“Oh…my…GOD.” Aurora whispered in absolute and complete awe of her surroundings. The Elfin City was the most perfect and breathtaking place she had ever seen. Intricate curving carved vines were a part of every arch and path, and the colors were muted and soft. Rustling waterfalls fell around almost every corner, and the cool mist on her face was refreshing, as well as a reminder of her injuries, and growing thirst. Aurora was so distracted by the details around her, that she didn’t notice the Elves had stopped before two great doors. She kept walking forward, and smacked directly into them. 


In mortification, she turned slowly, and felt her face flame. The Elves were shocked; their mouths were hanging open. She managed a small laugh, and lightly rubbed the bump on her forehead. 


“We have never before seen such…gracelessness in a creature before. You are a strange thing. We think it shall take a long time to understand you.” The male elf spoke, frowning gravely. Aurora felt a small inkling of irritation at being called a ‘creature’ and their distaste of her was tiring. She walked back behind them slowly, trying to regain a small semblance of dignity. 


Squaring her shoulders and taking a deep breath, Aurora thought she was finally ready for any surprise that would walk through that door. Satan himself, red horns, pointy tail and all, could walk out towards, and she wouldn’t even blink. The Elves sang a small word, and the doors opened slowly. The Elves walked forward and she strode behind them, confident that the King would give her solace. 


The she-elf turned to her suddenly and spoke, “Keep your eyes cast to the ground, creature. Only those with permission may look upon the King.” Aurora obeyed grudgingly, grinding her teeth. Even in fantasyland there were people who thought they were better than others. 

“Who is this?” A soft, gentle voice rang out, and she frowned to herself. That was not the voice of a king. She had expected booming demands and angry words, not this seductive sigh. It seemed to caress the walls and pillars, and she swore she even heard the Elves before her sigh dreamily. 


“We know not, High King, we came upon her in the forest, attempting to hide from a Ringwraith.” The she-elf answered in a hushed and respectful tone. *Ringwraith?* Aurora wondered. 


“A Ringwraith? What could they want in Mirkwood?” The Kings voice had an edge of anger to it, and Aurora sensed the Elves cringed slightly. 


“Perhaps the creature drew it hear.” The male elf suggested, and Aurora fought the urge to jump on him. Her nerves were about two seconds from breaking, and she was dying to raise her face and look at the King. 


As she thought this, she felt someone suddenly next to her. She froze like a deer in headlights, knowing instinctively that the King was beside her. Soft warm fingers tentatively touched the bump on her forehead and caressed the bruise on her cheek. She found herself shaken by it, as if there was more to his touch than curiosity. 


“You are injured.” The voice whispered softly next to her ear, and she shivered violently at the incredible sensation of his warm breath sliding along her neck and ear. She nodded and examined the parts of his body she could see – soft black boots, and tight tan breeches, clinging to his well-muscled yet lithe legs…this was a young King. 


And suddenly she couldn’t help herself. She looked up, not caring if she was punished for her actions, because she simply had to see his face right then. She met eyes as deep and blue as the ocean, filled with surprise, and then delight. She understood him suddenly then – how tiring it must be to look at everyone’s forehead all day, never looking in his eyes. And such beautiful eyes…but then she noticed the rest of his face – the sharp cheek bones, the silky skin, the lips…


“You!” She cried, and for the first time in her life, Aurora fainted dead away, and would have received yet another bump on her head, had the young King had not caught her. And in the darkness, where she knew nothing else, she suddenly knew his name. Legolas. His name was Legolas.

