her head tilted back and her eyes closed, enjoying the feel of the rain on her scales. She blinked open her eyes with a hum, prompting an answer.

“This!” Link reached over to take both of her hands. At her startled yelp he paused, grin wide, and waited for her to nod before he whisked her around. 

Hands clasped, they spun around and around. The road turned to mud under their feet, soft and cool. It squished between Mipha’s toes and she could tell it was already splattering on her legs and Link’s trousers. She found she did not care.

Oh, why would she? A little mud could be washed away with a mere splash of water. It hardly hurt anyone. She would know, having eaten some when Daruk offered her that delicious rock roast. The memory had her laughing even harder. It was infectious and Link soon joined her with his head thrown back to the sky.

At some point, he kicked off his boots and socks. He did so with feeling, as if pleased to be rid of them. He looked down, an impish glee coming into his eyes as he wriggled his toes in the mud. Then he took her hands again and this time he twirled her into a spin.

It wasn’t all that graceful, as this was no formal ballroom. It was better. It was in the open air, rainswept and out of breath, with no rules of decorum to worry about. Their laughter floated out into the rain, happy and carefree.

They danced so long it left them both a bit dizzy. Link stumbled to one side and Mipha braced her feet to heave him back upright. She pulled him closer to her, feeling bold, and bumped her forehead against his.

Link let out a soft sigh. His fingers went tight around hers and he brushed his thumbs along her knuckles. This left Mipha feeling warm. His hands, so strong, could be so gentle.

“We may be late, if we keep this up,” Mipha said.

“Oh, and we can’t have that.”

The two of them shared amused looks. The truth was, there was no rush. They were making their way all the way back from helping with the rebuilding efforts in Goponga Village. No distress had been called, no alert for approaching monsters. The two of them, as well as the other Champions, Impa, and even Zelda, regularly visited villages and small homesteads to offer their assistance. From repairing fences, irrigating fields, and thatching roofs, to escorting merchants through rough territory, no job was insignificant. And this time, Link and Mipha had used a rare few days of freedom to do just that.

It felt good. To help and to see the world slowly come back together. People all over were working in unison to set everything back to rights. It was heartening. A sign that life continued, people fought and loved and just wouldn’t give up.

Goponga had suffered terrible losses in the fight against the Calamity. Mipha even recalled with a twist in her gut the sunny afternoon a horde of monsters had pinned in the Zora and Hylian soldiers. Link and Sidon - dear Sidon, an adult from another time - had thrown themselves into the fight without hesitation, helping the soldiers hold until she could arrive with reinforcements.

So many homes burnt to rubble. So many people with horrific burns or blood-soaked clothes.

The day had left Mipha shaken. It was nothing she wasn’t used to, as the Calamity had seen to quite enough of her nightmares, but that day…that day had haunted the edges of her sleepless mind for weeks.

Spending the week rebuilding had been a joy for her. Not only was it cathartic to see those she had healed alive and thriving, but each nail she had hammered in, each shutter she had sanded down and painted, had set the village that much farther along in its recovery. The people were still there. Some had been lost, there was no denying that - but the village, the people, were still there. And they would heal, as would all of Hyrule.

Now, though, they were headed home. Mipha savored her sore muscles from so much physical labor, things that as a Princess and a Champion she rarely did, but she was eager to sink into her warm pool at the Domain and sleep for hours. And maybe, if he agreed, Link would join her and she could fall asleep listening to the familiar sound of his heartbeat.

“We  could  stay out here longer,” Link continued. “I think it might be another day or so before anyone comes looking for us. Want to risk it?”

Mipha let out an undignified snort. She shook her head, tail swinging softly from left to right. “I would not object to that, no.”

Grin going positively wicked, Link swung her into his arms. He spun her around a time or two. His arms were warm and tight, keeping her pressed delightfully close to him. His laugh shook his shoulders and cricked the corners of his eyes.

Mipha closed her eyes. The rain continued to patter down onto them. There was a low rumble in the distance, but she ignored it for the moment. Instead, she focused on the rapid beat of her heart and how it matched his.

One hand at the back of his neck, Mipha let her fingers delve into his hair. The thick locks were wet with rainwater and tied with a blue band wrapped several times around. How many years had he worn the same one? She wasn’t certain, but it suited him.

By all the rivers and rains, how she wanted to somehow capture that moment and store it safely for the rest of her years. She lowered her head, brushing her ear fin against his temple and letting out a soft, happy trill. This caused Link to turn his head, nuzzling her back.

“Where to, then?” Link asked when he’d stopped spinning them around.

“I - “ Where, truly?  Everywhere.  She wanted to take the time to see every town and every corner of the wilder world. The soft sandy beaches, the mossy forests, the snowy mountains. She wanted to see the world and the people as they found peace in this recovering world. She said this and Link nodded.

“Me too,” he murmured. He gently set her back down on the muddy road and instead took her hand. “So let’s get going!”

