Chapter 5


“You know my name.” Legolas smiled slyly, moving slowly off of her body with an almost feline grace.  Aurora tried not to acknowledge how much her body missed his after only a few moments apart.


“Uh…yes. I’m not quite sure how I know it  - perhaps it came to me in a dream.” She sighed softly, rubbing a hand over her heart. The burning of her skin there worried her.


“What is your name then?” He asked softly, curling up in a chair nearby.


“Aurora.” She answered, and immediately felt naked as she spoke it – as if all of her life and all of its’ secrets were encompassed in her name. Legolas’ pupil’s dilated until there was only a thin ring of his iris’ showing. 


“Aurora…” He whispered to himself, and a violent shiver ran through her body. *Voices like that should be illegal* she thought *my toes even tingle! Then again, he could probably read me a grocery list or parts of the phone book and it would be erotic.* It was like cold silk over burning skin one moment, or hot oil on chilled limbs the next. When he said her name again with a new heat, she wanted to purr. 


“And where are you from, Aurora?” He asked, his dark eyes wandering leisurely over the curves of her body. 


“Los Angeles.” Aurora cleared her throat, trying to ignore the flush that was creeping up her cheeks. She was dying to know what was going on behind those beautiful eyes. He frowned softly in thought.


“I know nothing of your home. I have studied many maps of Middle-Earth over the years and never seen that name.” He stood suddenly, and walked over to a small table to go and pour her a drink.


“Middle-Earth? Is that in Australia or something?” Aurora crinkled her brow.


“I do not know of this Australia, either.” Legolas said softly, sitting beside her on the bed and lifting her up for a drink. It slid down her parched throat, so pure it made her want to cry. She lay back against the soft feather pillow, sighing contentedly. 


“What was that?” She smiled softly.


“Water.” He answered, his heart speeding up frantically at her smile, knowing he had caused it. He brushed his fingers through her curly red hair soothingly. 


Aurora rose up suddenly, leaning back on her elbows, “Water does not taste like that! It tastes like chlorine and other processed chemicals, not like…not like heaven.” She insisted, trying to convince him, and herself that she wasn’t crazy.  She looked up at him pleadingly, tentatively reaching her hand to his face. He turned his face into her palm, but kept his eyes on her. He nipped her playfully and she let out a surprised laugh.


“I am glad you are here.” Legolas said softly, running his hands down her cheeks. She stared into his blue eyes and watched with fascination as he leaned closer to her, so his lips hovered right above hers. His breath was sweet on her lips, a mixture which tasted of chocolate and mint. His lips brushed across hers slowly, soft and warm, and her lips suddenly tingled and burned. He deepened the kiss suddenly and she gasped into his mouth, surprised at the heat which flared over her entire body. Legolas slanted his mouth against hers over and over again, slowly running his tongue along her lower lip, over her teeth, and then his tongue against hers, smooth as velvet. Aurora wrapped her arms around his body, and buried her hands in his hair, running her fingers through its silkiness. He smiled against her lips suddenly and nipped at them playfully. Aurora giggled nervously, and Legolas pulled back, a curious and bemused smile across his mouth.

“You taste like a peppermint patty!” She laughed some more and he found himself joining her, though he knew nothing of the thing she spoke of. He sighed happily and asked if she was hungry. She laughed more, and began to wonder if there was more than water in the drink he had given to her.

“Are you going to feed me?” She smiled wickedly and felt her

cheeks flush. He mirrored her smile, but she knew his was much more wicked, “I shall feed you always.” 


“Your timing is most unfortunate, Aurora.” A commanding voice spoke from the door. Aurora sat up slowly, her concern growing when Legolas shot a crestfallen look at the woman standing at the entrance. She was the most beautiful woman she had ever seen – correction, she-elf – and Aurora sensed a power in her she knew she should fear.


“I am at a disadvantage, lady, for I do not know your name.” Aurora said hesitantly. The woman walked towards her slowly, shooting Legolas a censoring look. 


“My name is Marian – and you have very unfortunate luck.” She said softly, her emerald eyes examining Aurora with familiar distaste. It was Aurora’s snapping point. She had seen enough of that look for one lifetime, and she was certainly tired of the mind games as well. Aurora squared her shoulders and tried to look as dignified as possible. 


“I mean you no disrespect, Lady Marian, but I am a mere mortal, and I do not have the luxury of time for mind games. Now why do you believe I have such unfortunate luck?” Marian squinted her eyes in fury for a moment, but managed to calm herself quickly. If she could not have Legolas, then this human bitch would not have him either.  


“You have arrived just in time for King Legolas’ wedding to Princess Liralae of Rivendell.” Marian smiled cruelly, enjoying the immediate pain in Aurora’s eyes. 


“Is that true, Legolas?” Aurora croaked softly, blinking back tears. He looked at her with sorrow of a man whose fate was out of his control. 


“Yes. Yes, it’s true.”

