


Chapter 7


Aurora was awake before the dawn.  As she watched the sun push its determined face above the horizon, a revelation came to her. She had no doubt that Legolas’ marriage would destroy everything inside her, but she knew the sun would continue to rise the next day, and the day after that as well. The world would go on as before, unchanged. And it terrified her. 


Did she have the strength to stay in Mirkwood? Could she merely stand by in the shadows watching Legolas with his Queen? Could she stand the secret looks and laughs, could she stand to look at him knowing she would never truly belong to him, and he would never truly belong to her? Could she bear to be the other woman again? But then again, who the hell was she? Throughout the history of the world, thousands of marriages had been arranged, and wasn’t marriage an institution meant for lands and alliances and heirs? And how she could she expect Middle Earth to be any different? Was she simply being overly romantic and stubborn, refusing to be with Legolas unless he was hers? 


And then it came to her. She would most likely die in next fifty years - or she could even die the very next day - and it was very possible that this was her only lifetime. Her mother’s words flooded her head then, words she had spoken upon her cancerous death bed,  with those regretful eyes, “Aurora, I do not regret anything I have done in my life, but I do regret all the things I did not do.” Aurora knew then that she could endure the pain of shattered pride, but she couldn’t leave this world knowing she had denied herself love. Not when she had been deprived of it for so long - it was almost masochistic to deny herself what she longed for just because it came with conditions. 


What was a ring? What were a name and a contract, what was that next to someone’s heart? Just because he was marrying some other woman didn’t mean he would love her. Galadriel had told her to keep faith, and that was exactly what she would do.  


With that thought, she left her room and ran to the royal bedchamber, unable to contain her knew thoughts any longer. Her heart pounded with uncertainty and nervousness as she ran worrying that the elf’s feelings had changed overnight. She cursed her father and mother for their inconstant love, because she hated the inevitable feeling of uncertainty that came when she thought of someone who claimed they loved her. With that sour thought she burst into his room, knowing that if she had knocked she would have lost her room. 


Of course, walking in on The King of Mirkwood while he was lying in a bubble bath was not what she had planned on. 


“Oh God! I’m sorry!” Aurora cried and lunged for the door.


“Stop!” He cried out, lurching up into a sitting position. Aurora froze and prayed he wouldn’t stand up, because she knew there was no way she could be smooth about that. She turned back around with her hands over her eyes. He laughed softly.


“Would you like to join me?” Legolas asked slyly, his fingers tracing water over the rim of the tub. Aurora’s hands flew from her face and she stared at him in shock. He grinned.


“If you are not here to bathe with me, then why are you here?” Aurora’s knees turned to jelly. He looked absolutely delicious splashing around in that little tub, his strong shoulders and chest covered with tiny drops of hot water - wait, what did he ask? 


“Uh…uh…what did you say?” She asked, her face flaming. His eyes grew darker, and he motioned for her to come closer. She came about a foot closer and stopped abruptly. 


“Are you afraid of me?” He asked, his eyes widening. She shook her head no, and closed the rest of the distance between them with nervous steps. She quickly dropped to her knees and concentrated on his face, because she was more than tempted to see what was under that rippling water. 


Legolas took her right hand in his, and massaged it gently. She bit her lower lip and tried not to think of how erotic such a touch was. He smiled, seeming to know his effect on her, and licked her wrist suddenly. She gasped and suddenly all of her self-control was completely and utterly gone. 


She leaned over the tub and gently bit his lower lip. In response he deepened the kiss, sliding his tongue into her mouth. Aurora made small whimpering sounds as he cupped her face and kissed her until she couldn’t breathe. She pulled back, panting; staring at the lips that had just ravaged hers, and loved that they were swollen and red. 


“Someone could walk in and see us.” She whispered as she ran her hands over his warm chest. When they began to venture over the valley of his abdomen, he began suddenly pulled her into the bath so that she was straddling his hips. Water splashed all over the floor, and her dress would be ruined, but of course, neither one of them cared. 


“Dress - off” He said, his voice ragged, trying to pull it up over her arms. She lifted her arms, and after the dress was tossed to the floor she recaptured his mouth. His pulled back gently after a moment and took a minute to look at her. And though she was self-conscious, she didn’t recoil, because his eyes were looking at her with an admiration that made her tremble. His hands reached out slowly and slid along the curves of her breasts, and when the pad of his thumb traced over her nipples, she thought she would die. 


Aurora dunked Legolas under the water suddenly, and shrieked when he flew back up, sputtering water and then screamed when he dragged her back under. His mouth found hers under the warm water, and then pulled her above before she lost her breath. Laughing wildly, they jumped from the tub and ran to his bed, dripping water. 


He pushed her onto her back, placing small love bites and kisses all over her collarbone and neck. She moaned and leaned up, licking a hot line around his elfin ear. Legolas gasped and looked at her with shock.

She smiled again, but this time it wasn’t sexual or wicked - it was filled with affection. 


“Before we do this, I need to you know something.” She brushed his wet blonde hair from his face and was surprised that she didn’t feel the horrible self-consciousness she felt around other people. When Legolas looked at her, it was okay to be her. 


“Tell me.” He whispered, cupping her face and kissing her eyelids. 


“All my life, I’ve been afraid of getting hurt. So I have protected myself over the years, and I haven’t given anyone my heart. But this morning, I realized something. Pain is inevitable in life. Trying to avoid is suddenly so…pointless…because I’ll end up hurt in the end eventually anyway. If I choose to love you, then I give you the power to crush me. I mean, you could fall in love with another woman - or simply out of love with me. But then I think what if I just let you walk out of my life because I want all of you? Well I can’t technically have all of you anyway, only what you give me.  So! Instead of fearing what I cannot prevent, I have decided to give you everything - I’ll give you my body, my mind, my heart, and my soul. So go - get married, produce and heir and do what you have to do to rule your people. I’ll be here when you need me.” 


Legolas grinned suddenly and showered her with breathless and hard kisses. She giggled and captured his mouth in another passionate kiss, nibbling his lower lip and stroking his tongue with hers. He pulled away softly and cupped her face again.


“Know this then Aurora - I will give the Princess my hand and my kingdom and an heir - but that is all I shall give her. The rest of me belongs only to you - and my heart will not stop loving you. How could it? And know that I am the one who will lose everything in this, Aurora. I shall only have you for sixty or seventy years - and have to endure the rest of time alone.” His smile faded softly, falling into sobriety. 


“No,” Aurora whispered against his lips, kissing them tenderly, “you shall not lose me in sixty or seventy years. I died once, and yet I am here with you. Perhaps I shall never die. Perhaps this is my eternity. But should I die here - I will spend the rest of time trying to find a way back to you. I vow it.” The fear and pain in Legolas’ eyes suddenly disappeared, and their eyes laughed together. 


Legolas turned her over slowly so that he was resting his weight on top of her, and she sighed with pleasure at the feel of him pressing down on her. 


“I don’t know what I did to deserve you.” Aurora said suddenly, and rubbed her cheek against his neck. He ran his fingers gently through her hair.


“In all my years in this place, I still have not understood why certain things occur. So let us not wonder what we have done to deserve each other. Let’s simply live gratefully for it.” 


“I love you.” Aurora smiled and intertwined her fingers with his.


“I love you too.” He whispered back, and captured her mouth for another one hundred passionate kisses.

