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Chapter 9: Angel’s Reunion


Allaina limped behind Legolas, with the armor rubbing against her bare back. The whip injuries were still raw although Legolas did not know. She followed the prince into Mordor as they passed many doors on either side which were connected to unknown chambers.


One in perticular got Allaina’s attention. She heard an orc on the other side of the door and a female voice. “Please… stop. Stop!” the woman screamed. “By Elbereth, stop!”


“Arwen!” Allaina yelled suddenly and ran to the door. “Legolas, it’s Arwen! She’s hurt!”


Legolas rushed to Allaina’s side and put his ear against the door. “She’s still alive… if not for long. We can still save her. When I knock on the door, stand on the other side of the tunnel and when the orc comes out I’ll shoot it and you put on the ring.”


“Alright,” Allaina said and stood on the other side of the tunnel as Legolas told her. Legolas knocked and the orc came out, growling as he saw the orc on the other side of the tunnel taunting him. Allaina put on the ring, surprising the orc, and Legolas shot it with an arrow from beside the door. After the foul creature died, the princess ran into the chamber where her older sister was chained to a wall. Arwen was barely standing as her wrists were bloodied from being chained above her lowered head. Her dress was torn and battered, no longer the white color it was, but a dirty grey. Her hair clung in knots all around her bruised face.


“Oh, Arwen!” the younger sister cried out. She ran to her sister’s side and used Legolas’ knife to slice the chain above Arwen’s head. She slumped to the ground and coughed into her arm. “Can you speak?”


“Yes,” Arwen replied and undid the chains holding her wrists. Allaina smiled and hugged her sister tightly. Legolas leaned against a wall and watched the two reunite. Arwen got up from the floor and walked over to Legolas. “Thank you for watching over Allaina.”


“You are very welcome, but we must go now.” Legolas walked out of the chamber and waited for the two to follow.


“Wait! Can you help me? It’s awful important…” Arwen started.


“What is it?” Allaina asked.


“Aragorn… Estel, he… I haven’t seen him in so long, and I want to know if he is still alive,” she said quietly.


Legolas nodded and explained his idea. They found an orc wandering the tunnels and ordered him to take them to Aragorn’s cell or die an early death. Legolas slit the creature’s throat and unlocked the chamber door. Aragorn was lying in a corner of the room, his clothes in a ragged mess. His hair was matted and dirty and he had many cuts and bruises. Arwen rushed to his side and laid his head in her lap.


“Estel…” she said quietly but got no reply. “Aragorn… love!”


Aragorn groaned and opened his eyes. “Arwen?” he coughed out slowly.


“We are going to get out of here. Can you stand?”


“Aye.” Aragorn stood unsteadily, as he was helped by Arwen, and they left the chamber.


The group walked a mile or so until the finally reached the outside world. On the way, the four explained their travels until night fell. They had reached the edges of the infamous mountain, Mt. Doom. The younger princess gladly looked up at it, awaiting her chance to destroy the ring. She had a growing ache in her back and wished to stop, but steadily climbed the mild slope. Legolas noticed her limp as the pain in her back increased, but he did not know why she limped. The group passed a small stream with dirty water in it, but they all happily drank some water from it and used an orcs food pouch to bring some with them. They reached a hangover on the side of the rocky path, which they used to sleep for the night. Allaina sighed as she stumbled into the dark area to sit. Legolas watched her movements carefully and wished to ask her what was wrong but waited until the two others were asleep. Allaina stayed awake for some time caressing her lower back with her hands.


Legolas sat beside her and asked kindly what was wrong.


“The orcs used a whip on my back. I thought I could handle it, but it hurts terribly now,” she said, her voice full of pain.


“May I see where they hit you?” Legolas asked.


Allaina nodded and took off the orc armor and pulled up the chainmail shirt. Legolas looked at her back, which was raw with blood and loose skin. Long snakelike cuts were sliced into her pale skin, making it hard for the girl to breathe properly.


“Allaina, you need this to be healed properly,” Legolas said quietly. “Let me ease the pain.”


Allaina eased the shirt back down and turned to Legolas. “We can’t do anything while we are out here.”


Legolas took the pouch out of his pocket and showed her. “This water isn’t the most clean but it will wash away some of the blood from your wounds.”


Allaina nodded and lifted her shirt once again. Legolas traced the scars up to her shirtline, where they were hidden underneath the cloth. Allaina gasped as she felt the elves fingertips tracing her skin up her back. She felt pain at the touch to the wound but also a want for more than just Legolas’ fingers on her back.


“The wounds go up higher than I can see. Can you remove your shirt,” Legolas asked smoothly.


Allaina blushed, although she knew he had already seen her bare before, and removed the cloth. Legolas ripped part of his shirt off and wet it in the water. He gently dabbed it on her back and cleaned the wounds with a dry cloth. Allaina let out a small whimper from his gentle touches, for they still caused her pain.


“I’m sorry, Allaina.” Legolas said as he finished tending her wounds. “There. I do not have any spare clothes though…”


“I do. I still have your cloak,” Allaina said as she unpocketed the cloth. Legolas took it from her and ripped a few strips from it. He tied them around her middle and chest as to stop any bleeding. He paused then traced his slender fingers up her back once again, this time to her hair. He brushed her brown hair to one side and kissed her neck.


Allaina closed her eyes and whispered his name. He brought his hand to her cheek and turned her to him. The princess gasped as she stared at his blue eyes that gazed into hers.


“Vanima,*” he whispered, before bringing his lips to hers. She felt his arms slide around her as he embraced her tightly. He kissed her passionately, lighting the fire brooding in Allaina’s heart. Once they let go, she stared at him with hurt in her eyes.


“What is it?” Legolas whispered.


“I did not think you would fall for the spell,” she said quietly. Allaina grabbed her shirt and quickly put it back on and whispered an apology to the prince. He stared at her confused.


“Legolas, I can not tell you what I mean at the moment. We will have to wait until I get rid of this Ring,” she said sadly.


Legolas felt he was fighting a losing battle and sighed and said, “Alright. We should get to sleep.”

*Vanima-Elvish word for ‘beautiful’