“Right!”

They took off, running breathlessly through the rain. They ran and laughed and held tight to each other.

That was until a crackle above their heads snapped them both to reality. They came to a stop in the muddy street and Mipha looked to where darker clouds, ones heavy with rain and curling with high winds, were approaching over the trees.

They heard the rush of water coming from the trees. It hammered on the canopy before falling against the tall grass and the road they stood on. It caught up to them in a rush, drenching them in seconds. And this rain, well, it wasn’t so warm.

Mipha’s shoulders shot up. “Shall we save our adventures for tomorrow?”

“I think that would be a good idea, yeah.” Link took in their surroundings, eyes squinted through the sheets of rain. “Should be a - a stop, along this road. There always is.”

The two of them hurried along the road. As they went, Mipha could feel the heaviness of the storm bearing down on them. There was a charge in the atmosphere, a build up she could feel up her fingertips. A flash blinded them as a bolt of fiery lightning streaked erratically across the sky.

“Thought so!” Link shouted, voice nearly drowned out by a rolling crash of thunder. He jerked his chin to indicate a cobblestone cabin up the hill from the road. He pushed towards it, Mipha running at his side.

The cabin was tiny, with narrow windows blocked off by worn wooden shutters. The door was latched firmly and it had a few scratches in its surface, possibly left by a pack of bokoblins at some point. Mipha tried not to shudder as she imagined it.

The door opened inward and it squealed when Link shoved a shoulder into it. The two of them tumbled inside, the wind screaming at their heels.

Aware of the water running down her legs and pooling at her feet, Mipha looked around. The interior was dusty and it was loud with the rain slamming on the wooden roof. There was a firepit to one side, a few shelves and a few carefully sealed chests, and a small table with one chair.

“What is it - “ Link began, his voice punctuated by a squealing sound as he forced the door closed against the gusting wind. “ - about storms and sneaking up on the two of us?”

“I do not think this one snuck up on us,” Mipha replied wryly.

Link shut the door and then reached up to flip the iron hook and lock it. “Hmm. That’s fair. It was right there and one could say we just ignored it.” He turned to her. In the flashes of light, Mipha could barely make out his soaked hair and how it fell over his eyes. “At least we weren’t chasing a molduga.”

Mipha pressed her knuckles to her mouth. “That was a rather nice night.”

“Asides from the sandstorm,” Link replied and held up a finger. Raking his sodden hair back, he headed over to the abandoned firepit. “Let’s see. Looks like there’s enough firewood left here. I’ll get a fire going so we can warm up.”

He did just that with the ease of long practice. He cleaned up the firepit and gathered the firewood together, before settling in to get a flame going.

Mipha watched him for a while. His hands were sure and the brief flares of firelight played along them. Callused palms, deft fingers, a dusting of fine gold hairs. Naydra’s Scales, how they would wield bow or blade, hold Epona’s reins, carry him up cliffs - but also how they would whittle, how they would reach out to wild horses and birds with such patience, how they would cradle hers.

“- should do it,” Link said quietly, pulling her from her thoughts. He was smiling over his shoulder at her, the look a little amused. “Mipha?”

“Yes,” Mipha answered. Her voice did not shake. It did  not.

“You’re shivering. Why don’t you come over here and warm up?”

Yes. She was. That made sense. She stepped up beside him and they both stood over the fire with their hands outstretched. The rain dribbling down from their bodies created an array of dark spots on the dusty floor and a few hissed in the flames.

Mipha drew nearer to it, closing her eyes in bliss as the heat radiated upward and soaked into her chilled body. As well used to water as she was, cold rain like what pounded the roof was never pleasant.

She tilted her head and listened to the storm continuing on above their heads. It was no gentle thundershower. Thunder rolled and rumbled like a boulder slamming down Death Mountain and lightning flashed around the shutters. There was a wrenching sound from outside somewhere followed by a low slam - a tree, probably.

Link jumped a little before wincing. “Nights like this I’m real thankful for these stops. I can listen to storms like this all night. I just love how they sound. But one time getting stuck  outside  in one was enough for me.”

Wind howled under the door. Mipha eyed it, catching flashes of light that lit up the dust motes lingering near the floor. The cabin would be fine, she trusted; it was built of cobblestone and thick oak beams. Feeling a sudden fondness for the shelter the little cabin had provided them, she rested a hand briefly against the wall.

“Well.” Link gave a wry sound. “I suppose I shouldn’t stay in these soaked clothes.”

Mipha glanced over to see him dig through his pack. He drew out a warm tunic that was a pale pink in color and a pair of gray trousers. Tossing them to the shelf nearby, he caught Mipha’s eye. His ears turned a reddish color. “Right. Excuse me.”

Mipha blinked at him before shaking her head, hands coming up. “No, no. I will turn around.”

As Link grabbed the bottom of his shirt and began to pull it over his head, Mipha swallowed thickly before turning and unpacking their gear.

