EPILOGUE


The wedding was of fairy-tale proportions.  Legolas was sinful and angelic majesty encompassed in smooth flesh and silver satin. The bride was just as beautiful, although to some, her beauty was cold. Aurora attended, though it still made her heart bleed and the Elves began to look at her differently then, with something akin to respect. 


Galadriel appeared next to Aurora during the reception, a bright smile on her face, “This is why you deserve him, Aurora, because you give everything up selflessly again and again. And I am glad you have come. I have not seen Legolas so alive in 400 years.” 


Though Legolas stood across the great reception room, next to his new bride, his eyes always managed to find there way back to her. And when they found her, they always lit up with joy and hope. 


They had seventy years together, seventy wonderful and happy years. It was strange that she did not age on the outside, she remained as beautiful and stunning as she had when she first arrived in Mirkwood. One night she fell sick with an unknown disease, and as the stars began to sparkle, she slipped quietly away. Legolas did not move from her side, laying next to her, running his fingers in her hair and telling her of his love for her. The body was taken away later that night, but Legolas remained in his bed, too lost to even weep. 


The room was dark, for the moon refused to show its face, and it suited his mood. He did not wish to ever see the sun again, not if she was not beside him. But as with all things, the world had a purpose of its own, and the moon showed its full face. A bright beam shot through his room, disturbing the darkness, and within it, he saw her. 


Her spirit he supposed encased in moonlight, perfect and youthful, with wide grin on her face. Seeing the tears sliding down his alabaster cheeks, the grin faded to a soft divine smile. She walked over to him slowly, still glowing as if she was made of moonlight, and brushed her lips across his forehead.


“I vowed I would find a way back to you, love.” Aurora whispered softly, taking his hand in hers. He sighed and drew her to him, knowing that he would never spend another night without her.

The End

