When Middle Earth was leaning towards the midnight hour, Aurora, the woman who did not belong, stood on her room's balcony, trying to find her place. How could Legolas do this to her? How could he pretend to be enamored with her, all the while knowing he was promised to another? Her heart beat of its own accord, though Aurora could not think of one single reason for it to continue to do so. 


"My lady." The King of Mirkwood emerged from the shadows in all his glory, blue eyes flashing and blonde hair shining in the moonlight. It seemed to cling to him - as

all light and things tended to do. She looked back at him and tried to keep remember why she was angry with him. Guilt seeped through his eyes, and she suddenly remembered.


"It seems, your majesty, that I shall never be your lady." Aurora looked over him with a new bitterness. God it hurt to just look at him. She saw the effect of her words in him and hated herself for speaking them. He took a shaky breath and walked towards her. 


"Stop!" Aurora cried, her voice shaking, holding up a trembling hand, "I cannot think clearly when you are near me." He halted at her request, but clenched his fists.


"You must allow me to explain, Aurora. You must!" Legolas insisted, his eyes suddenly angry, though she knew it was not directed towards her. Intrigued, and pathetically hopeful, she allowed him an explanation.


"I...It is my duty as King of Mirkwood to provide my people with a future king. Therefore I must marry and provide an heir. You must understand - this marriage

was arranged before you came here." Legolas winced at his own words, knowing that he would hate them if they were spoken to him. Aurora laughed bitterly, and his stomach knotted at the sound.


"I understand, Legolas. I truly do, for there are arrangements like this where I come from as well. And though I see the practicality of it all - I still hate the 

unfairness of it. But then...many things in the world are unfair." Aurora shook her head out at the night, swallowing back tears which seemed determined to come.


"I do not love her. And though I do not understand what is between us, I know that it is the best thing I have ever encountered in all the thousands of years I have lived, and I do not know if I can let go of it." He trailed a hand down her spine and she shivered. She turned suddenly, her carefully constructed dam against her tears broken, and she pounded her fists upon his chest.


"Goddammit! I have lost everything, Legolas, everything! My home, my family, my job - my LIFE! There is no life for me back home - understand I am trapped here! And I swear you one thing, your majesty, I will NOT stand around in the wings while you live your life with this woman. I will not be the other woman, not again. I have only one thing left, and I will not let you take it from me! Love is inconstant and fickle, Legolas, so if I cannot have you completely - then I will not have you at all. I will keep my pride, and leave this place. And I shall never allow myself to think upon you again." Aurora ran from his arms, ignoring the bewildered and destroyed look on his face. Yes, she would keep her pride. It was all she had left. All she had to call her own.


Slamming the door to her room, she frantically tried to think of a way to escape.  She wanted nothing more than to be a million miles away from this haven, from his blue

blue eyes and his soft lips and warm arms - . She realized she had nothing of her own. Shaking her head to ignore the guilt welling up in her, she ravaged the closet looking for things she would need to take with her to survive. A voice sighed from behind her and she whipped around, screaming with fear.


Yet another beautiful elf woman stood by her bed, glowing in the dark. Her wavy blonde hair skirted around her hips, and her ocean eyes sparkled. Aurora panted and cast

the she-elf a dark look. The she-elf smiled in response and approached her slowly.


"Is your love so pale? You would leave your hearts only desire for - pride?" Galadriel examined the girl slowly, seeing the pain in her heart, old and new, and knew both were the cause of her rash actions. The girl threw the dress she had been clutching in her hands to the floor and turned away angrily, "You do not understand."


"Do I not? I believe I understand you very well. Everyone that was supposed to love you in your life has abandoned you through out the years - your mother and father, and even that married man you believe you loved once. You were the other woman with him and it began to eat at you inside. But I would that you not mistake these two instances for 

the same. Legolas is not that man." Galadriel gently turned the girl back to face her, "But I would that you see the similarities in your situation and Legolas'. He cannot give

himself to you truly for the sake of duty - a pale and unimportant thing in the shadow of love - and you would see pride, also a thing of unimportance, kept instead of love

at a price." The girl seemed to deflate with the she-elf's words, and sat upon the bed gingerly.


"I have been hurt too many times, do you see? Everyone I have loved has used it to hurt me in some way - I have been betrayed too many times to count. But to be betrayed

by Legolas? I am tired of pain and sorrow. Weary of it. This afternoon, when he kissed me, when he took care of me - I thought I had finally found something I could trust. Something I could onto at night that would never leave. But that, as always, is not the case." Aurora whispered, too fatigued suddenly to even lift her hands to wipe away the tears running down her cheeks.


"You have little faith, but with good reason. If you give it time, if you have patience, and hold out with hope for just a little bit longer - I promise you that Legolas will repair all the damage done to you. Just hold on to that last shred of hope as well as you can - and I promise you that you will not live to regret it." Galadriel ran a hand through the girl's hair and Aurora looked at her with eyes that did not belong to a mortal of twenty five years.


"If I may ask, why do you care?" Aurora sighed, rubbing her tired eyes. 


"Because Legolas deserves happiness. He has given his entire life to his people, giving everything and expecting nothing in return. He is a hero, a great king, and 

a man with a beautiful heart. It is time his people return his loyalty and care. And you, I think, are exactly what we shall endeavor to give him." Galadriel smiled softly, and kissed Aurora's forehead. She glided from the room as silently as she came, and left Aurora to face the rest of the night alone. As she huddled under the soft satin and silk covers, Aurora softly sang herself to sleep.


*Are you lonesome, tonight? Do you miss me, tonight? 

 Are you sorry we drifted apart? Does your memory stray to a bright summer day, when I kissed you and called you sweetheart?.....Tell me dear, are you lonesome tonight?*