Their trip was not planned to take too long, but they’d come prepared, as always. A few day’s worth of food, more arrows than even Link knew what to do with, and a few spare outfits.

And their bedrolls. Thin things, they were well padded but light enough to carry quite easily. She used her claws to undo the knots and spread them out before going over to discover what kind of supplies the cabin had.

Outside the window before her, lightning flashed silvery yellow. Mipha looked up, watching through a narrow crack as the rain poured off the cabins roof. It was growing late, though she suspected most of the dark came from the thick clouds above. A crackle of thunder had her taking a step back, hand pressed to her stomach as she caught her breath and then shook her head.

Inside one of the chests she found a few blankets. She shook them out and gave them a sniff. Musty and a little like mothballs, but that was to be expected. They were clean, however, and incredibly soft. She draped them over the two bedrolls and folded them back so they could crawl under them later.

As for pillows, they had their packs, or the small ones that they kept tucked in their bedrolls. Or the blankets, as Link would undoubtedly gather up a corner to rest his head upon. Mipha allowed herself a moment to mourn her sleeping pool back home - how the water would be just the right temperature, how it would cradle her body and rock her to sleep in minutes. There certainly was a reason the water bed at the Seabed Inn was so popular with visitors.

When Link was done changing, he said so and she turned back about. He had taken the band out of his hair and he gave it a rough shake - splattering more rainwater - before ruffling it with one hand and then pulling it back once more. Looking up, his gaze caught Mipha’s and went from shy to more than a little heated. Mipha suspected hers had done the same.

His throat clearing a little roughly, Link went back to his pack and dug through it some more. He drew out a bundle wrapped in cheesecloth. Mipha recognized it as the meal he had cooked for the two of them the day before, right before they decided to leave Goponga.

“Too bad we couldn’t convince them to let us take the slate,” he continued with a little frown. He then shook his head and passed it over to her.

Mipha set it on her lap to take her half. The rice balls were made with staminoka bass - her favorite by far. Simple fare, though quite tasty. Link made them frequently and she wondered if it was just because they were easy to throw together, or if it was because of some other reason.

As they ate, they shared stories about what either of them had done back in Goponga. Link’s story of his mud-splattered face when he’d waded into the cattail-filled marsh outside the village was met with a chuckle and Mipha’s of her venture onto one of the building’s roofs to repair a leak with a knowing nod. Roofs were stubborn, Link admitted. To this Mipha gave a firm nod. Stubborn, she added, was putting it lightly.

They finished eating, the last few bites of rice and bass savored. Link licked his fingers clean and then looked over to the bedrolls. He seemed to notice how they were already prepared. 

“Mipha. Thanks for getting this all set up.”

“Thank you for dinner,” Mipha replied. She eyed him a moment. “You certainly know my favorites.”

Link waved a hand. “‘Course.” He then added, teeth visible in his grin, “What can I say? I like to spoil you.”

Mipha found she had no reply to that. She clasped her hands together to try and stop their shaking. Heat curled against her spine and she looked back to the fire, know it wasn’t the cause but tempted to blame it anyway.

Oh, she was no hatchling! By now, she knew how she felt and she trusted that he felt the same.

Link crawled over to his bedroll. He held out his hand and said, “Come here.”

Accepting this invitation, Mipha took his hand and let him gently tug her down beside him. His hands slowly worked their way up her arms and around her green-and-blue fins. When his fingers trailed a lazy line down her tail fin, she shivered and leaned in to press her lips to his.

She knew what she wanted and it turned out so did he.

It was a long while before they settled in. Instead, their laughter mixed with the crackling fire and the pouring rain. Like out on the road, it was happy and it came easily. Though, now there was a bit of a giddiness in it, too.

With the storm still grumbling above their heads, Mipha curled against his side and closed her eyes. She felt his hand some to rest on her side, steady and carefully placed below her gills. She breathed in, finding herself quite fond of the way it felt. She listened to the slowing beat of his heart and sleep soon came over her like a gentle wave of water.

They did not leave the next morning. The weather had cleared to reveal soft white clouds and trees that glistened with rainwater. They explored the patch of trees behind the cabin, finding a small stream, a tree heavy with apples, and what Link called a score of hearty radishes.

Link challenged Mipha to contests: see who could pick the most apples, which he won, and then who could roll to the bottom of that hill the fastest. Which she did.

They foraged for food to make dinner, they watched songbirds flit from one tree to the next. They curled up together before the fire.

And if they were a little late getting home, well, Mipha wasn’t certain she cared.


Notes for the Chapter:I am weak in the knees for a good thunderstorm. I also love how they sound. And the idea that a couple are chased into shelter and spend the night with just each other…

This one was written for Miphlink Week’s “Bad Weather” prompt. As always, I greatly appreciate anyone who comes by to read. Really does make my day. Take care of yourselves and don’t forget to check out all the other fics/artwork for the week! :D





